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				Mistress Madonna

				THE STEEL TIPPED stilettos dug deeply into Julian's back. The pain was exquisite, excruciating enough to have made him cry out in agony if he had been able. But the gag was tight. Too tight, biting into the corners of his mouth before traversing his cheeks to be fastened in a knot at the base of his skull. The knot had a large heavy coin wound into it which pressed edge-on into his neck, in itself another source of discomfort. Not only that but a blindfold restricted his vision in the same way that the gag restricted his voice. Utter blackness. Not a scrap of light penetrated the rough lined thick leather strap that covered both his eyes and was buckled at the back of his head. He possessed neither speech nor sight. Perfect.

				He was laid on the bare tiled floor, flat on his stomach with his hands pulled back and handcuffed together in the small of his back. A steel spacer bar ensured his feet were held wide apart so that his buttocks, his anus and the tip of his penis, which was pressed back under him, were accessible to the leather clad, whip wielding Demoness standing astride him. A spiked leather dog collar pressed hard against his Adam's Apple and clipped into the ring at the back was a long plaited leash, the end of which was wound around a gloved hand and pulled tight, forcing his head up backwards.

				Julian's backside was a crimson mass of weals that extended downwards to cover the backs of his thighs and his calves. His shoulders had also received the same attention from the whip and were glowing bright as a beacon. And on either side of his spine from his neck to where his hands lay cuffed together, the deep imprints of the wicked stiletto heels pulsed in bloodied agony.

				Mistress Madonna was treating him to a splendid session. Worth every single penny of the enormous fee she charged for her services. But it was not over yet. The whip was thrown to one side and a long, rigid cane took its place. She pushed the tip of the cane down the crease between his buttocks to spear the enormously bulbous bell-end that poked backwards from between his legs.

				She leant on the cane.

				His thick glans squashed out into a flattish oval of gristly meat, the gag stifling the scream that erupted from his vocal cords as the excruciating pain seared up to his brain. Julian thrashed around helplessly. Mistress Madonna was scathing.

				"Keep still, you pathetic little wimp."

				Her voice was ice. Colder than Arctic frost and just as biting. The cane eased its pressure on his prick, lifted and then whipped down. Smack! His backside rippled as the stroke landed raising an instant tramline that overlaid the mass of scarlet that his bottom already was. Again and again the cane bit deep, his whole body jerking in pain as each stroke tortured his flesh. Even after the last stroke had fallen he was still writhing in agony.

				A wicked stiletto stabbed into his calf. It stayed there, grinding into his flesh as Mistress Madonna conveyed to him the contempt in which she held him. He was a worthless little nonentity. Useless in every way. A total wanker with the smallest dick she'd ever seen. He was nothing but a nauseating ball of slime, a festering sore on the backside of mankind. And so it went on, her comments becoming ever more disparaging until tears of the utmost misery began to flow from his eyes.

				Her words ceased. Deathly quiet ensued, broken only by Julian's sniffles and whimpers. A verbal lashing had just as much effect on him as did a physical assault. He was abject. Wretched. And at the same time, the luckiest man in God's creation. She was his Mistress. He was her slave. Nirvana.

				She allowed the tension to build before breaking the silence with a question.

				"Are we going to try and be a good little man from now on?"

				Yes he was. And not only was he going to be good, he was going to be the best, most obedient servant any Mistress had ever ruled over. He just could not say so, the gag saw to that.

				It made no difference to her. He was going to suffer anyway. Sliding one of the outrageously pointed toes of her boots under his waist, she rolled him over on to his back. While he had been laid on his front he must have been suffering untold agonies in his private regions because as he turned over, an enormous pulsing erection came with him, springing upwards to freedom from its previous position trapped underneath him.

				"What's that?"

				It was his fucking great big cock. That was what he wanted to say, but he did not even attempt to reply. A wise move.

				"Did Mistress Madonna say you could do that?"

				She had not, but it wasn't his fault. His prick did what it liked. It occupied a world in which his authority was nil.

				"You'd like Mistress Madonna to do something about it, wouldn't you? You'd like her to suck it. Wank it. Thrash it and stuff the filthy throbbing thing up her vagina. She knows you would. So why don't you just tell her?"

				The bitch! Of course he would. But there was no way he could get the words past the gag and so his head frantically nodded up and down in a silent plea for her to bring him to orgasm.

				"Not today you slimy toad. But you may wank yourself if you wish."

				Of course he wished, but masturbating with his hands handcuffed behind him was impossible. "You arsehole. You swine. You fucking stinking whore."

				The insults came out as nothing more than muffled grunts. But she knew full well what he was trying to say. The cane tapped his straining cock.

				"Naughty, naughty boy. Now Mistress Madonna will have to punish you further."

				"Christ no! No more."

				His grunts meant nothing.

				The cane whipped sideways. The pain as she lashed his pulsing manhood was nauseating. Perspiration burst over his flushed face as he struggled helplessly to free his hands. Again it struck, his backside leaping upwards from the tiles as the searing agony flooded his senses. He was suffering. But not enough.

				And he was not really sorry either. Or so she told him. But he would be. And so she was going to leave him for a little while, and when she came back he was going to be a very sorry little boy indeed.

				But there was something she was going to do in the meantime.

				"Do you want to know what it is?"

				He did, but more than that he wanted his cock sorting out. And he wanted to be released. He was not to be granted either of his wishes.

				"Mistress Madonna is going into the bedroom. And what do you think she's going to do in there?"

				He did not give a toss. He wanted a shag. She told him anyway.

				"She's going to play with herself. She's going to stroke her clitoris and put her fingers up into her juicy, slippery hole. Right where you'd like your silly little cock to be. It's lovely in there. It's all wet and tight, and she's got muscles. Muscles you've never dreamt of. Muscles in her vagina that would milk your silly excuse for a dick tighter than your fist ever could, until you shot your disgusting sperm right up inside her."

				But he was never going to know about that. Not now, or ever, because she only fucked with men. Men with real cocks, not little boys with useless little peashooters. Julian's snorts and frantic struggles with his bonds demonstrated plainly that her words had struck him as painfully as any whip.

				"But that's not all she's going to do. She's going to play with her nipples as well. You like her nipples don't you?"

				He did. And she knew full well that he did. But she had never allowed him to touch them. Or suck them. Or, in fact, get anywhere near them. She gave him a moment.

				"And then she's going to fuck herself with a dildo. A lovely big fat prick, not like your infantile little widdler."

				And then she was gone.

				And fuck herself was exactly what she did. With Julian's tortured body still writhing on the cold tiled floor of the magnificent en suite bathroom, she draped herself languorously over the king-sized bed and pleasured herself shamelessly. Sensuous, thrilling and pushed in deep, the fat vibrator buzzed inside her tunnel.

				"Mmmmm."

				She moaned in a low throaty purr of satisfaction as she pulled the monstrous vibrating dildo down and out of her vagina until only the bulbous tip penetrated her open, pink sex lips, before thrusting it back up to its fullest depth. Her juices began to flow, the sucking sounds growing louder as she began to plunge in and out with an ever-increasing tempo.

				"Oh God. Let me look. Show me."

				It did not matter that Mistress Madonna could not hear Julian's silent pleas. Words were not necessary. She knew full well that every squelch of her fanny and murmur from her lips were audible to him as he lay trussed, like the chicken he was, in the next room. It was all part of the torture. Although she had fully aroused herself and was near to orgasm, many of the sexy sounds and sensuous groans were thoroughly orchestrated - merely sound effects to heighten his already raging senses.

				Rubbing the hard, erect nub of her clitoris to complement and stoke up the thrill of the pistoning dildo, she worked herself to a devastating conclusion. Shuddering and writhing on the bed, she convulsed in a series of repeated, pulsing and spectacular orgasms. Her squeals of fulfilment drove Julian over the brink and with no assistance from hands, mouth or cunt his wildly jerking penis spurted torrents of sperm unbelievably high into the air, before the separating globules fell back to spray his legs, stomach and even the floor tiles.

				He was in for it now.

				He had done his best. He had tried. But although he had been ordered on fear of unmentionable punishments not to do so, he'd spunked. Running true to her plan he had failed Mistress Madonna yet again. His despair was absolute. And his filthy prick was to blame.

				She had told him often enough before to keep the revolting thing under control. And time and again he had promised to be a good little slave and do just that, but his promises had counted for nothing. He could not help himself. Nothing could diminish his fevered fantasies. To be whipped, to be beaten, to be thrashed beyond the realms of reason; Mistress Madonna knew that these were the things he dreamed of. And she also knew that beyond a doubt he wanted her, and only her, to do those things to him. Not only that, he wanted her to play with his dick. And wank it. And suck it. But although his latest misdemeanour had been sufficiently outrageous to guarantee major attention to his wayward member, the attention it was likely to receive would most probably not result in sweet bliss, but horrendous pain. And to Julian that would be just as wonderful.

				After several minutes spent calming her senses to a lower than volcanic level, Mistress Madonna ruefully caressed her vagina and rose from the bed. To an onlooker it would have been more than obvious that she fancied giving herself another one there and then, but Julian was paying. And a small fortune at that. She was worth it.

				She made no attempt to dab up the juices that had flowed in such abundance that the tips of her thick pubic bush glistened, and so tiny droplets now and again dripped to the floor. There was so much it almost seemed as if a man had shot two full balls of semen up her. A certain man was desperately screaming to do just that, but his woeful act of disobedience had made that more unlikely than ever. Coming without permission. A heinous misdemeanour indeed. He would be lucky to get away without every inch of skin being stripped from his back.

				Mistress Madonna put one foot inside the bathroom, the steel tip of a stiletto heel tapping on the ceramic tiling. One glance was enough.

				"Oh dear, mummy's little baby has been a bad boy, hasn't he?"

				Those words, or something very similar were what Julian had been anxiously waiting for, signalling as they did the commencement of further, harsher punishment. He had been a naughty boy, that fact brooked no denial, but like all naughty children he would never admit that it had been his fault. She had driven him to it. He could not speak, he was unable to see, he had a monster of an erection and what had she done? Gone off to fuck herself! It was not fair. And then she had made sure that he heard every last tiny sound. Every slurping push of the dildo up her vagina. And every murmur of appreciation that went with it. It was more than flesh and blood could stand. And she knew it.

				"So then little man, what is Mistress Madonna to do with you?"

				She said 'little man' in such a denigrating way that it was obvious she was not referring to his physical stature, but to his cock. In fact it was really not that small, and when she was not around he often admired its fairly spectacular erect proportions in his bedroom mirror. But Mistress Madonna made him feel as if he did not possess a prick of sufficient proportions to satisfy any woman, let alone her.

				"Jerk off Julian, that's you. Have you ever shagged a woman, little man?"

				He struggled against his bonds, mumbling furiously and incoherently.

				"No I thought not. In fact I think you'd come in your pants before you got within a mile of a minge."

				His writhing achieved almost demented proportions and she scrutinised his flailing legs and shaking torso. There was only one treatment for someone as obviously deranged as him, and she was going to make sure that he got it. She blew him an unseen kiss.

				"Don't go away now, will you?"

				Julian's heart dropped as he heard her leave the room, and behind the mask tears of dread began to fall.

				But before his punishment could begin he had a task to perform. After making her preparations and upon returning to the bathroom Mistress Madonna removed his gag and blindfold. She pointed to the pools of sperm decorating the tiles.

				"What is this mess?"

				They were her first words after restoring his vision and his speech. Harsh and demanding, allowing him not a second to recover his previously deprived senses. There was no reply. The cane struck with lightning speed.

				"Answer!"

				It came in an agonised gasp.

				"Mistress, I couldn't help myself. I'm sorry."

				"Sorry's not enough, you filthy little pervert. You'll have to do better than that."

				And to make amends, his first task was to lick up his sperm.

				She had not removed the handcuffs and with them still firmly clamping his hands behind his back, she forced him to kneel and shuffle over the floor, a difficult task with the spacer bar still pushing his feet apart. Licking up every drop, his tongue delved into the cracks between the tiles as well as lapping over their smooth surfaces. And when he had finished, she did not consider his efforts satisfactory, making him go over it again, encouraged by countless slashes of the cane.

				And then, when even she could not find a single inch of tiling that was not completely spotless, she had opened her legs, squatted and urinated. The floor was flooded with her salty amber piss, and his next task was to clean it up. All of it. With his tongue.

				Which he did.

				With relish.

				But she was not finished. She had not expended all her reserves of bodily fluids and with a firm push from her stilettoed foot she sent him sprawling back on to the tiles. Squatting over him, she moved down his helpless form squirting warm jets of the urine that remained in her reservoirs over his head, his chest and his penis. Piss soaked his hair, dripped from his chin and trickled over his balls. His Mistress' piss. Nectar from Heaven.

				"Thank you, thank you, thank you."

				His words ripped out in a flurry of grovelling gratitude.

				"Don't thank me yet you pig's arse. You've still got to pay for your filthy behaviour."

				Tugging on the plaited lead attached to his collar she finally led him from the bathroom. He was still cuffed and on his knees, the spacer bar removed so that he could actually make some forward progress. His neck stretched, his knees scraped and his cock throbbed into an undeniable erection as he looked up at the firm contours of Mistress Madonna's buttocks as they swayed above him, Julian was closer to a state of total ecstasy than he had ever been before.

				He hated her.

				He loved her.

				He would kill her the moment she released him.

				He would hug and kiss her and fall to his knees in worship.

				Mistress Madonna had worked hard to place all these contradictory emotions in his mind. She was becoming indispensable to him. He could not exist without her. He was pathetic but he had a fortune. He was every Mistress's dream.

				***

				The cellar was dark, dank and miserable. Piles of coal remained from before the area was declared a smokeless zone and a dilapidated boiler stood with its iron door rustily ajar. Large diameter pipes ran through the walls, close to the ceiling, carrying hot water to the ancient radiators on the upper floors and dirty water out from the house. Julian was strung up a foot or so above the stone flagged floor, his arms wide and chained by the wrists to one of the pipes. His legs were similarly pulled wide and chained to rings anchored into the stone slabs. Black swathes of coal dust were laid over his reddened flesh where, obeying Mistress Madonna's orders, he had painfully and with great difficulty pulled himself over the heaps of fuel.

				Heavy lead weights hung on chains clamped to his nipples. Nipples that were large for a man. And again on the end of a chain that was fastened to a buckled strap circling the ridge of his bell-end, an even weightier chunk of dull metal dragged his penis downward. The pain was incredible, Julian's cock being stretched thinly to almost twice its flaccid length. And with that weight dragging it downwards he was most certainly never going to stand a ghost of a chance of achieving an erection. No matter what the stimulus.

				But neither the blindfold nor the gag had been replaced. Mistress Madonna wanted him to see his punishment. To experience it as it came. And in return she wanted to hear his screams. She had no need to worry about anyone else hearing because the impressive house of the type that only the aristocracy, rock stars and porn kings can afford, stood in its own grounds with a long drive down to the road. In any case a retired army Colonel was the nearest neighbour and he firmly believed in the old adage that 'a good flogging never did anyone any harm'. Of course in his case, having spent the major part of his career keeping order in the colonies, he was referring to the natives.

				Mistress Madonna on the other hand, having been introduced to him, was not so sure that he would not have welcomed her services for himself if only he had known they were available. He certainly seemed to have an inordinately large number of hardy, nubile female staff who appeared to have no specific household duties. With only himself in residence, to her experienced eyes it meant only one thing. Old as he was - he was at it! She made a mental note to follow it up. But for the moment her assignment was Julian. And he was without doubt getting his money's worth.

				Mistress Madonna tugged hard on the weight stretching Julian's penis to its limit, at the same time, with her free hand, raking her black polished fingernails down his stomach.

				"Aaargh!"

				Julian's scream was satisfyingly, throat-wrenchingly loud.

				She tugged again. And again. And each time the shiny black nails cut grooves into his flesh and an anguished scream catapulted from his mouth. Many more shrieks like that and he would not be speaking for weeks. She set the weight swinging between his legs, his prick being tugged backwards and forwards in its wake. He was screaming like a stuck pig, his head thrashing madly as the chain dug into his balls and tortured his penis mercilessly. She grasped the weights clamped to his nipples and with a couple of almighty tugs, ripped them off.

				"Yeeeeeeow."

				His yelping scream was music to her ears. A symphony of pain.

				"Stop, you bitch."

				A bad mistake. He corrected it quickly.

				"Mistress please. No more."

				The flat of her palm immediately batted the heavy torturous weight, stretching his cock to a ridiculous and agonising thinness as his bell-end was tugged in its wake. His screams were even more deafening.

				"Naughty, naughty boy. Now you've spoiled everything. Just when Mistress Madonna was going to take this nasty horrid weight off your cock."

				"Take it off. Take it off now."

				But she could not do that, she told him. She could not possibly allow nasty little boys like him to misbehave and get away with it. He had called her a bad name and for that he had to be punished.

				"You fucking slut. When I get out of this I'm going to rip your fanny out."

				"Oh dear. We are having a tantrum, aren't we? Never mind, all naughty children are sorry in the end. But Mistress Madonna knows what to do about that. She'll just leave you here, all on your own with the creepy crawlies and the rats."

				Turning on her heel, she whipped his straining cock a couple of hefty slashes with the cane, and not looking back strolled casually to the wooden staircase. Very deliberately, one stiletto-shod foot after another ascended the stairs, his screams and insults falling on deaf ears. Turning out the already dim lights to leave him in total darkness, she clanged the heavy door shut behind her.

				***

				Mistress Madonna lay stretched out on a giant padded sofa, sipping a large vodka and cranberry juice. If Julian had been present it would have been something far more butch... a tumbler full of straight Jack Daniels perhaps. For the effect. Hard, tough and uncompromising, that is how she was careful to appear to him. Anyway, that was exactly what she was most of the time. She just had her little weaknesses. And that little girls' drink was one of them. A weakness she did not care to share with him.

				The doorbell shook her into life. Ringing around the vastness of the entrance hall, it reverberated in church tower tones. There was no one to answer the door; Julian always gave his lackey the day off when she was in attendance. She ignored it.

				It rang again.

				Insistently.

				Getting up from the sofa, she went over to one of the tall windows and discreetly pulling the curtain aside, peeped furtively outside. It was The Colonel. The dodderer from next door. It was funny that she had been thinking about him. Well, here he was. And now was as good a time as any. She downed the remainder of her drink, walked out into the hallway and after struggling with the huge bolts finally pulled the heavy oak door open.

				"Hello, I'm sorry to..."

				He caught sight of her bondage-clothed body, all her essential assets on full view.

				"Er... Oh my God."

				"No I don't think so, but I can be anything else you want. Why don't you come in?"

				Not giving him a chance to reply, she pulled the door wider open and ushered him inside. He was getting on a bit all right. But it was obvious he had once been a strong, powerful man. Tall, and now slightly stooped he still had an air of authority about him that many a younger military man would envy. He most certainly had not joined the Army in order to frolic with other men in the showers.

				He could not tear his eyes away from her mons, framed as it was between black stockinged thighs. His stoop seemed to disappear as he straightened himself, and she was certain she could detect a burgeoning erection beneath his plus fours. He caught her glance, hurriedly covering the front of his trousers with his hands.

				"Ah. Yes. Sorry about the clothes, been out shooting, don't you know."

				Mistress Madonna said nothing, just standing there with her tongue rolling enticingly over her lips. Her hands slid up over her leather basque to cup her naked breasts. His cock twitched with a power that moved his hands. He gave up the pretence, dropped his hands and displayed a fairly spectacular erection that pushed the front of his trousers out into a good imitation of a circus tent.

				"My, you are a big boy, aren't you?"

				"Used to be, in my time. Not so hot now, shrivels with age you know."

				"Ooh, it still looks big to me. Bigger than the pathetic willie the silly little man who lives here's got."

				"Ah him. Yes it's him I've come to see. Is he in?"

				"Yes, but he's tied up right now, if you get my drift."

				The Colonel did get her drift. He also got a bigger erection as she bent over, her bottom thrust out towards him, supposedly straightening the seams of her stockings.

				"And I really must get back to him. I've left him hanging around for far too long already."

				The Colonel cracked a smile. He had a ready wit and obviously appreciated her little joke.

				"Hmmn. A sense of humour. I like that in a woman. Don't find it much these days you know, political correctness and all that. These young fillies, all they care about is pop music and fast cars."

				"Well, if there's anything I can do for you, any time, night or day just give me a call. And if you'd prefer something a little different, I have two sisters. Actually we're triplets and take my word for it, we can be very entertaining, and very strict."

				The Colonel thought it over.

				"Not too keen on the physical punishment stuff m'self gel, but I wouldn't say no to few hours in the saddle with you. I don't suppose there's any chance today...?"

				She cut him short. But he was worth an effort, he smelt of money.

				"I'm afraid not. Today I'm disciplining Julian and I really am in a hurry. But if you can make it quick, I'll give you a sample. Just fuck me... and then fuck off."

				The old boy moved like lightning. His reactions were still razor sharp and he had amazing strength. Bustling her backwards into the drawing room, he threw her down onto the sofa, freed his rampant weapon and went at her like an eighteen year old. With one hand under each heel he lifted her feet up on to the sofa, then transferring his hands to her knees he splayed her legs wide apart, giving him instant access to her sex. Her labia were still widened from her session with the dildo and so it was not too difficult for him to spear her sex on his first thrust. His penis plunged in to a depth just enough for it to cover and clasp his glans.

				He was big. Unbelievably huge. He thrust again, another impressive length disappearing up into her tunnel. He filled her, vaginal wall to vaginal wall. She had not been that well stuffed for so long that she felt as though she was being ripped apart. One more giant thrust and The Colonel was in up to the hilt, his throbbing bell pulsing against her cervix. His body between her thighs now keeping her legs wide apart, his hands went to work on her tits.

				It was supposed to have been a quickie. A sample of her abilities, but instead he was hooking her. It was in her nature to be in control, but for enough money and a cock like that she could be flexible. And he was old after all, he could not last that long. All thoughts of that nature fled from her mind as he got under way, developing a long regular stroke that reamed her vagina from end to end. Her juices came flooding out, lubricating his rasping ramming of her sex. Muscles clamped and unclamped as she was driven towards orgasm. His backside worked up to a blurring speed as she clung to his shoulders, juddering and crying out as she was hit with a shattering climax.

				Once he was sure that he had catapulted her into a state of bliss, he let himself go. His stamina was awesome. He shagged her relentlessly for minute after minute until finally she could feel the sperm racing up his urethra and clamping her legs around his waist she held him tight as spurt after endless spurt of his semen pumped into her. He fell on to her, spent, and she allowed him to lie there, crushing her until his breathing returned to normal.

				He pulled out and stood up, wiping his softening cock on the sofa.

				"Damn fine show gel. Better be off now I suppose."

				And as Mistress Madonna lay there, thoroughly fucked and waiting for the strength to return to her drained body, he left. The door slammed and he was gone. Her senses whirled in disbelief; the tables had been well and truly turned. She was the Mistress. Nobody had done that to her before. She began to get angry. How could she have lost control like that? Somebody was going to have to pay. And that somebody was Julian!

				***

				In total distress Julian hung whimpering in the blackness of the cellar. His shoulders were strained, his legs hurt and his cock felt like it existed in a different universe. Streaks of tears had forged a path through the fine layer of coal dust covering his cheeks. Those tears were nothing compared to the ones that he would soon be shedding.

				Mistress Madonna had worked herself up into a fine frenzy by the time she returned to deal with Julian. She pushed open the door at the top of the flight of wooden stairs and turned on the dim lighting.

				"Thank God. Thank God."

				Julian's sobs of relief fell on determinedly deaf ears. He was going to pay. Not only for his own misdemeanours but for hers as well. Her session with The Colonel now rankled with her so much it was driving her to distraction. How could she have been so stupid? She was supposed to have netted him and instead he had snared her. If he had wanted to, she would have let him fuck her again right there and then. It was ridiculous. Obscene. He was so old. And yet he was one great big reminder of the Bulldog Breed. The men that ran the Empire. And if they all fucked like him, no wonder they had once ruled half the world. Having tasted a shagging like that, any woman, white, black or any shade in between would willingly have laid down her fanny for England.

				Mistress Madonna's vagina was still throbbing with the after shocks of her tumultuous rogering by The Colonel as the stilettos clattered down the stairs. When she was certain that she was in Julian's view she stopped, standing stern and immobile and slapping her open palm with a wicked looking scourge. His wailing ceased abruptly.

				"Oh God no. No Mistress, no more."

				"Shut up you pathetic excuse for a slug. Mistress Madonna has decided that you are deliberately trying to annoy her. And she's going to do something about it."

				"No! No. Please."

				"You didn't care when you made a mess in the bathroom, did you? You called her a fucking whore, didn't you? Well, very soon you are going to wish that you'd kept your mouth shut."

				"I couldn't help it. You made me do it. You drove me to it."

				"A good little person always has control of himself. But a wicked person... well, he doesn't care. He tries to get the better of his Mistress. And his Mistress won't have it. Never. Do you understand?"

				He did. Only too well.

				"And you, are not a good little person. You are nasty. And vile. An abomination. And your Mistress can't stand for that, can she? So she's going to make sure you get what you deserve."

				"Oh Christ No! Don't do it. I'll never be bad again. I'll be good and do everything you say. I promise, cross my heart."

				Mistress Madonna did not care how many promises he made. Or pleas for mercy for that matter. He was bad and she was angry. Not only with him, she conceded that much, but he was going to pay for it anyway.

				The lead weight still pulled heavily on his cock and palming it she lifted it high to relieve the strain. He groaned in pathetic thankfulness only to scream in tortured agony a moment later when she let the weight slip from her palm and sent it hurtling downwards. The strength and depth of his agonised wails made her ponder for a moment whether or not she had actually ripped his cock from his body. A quick examination assured her that that was not the case.

				"Oh my poor little baby. Did Mistress Madonna hurt your tiny little pee thing?"

				This time there was no comment. The shock had been so great he was unable to speak, shit or remember his name. In front of his eyes everything was a blank. All he could see was stars. And that lasted for several minutes until his sight cleared in undulating waves of returning vision. Despite his secure chaining, his body shook and quivered, real rivers of tears flooding down his cheeks. Minutes passed as he gasped his way back to proper awareness. And then:

				"Thank you. Thank you so much Mistress Madonna. That was wonderful."

				She accepted his pitiful whimperings with a haughty disdain. What a pathetic runt he was. He did not have to tell her how wonderful it had been, she told him, she knew. She also reminded him just how lucky he was to have such an understanding Mistress as her. After his naughtiness, anyone else would have packed him off to bed and taken away his sweeties. But not her. And he would do well to remember that. He would remember, she knew that. She also knew that following her savage action with the weight, the agonising pain in his penis must have increased tenfold. And so his hesitant plea was not unexpected.

				"Mistress, please... my cock."

				"Ah, diddums. Does his poor little willie hurt?"

				"Yes Mistress."

				"And does Julian want his Mistress to make it better?"

				"Yes. Please. Now!"

				"Well, want as much as you like. The weight stays where it is."

				Julian screamed like a banshee, his outburst totally uncontrollable.

				"You bag. You fucking shit faced cunt. You..."

				His words trailed off, faltering as the realisation of exactly what he was shouting sank into his mind.

				"Mistress please, forgive me. I'm bad. I'm naughty. I'm a shit. Don't punish me please."

				"Too late. You've been a really, really bad boy now. Mistress Madonna is going to have to slap your legs and teach you a lesson."

				Mistress Madonna stood in front of Julian's stretched, pain-racked body measuring her strike. The scourge had been tauntingly dangled in front of his pleading eyes for long enough to allow a fearsome apprehension to flood his senses. She lifted her arm. Smack! The leather thongs bit into his stomach. Whoosh! Fingers of crimson striped across his thighs. Slash! His buttocks rippled with the impact, and unusually for a scourge vicious weals ridged immediately over his flesh. That was because she was using every ounce of her considerable strength to lash him into total submission. His yelps, squeals and shouted pleas for mercy told her she was on the right track. He would not forget this day in a hurry. He would think twice before being naughty again. His shoulders, his back, his arms and legs all suffered merciless punishment until with his body one total mass of scarlet, she dropped her arm and stood panting from her exertions.

				Julian was sobbing, uncontrollable streams of tears running down his face.

				"Well, what do you say to your Mistress?"

				Biting his lip in an effort to stop his blubbering, he choked out his reply.

				"Thank you Mistress Madonna. Thank you so much."

				"Good. Now that's a good little baby."

				She threw down the scourge and once more took the heavy weight into her hand, relieving the tension on his penis.

				"Oh God No! Not again. Don't, please don't do it."

				"Do what?"

				"Don't drop the weight."

				"Come now. What do you think your Mistress is? Some sort of monster?"

				That was a tricky question. She waited for a reply, dropping her hand slightly to allow some of the weight to return to his weapon.

				"No. No, you're an Angel. I worship you."

				"That's better. You really are learning to behave yourself, aren't you?"

				Still gasping, he nodded his head.

				"Would you like to know what Mistress Madonna was doing upstairs when she left you here in the dark with the beetles?"

				"Yes, Mistress."

				She told him that she had been getting fucked. And not by herself this time.

				"What!? You bitch! How could you do that? Who was it?"

				She dropped the weight. Just a short distance, enough to give him a severe jolt.

				"Now then. You're not going to forget yourself and be naughty again are you?"

				"No, I promise. Who was it?"

				"A man. A man with a great big fat cock. And he did something that you could never do."

				"What?"

				"He made Mistress Madonna come. Again and again. And he filled her hole with lovely creamy sperm. There's still some in there. Would you like a taste?"

				Julian screamed and shook in a paroxysm of hopeless, jealous rage. Ignoring him, she widened her legs, delved a couple of fingers into her vagina and pulled them back out glistening with a mixture of The Colonel's sperm and her own juices. She held them up to his nose and then smeared the sticky juices onto his lips.

				"Lick it all up, there's a good boy."

				Julian tried to spit it off.

				"LICK IT UP."

				The weight dropped another inch and Julian hastened to obey, his tongue cleaning his lips of every drop.

				"That's a good little boy."

				And because he had been such an obedient slave, and had earned a reward, she was going to take the weight off his cock.

				Julian's relief was unbounded, and as she was unfastening the strap around his glans, the door at the top of the stairs swung open, mote-filled shafts of light piercing the gloom.

				"Hello. Anybody down there?"

				It was The Colonel.

				His feet descended a few steps down the staircase.

				"Who the Hell is that? How did he get in?"

				Julian only whispered the questions. Mistress Madonna's reply was loud and dismissive.

				"That's the man who shagged me. It's The Colonel."

				"What! You let that creaking old bastard fuck you! What for?"

				Julian's voice cracked as he screamed his disbelief.

				"Because I'm very good at it dear boy."

				The Colonel completed his journey to the bottom of the stairs and stepped into the murky cellar. She went over to meet him.

				"So nice to see you again m'dear." And looking over to Julian. "Still hanging around I see."

				Both The Colonel and Mistress Madonna shook with mirth, Julian being totally unable to understand the private joke. Looping his arm around her waist, The Colonel guided her back to Julian and stood contemplating his abused form.

				"By god gel, you've been busy."

				"It's only what he deserved Colonel."

				"Oh, I'm sure it is m'dear. Damn good thrashing, do him the world of good."

				And in confirmation of his statement The Colonel poked Julian in the ribs with his walking cane.

				"Won't it!?"

				Julian was incensed, strangling with rage.

				"How did you get in you old sod?"

				"Now then... Julian, is that your name? Respect for your elders and all that."

				"Answer me you bastard."

				"Simple. I rang the bell, no one answered, and the door was unlocked so I came in for a recce. You were being rather noisy old chap, you weren't hard to find."

				"Well now get out!"

				"Can't do that I'm afraid. I rather fancied another spot of gymnastics with this delightful young woman. You don't come across a filly like her every day you know." And turning to Mistress Madonna:

				"But I don't mind waiting m'dear if you've still got business to finish."

				Mistress Madonna decided that they could in fact finish the business together. But first she had a little more work to put in with Julian before she could consider that she had fully earned her money. So consigning her idea to the back burner for the time being, she asked The Colonel if he would not mind waiting for a while until she had completed her assignment to her satisfaction.

				"No, of course not dear girl. You carry on and I'll just make m'self comfortable."

				Pulling up a dust covered and battered old sea chest, he swept the lid clean and sat down on it. With his legs wide and his hands stretched out in front of him, one on top of the other resting on his walking cane, he settled down to watch.

				Although he had grovelled and begged, Mistress Madonna had never allowed Julian to shag her. That was a carrot she dangled to keep him hooked and handing over the incredible amounts of cash he paid for her services. But no matter what, he never would. A professional dominatrix never has sexual relations with a client. Her job is to abuse and humiliate. To punish and to discipline. To lower her subjects to the very bottom rungs of degradation. That was what they were really paying for. But if they got down on their hands and knees and begged her with a sufficient degree of humility, she would on occasion condescend to allow them to masturbate while she watched. That was a naughty boy's ultimate reward.

				And so with that thought in mind, she turned her full attention back to Julian.

				"You weren't very nice to Mistress Madonna's new friend, were you?"

				Julian remained silent. Apprehensively silent.

				"The Colonel wasn't horrid to you, was he?"

				No reply.

				"She wants you to be a good little boy and say 'sorry'."

				"No! Tell him to fuck off."

				"Oh dear. That was really naughty. Mistress Madonna will have to give you an extra spanking for that."

				"You can fuck off as well. I hate you."

				"Ah. Does little babykins want his dum dum then?"

				"Let me down you bitch."

				Mistress Madonna knew full well that Julian did not really want to be free at all. This was what he lived for. Pain and degradation. Humiliation and the subjugation of his will to hers. To obey was everything, and his little outbursts were merely tantrums. If she were to stop, his misery would have been abject. He was not fully sated yet. She knew exactly how far she had to go to take him to the limit.

				And yet Mistress Madonna deliberated. She was in a quandary: How to make it feel good for Julian and at the same time make it look good for The Colonel.

				She obviously spent too much time on her contemplation.

				"Soles of the feet! Always found it works wonders m'self."

				It may well have done that for The Colonel, but it was not really her style. It was true that part of her brief in addition to the humiliation, was to hurt Julian, but not to cripple him.

				"A little extreme I think Colonel. But thanks for the suggestion."

				Of course there was a sexual element to her disciplining of Julian, and he was always begging her to let him shag her, but what he really craved was humiliation. And flagellation. And she made sure he got it in abundance.

				Picking up the cane she advanced on Julian, halting for a moment to gather up the discarded scourge. Being ambidextrous was very useful in her line of business. Anticipating a two handed assault, Julian fought against his restraints, his face flushed and his eyes staring. Once more he reverted to a whimpering childlike wheedle.

				"No please Mistress, don't do it. I'll be good, I really will. I like The Colonel; he's a nice man. He can stay to tea."

				"Too late you festering little turd."

				"Don't hurt me again, I... Aaaargh!"

				His plea died with the scream. The cane and the scourge landed in tandem, his agonised yell sending a startled rat scurrying over the coals to the safety of its bolthole. A satisfying welt pulsed on Julian's thigh from the impact of the cane, and the imprints of the leather thongs stretched around his ribs. Both arms raised high, she repeated the treatment. Not once, but again and again. Always two simultaneous strikes. Up and down his legs, over his torso and back, and then concentrating on his buttocks. Smack! Slap! His backside rippled with every strike, his shrieks and pleas for mercy piercing enough to raise the dead. If not the dead, something was certainly raised, because just as she knew it would be, when she circled Julian and stood facing him once more he was sporting a magnificent erection.

				From the gloom a pair of hands clapped in polite but enthusiastic appreciation.

				"Bloody good show. You're a damned fine wench."

				Mistress Madonna turned and gave a little mock curtsey in The Colonel's direction.

				"Thank you kind sir, perhaps in a minute or two we can show this apology for a wimp what a real man is capable of."

				"Of course m'dear. I'll just wait here 'til you're ready."

				Julian was an absolute wreck. He was filthy, his naked flesh seemingly attracting particles of coal in the same way that static attracts dust to a television screen. And beneath the dirt he positively glowed. There was barely an inch of him that now remained unmarked. His eyes stared maniacally and his voice was almost hysterical. He screamed, shouted and begged Mistress Madonna for sexual release.

				"Wank me. Shag me. Suck my cock. Do something... Please."

				"My, my, my, your Mistress will have to wash your mouth out with soap. She doesn't like to hear disgusting little boys say such filthy things. And after you promised to be good! Well... we shall just have to start all over again, won't we?"

				For Julian, that was the final straw. He burst into a wailing, unstoppable flood of tears.

				Mistress Madonna smiled. That was it, breaking point had been reached and her mission was successful.

				That was why Julian paid her such huge sums of money - she was the best. And she had not short-changed him one little bit. She allowed him to wail and sob for some considerable time before the tears began to subside and he seemed capable of speech.

				"So. What do you have to say to your Mistress?"

				"Thank you," was all he said. Over and over again.

				"And do you promise to be a good little boy until she comes to see you again?"

				He promised.

				"And would you like her to play with your tiny little widdler and let you come all over her tits?"

				"Oh God yes. Please."

				"Well, keep on wanting wimp! You're getting nothing... Except this."

				At that, from way on high she whacked his straining erection with her open palm, using all the considerable force of which she was capable.

				From that moment on, Julian's shrieks, pleas and curses provided nothing but a backdrop to her activities with The Colonel. Julian was forgotten. Redundant, in appearance at least, if not in reality. She wanted him to witness her every single action - it was just a continuation of his torture. A bonus. A freebie to keep him hooked. A demonstration of everything that was denied to him and yet was so freely available to a total stranger. Mistress Madonna really was a bitch.

				And Julian worshipped every last illegitimate inch of her.

				She was now free to concentrate her full attention on The Colonel, who despite his apparently cool, nonchalant attitude was in fact quite fired up by both her authority and her spectacular appearance. She was tall - almost six feet, with a curved voluptuous body. Ebony hair, as black as the coals flowed down to her shoulders, framing a face that for professional purposes was expertly made up to appear harder than it really was. A studded collar wound around her neck and her breasts were naked. Naked, full and deliciously heavy they were tipped with broad nut-brown areolae and nipples that were as hard as iron. The black leather basque that lodged into the crease where their underbellies met her ribs was impossibly tight, squeezing in her waist to display her figure at its prick twitching best. She was not wearing knickers; her pubic bush was an absolute delight, a dense tangle of black, curled hair. Long suspenders clipped into the wide, darker band at the top of her seamed black stockings. And on her feet were 'The Stilettos', with their wicked, mountain high steel-tipped heels. Heels that had both tortured and pleasured Julian. Heels that she was certain The Colonel would love to feel digging into his back as he fucked her.

				She walked towards him. Not with the exaggerated sway of a Hollywood seductress, but with the confident step of a woman who is used to being in charge and getting exactly what she wants. And she wanted to get fucked. More than that she wanted Julian to watch her getting fucked. She knew that behind her his eyes would be glued to her firm rounded buttocks, his chained hands struggling in hopeless desperation attempting to reach down to his straining cock.

				The Colonel stood up as she approached and she was more than happy to see the bulge in his trousers, running her hand over it in appreciation of its hardness and size. In return he squeezed and fondled her breasts, rolled her nipples and smoothed his palms over her taut rump. Much to her satisfaction he took it slow and easy this time. He had shagged her in a frenzy before and she certainly could not complain about the outcome, but this one was going to build and build. She knew it. The Colonel must have spent a lifetime fucking, he was not doing anything any other man, or woman for that matter had not done to her outside her working environment - he was just doing it better.

				The Colonel's hands slipped down to her naked thighs, down the outsides to her stocking tops and then back up the tender, sensitive flesh between her legs until both his thumbs rested against her widening labia. He eased her legs wider apart in order to allow his fingers more room to manipulate her sex. With one hand he stroked her hardening clitoris into full erection, while two fingers of the other dipped into her vagina. She began to squirm as tingles of arousal radiated over her body, the extra jolt as he bent his head to suck a nipple causing her to sigh in appreciation. Lubricating juices started to flow, soaking his fingers. Feeling the wetness increasing herself, Mistress Madonna removed his hands, freed his cock from the captivity of his trousers and after dipping her own fingers into her vagina smeared it with her juices. She then guided The Colonel's hands back to her vagina and took his wonderful fat weapon in her own hand.

				Slowly, up and down, she slid her palm over his shaft, while at the same time he fingered her sex. An unhurried few minutes of mutual masturbation followed, two libidos heating in unison, little grunts and mews of pleasure falling from salivating lips. Their surroundings had fallen away, dismissed as they lost themselves in arousal. A crazed shout from Julian broke the spell.

				"You bastards. You can't do this to me. I want her to wank me. It's not fair. And it's my money. You're shagging her in my time."

				Mistress Madonna and The Colonel both stopped the manipulations of their respective organs although her hand still loosely clasped his cock and his fingers still rested on her labia. He raised his head and their eyes met questioningly. There was an unspoken mutual agreement and their bodies separated. They both turned to face Julian. Not a word was spoken as Mistress Madonna picked up the cane.

				"No! No. Oh God, mummy help me please."

				Julian's shrieks were as animal as those of a hyena.

				"He wasn't shagging Mistress Madonna you little prick. Was he?"

				"No Mistress."

				"What was he doing?"

				"He had his hand up your twat... And you were wanking him."

				The final phrase was shouted. A crazed out-of-control yelping of the words.

				"And you were jealous of Mistress Madonna's new friend?"

				"Yes! I want you to wank me."

				The tip of the cane toyed with his bulbous purple helmet. A couple of swift but not too vicious strikes whipped up to smack against his prominent urethra. They did not need to be vicious, the pain they inflicted on his tortured manhood was intense and crippling as it was. For once she was really furious. Words were not necessary. She knew he could see the rage in her eyes, he had interrupted her own enjoyment, her sex was still rippling with arousal and The Colonel sported a hungry throbbing erection. But she was still the professional. She did not allow her feelings to cloud her judgement; Julian would be punished according to the extent of his naughtiness and no further.

				She handed the cane to The Colonel

				"What are you doing? What the hell are you doing?"

				Julian was verging on the hysterical, losing the little control he had left.

				Mistress Madonna did not answer. She left that to The Colonel.

				"Bad show all round on your part young fella. I've had some experience in these matters you know. Discipline. A firm hand, that's what you need."

				"Not from you, you decrepit old buzzard."

				"Mind your tongue you jackanape. A spot of jankers wouldn't do you any harm. Do you good, in fact."

				Julian screamed even more loudly, shaking his chains as much as he was able.

				"What do you think this is, you old bastard?"

				The Colonel was forestalled by Mistress Madonna. It was nothing, she told Julian. Nothing at all to what he would suffer if he did not pull himself together and behave. He had spoiled her fun and that wasn't nice.

				"If you don't say you're sorry, Mistress Madonna will have to get The Colonel to help her smack your bottom."

				"No, I won't. And if you do let him cane me I won't pay you. I'll throw your money on the fire... I'll flush it down the toilet... I'll... Yeeeooow!"

				Julian's squeal of pain was horrendous. Mistress Madonna had taken off one of her shoes and whacked him straight under the testicles.

				"What will you do?"

				Julian was not in a position to answer. He could not speak, he was still shrieking in agony.

				"What do think Colonel? Has the naughty boy been punished enough... or shall I give him some more?"

				"Fifty lashes. No less. Then throw him in the guardhouse on bread and water for a week. If I was his C.O. he'd damn well do as he was told."

				Mistress Madonna addressed Julian in the manner of a lecturing nanny. "See what would happen to you if you had someone really nasty looking after you. Aren't you glad you've got a nice kind Mistress like me?"

				This time there was a mumbled answer.

				"Yes."

				"Good. Now if you promise not to interrupt again, Mistress Madonna won't punish you any more."

				Julian promised.

				"All right then Colonel. Shall we take up where we left off?"

				During their interlude with Julian, some of their ardour had faded, but it was not slow in returning. A few sweeps up and down The Colonel's penis and she soon had it pulsing back into full erection once again. She turned The Colonel sideways on to Julian.

				"Take a good look at that. That's a cock. If you had something like that maybe you'd get to shag your Mistress. But you haven't, have you?"

				There was no reply. Julian was beaten. Mistress Madonna was really quite pleased with herself because in reality Julian possessed a fair sized weapon. And despite everything it had not slackened, still projecting from his suspended, chained body like a flagpole.

				The Colonel went back to work and in no time Mistress Madonna was firing up towards a climax. Age most certainly meant experience in his case. As both their passions increased he kicked aside a few stray coals to leave a reasonably clear space on the cellar floor, swept her off her feet and laid her on the cold stone. Although distracted by the fierceness of her arousal she could not believe it, he had the strength of an ox. He was incredible. Lifting both her legs, he laid them on his shoulders and plunged deep inside her slippery, welcoming hole. Just like the first time he filled her completely, ramming and reaming her vagina with powerful lunging strokes that drove her to an overwhelming climax in no time at all. Reaching his own orgasm he jammed himself tightly up against her labia, bucking and driving mercilessly into her as his testicles pumped oceans of semen into her thrashing frame.

				She was fucked senseless!

				And then she was again. Swiftly achieving the same mind-boggling orgasm as before. The Colonel was insatiable. And so was she.

				He lifted her to her feet, fondled her breasts and patted her bottom. His sperm, mingled with her juices was running freely from her vagina. She looked over to Julian. He seemed to have descended into a state of narcolepsy, as if trying to blot out what he had seen. But he still sported that same iron hard erection. She smiled. That was all right then, he was still watching, faking disinterest.

				"How do you feel m'dear? Ready to go again, or would you like a rest?"

				She was not going to be beaten. If The Colonel could do it, then so could she.

				In answer she reached out and a squeezed his barely softened weapon.

				"Good. You've got stamina gel, be damned if you haven't."

				The Colonel found another good use for the sea chest. Turning Mistress Madonna around, he laid her on her stomach with her arms outstretched over the huge curved lid. Her rump was pushed upwards enabling him to target her anus with ease and positioned between her legs he lodged his glans into the tight puckered ring and pushed against her sphincters. He went a little way in, but not enough to gain proper entry. Widening her buttocks with his palms, he tried again, succeeding in burying his entire helmet in her bottom. It was tight and he fought a hard battle to sink his entire length into to her. She wriggled uncomfortably as he began to slide in and out. He was big. So big that his thrusts were stimulating her sex through her vaginal wall and she found herself being stoked into arousal yet again.

				Although she was being thoroughly pleasured herself, she did not forget Julian. Twisting her head she could see him following The Colonel's every movement. His eyes were glazed and he was mumbling to himself, and his cock was twitching in spasmic jerks. She really had put him through the hoops and perhaps she ought to put an end to his suffering. She halted The Colonel.

				"Do you think we could stop for a moment Colonel? Julian's not always such a bad boy and I really think that now he's being good he deserves some kind of reward."

				The Colonel was somewhat put out but he maintained good grace.

				"Whatever you say m'dear."

				"Could you pull out so that I can get up?"

				Stepping back, The Colonel did just that, pulling his impressive length from her bottom. She walked over to Julian, unable to stop herself caressing her tingling sex as she went.

				"Do you promise to be a good boy?"

				"Oh yes Mistress!"

				"All right, Mistress Madonna is going to unchain one of your hands and then The Colonel is going to stick his lovely cock back into her bottom - and you can wank yourself silly while you watch."

				Julian's gratitude was unbounded, although now with only one arm taking his weight, his agony was increased. It made no difference, he could now get at his dick and that was all that mattered. He was starting to masturbate even before The Colonel had once more sunk his own weapon back into her rectum. They all seemingly came at the same time. Mistress Madonna squealed in delight as The Colonel ravaged her into orgasm, his sperm flooding into her anus. And Julian was in paradise. Yelling in fulfilment himself, he squirted gouts of semen over the dust-covered stone, convulsing in a cataclysmic conclusion to his ordeal.

				Mistress Madonna allowed herself several minutes of composure before attempting to deal with Julian. Eventually he was released from his chains and stood in front of her awaiting judgement. She allowed the tension to rise, then she broke the silence. Julian had one final task to complete. He was not happy.

				"But it's so dirty."

				"And who made the mess? It was you, so you have to clean it up."

				And just as she had made him do in the bathroom, she ordered him to clean the cellar floor of his spilt sperm with his tongue, coal dust and all.

				When it was all over, The Colonel did in fact stay for tea. Julian was very polite and maintained a kind of cowed respect towards him, while thanking Mistress Madonna over and again for putting a naughty boy on to the right tracks. The Colonel finally rose to leave but as he was about to step out through the front door, Julian posed a flustered question.

				"Colonel, Mistress Madonna is coming to see me again in a few days. I don't suppose you'd like to join us?"

			

		

	
		
			
				The Headmistress

				IT HAD ALL BEGUN for Julian twenty years earlier when he was eighteen years old and still head boy of an extremely well known public school. He was due to leave the school the following day and was sitting in his study with a throbbing erection in his hand, which was not an unusual situation in itself, but for him it marked what was probably going to be his very last wank while still at that venerable institution. With a host of 'girlie' magazines spread out on the desk in front of him, he ogled every stockinged leg, rouged nipple and splayed, open labia that met his gaze. His hand strokes along his cock were lazy but regular as he turned the pages of the magazines, ensuring that there were always three or four separate erotic images displayed for his attention. He liked wanking.

				But then any man who claims that he has never had the need to masturbate in order to gain sexual satisfaction is either a liar or Casanova. And never actually having shagged anything himself, Julian could only imagine what fucking was really like. So as his hand rolled over the bulb of his bell-end, he imagined his cock was stuck into the vagina of The Headmistress. All of it. Right up to his balls, greased and lubricated by 'the sex juices' he had read about but never encountered. The thought spurred his hand into faster action. Up and down his fingers flew over his cock, and over and over went the pages of the dirty books. There were certainly some seriously shaggable tarts displayed on their pages. But none of them held the fascination of The Headmistress.

				From his very first day at the scholarly institution, the sight of her be-robed figure striding through the endless wood-panelled corridors had prompted a twitch in his cock that he could not explain. It was not even as if she was young. She had to be forty if she was a day. Forty glorious fuckable years old, and Julian wanted to shag her more than he wanted anything else - even the Ferrari his father had promised him as a reward for gaining a place at Oxford. He often imagined giving her a good fucking for each and every one of her years. It made his mouth water and his cock ache. And in his youthful arrogance he imagined that he could do it in one night. Forty fucks! One after the other. And he really thought he could do it. He really believed he could shag endlessly, time after time without losing the ability to sustain an erection. But, then maybe at eighteen years old he could.

				She was a stunner, in his eyes at least. Tall and willowy, with shoulder length hair of silken gold and startlingly blue eyes, she was not the archetypal shrivelled old maid who might have been expected to hold down such a prestigious position. Her everyday schoolmistress' attire normally included a long dress worn beneath her robe, so her legs were more often than not hidden from view. But on the odd occasion he had seen her wearing a business suit with a very tight, shorter than knee length skirt. It clung to her bottom and when she sat down revealed a satisfactory expanse of creamy thigh. Very horny. His cock twitched under his hand as he thought about it, visions of that skirt rolled up her thighs to reveal a bush of curly pubes, replacing the real images of the sexually posturing tarts on the pages in front of him.

				And her tits! Full and heavy, with bullet nipples that poked through the material of her blouse, they gave his imagination extra ammunition to aid his journey towards orgasm. And she was his alone, his thoughts allowed no possibility of another person possessing her. She had been a genuine one hundred per cent masturbatory fantasy from the very first time he had laid eyes on her. Or perhaps it was from the first time she had laid a cane on him. His fist moving faster and faster, grunts and groans of pleasure greeted his approaching climax. With a final flurry of strokes he brought himself off, sperm shooting all over the magazines on the desk top as he ejaculated with the pressure of which only a youthful cock is capable. And as the sperm shot out, he aimed it at the wide open vagina of a girl whose leather clad and whip wielding image was spread over the centrefold of one of the magazines, imagining as he did so that it was the juicy cunt of The Headmistress.

				In her own heavily curtained study, with legs spread wide The Headmistress sank back into the depths of her luxurious studded armchair. The door was locked, her robe and her dress were flung up around her waist, and beneath her knickers two fingers languorously rubbed up and down the moist parted lips of her sex. Her eyes closed as the tingles of arousal intensified and her fingers probed more urgently. Under her touch, her clitoris hardened, emerging from its hood to poke between her inner lips, sensitive and eager for action. Her other hand slipped below the hem of her gown and travelling upwards over her stomach and ribs, arrived at her breasts. A prolonged tweaking of her nipples and squeezing of her breasts followed as her mind pictured the object of her lust: a boy, eighteen years old and at that very moment, doing exactly the same as she was - masturbating over erotic visions of an unattainable lover. And soon, having wanked away his frustration, he would be impatiently waiting out his last hours at the school.

				She had followed his progress from the moment he had first arrived as a boarder, some years previously. Smiling to herself, she recalled the first time he had been brought to her for punishment - a very silly, naive little boy with padding under his trousers. As if she could not tell. She had not been too hard on him, just ordering him to remove the offending book or whatever it had been and giving him an extra six lashes. She recognised his predilections immediately, even if he did not. Although ruefully rubbing his sore backside as he walked away, there was a glow of satisfaction on his face. And throughout the years, he had been referred to her for a thrashing with ever increasing regularity.

				Eventually, when he reached the age of sixteen she delegated the task of punishing him to one of the Housemasters. It was inevitable that sooner or later, he would realise that his continual quest for corporal punishment had a sexual basis and she considered it prudent not to be around when he did. A love-struck, fetish-ridden student was the last thing she wanted on her hands. Miraculously, when a man took over the responsibility for his punishment, his behaviour improved dramatically. So much so that he was now Head Boy of the school. All along the signs had been plain enough, but it seemed fairly certain to The Headmistress that he had not yet fully recognised the basic need for domination and punishment that lay at the heart of his being.

				As the years had passed he had grown into an extremely good-looking and intelligent young man. And disturbingly, she found that she was beginning to fantasise about him. But there was nothing she could do. She had to wait until he was older. And now he was older. He was also leaving the school the following day. As her passion increased and her climax grew closer, she imagined her fingers to be his cock, big and fat, filling her hole to capacity. She transferred the attention of both her hands to her sex, rubbing her clitoris and delving deeply into her vagina at the same time. She tensed and her legs locked rigid as she came. A shuddering climax that found the walls of her vagina clamping her fingers with a vice-like intensity. Fingers that should have been his cock.

				She had to do something about it.

				The note was delivered by Julian's fag.

				"I've been told to wait for a reply."

				Julian ordered him to stand over by the door as he slit open the envelope and took out the note. The paper was heavyweight and expensive, pale pink with the motif of a more intense pink flower in the top corner. And it smelt of perfume. Armani, although at that time Julian did not have enough experience to recognise it. He held it to his nose and sniffed in the delicate fragrance before turning his attention to the hand-written message. He was stunned. He read it, then read it again, mouthing the words silently as he did so.

				"Dear Julian, as tonight is your last at the school I thought you might wish to visit me in my private apartments for a farewell chat and a cocktail. I would very much like to thank you properly for your contribution to the smooth running of the school since you were appointed Head Boy. Eight o'clock sharp if you wish to accept my invitation. Informal dress."

				He did wish to accept. And so did his cock.

				After writing a note of acceptance, Julian sent his fag scurrying back to The Headmistress while he paced the floor of his study in a state of confused excitement and anticipation. All those years lusting after her with barely a sign from her that she even recognised his existence, and now a summons from out of the blue. What did she want? He could not help himself. His imagination again went into overdrive and he saw himself fucking her silly over her desk. The desk that she had bent him over in his younger days in order to give him a sound thrashing. His nose conjured up the musky scent of her sex. A scent that clung to the soaking but imaginary pair of knickers he was holding up to his nose. It was Heaven... but it was not real.

				But that did not stop him from fucking her again and again in his thoughts. He fucked every hole. And then did it again. She was squealing and begging him for more. Which was what he gave her. And so as it was bound to, the inevitable happened. His prick reared in erection once again and he started to stroke it with an intensity of purpose that would see him coming in the minimum of time. The momentum of his strokes built up, the sperm roiled around in his balls and in no time at all it was again jetting skywards. His orgasm was pretty spectacular and it took longer for him to calm down after reaching it, than it did for him to get there in the first place. And then he cursed himself.

				"Fuck it! What if she really wants me to shag her? I won't have any spunk left."

				But he would. Oceans of it.

				The Headmistress took Julian's reply from the fag and dismissed him with a curt wave of the hand. Closing her door she found herself in a state quite unlike anything she had felt since she had been a schoolgirl herself. And just as if she really were one of her own pupils she gave herself a severe dressing down, telling herself to calm down and stop being silly. He was only a boy. But what a boy! He had a big prick she knew that much. Slyly, she had watched him taking part in a swimming tournament and inwardly marvelled at the size and obvious weight of his cock as it tested the ability of his trunks to constrain it. She wanted him. He was a good-looking boy, with a hefty cock and an unfulfilled wish for punishment. She would fulfil that wish then fuck him and probably never see him again. But she would send him out into the world a wiser, more experienced person. A man, instead of a boy.

				At the end of that night Julian was indeed a changed person. And wiser. He learned more in those few hours than during his entire years at the school. The Headmistress was the perfect teacher, guiding him step by step to the realisation that it was not only sex he lusted after, but pain and humiliation as well. He learned that to be a slave, to serve, to obey and both to accept and seek punishment from a strict Mistress, and then to be rewarded with a shag or a wank was the ultimate joy. The Headmistress had only wanted to introduce him to a world where pain and love are combined into the same emotion, but instead she tipped him head first into a sea of submissive behaviour from which he was never to emerge. When he had walked away from the school the following morning, he was set firmly on a track that twenty years later would lead him straight to the door of Mistress Madonna and The Daughters of de Sade.

				The Headmistress' note had said informal dress, so Julian rummaged in his packed suitcases to find something suitable, finally pulling out a pair of jeans, loafers, a not too crumpled shirt and a casual jacket. He checked his appearance in the mirror. Not bad. He was good looking and he knew it, just give him the chance and he would have the knickers off her in no time. He thrust out his crotch, posing and admiring his reflection. That looked pretty good too, the bulging outline of his weapon clearly defined beneath the denim. A spray of designer 'eau de toilette', a final patting down of his hair and he was as ready as he would ever be.

				But as he walked the corridors leading to The Headmistress' apartments he realised that he was not as supremely confident as he had imagined. Over and over again he asked himself what it was that she wanted. Why, out of the blue, after all these years of lusting after her body had he suddenly received an invitation to a personal soirée? And then real doubt crept in. Perhaps he was misconstruing the whole situation and she did not intend to fuck him at all. There was every possibility that all she wanted to do was exactly as she had said in the note, to thank him and wish him well for the future. Reading between the lines may well have directed his thoughts in entirely the wrong direction, and so it was with some considerable trepidation that he approached her door.

				Gathering his courage, he tapped hesitantly on the heavy wood. From behind the door he heard muffled sounds of music. Roxy Music. Slave to Love. He wondered if it was meant to convey some kind of message. Whatever, it certainly signalled that the occupant of the room was a very different woman to the austere personage he was used to. He found it hard to believe that she would listen to that kind of music, and when the door swung open and he was ushered inside his wonder grew even greater. The room was nothing at all like he had imagined. Lights dimmed low, tastefully decorated and decidedly feminine, it was not the bolthole of a dried up old spinster. It was much more like the lair of a seasoned seductress.

				"Come into my parlour, said the spider to the fly."

				It was her little joke and she laughed as she said it. A sparkling, tinkling laugh that sent the doubts scurrying from his mind. And when he got a good look at her, it was not only the appearance of the room that amazed him. Her version of informal dress was staggering. She was wearing a skimpy dress that finished halfway down her thighs giving just a hint of lacy stocking tops. Her shoulders were bare, two thin straps being all that supported it. And her breasts! Full and heavy they were clearly outlined, their bullet nipples sticking out through the material like thimbles. The dress was very thin, but not see-through, so as there was no obvious knicker line he could only imagine that underneath it, her sex was lurking in all its naked glory.

				It was too much. His cock leapt to attention, creating a very prominent bulge in the front of his jeans. He had only taken two steps into the room and already he had disgraced himself. A crimson surge of embarrassment raced up his neck and covered his face. Her eyes dropped to the cause of his discomfort. She smiled.

				"My, you are a big boy, aren't you Jools?"

				He shuffled his feet, unable to answer and somehow uncomfortable that she had used his nickname. She had never done so before.

				"We'll have to do something about that, won't we?"

				His cock grew even harder.

				"But not yet, I've prepared a little dinner party."

				And so saying, she guided him over to the dining table. It was rather difficult for him because his giant of an erection was not only an embarrassment, it was also highly uncomfortable. Not to mention highly visible. He tried to cover it with his hands but she took them away.

				"No need for that. I know you can't help it. Anyway I'll enjoy looking at it while you serve dinner."

				While he served dinner? That fazed him for a moment until he realised that the table was only set for one. The napkin-covered neck of a champagne bottle poked from an ice bucket and a bottle of good red wine stood on the table, but there was only one champagne flute and one wineglass.

				"But..."

				And that was as far as he got before she interrupted him.

				"The food's all ready in the kitchen. All you have to do is serve it. Properly."

				He tried again.

				"But I thought..."

				And once more he was halted.

				"Think nothing. Just do as I say. Take off your coat and put on the waiter's apron that I've left for you on the worktop. Serve the soup first."

				He hesitated. Unsure.

				"NOW."

				That did it. He obeyed her command just as he had always done, although he was no longer under her charge. He was not a schoolboy any longer and could have chosen to ignore her. He could have gone back to his own room. He could have abandoned his dream of fucking her. But he did none of those things. What he did do was trot dutifully into the kitchen, don the apron and serve the soup.

				"That's a good boy. Do as your Mistress tells you and you'll be happy. I promise."

				He popped the champagne cork when ordered, watched her sneeze as the bubbles rushed up her nose when she drank, and accidentally rubbed his hard cock against her shoulder as he bent over her to remove the empty soup bowl.

				"Naughty boy."

				That was all she said. But it was not all she did. Laid on the table in front of her, set out with the cutlery was a short, ebony cane about eighteen inches long. Picking it up she smacked a wicked blow down on to his rigid shaft. His howl of agony would have roused the entire school if it was not for the fact that only a few pupils remained, most having left for the summer break over the previous couple of days. The soup bowl crashed to the floor, the remaining soup flowing out over the carpet.

				"Oh dear, you have been careless. You'll have to clean that up before you serve the main course."

				He still could not speak, jumping around clutching his cock and gasping with pain.

				"No dramatics please, just do as I told you."

				Again, he could have left, but he had just had his very first taste of genuine dominance. Of adult punishment. And the first spark of what would later become an inferno of desire for sexual, physical and mental torment was kindled. He picked up the bowl and headed for the kitchen. She stopped him short.

				"Where are you going?"

				"To get a mop to clean up the carpet."

				"No you're not. Clean it up with your tongue."

				"What!? I'm not doing that."

				"I see. It's becoming very obvious that I shall have to teach you a proper lesson. You have to learn that a slave must do everything his Mistress orders him to. Without question."

				"Well I won't do it. And you can't make me."

				"You do want to fuck me, don't you?"

				He did. And so he cleaned the carpet with his tongue.

				And while he was down on his hands and knees, she opened her legs wide in order to allow him to lick up a small pool of soup that had settled beneath her feet. The fragrance tinged, musky aroma of her sex flowed through his nostrils and he looked up to search for its source. He had been right. She was not wearing any knickers and his eyes feasted on the curly bush of pubes that nested between her thighs. He paused, transfixed. Rooted to the spot with the utter impossibility of what he was seeing: The Headmistress' hairy quim. Warm and moist with long wavy labia. The soup was totally forgotten as the familiar surge of blood rushed through his veins to pump his penis into erection yet again.

				It was quickly remembered as a stinging blow from the flat of her hand smashed across his cheek.

				"My vagina is none of your concern at this moment; get on with your job."

				His tongue leapt back to the thick pile in a pure reflex reaction, the speed of which defied belief. That time he never even considered raising a protest, the lusts of his body overriding his brain and propelling him into instant action.

				It was not pleasant. Fibres stuck between his teeth and rolled up into little balls on his tongue. He tried to spit them out.

				"Stop that at once. It's disgusting."

				"But it's horrible. All these rotten bits of fluff are choking me."

				The Headmistress let him finish the sentence and then got up from her chair.

				"Stand up!"

				He did. Slowly and red faced, sporting an erection which blatantly pushed out the apron.

				It did not go unnoticed. It was a very satisfactory cock indeed. So much so that it caused her to consider amending her planned agenda once again. When he had been admitted to her rooms, she had swiftly abandoned her original plan, coming to the conclusion that the best way to treat Julian would be not to let him actually fuck her, but to excite and discipline him to distraction. He would suffer more that way. And enjoy it more. She was a good judge of character and had pinpointed his exactly. That cock though. It made her think twice. But there were other ways to get her goodies, and in any case he had to be taught another little lesson. She picked up the cane, and he immediately covered his manhood with his hands.

				"Don't worry, I'm not going to risk damaging that promising little bundle again. But the punishment for insubordination is six strokes of the cane."

				"You can't do that."

				"I can do anything! And don't you forget it. And for your continued insolence the punishment is increased to twelve strokes."

				His mouth opened - and then closed as she lifted the hem of her skirt to give him another look at her fabulous sex. She said nothing, but the inference was obvious. He could take his punishment and be in with a chance of dipping his prick deep into her honeypot, or he could refuse and just fuck off. He did not fuck off. He did exactly as she had ordered him to do, although not with the best of grace, for which he received another stinging slap. Dumb insolence would not be tolerated.

				"Drop your trousers and bend over the settee."

				He hesitated. She did not. A clenched fist landed on his crotch. Not too forcefully, but with enough venom to make his eyes water. The apron was removed in a flash, followed instantly by his jeans, which fell in a crumpled puddle around his ankles. He bent over and The Headmistress' eyes roamed over his bottom.

				"The underpants. Take them off."

				Hooking his thumbs under both sides of the elastic waistband, he did as she ordered, sliding the cotton garment over his hips and down his thighs, until after passing the barrier of his knees they dropped onto the crumpled denim below. If he had not had such a giant hard-on, his cock would have swung down between his thighs and she would have had another target to work on. She could have landed a strike between his legs to smack on his bloated, purple bell-end. But his cock was a rigid pole sticking straight out in front of him, so there was no chance of that. But she had all night, so there was always later to look forward to. Perhaps when he had learned to control himself a little better the opportunity would arise again.

				The Headmistress stretched out an arm and ran her palm over his buttocks. He was in good shape, they were firm and rounded; excellent targets. She examined the cane. It was very short. But it was also rigid, inflexible and for his first real chastisement it would suit admirably. Lifting her arm, she smacked a fierce stroke across his buttocks. There was very little sound, the rod did not cut through the air with the same resonance as a longer, thinner cane or a whip would do. But the impact was equally as vicious. More so. His arse was taut and firm, but the blow itself landed with a flesh-rippling thud. A short, crimson welt flashed over the surface of his rump, beginning to darken almost instantaneously into what was obviously going to develop into an agonising purple bruise.

				His head spun and his eyes glazed. He yelped. He could not help himself, the pain was indescribable - infinitely worse than anything he had suffered at her hands before. The schoolboy beatings he had undergone paled into insignificance. This was the real thing. A second blow fell, his heels lifting from the ground and another scream catapulting from his lips as it struck home. Another shortish welt welled up close to the first.

				"OOoow! Jeeeesus Christ!"

				His agonised wail brought a swift response. Another blindingly painful stroke and an angry comment from The Headmistress.

				"No blasphemy in my presence if you please. Save that kind of talk for your little heathen chums in the dorm."

				She tapped his shoulder with the rod.

				"Well, what do you have to say?"

				Tears dripped from his eyes but through the blubbering he managed to mutter out a reply.

				"I'm sorry Headmistress."

				"That's better... And?"

				"I promise to do better."

				"Good! Let's get on with it. And remember from now on it's just Mistress."

				She stood scrutinising his backside and measuring her stroke, his continuing whimpers of pain providing confirmation of his agony. She dropped her arm.

				"All this whingeing is pathetic. I'm going to do something about it."

				Ordering him to remain exactly as he was, she disappeared into the bedroom, only to emerge very quickly with what from his view, looking backwards between his legs, appeared to be a rubber ball clutched in her grasp. With one hand under his chin, she lifted his head and stuffed it into his mouth. He now realised that it had two straps attached to it, which she looped around the back of his head, buckling them tightly and gagging him most effectively.

				"Try whingeing now you useless little wimp. You may as well know that you are disappointing me. Not coming up to expectations. Your conduct is more like that of a first year than that of a grown up young gentleman about to make his own way in the world. Do better - or else."

				'Jesus fucking wept! Or else what? What did she expect anyway, she was murdering him!' She imagined the unspoken responses that were sweeping through his mind. He would be convinced that she was crazy. Deranged. Some kind of depraved pervert. But she knew that he still wanted to fuck her. And so when she told him that if he tried harder then maybe there was still a chance of his dream coming true, his response was exactly as she expected. He spluttered against the hard ball of the gag, but nothing but incomprehensible glooping sounds found their way around the solid rubber to escape from his mouth.

				"Good, you've decided to try harder. Very commendable. Do you want to go on?"

				For the chance of a shag he did. He desperately nodded his head in confirmation.

				"A wise decision. I would have completed the thrashing in any case. This way, if you come up to scratch and conduct yourself properly you still stand a chance of a fuck."

				Julian had never heard a woman use that word before. Fuck! She had said it several times now and somehow coming from her lips made it all the more erotic. He tingled. He wanted to hear her say it again. Fuck, fuck ,fuck. He repeated it to himself, his prick twitched and she saw it.

				"So you like me to talk dirty?"

				He nodded again.

				"All right fuckface, you've got nine more coming. I'm going to whack your fucking arse until it's the colour of a shit heap. Then I'm going to torture your cock and squeeze your bollocks into walnuts. Take it like a man and we'll decide whether or not you get that shag."

				What happened then was that he immediately shot his lot. All over the settee. He could not help it. The Headmistress talking like that; it was unbelievable! It was mind blowing and bewilderingly sexy. And The Headmistress was furious, he could tell. But she did not lose her self-control and the ensuing strokes fell in measured, calculated precision over his buttocks and the backs of his thighs. They were just delivered with a lot more force that was all, and the welts were highly visible to say the least. And the pain was exquisite - a fact he became aware of about halfway through the beating. He began to anticipate the next blow, waiting for it to fall and then savouring the resulting flash of agony as it radiated to his nerve endings. And as the pain intensified, the blood pumped into his cock and it began another rise into erection. As the last blow fell, the sensitive underside of his glans caught against the settee - and he did it again. That one touch propelled him into another jerking orgasm. Unfortunately for him, it also propelled further gouts of sperm all over the velvet of her favourite piece of furniture. Or so she pretended.

				"You disgusting, filthy little monster. You've ruined my settee."

				He had not of course. Gallons of semen had been spilt on it over the years and for that reason it was covered in a special, easily cleanable fabric. But he was not to know that. And she was most certainly not going to let him into her little secret.

				"Clarke, you are a pathetic, dismal failure. If I were marking your performance, at this stage your grade would be E minus. You're hopeless."

				She had reverted to using his surname, as she had always done before that night. For him, the signs were bad. He had blown it. Big time. How was he to know that secretly she was extremely satisfied at the way things were turning out? He had been made to accept the fact that he liked pain. And without a doubt, later he would come to love it. Her scheme continued.

				"However, every dog deserves his day, a second chance, and although at the present moment I rate you on a level somewhat below that of a Dachshund, I am prepared to give you that chance."

				Julian's spirits soared as much as they could through the pain and humiliation and he began to hope once again. But his hopes were changing. He still wanted to fuck her but other desires were creeping in. The pain for a start. It was addictive. And the humiliation. So was that. He now longed for them as much as he did for actual physical sex. It was confusing.

				His gag was removed and he was allowed to pull up his underpants and his jeans, until in a seemingly flash amendment to her purpose, The Headmistress ordered him to discard them altogether. And so it was that her meal was resumed and he began to serve the main course naked from the waist down. His enormous balls bumped against his thighs and his penis swayed back and forth as he carried the meal out from the kitchen. His testosterone level must have been sky-high, because if not actually sporting a rock hard erection he always seemed to have some stiffening of his cock.

				She finished off the Dom Perignon and took the glass of red wine from his hand. He had managed to open that without causing a major catastrophe and he stood dutifully by the kitchen door as she toyed with the meal and drank the wine. She could put away a staggering quantity of drink and it did not seem to be affecting her in the slightest.

				"Sunshine from the bottle."

				She held up the wineglass, licking her lips and taunting him as she savoured the grape. It was good. Julian knew that, because his father kept a fine cellar and from an early age he had encouraged his son in an appreciation and knowledge of wine. What he did not know was that the wine had in fact come from that very cellar. His father did much more for The Headmistress than just pay her exorbitant fees for the extra tuition Julian received in his weakest subjects. The huge premium his father paid was really just a blind, and was actually remuneration for the services she provided to satisfy his somewhat unusual sexual requirements. And The Headmistress was not unhappy with the arrangement. Her own tastes matched very nicely with his. Julian knew nothing of this of course, his father's visits to the school were clandestine and many was the time that he had been engaged in highly questionable activities with her, while only a short distance away his son was wanking himself silly, in his imagination doing to her what his father was doing in reality.

				The meal finished, The Headmistress ordered Julian to clear the table. He trotted back and forth to the kitchen taking away the used plates and cutlery and on returning to the dining room for further instructions, he stopped dead, staggered by what he saw. Bang! There it came again. A straining, thrusting hard-on that threatened to tear his foreskin away from the shaft of his cock. With her legs pulled up so that her stiletto heels dug into the cushioned seat, The Headmistress was sitting on the settee, knees wide apart and the hem of her dress around her waist. He could see everything. Forget the pictures. This was real life. It was all there, before his eyes. A real, juicy, available cunt, dripping with the sex juices he had dreamt of and waiting for his cock. The magazines were great. Wonderful, if you had never experienced the real thing. And he never had. But now...!

				"You did well Julian. The meal was excellent by the way. You must be hungry yourself?"

				He was. But not only for food.

				"Would you like something to eat?"

				He nodded.

				Her middle finger pointed downwards.

				"Would this be satisfactory?"

				Shit! For fuck's sake, was she joking? Just give him the chance and he would chew on that succulent piece of pussy until he was bloated. His answer was choked, almost indecipherable.

				"Oh Christ... Yes... Please let me."

				"You know that you've been a really bad boy, don't you?"

				"Y... Yes," he stammered.

				"So why do you think I should let you eat my twat?"

				He did not really have an answer. And she had not really expected one. She was going to let him do it, no matter what. It was time for her to have some fun.

				She beckoned him forwards and he started to cross the room.

				"No. On your hands and knees. I said every dog deserves its day, and I meant it. Crawl."

				He dropped to the floor and edged forward, his knees scraping against the weave of the carpet. With her legs spread wide, his head edged between her thighs until his nose bumped against her labia. Moist, musky, slightly parted and ready for anything, they greeted his novice's tongue with the avarice of a rampant nymphomaniac. She grabbed both his ears and pulled his head full on to her vagina.

				"Suck you little bastard. Suck!"

				He did. Licking, slurping, tonguing, biting and losing himself in a frenzy of discovery. Now he knew what a twat really tasted like. And smelt like. The next time he wanked over a posturing tart in a magazine he would be able to recollect the taste and aroma to aid him in his quest for orgasm. He really felt that he was a depraved little beast. And he did The Headmistress proud. He bit, nuzzled, licked and sucked on her clitoris until in a veritable frenzy she clamped her thighs around his head and dissolved into a shuddering climax. Again and again she thrust her vagina into his face as the spasms hit home. Her actions did not have a negative effect on him. As she thrashed around in uncontrollable ecstasy, he once again ejaculated over the settee. He was a dirty little fucker, as she was to tell him when her passions died down. And just like the first time when she had said fuck, or fucker, his only slightly softened cock jerked into full solidity. Educated, sophisticated women just did not say words like that. He had made her come. He marvelled over that. But he still had not fucked her.

				And he did not know yet that he never would.

				Julian was still on his hands and knees, his head between The Headmistress' legs.

				"You've been a bad little doggie, haven't you?"

				"Yes Mistre..."

				She halted him.

				"No. Answer like the messy little pup that you are."

				She asked the question again and this time his response was satisfactory.

				"Woof, woof."

				"That's a good doggie. Did you like the taste of Mistress' twat?"

				"Woof, woof."

				"And do you want to fuck it?"

				"Woof woof woof."

				"Well you can't."

				And with that, she pushed him over, pulled down her dress and got up from the settee. Julian had rolled on to his back, his legs wide and his cock sticking up into the air.

				"You really are just like a dog, aren't you?"

				She was right. He was.

				"And when a dog's been bad and made a mess, what do we do?"

				She did not wait for an answer but grabbed a bunch of his hair, twisted his head and pushed his face into the sticky sperm he had sprayed on to the settee.

				"We rub his nose in it, don't we?"

				This time she wanted an answer, but did not get one. She kicked him. Hard.

				"Woof."

				"That's better."

				And then she kicked him again for good measure.

				"There's only one way to treat a bad dog... punish it. Beat it until it does as it's told. Thrash it until it howls. And you have been a very bad dog."

				But before she did that, she decided that he might as well look a little more like a dog. What looked like an old travelling chest lay against one wall of the room. It was fairly elaborately overlaid with riveted iron bands and the lid was very heavy judging by the effort that it took her to lever it open. Delving into the chest she pulled out what he later learned was usually referred to as a 'butt plug'. It was a more or less penis shaped piece of rubber with tassels attached to one end. Sliding her hand between the firmness of his buttocks, she located the pucker of his anus and pushed a finger straight in.

				"Christ, what was that?"

				She kicked him again. Hard. On the rump.

				"Speak only when spoken to. And don't forget, you're a dog now, so bark. But for your information it was my finger."

				Only her finger! But for him, it felt as if she had rammed a drainpipe up his arse. So when she lodged the plug at the entrance to his sphincters and gave an almighty push, propelling the rubber shaft deep into his anus, his scream was ear splitting. The result for The Headmistress was very satisfactory, however, he looked more like a canine now he had a tail. But although he was naked from the waist down, he was still wearing his shirt. It was an open necked, cotton casual garment and slipping all her fingers down the back of his collar she gave an almighty tug and ripped it from his back. That was more like it.

				"Stay."

				The order was firm and sharp. Exactly as would be given to a dog. Julian did as he was told, watching as she went into the bedroom, only to return seconds later with a pair of French knickers in her hand. She made a great show of putting them on, sliding them sensuously up and over her thighs and hips and running her fingers beneath the loose gusset to fondle her sex for a few languorous moments. But she had not only returned with the knickers, she also had a spiked leather dog collar, a plaited leather lead. And a tawse. She fastened the collar around Julian's neck, clipped the lead into the steel ring attached to it and tugged him towards the door. But not before shrugging herself into the protection of an all-enveloping cream Burberry that completely hid the explosive body beneath it.

				"Walkies."

				That was all she said.

				Julian was horrified. She could not be seriously intending to walk him naked and striped on a lead through the corridors of the college.

				"You must be fucking crazy."

				Before the words had left his mouth, he realised that he had made a big mistake. A very big mistake. Exactly the mistake that she had wanted him to make. The lead tugged his head upwards and the tawse slashed down over his back. Long red fingers of pain splayed out over his flesh as the leather thongs struck home, laying one stripe over another as more and more endless slashes rained down. She was merciless.

				He howled.

				She hit him harder.

				He begged.

				She was deaf to his pleas.

				He cried and she called him a wimp, a shit, a waste of her time.

				From his shoulders, over his rump and down the backs of his legs the blows bit into his meat. When she finally called a halt to her frenzied thrashing he was crying piteously and glowing like a beacon.

				He also had another erection.

				It was unbelievable. His reaction to pain was instantaneous and eager. He was an enigma. A one-off. And as such, so very pliable in the hands of a woman such as The Headmistress.

				"I told you what we do to bad doggies, didn't I?"

				He could not answer. He could not even think.

				"No walkies now. Bad doggies have to stay locked up."

				He did not give a toss. The flesh over all his body pulsed with pain. And still his cock stood rigidly to attention.

				"But I'm sure you didn't mean to be bad. Should Mistress give her little puppy a reward to help him be good next time?"

				His head moved up and down like a nodding dog on the parcel shelf of a car.

				The Headmistress knelt down beside him, her chin laid on his shoulder and slipping a hand under his hips began to wank him exactly as if she was milking a cow. It did not take long. His pain dismissed itself as he lost himself in his very first real sexual experience. The sperm boiled in his balls and his urethra swelled against her fingers as it raced to freedom, spurting all over her hand.

				"Clarke, you always take advantage of a situation. Did I say you could do that?"

				Of course she had not. But for fuck's sake, what could he have done about it? He would have to be punished. She was firm on that point. And if it ended up with another wank, or if Heaven allowed, a fuck, he would willingly undergo the whole ordeal again. But that was not what she had in mind. And he never got another wank. Or a fuck. However he did get another thrashing. And she did show him the same kindness that a loving owner shows to her pet. Going into the kitchen she had brought him a dish of water and a bowl of crushed dog biscuits. The water he craved, the biscuits he could have done without. But now he knew better than to antagonise his Mistress and so he lapped up the water and chomped on the hard biscuits.

				"Good boy. You are a good boy, aren't you?"

				He did not feel like a good boy. He felt like he had been mauled by a lion, but he kept his lip well buttoned. And he still had to atone for coming all over her hand. She had made him lick his sperm from her fingers but that was not enough. Not nearly enough. She picked up the lead and tugged him into the bedroom. His senses reeled. It was luxurious. The boudoir of a Mata Hari. There was a wonderful carved wood four-poster bed, heavy draped curtains and every wall was lined with mirrors. She parked him, facing one of the mirrors.

				"Sit up and beg."

				He fell back upon his haunches, his hands dangling in front of him. A perfect imitation of the real thing. Standing behind him, her crotch several inches higher than his head, she lifted the hem of her dress. Reflected in the mirror he saw her slip a hand beneath the waistband of her French knickers, her knuckles pushing out the silk as it slid down towards her sex. A dog's cock when it gets a hard-on is a long, thin rod of pink flesh. That is where Julian differed from his canine counterpart. His cock erupted into a thick, white shaft of throbbing gristle. In seconds pre-ejaculate fluid was leaking from his meatus. His reserves of spunk were phenomenal.

				Using both hands, The Headmistress sensuously pushed the knickers down over her thighs, allowed them to drop around her ankles and stepped out of them. Then, slipping one of the thin straps of the dress down over her shoulder, she exposed a heavy, voluptuous breast. It was magnificent. A tit that would have done Venus proud. And her nipple. Hard. Like a bullet. A hand roamed over her mammary and her fingers tugged and tweaked at the erect nut-brown thimble. At the same time the fingers of her other hand that were now buried in her sex, opened up her love tunnel and massaged her unhooded clitoris. Julian could see all of this and it was driving him insane. His hand clamped around his cock and he began to masturbate. And in the same way that he could see her in the mirror, she could see him. Although she was now well on the way to orgasm, she smiled. He was so predictable. Closer in his behaviour to Pavlov's dog than any normal canine, he reacted to her every action like a trained laboratory specimen.

				"Don't be filthy. Stop that."

				The wanking ceased. But his hand still clasped his penis.

				"Let go of it. This instant."

				He did, and his solid pulsing erection reflected itself back at him from the surface of the mirror. He was not allowed to wank, but she was. And she did it in an exaggeratedly lascivious fashion, moaning, whimpering and theatrically over-emphasising her rising passion. A lot of it was for Julian's benefit. But not all. She really was arousing herself and the fake sighs became true moans of ecstasy as her orgasm neared. Her fingers became a flurry of movement and Julian's hand grabbed his cock once again. He did not care what the retribution might be, and she did not stop him as he wanked frenziedly, keeping pace with her own frantic manipulations of her sex. She collapsed in a shuddering orgasm that saw her knees buckling and her body trembling as her climax hit home. It was awesome. At least Julian thought it was. His own jerking, spurting orgasm followed immediately, the glass of the mirror dripping with sperm.

				The Headmistress did not forget herself and though still gasping for breath, she admonished him.

				"You dirty filthy beast. Did I give you permission to shoot spunk all over my lovely clean mirror?"

				Julian was still wringing the last drops of that spunk from his cock.

				"No, I did not."

				The pointed toes of her stilettos sliced into his back as she delivered a flurry of fierce kicks.

				"Now the little doggie won't get his treat."

				Through the pain Julian wondered what it might have been.

				"Watch."

				He found out very quickly. She picked up the knickers, pushed them deep into her soaking vagina, and then held them out at arm's length.

				"I was going to let you suck the gusset. It's lovely. It's soaking with all the juice from my vagina. And you've blown it."

				Lowering the knickers, she dangled them close to his nose.

				"Here, have a good sniff and see what you've thrown away."

				Julian did. And then as they were whisked away and thrown into a corner, he cried.

				He cried again shortly afterwards. He was not going to get away with his disgraceful behaviour she told him. He was going to pay. And in full. He had been guilty of deliberate, gross misconduct and he had to atone for it. Julian burst into an instantaneous sweat. Perspiration flooded down from his armpits to his ankles, droplets ran from his scalp and trickled over his face. What did she have in store for him? He could not think of anything worse than what he had already suffered. But by now he knew full well that she could.

				On the wall of the bedroom was a rack, holding whips, canes and other items of torture. The Headmistress stood in front of it, contemplating. What should she use? A cane? A paddle? A quirt? She chose the riding whip - the quirt. With a short handle and two short braided strands of leather it was ideal. Fire slashed across Julian's flesh as the tongues bit into him. She was demonic, slashing him over every inch of his body. Pushing her foot into the back of his neck, she flattened him to the floor and beat him from head to heel. He writhed and whimpered under her foot while she laced his flesh pitilessly with thin lines of bright red agony. He was pulp when she finally stopped. But she was exultant. She had taught him a real lesson and she was replete, tired and in need of another drink.

				And he had another hard-on!

				Julian was absolutely unbelievable. The Headmistress thought that she had beaten the lust out of him. But she was obviously mistaken. How he did it she had no idea, she never would have believed it possible for a man, or in his case a boy to maintain so many continual erections. All right, she would have to think again.

				Although Julian had cleared the dining table after her meal, he had not washed the pots. And so a short while later, The Headmistress stood in the kitchen with a glass of wine in one hand and a long handled feather duster in the other. Nothing of an instrument of correction in itself, but it had its uses. Julian was still naked and as he bent over the sink, pulling soapy plates from the sink and stacking them in a rack, she pushed the feathers between his legs and titillated his balls. It was driving him crazy. The light tickling touch of the feathers swept up and down the insides of his thighs and then wrapped themselves around his bell-end. That was it. It did not hurt of course, it was a weird tickling sensation and in reaction he dropped the plate he was washing. Just what she had been angling for and it smashed into pieces at his feet.

				"Are you trying to destroy all my possessions, you oaf?"

				"No Mistress. It wasn't my fault. It was you."

				"What did you say?"

				"It was you... The feathers..."

				He got no further. Dropping the duster, she grabbed an ear lobe and twisting it viciously steered him from the room.

				"It wasn't me miss. I didn't do it miss."

				The sarcasm in her voice was biting.

				"I've heard it all before, you buffoon. A naughty boy does something wrong and then tries to blame someone else. For a young man of your age, it's pathetic."

				She tugged him into the middle of the dining room.

				"Bend over and touch your toes."

				He was slow to comply and a ringing slap reddened his cheek.

				"Don't dawdle. When I tell you to do something, do it immediately not half an hour later."

				He peered backwards through his legs as she went back over to the chest.

				The chest did not only contain fairly innocuous items like the butt pug, he was certain of that and he could only wonder what instruments of agony lay concealed in its interior. She rummaged around, pulling out a wicked looking whip. He did not like the look of that. It was evil. He breathed a sigh of relief as she put it down, only to tense up all over again when she withdrew a springy rattan cane which she tested for pliability by flexing it into a tight bow, before swishing it through the air. That looked even worse than the whip. It was going to hurt. He knew it. And somehow he wanted the pain. He was beginning to appreciate the connection between agony and ecstasy, between submission and joy. They were all the same. One inseparable intertwined emotion. And he wanted to taste it to the full.

				She walked back over to him, swinging the cane to and fro. He steeled himself for the forthcoming onslaught. It would be bad; the pitiless look in her eyes left no doubt about that and this time his cock was hanging down between his thighs, so that from behind she could see his helmet, bulbous and purple, dangling invitingly beneath his balls. She stood well back in order to get a good strike.

				Thwack!

				"OOooow!"

				"No blubbering. Bite your lip if you have to, but no noise."

				Smack!

				"Yeeeeoow."

				"Right then, there's nothing else for it, is there? I'll have to gag you again won't I?"

				"No. No, don't do that. I won't make a noise. I promise."

				"See that you don't... On second thoughts, you can. I want you to count the strokes out loud. And because you interrupted the thrashing, we'll start again. Twelve lashes is the punishment."

				The first stroke came flashing down, a vivid weal flaring up on Julian's backside and the first number was shouted out. And then the second. And the third, until they reached twelve. Prior to that evening Julian had not believed in Hell, but now he felt that it was not only a reality but also that he was there - in the flesh. His rump felt as if it had been pummelled with mallets and seared with flames, the pain was more intense than anything he could have imagined but at least the beating was over. And so it was, except for one final embellishment. The Headmistress slipped the cane between his legs, whipped it up between his thighs and smacked him a crippling blow to the scrotum. He collapsed, screaming and clutching his privates, writhing on the carpet in excruciating agony.

				"Good God! There you go again. Pull yourself together this instant."

				That was impossible of course and so she waited several minutes before he was able even to stop writhing. His face was still contorted with pain and tears flowed down his cheeks, but he could now speak.

				"What do you say?"

				"Th... Th... Thank you Mistress."

				"Good boy."

				And that was the exact moment that defined Julian's future.

				He loved pain.

				He had revelled in every humiliation which had been heaped on him during the evening, as well as savouring each flash of agony the various beatings had exploded into his body. He could recall each thudding impact of the ebony cane; each stinging slash of the tawse and finally each burning, slicing cut of the rattan cane.

				But more than anything he had loved that final demonic smack to the balls. It was his favourite as Mistress Madonna was to find out years later.

				Inexperienced as he was, he knew then that he would not always be able to get a shag when he wanted one, but a beating was far easier to set up. And in his case it achieved the desired results. In his heart of hearts he had never really expected that he would ever shag any female, much less The Headmistress. He knew that beneath the authoritative exterior he presented to his fag and the lower school, he was really a wimp. A leering voyeur; a wanker who relieved his sexual frustrations by masturbating over the glossy pages of fetish magazines. And his sperm was always directed at the open vagina of whatever girl was displayed on the page that he was perusing as his ejaculation began.

				He had never shot his load into a real cunt. His sexual requirements could be fulfilled in dreams. Dreams of the blowsy tarts on the pages in front of him. And all those years later when he was to encounter Mistress Madonna for the first time, he had still never ever actually fucked a real live woman, although he had sampled a few of the blow-up variety. And if shagging a woman was the same as that, then he preferred to get his pleasure in a more painful way... Little did he know.

				If he was abused, beaten, degraded and somehow came to an orgasmic conclusion, then he was happy. And The Headmistress was never to know that she had set Julian on such a self-destructive course. As far as she had been concerned that night was an end of term celebration. A short lesson for an obviously submissive boy who was unable to determine his future priorities - sexually that was. Career-wise he excelled. Added to the almost immoral sums that poured into his coffers from his professional success, was the income from his inherited estates. The one thing that he was not short of was money, which was why he was able to pay Mistress Madonna's astronomic fees. But, then again, he was only following in his deliciously depraved, but now deceased father's footsteps. So in reality he was just carrying on a family tradition.

				For Julian the memory of that fateful night had never dimmed. Ever and again he savoured it in his thoughts, especially the end of the evening when the time had finally come when both he and The Headmistress were thoroughly sated and close to exhaustion, and it was time for him to bid his last farewell. As The Headmistress ushered him from her apartments, with his body a striped carcass of welts and bruises, and although he was still suffering continuing agonies from the beatings he had received, he had made a final request:

				"Mistress, before you make me go... will you cane me one more time."

			

		

	
		
			
				The Daughter of De Sade

				JULIAN WANTED TO KNOW where he was being taken.

				But no one in the car would tell him, it was a surprise. Several weeks had passed since his encounter with Mistress Madonna and The Colonel in the cellar of his country house. And following that session she had been quite concerned, because upon examining Julian closely she realised that he really was in a sorry state. So she had cancelled all his appointments with her until such time as his desperately abused body had recovered, and the weals and bruises had faded. That time had now come and because it was also his birthday she had laid on an extra special treat. However if he was not a good boy and did not do exactly as he was told, well then he would have his bottom smacked until he could not sit down. And then he would be sent home to bed and would not be allowed to open his presents or have any birthday cake.

				Julian had seen the cake. It was huge and covered in fruit and cream and had a specially modelled figurine of Mistress Madonna standing on the top. And because she had never allowed him to so much as touch her, he saw a way to fulfil his lustful desires in her direction using the confectionery doll. The cochineal tips of her nipples beckoned to his lips and after sucking them dry, he imagined himself licking up the black icing between her legs that represented her pubic bush. He could taste it, musky, as it would be in real life, not sugary sweet as it would be on the doll. So he promised to be good. Very, very good. He crossed his heart and hoped to die, and Mistress Madonna said there was every likelihood that he would do just that if he did not keep his word.

				Due to the importance of the occasion and the privacy that needed to be applied to it, The Colonel had dismissed his chauffeur and was driving the Bentley himself. And that was not such a simple task as it might seem because he was sporting an absolutely giant erection, the tip of his penis pushing up through his trousers to almost touch the rim of the steering wheel. Every time he attempted to corner, or deviate from a straight path his throbbing cock got in the way of his hands.

				It was pure murder. And the reason for his discomfort was Mistress Madonna. Sat next to him on the front passenger seat she was displaying almost every inch of her immaculately dressed, Venus-proportioned charms, she had allowed her short skirt to ride up her thighs so that her stocking tops were clearly on display. Her legs were parted in such a provocative manner that The Colonel had opted for driving with one hand and he thanked his lucky stars that the car was automatic. That freed his left hand to slip over the creamy flesh of her thighs, follow the suspenders and then dip into the moist heaven of her sex. Two fingers slid up and down the soft fleshy slit of her labia, getting wetter and wetter as her juices flowed, until there was a definite parting between the lips. His fingers found their way into the hole of her vagina, prompting a juddering twitch in his cock and a sigh of appreciation from her that surprised even him. He began to think that maybe they would not make their destination without him having to stop the car and fucking the arse off her.

				It was a nice thought. And he would have loved to have done it, except that he had made a solemn promise to Mistress Madonna. A promise to continue assisting her in the disciplining of Julian. And the more he helped her, the more he shagged her. It was as simple as that. So for the moment he concentrated on the task in hand, which was transporting her and her charges to their destination.

				Julian was sitting on the rear seat, dressed in his favourite school uniform: a schoolboy's cap, a blazer with his house colours sewn around the edge, a white shirt and school tie, short trousers that finished halfway down his thighs and long woollen knee-length socks. And he was blindfolded. Crushed up on either side of him were two of Mistress Madonna's closest associates. Her sisters. Julian was in for one hell of a birthday treat - and for one monster hole in his bank balance. He had one hand clamped on the naked flesh of each of his companions, just above their stocking tops where the meat of the thighs gets smoother and more prick teasing. But his instructions were firm. That was his limit, no higher. Not one inch. And so his cock throbbed, his fingers itched to slip just that little bit further towards the two juicy cunts that were so tantalisingly close, and his eyes watered in blinkered blindness.

				She had done it again.

				Mistress Madonna had set up a situation guaranteed to drive Julian to the brink. He hated her for that, although he did love the punishment and the humiliation that were always the focus of her sessions with him. She knew how to punish him and tease him and leave him screaming for a fulfilment he would never get. Not with her anyway.

				And so she had arranged something very special for that day.

				An outing with her and The Colonel. And two staggeringly Amazonian women whose overwhelming power and stature were later almost to cause him to ejaculate at the mere sight of them. In addition, she had told him that if he was a really exceptionally well-behaved little person, then there was a chance that he might get to do much more than just lust after the two female warriors' vaginas. In so many words she had said that not only might he get to sniff a red-hot cunt, but also he might be allowed to taste it. To lick it. To roll his tongue over a tasty, musky sexhole and sink his teeth into a rock hard bullet of a clitoris. He really wanted to do that. And the thought of it all projected his grown man's penis into an erection that pulsed down along the top of his thigh to poke out below the bottom of the leg of his schoolboy's short trousers.

				But there had also been a hint at an even greater possibility. He might actually get to dip his wick. To sink his cock deep into a real female orifice. Not hers of course; not Mistress Madonna's, but one, or maybe even both of the six-foot tall sisters' sexes. He was in no doubt that they were his birthday present. And The Colonel and the three women were in even less doubt that he was mistaken.

				The day had started off in a pretty extraordinary fashion, even for Julian.

				"Forgive me Mistress for I have sinned."

				The words themselves were not too unusual, Julian had begged for mercy many times before. But never quite so ardently. He was on his knees, his hands cuffed behind his back, the handcuffs themselves being tightly chained to the collar looping his neck, pulling his head back and projecting his Adam's Apple into a solid visible lump beneath his chin. Mistress Madonna's scornful eyes surveyed his pathetic figure, knelt as it was in the Augean filth of the cellar. She spent a few moments contemplating the utter squalor of her surroundings. The cellar had not been exactly pristine before, but now after the huge pipes passing through the wall close to the ceiling had burst and spilt their obnoxious contents all over the walls and floors, the atmosphere was positively nauseating. If a man's home is truly his castle, then in Julian's case his castle was now his pigsty. Hercules himself could not have diverted enough rivers to clean up this particular mess.

				But Julian would have to. Mistress Madonna had made her mind up on that point. Birthday or not, 'His Naughtiness' would have to make an attempt to restore his realm to some semblance of order. The level of the dirty water, made blacker by all the coal dust it was soaking up, rose to her calves, and with Julian sitting back on his heels his whole bottom half was submerged. His backside, balls and cock were all being lapped by wavelets of effluent as the pipes continued to disgorge their contents. But whereas his other intimate parts were all at or beneath water level, his cock was straining skywards.

				It was her again.

				Mistress Madonna.

				He was immovably bound, up to his arse in filthy water and yet he still sported an erection. And why? Because she stood legs astride with her naked, bushy mons only inches from his salivating mouth. Added to that, his nose was working overtime, the musky aroma of her sex being sniffed into his nostrils with all the vigour he could muster.

				Whack! The cane fell across his shoulders, biting and painful.

				"Stop that, you dirty little beast."

				Julian bit his lip, flinching with the hurt. But he did not stop sniffing. So far, the pleasure being generated by the intimate aromas of her sex as they wafted up his nose was much greater than the pain occasioned by the cane. She widened her stance, ensuring that he got a full view of her long, wavy and slightly parted labia. His prick jerked in response, just as she knew it would. And the cane slashed down once again, just as he knew it would. It was a little game they played: Mistress Madonna provoked him into misbehaving, he responded and she punished him. She controlled him like a puppet and he danced on the end of her string... more than happy to be her undeserving slave.

				The end of the cane prodded his throat, prompting his Adam's Apple to bob up and down as he swallowed nervously. She fixed her eyes on his straining cock poking up through the murky water. The cane made little rippling circles as she stirred its tip around his bell-end and Julian tried to look down to see exactly what she was doing. He always got a little nervous when she started to wave the cane in the vicinity of his dick, because more often than not it was the precursor of some exceedingly painful savaging of his private parts. But he could not look anywhere except upwards at the beaver's nest that was now within licking proximity of his mouth, the tight chain binding his neck to his wrists saw to that. He could not help himself. His tongue darted from his mouth, but she was too fast for him, her honeypot moved away from his face and the cane slashed agonisingly on to his twitching purple glans.

				"Naughty, naughty Julian. What has Mistress Madonna told you?"

				It really did not matter what she had told him, the searing pain in his cock was blanking out any other consideration.

				The cane fell once more.

				"OOWhoo!"

				Julian tried. He really did. But it was impossible for him to formulate any response whatsoever. His poor, abused cock reeled in shock as he tried to soothe the agony by dipping its whole length down into the water. Cutting bites of the cane rained down on his shoulders and his back.

				"You horrid, nasty boy. Get your dick out of that dirty water this instant."

				"But you hurt it."

				Smack!

				"Don't answer back."

				"But..."

				One word was as far as he got. A flurry of vicious strikes from the cane lacerated his arms and abdomen. He was beginning to glow, as he always did after she had got to work on him. Glow on the inside as well as out.

				Nothing could rival the thrill of this treatment. He loved her to thrash him and stripe his flesh, and beat him into submission. Often long after she had departed, he would stand naked, admiring his abused body. Every slash of the cane or whip that had bruised, cut or marked him being recalled as he masturbated frantically. Mistress Madonna was right... he was a dirty little pervert. And a guaranteed source of income.

				"If you don't stop being naughty and be a good little baby, Mistress Madonna will have to cancel your birthday treat."

				"Oh, please don't... What is it anyway?"

				That was for her to know and for him to find out, she told him. And he would not find out until he started behaving himself and doing what she ordered.

				"I'll do it. Anything, you know I will."

				She did. She was just testing him.

				"Good. So, get to work. Clean up the cellar."

				"What!?"

				"You heard, you little shit. Clean up the cellar."

				"But I can't. The pipes have burst. It's full of filthy water."

				Julian was right of course, but she was not going to stand for her insolent charge answering back.

				"Don't be silly, of course you can."

				And with that, she pressed one stilettoed heel into his back and tipped him head first into the water. With his hands cuffed behind his back he was unable to push himself up, thrashing around snorting and choking until he managed to turn on to his side, and supported on his shoulder he was able to lift his head clear of the water.

				"You fucking rotten tart, you could have drowned me."

				"Forgotten ourselves again, haven't we?" She laid the cane along the side of his cheek to emphasise the point. "Now, say sorry to Mistress Madonna."

				Julian said nothing. Certainly not that he was sorry. Or if he did it was not quick enough.

				Again the stilettoed foot propelled him face down into the dirty water. And once more he splashed around like a drowning cat until he was able to prop himself back on to his shoulder. He screamed and ranted, swore and abused her until his fevered tirade slowed and his words became more faltering. Sanity returned. He had really blotted his copybook now. Mistress Madonna had not said a word, just standing over him throughout his verbal onslaught with the sternest, most disapproving look on her face. He was in for serious trouble now. That was for certain. Probably a prolonged caning. Or a whipping. And it could not come soon enough.

				There was an ominous silence. Julian lay in the rippling tide looking up straight at his Mistress' vagina. She widened her legs and slipping a hand over her mons, dipped her fingers into the pink lips of her labia. She spread her fingers, pulling the fronds apart so that he could see a definite hole. Julian's cock juddered and twitched as his erection doubled in intensity, tiny eddies rippling away from his glans as it beat the water like a miniature paddle.

				"You pathetic little insect. You've really done it now, haven't you?"

				She bent her knees, squatting more closely to Julian's face, her finger-widened hole staring him straight in the eye. Sperm began to leak from his meatus, floating away on the water.

				"Mistress Madonna had a really, really special treat for Julian's birthday. But he's not going to get it now is he? He's been too naughty."

				"Please, give it me. I will be good, really I will."

				"No. It's too late for that. But Mistress Madonna will tell you what it was... She was going to let you fuck her."

				Julian's howl of frustration raced from his mouth as at the same moment a fountain of sperm spurted from his cock. Mistress Madonna smiled inwardly. She was well satisfied; Part One of the day's programme had gone off without a hitch. Julian really was so predictable. There was no way she was ever going to let him get his dick inside her, but to make him believe he had thrown away a chance of doing just that would leave him wild with self recrimination. She knew that he would spend hour upon hour cursing himself for being such an idiot. More psychological torture applied in her own expert fashion.

				But she had not forgotten his task. Of course there was nothing he could actually do about the condition of the cellar but still she ordered him to try. And what she made him do was drink the water. She said that if he drank enough then he would drink the cellar dry. Perfectly logical to a child and so he knew better than to argue, going ahead drinking and drinking the filthy water until he was sick and vomited it all back out. Mistress Madonna told him what a good little boy he had been to try and do it, and because he had been so good he could have his other treat. But he could not fuck her... he had been far too naughty for that.

				***

				Stretched out in the huge shell-shaped Jacuzzi, with its ornate gold fittings, Mistress Madonna luxuriated in the revitalising jet streams of hot water as they massaged her body. She rolled her palms over her breasts, pulling and tweaking her solid nipples before suggestively running her hands down over her submerged body to stroke up and down her widespread thighs.

				"Mmmmm," she sighed.

				"Ooohhh."

				She purred with exaggerated satisfaction as her fingers found her vagina. It was nice and juicy, and she was certainly going to enjoy her orgasm when it came, but as always she was enhancing her performance for Julian's benefit. She tried to keep him in a state of everlasting frustration, stoked up with lust for her body. A body that was often so near, but always just out of reach for him. And lusting was what he was doing at that moment. And that was all he could do.

				His hands were still cuffed behind his back, but the chain attached to his collar had now been secured on a very short rein to a large gold towel hoop attached to the tiled wall. His eyes were beady and glued fast to Mistress Madonna. He had a gut wrenching erection and he was filthy. She had brought him up from the cellar and taken him straight to the bathroom. But any thoughts he had that she was going to allow him to take a shower and clean off the dirt and scum were soon dashed when she left him as he was and chained him to the wall. So there he stood, stinking and rank, with a throbbing cock that he could do nothing about, watching her pleasure herself in the foaming water.

				She reached out and picked up a huge dildo, complete with ridged veins and held it up for his inspection.

				"What does this remind you of?"

				Julian licked his lips and as he always did when he was sulking, he said nothing.

				"Don't you think it's rather like The Colonel's?"

				That did it.

				"You fucking bitch."

				"Now, now. Don't be naughty. If you make Mistress Madonna angry, then she'll have to cancel your other birthday treat."

				"I hate you."

				Well, if that was really how he felt, she would just leave him there and she and The Colonel would have a party all by themselves.

				They would too. And Julian knew it. It was not fair.

				"I'm sorry."

				"Ah, so we've decided to be good after all, have we?"

				She held up the dildo once more. "All right. What does this remind you of?"

				Julian knew the answer, but he had to force the words past his lips.

				"The Colonel."

				"You see, that wasn't hard was it?" And glancing at his private regions. "Not like your cock."

				Julian's face went purple as he struggled to keep his thoughts to himself. She was always picking on his cock and it upset him. It was his, and he liked it. It was not a tiny little pinkie like she said... it was a real big boy's weapon. When he had been at public school, he and his dorm mates used to gather in the outside toilets for mutual wanking sessions, and standing in a wide circle each boy would wank the one next to him. And he always had the biggest prick. So there! But he kept his mouth shut and there was a pregnant pause as she waited to see if any further comments were forthcoming. There were not. With a struggle he managed to restrain himself and kept his silence.

				Mistress Madonna decided that she had gained all the currency she was going to from that line of harassment and moved on. Making a great show of it she dipped the dildo under the water, eased up her hips and lodged it at the entrance to her vagina.

				"Don't you wish this lovely big dildo was your cock?"

				"Aaaarghh."

				Julian nearly choked himself trying hold back a strangled insult.

				"If you'd been good this morning, it could have been. But you weren't, were you?"

				She nearly got him that time; he only caught himself from retaliating by a supreme effort.

				"Watch now Julian, I'm going to pull my hole wide open and stick it in."

				And so she did, whimpering and cooing as it slid further and further up her lubricating hole.

				"Oh Julian, you can't imagine how it feels. It's big... and fat... and it could have been you."

				Julian's self control burst like a ruptured dam, torrents of abuse flowing from his mouth.

				"You rotten, stinking cunt of a fuckface. Why do you keep doing this to me?"

				"Because you're naughty. And I think that you're naughty on purpose because you want Mistress Madonna to spank your bottom."

				There was certainly truth in that statement. Julian shut up and went back to sulking. He was fed up. He was filthy. And his cock hurt.

				For the next ten minutes or so Mistress Madonna concentrated on her own pleasure as Julian shuffled frustratedly in the background. Eyes closed and laid back in the swirling currents, she luxuriated in the massaging jets. With her legs wide open she used one hand to ease the dildo up and down, reaming her vagina as at the same time with the other, she rolled the nub of her hard erect clitoris. Her hips began to rise and fall with the strokes of the dildo as her passion increased, until at the moment of her shuddering orgasm she was bucking upwards with such vigour that her rump rose completely out of the water. Her body continued to shake as the continuing aftershocks rippled through her limbs, until eventually she sank back into the water, thoroughly sated.

				Her eyes opened. Julian was staring at her the way a starving fox eyes up a plump chicken. His cock was twitching with every pulse that beat through it. Sperm trickled from its eye.

				"You were peeking, weren't you?"

				"You wanted me to, you bitch."

				"Oh, what a wicked thing to say, Mistress Madonna wanted no such thing. You should have been a good boy and looked the other way."

				"I'm not looking anywhere except at your cunt. It's my birthday and you said you were going to let me fuck you. Well I want to. Now!"

				"That was before you were a bad, naughty boy and Mistress Madonna has already told you that there is no nookie for naughty boys."

				Julian stamped his feet in a fair approximation of a childish tantrum, his erect cock swinging wildly. That was all that he could do to vent his frustration, handcuffed and chained to the wall as he was. Tears trickled from his eyes and an additional flow of pre-ejaculate trickled from his penis.

				"Poor little Julian. Shall Mistress Madonna kiss it better for him?"

				He never learnt. He fell straight into the trap once again.

				"Please. Oh please, do it now. Suck my cock. I'll pay you double."

				She raised herself up and stepped out from the Jacuzzi, ensuring that Julian got a full, unobstructed view of her sex. His eyes grew larger and his prick pulsed in even greater jerks. It was still in there. The dildo. With just the knobbed end sticking out, it filled her vagina, her sex lips stretched and clinging to its girth as if seemingly trying to pull it back all the way in. She reached down, pulled it out a few inches and then slid it back up.

				"Ooh Julian, it's so nice. You don't really want me to suck your cock, do you? Wouldn't you rather have your wicked little willie stuck up here?"

				She worked the dildo in and out once more.

				"Don't you want to shove it up and down like this?"

				"You know I do, you rotten whore."

				Julian screamed out the words, saliva spraying from his mouth. Mistress Madonna moved over the tiled floor towards him in an awkward gait, her legs wide with the dildo still stuffed into her. With goggle eyes and monster cock he watched until just a foot or so away from him she slowly pulled the huge, solid dildo from her sucking sex. She lifted it to his nose allowing him to sniff her intimate aromas and then laid it on his lips. He licked greedily, slurping and tonguing, until suddenly she slammed the dildo down across his already tortured cock.

				His scream of agony was accompanied by a jerking spontaneous orgasm, gouts of sperm jetting from his cock, spraying not only the floor but also Mistress Madonna. Her lips tight and her eyes flashing fury, she waited for his screams to die and his cock to stop its maniacal dance. As Julian calmed down and his prick slackened, his senses returned and the full realisation of what he had done hit him. He looked. Saw. And felt ill. Globules of his sperm were dripping from his Mistress' belly, falling on to the tiles to join that which had missed her and spurted straight to the floor. He knew she would make him clean up the floor with his tongue as always, and for one wild moment he fantasised that she would allow him to lick the sperm from her belly. That thought faded almost before it began. Julian knew it would not happen. Exactly what would happen he did not know, but one thing that he knew for certain was that it would be bad. He had been naughty again, he had defiled his Mistress. And not for the last time.

				Julian's punishment had been every bit as vicious as he had expected. Mistress Madonna had laid into him. First she had lashed him with the whip until his back, chest and thighs were reddened all over and then she had used the cane. She had laid on stroke after stroke using it to add highlights of agony to the overall background of pain. Then she had clubbed his prick and his balls with the dildo and even dug the steel-tipped heels of her stilettos into his thighs. He was striped, bruised, abused and humiliated. And he was still filthy. And he could stay that way, she told him. If he was going to act like an animal, then he could look like one. And then she had spent a long time in the shower, cleansing herself under the steaming jets and leaving the cubicle door open so that he could see her every action. And of course she had laid it on thick, pushing the showerhead between her thighs and spraying her open slit, all the time watching out for Julian's reaction. And never deviating from the norm, although racked with pain, he was soon sporting another massive erection.

				Dripping water everywhere, water that Julian would have to lick up, she stepped out of the shower and began to dry herself with a luxurious, soft bath sheet. Dropping the soaking sheet on to the tiles, she picked a much smaller towel and completed the process, rubbing it over her sex far more times than was necessary in order to stoke up Julian's fervour. When she was dried enough for her satisfaction, the small towel itself was heavy with water and rolling it out in her hands she tied a knot into one end. She walked towards the bathroom door.

				"Mistress Madonna is going to get dressed now... But first."

				The heavy, waterlogged knot whacked down on to Julian's rigid cock with the force of a hammer. His knees buckled and he slumped forward, held upright only by the chain attached to his collar. As the whimpers of pain began to subside, he started to replace them with forced, babyish choking noises and faked rasping coughs.

				"Stop that at once and stand up straight like a good boy. Mistress Madonna is not going to pay any attention to your silly antics."

				And with that she left the room, stopping just outside the door where he could not see her, to check that he was actually able to lever himself upright and take the strain from his neck. They both knew full well that he was in no real danger, that it was purely play-acting, but she thought it was as well to make doubly sure. It would not do for her to let him head for the hereafter while she was giving him a session.

				With his hands cuffed behind his back, he was not having an easy time of it, but with a giant struggle he eventually straightened himself, having to spend several minutes trying to force air over a throat that had been made desperately sore by his own rasping misuse of it. When Mistress Madonna was quite sure that he was in no danger, she left him screaming out his hoarse, incoherent curses and dressed herself in her street outfit. Of course her idea of street clothes was somewhat different to that of a less enlightened female, even if for nothing more than her incredible four-inch high stiletto heels. Seamed black fishnet stockings disappeared into a pelmet of a black leather skirt, which was split at the back to allow a flash of creamy suspendered thigh to show with every step she took. Her voluptuous breasts were pushed mountain high by a skimpy, underwired black bra and a black spiked collar was fastened tightly around her neck. She wore nothing else. Her arms and torso were naked and only the long ebony tresses that fell down upon them clothed her shoulders.

				Mistress Madonna was ready, but Julian was still an exceedingly grubby little urchin. He needed a good scrubbing before he could go anywhere. She went back into the bathroom with the idea of making him presentable enough to take into the outside world.

				"You rotten stinking bitch! You don't care about me at all. You left me to choke to death. I hate you! I hate you! I hate you!"

				"Now now, you know that's not true. Mistress Madonna would never do anything to hurt her little babykins."

				"Well you did, and I don't want to play any more."

				"I'm sure you don't really mean that. What about your treat?"

				"Is it nice?"

				"It's lovely."

				"Can I eat it?"

				"No."

				"Can I fuck it?"

				That took some answering. Technically, just like Mistress Madonna, her two vampiric sisters could be fucked, but not by Julian. Still, a little titillation would do no harm.

				"Firstly it's not it, it's them. And they fuck like bitches."

				Up it came again. His cock. He had no control over it whatsoever. But she had been very careful to say only that whoever, or whatever his treat might be, that they did indeed fuck. As she was to remind him later, she did not say that he was definitely going to get his dick into them, she just let him assume that he might.

				Taking great care not to brush against his pulsing erection, Mistress Madonna released the end of the chain anchoring Julian's collared neck to the wall and motioned him forward. But he had angered her now, and for that he would pay. He took a step towards the shower only to be roughly tugged in the opposite direction towards the door.

				"But I need a wash. You said so yourself. I can't go out fucking in this state."

				"I know that, you peasant. What do you think we are going to do now?"

				Julian had no idea. But he did not like the sound of it. And he was right not to.

				A short time later Mistress Madonna led Julian into the garage. Not the purpose built construction that housed his collection of vintage sports and racing cars, but the smaller building where his road cars were kept. She had dragged him naked and still handcuffed from the house, and made him walk barefoot over the gravelled path leading to the garage, with him hopping and jumping all the way as the sharp stones cut into the soles of his feet. Bustling him between the Porsche and the Ferrari she pushed him to the back wall of the old brick building that had once been a coach house.

				Julian's handyman must have been getting ready to wash the cars because sponges, buckets of water and shampoo bottles were lined up on a bench, and a long hosepipe had been unreeled and lay snakelike on the floor. Mistress Madonna fastened Julian's neck chain to a one of the many old iron hoops fixed into the wall.

				"Mistress Madonna is going to take off those nasty handcuffs now."

				"About fucking time."

				"Behave yourself. And remember what I told you, if you're bad then I'll just cancel the whole of the rest of the day."

				"All right, but what are we doing here anyway?"

				"We're going to turn a dirty, grubby little horror into a nice, well scrubbed young man."

				Unlocking the handcuffs, she allowed him a few moments to rub the circulation back into his grazed wrists.

				"Right! Now get to work. All you need is there."

				She pointed to the car washing paraphernalia.

				"There's a sponge, some shampoo and water. Dip the sponge in the water, pour some shampoo on it and soap yourself. All over."

				"I'm not. That's rotten, cheap horrid stuff for the cars. And the water's freezing."

				"Do as I say this instant."

				In a return to steely authoritarianism she barked out the order. Julian knew better than to defy her when she used that tone of voice and hurried to obey. He was soon covered head to toe in frothy foam and she made him soap his cock again and again, until he sprang a straining erection. Mistress Madonna hitched the tiny pelmet of a skirt even higher. She was not wearing knickers. She hardly ever did. His cock jerked as his eyes locked on to her bushy, forested sex, flicking a globule of foam down to the floor.

				"You dirty little swine. You've always got a hard on. Well, Mistress Madonna is going to do something about that."

				And picking up the hosepipe, she turned the tap on full and blasted Julian at point blank range with the full force of the stinging jets. The water was ice cold and Julian's howls were loud and anguished as she swept up and down his body, paying particular attention to his cock and balls. He tried to protect them with his hands but the strength of the jets forced them apart, and by the time she turned the water off, his prick had shrivelled to a wrinkled nothing and his bollocks felt like they had been beaten with sledgehammers. She threw the hosepipe to the ground and stood with hips jutting as a shivering Julian continued to wail and curse.

				The sound of a car pulling up outside diverted her attention. A door slammed and feet crunched on the gravel.

				"In here Colonel."

				She knew it was him, only a very large, very expensive car has an engine that ran as silently as that one. The Colonel marched into the garage.

				"Reporting for duty ma'am, as ordered."

				"And right on time. Colonel, you're a man a woman can depend upon."

				"Do my best m'dear. Do my best."

				And then casting a disdainful look at Julian: "The blighter been up to his tricks again, has he?"

				Mistress Madonna confirmed that Julian had indeed been naughty again, and that she had disciplined him, but not nearly enough she thought. The Colonel pointed to the discarded hosepipe.

				"Why don't you thrash the scoundrel with that?"

				He was right. She ought to.

				Thud. Thwack. The pipe was heavy and not very flexible so she concentrated on thickly fleshed parts of his body, like his buttocks and calves. Julian squealed and wept and cursed the Colonel to eternity.

				"Serves you right, you insubordinate bounder. It's nothing more than you deserve."

				And of course Julian knew that he was right.

				Mistress Madonna finally threw the hose to ground, leaving Julian panting and furiously rubbing his tortured flesh. She turned to The Colonel, but before she could say anything, he pre-empted her.

				"I know time's tight m'dear, but I've checked battle orders and we do have a few minutes. Do you think..."

				"... there's time for a quickie?" She completed his question.

				"Harrumph. Yes, that was going to be my query."

				"Well, I don't see why not. I'm sure Julian won't mind."

				Julian did mind. Big time.

				"You bastards. You set this up. It's my fucking birthday. He's not going to fuck you, I am."

				Mistress Madonna told him very forcefully that he was most definitely not going to do any such thing. And because she could not trust him to behave himself she was going to turn the hose on full once again and set it to spray over him all the time she was getting her goodies. And lodging the nozzle into a bracket on the wall she widened the spray and started the water gushing out over him.

				"Now then Colonel, we haven't really got too much time, so we'll make this one just for you. How do you want me?"

				It only took a moment.

				"Over the bonnet m'dear. 'Coolie style' as we used to say in Shanghai."

				They chose a Jaguar. More patriotic than the Ferrari or the Porsche The Colonel said. Mistress Madonna did not care either way, she rather liked Ferraris. And Italians. But each to his own, and hitching the skirt right over her hips, she turned around, widened her legs and with her breasts flattened against the metal and her bottom thrust upwards, she bent over the bonnet. The Colonel wasted no time in hauling his cock out of captivity and pushing the cheeks of her buttocks further apart to get a better access, he slapped it up against her labia. He pushed, gaining a minimum entrance, just a part of his glans sinking into her vagina. He pushed again. She was not really ready and so she was tight, tighter than usual.

				"Hold fire a moment, will you Colonel? Let me see what I can do."

				The Colonel backed off and straightening up Mistress Madonna slipped the fingers of both hands between her legs. With the fingers of one hand she spread her sex lips and dipped the fingers of her other hand into her warm tunnel. Opening her fingers, she widened her hole and then spent a few moments rubbing and stimulating her clitoris. She got the result she wanted. Juices began to flow, and her hole widened further of its own accord.

				"All right Colonel, I think we can start again."

				Once more she laid herself over the bonnet and as The Colonel advanced on her with a cannon of an erection, she slipped a hand backwards underneath her legs, grasped his throbbing girth and directed it to her now only too ready vagina. His bell-end went straight in. No messing. He pushed again and half his length disappeared up her grasping sex. Once more, and her shovelling vaginal muscles combined with his thrust to propel his cock right up to her cervix. He filled her tight as a cork in a champagne bottle. And just like the best bubbly, his cock was vintage. Premier Cru and equally as intoxicating to a lusting twat.

				The Colonel tested his stroke. It was tight in there, but it was well lubricated and slippery. In short it felt absolutely fucking marvellous. For both of them. He pulled right down and then slid back up, slowly increasing the speed of his thrusts. Mistress Madonna had said the shag was just for him, but she soon changed her mind. With his huge cock stimulating her to distraction, she let herself wallow in his expert grinding. He was as good a fuck as she had ever had in her life and as his pistoning weapon reamed her with increasing mercilessness, her vaginal muscles tensed, clamping and unclamping until at the moment of his ejaculation he catapulted her into a shuddering, shaking orgasm. She flopped against the bonnet, her body limp and weak. And that had only been a quickie.

				As she pulled herself together, above the sound of the gushing water she became aware once more of Julian's wailing curses and insults. It was time she returned her attention to him; although she was certain her little display had achieved the desired effect. It was his birthday. She had beaten and humiliated him. As far as he was concerned she had refused to let him fuck her only because he had been naughty, and then within minutes of appearing on the scene, The Colonel had fucked her silly. So now, just as she had planned, Julian was beside himself with frustration and jealousy. The Colonel was turning out to be a very useful accomplice.

				She turned off the water and stood waiting for Julian's torrent of abuse to abate. Eventually his babbling stopped. He glared at her with accusing eyes, hungrily taking in her sperm soaked pussy and once again sporting his inevitable erection. She shuffled in front of him, making a great show of the spunk that trickled down her thigh and hung from her vagina. She opened the door of the Ferrari next to her and put one foot inside. It was Julian's current favourite. She knew that. And Julian knew that she did.

				"No! Don't you dare!"

				But she did dare, and sliding into the driver's seat, she flattened her dripping labia against the leather and wiped every last drop of The Colonel's spunk onto it. On the passenger seat was a scarf that Julian wound around his neck when he was driving with the top down, and with it she cleaned out any traces that remained inside her hole. She lifted her bottom to show Julian the wet patches on the seat and with her arm raised she waved the sperm smeared scarf to and fro. He was apoplectic. Speechless with rage... and totally in thrall to Mistress Madonna.

				Up in the master bedroom, Mistress Madonna had laid out Julian's school uniform on the bed. She knew it was his favourite and it did no harm to pander to him now and then. But she made him dress himself, although no underpants were allowed, and then wetting a comb she parted his hair down the middle. She stood back, her eyes critically running over him.

				"You'll do. Not even I can make a prince out of a donkey's arse. I suppose it's as good as you'll ever look."

				Which was a particularly hurtful thing to say because Julian was in fact, very good looking. She turned on her heel and made for the door.

				"Come on, don't mess about. We're late."

				Julian trotted dutifully behind her, down the staircase to where The Colonel was waiting. Slipping a tiny black leather Bolero jacket over her shoulders, she took The Colonel's arm and ordering Julian to follow close behind, went out to the car.

				The Colonel loaded the picnic hamper and the cool boxes stacked with champagne into the boot, while Mistress Madonna knotted a tight blindfold over Julian's eyes. He was not to see where they were going she told him, it was part of the surprise. He was plonked on the back seat, strapped in, and then ignored. Mistress Madonna took her place next to The Colonel, and they were off.

				They had been travelling for an hour or so and Julian was getting restless. Making sure that her words carried to the back seat, throughout the journey Mistress Madonna had kept up a non-stop flow of conversation with The Colonel, consisting almost entirely of lewd recollections and anecdotes of a particularly questionable nature. All involving her, of course. And all designed to increase Julian's frustration.

				"It's so nice to have a real man around Colonel. A man with a proper cock who knows what to do with it."

				Julian snorted derisively.

				Mistress Madonna paid no attention.

				"You understand that underneath all this, I'm just a normal girl. I like to get fucked and sucked and buggered just like every other woman."

				The Colonel said nothing, but thought privately that she was nothing at all like every other woman. And a good thing too. Julian's thoughts were too explosive to keep to himself.

				"You fucking bitch. Shut up! I know you're only saying those things to upset me."

				"Oh dear, there he goes again. I think we'd better go home, don't you Colonel?"

				"What!? And let the filthy little cad spoil our picnic. No. Just wait until we rendezvous, then we can string him up and you can thrash him 'til he bleeds."

				"A much better idea Colonel. You've got such a logical mind."

				They travelled on, with Mistress Madonna and The Colonel keeping up their banter and Julian cursing away to no purpose. But she was keeping a sharp look out and suddenly she jumped up in her seat and pointed through the windscreen.

				"There they are."

				A gleaming black Rolls Royce with smoked windows was parked in a lay-by a few hundred yards ahead, and The Colonel slowed his speed and pulled in behind it. Mistress Madonna leapt from the Bentley and ran towards the other car as two sex-laden versions of herself tumbled from its interior. Squealing and hugging each other in the joy of reunion the three women danced around for a few moments. Just like Mistress Madonna the other two women were stunners. And they were all so much alike as to be indistinguishable. They were statuesque, all about the same height and with the same hair and the same eyes. And the same tits. The same fantastic arse as well. The Colonel's prick rapidly did a Julian, tripling its size in an instant. He was definitely going to enjoy this. Pity about the prat.

				The prat himself was unable to see what was happening, but he could hear the girlish screams and giggles. He bounced up and down on the back seat as they grew closer.

				"What's going on? Who is it?"

				"Mistress Madonna and two of the best looking Memsahibs you've ever seen. Bosoms like the Himalayas. Must be your birthday present."

				The Colonel eased himself out of the driver's seat, making a futile attempt to hide the fairly spectacular bulge in his trousers as he stood to greet them. All three women fastened their eyes on his cock.

				"Colonel, I'd like you to meet my sisters, Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria."

				"Gad, you're three damn fine fillies and that's no lie. Sisters you say?"

				"Yes, really. We're triplets, and they've been dying to meet you. I've told them all about your cock and they can't wait." She pointed to his straining weapon: "And it's obvious that it can't wait to meet them."

				"What about me?"

				Julian's whingeing wail interrupted the introductions.

				"Is that the twat?"

				That was Mistress Magenta. Or was it Mistress Maria? The Colonel could not tell. Shuffle them around a little bit and he was not certain he would still know which one was Mistress Madonna. By sight anyway. His cock would know though. He was sure of that.

				Having instructed their driver to wait for them in the lay-by, the two new Mistresses settled themselves, one on each side of Julian in the back of the Bentley. With their skirts hitched high, Mistress Madonna had placed one of Julian's hands over the suspenders on each of their bare thighs, given him explicit instructions that that was where they must stay, and smiled in satisfaction as his flash erection tunnelled out below his trouser leg. Apart from a tortured cock, by the time they reached their destination he was going to be in possession of a pair of extremely tender bollocks. With all her experience she knew that there is nothing like an extended period of unfulfilled erection to turn two perfectly contented testicles into a pair of untouchably agonised rocks.

				When they reached their destination, which was by the side of a lake hidden in the woods on the country estate of one of The Colonel's military connections, Mistress Madonna's expectations were totally confirmed... Julian's balls were like lead weights in his scrotum. Once he was ushered from the car he could hardly walk, whimpering every now and again as they were trapped between his thighs or rubbed against the coarse flannel of his short trousers. Good preparation for what she had in mind. They stopped walking and Julian was ordered to stay where he was while the picnic was laid out.

				"I want a piss."

				"Have one then. We won't look."

				"I can't, can I? Not with this bloody great hard-on."

				"Well, that's what you get for being the dirty little beast you are. It's all you ever think about, fucking and wanking. I've told you before, keep on doing it and you'll go blind."

				"Sod going blind. I'll go mad if I don't get a piss. I'm bursting."

				"Good! Serves you right."

				Mistress Madonna knew that it is impossible to urinate whilst sporting a rock hard erection and was even more pleased with herself. Now in addition to a straining cock and a ball-sac full of red-hot coals, Julian also had an overflowing bladder. And there was nothing he could do about it. The pain in his stomach would continue to intensify until he was permitted to ejaculate. Then his cock would slacken and he would be able to pass the water. But of course, she did not intend to allow that to happen. Not soon anyway.

				Finally, everything was ready and accompanied by a chorus of 'happy birthday lousy wanker', Julian's blindfold was removed. Great! All he could see as he blinked in the unaccustomed light was a giant tree trunk. He started to turn around.

				"Did I say you could move?" Mistress Madonna snapped.

				"You didn't say I couldn't," Julian protested.

				"Cheeky little brute, isn't he?" Mistress Magenta said.

				"I don't know about you three, but I think he deserves a good thrashing," Mistress Maria chipped in.

				There was no disagreement and so the picnic was put on hold for the time being. The Colonel had a horsewhip in the car but the Mistresses declined his offer of its use, instead they all produced whips of their own.

				"You must have been a Boy Scout Colonel, so you'll remember the motto: Be Prepared, and we always are."

				The Colonel had brought along his angling gear just in case he had to find something to pass the time while the Mistresses were occupied with Julian. So as they advanced to their torture, he began to sort out the rods and lines.

				"Drop your trousers."

				"Shan't."

				A hefty slap around the ears that sent Julian's head reeling soon changed his mind. These were strong women, The Triplets of Torture as they sometimes referred to themselves. The trousers fell to the floor and he was ordered to kick them to one side and bend over. His school blazer was very short and so the whole of his backside was exposed.

				Slash! The first lash exploded on to one of his buttocks.

				Swoosh! The second on his other cheek.

				Smack! The third on the back of his thighs...

				Julian screamed. And yelped. And hopped up and down in agony as the Mistresses Madonna, Magenta and Maria took it in turn, one slash immediately following another, to whip him into shape. Crimson stripes and ridges covered his haunches and legs, criss-crossing as the strikes were laid over each other. The beating stopped for a moment, but Julian continued to howl like a stricken wolf. He howled even louder when the next strikes landed. The Mistresses had only stopped to alter their stances in order to position the forthcoming whiplashes as accurately as possible.

				From the back, swung by the tip, the haft of a whip flashed between his legs and smacked solidly up against his pain-racked balls. Another lash curled around his hips to cut a line over his ballooning bladder and a third caught around the ridge of his bulbous bell-end, only to be wrenched away in a vicious act of unmitigated torture. Julian cried, wailed and pleaded for mercy, all to no avail as the whipping continued unabated. And through it all his pulsing, straining erection grew ever harder, his cock jerking wildly at every crippling bite of the whip. Then suddenly, in a seemingly telepathically ordered action, the tips of all three whips whirled around his weapon, gripped it tight and tugged. Julian was catapulted into a screaming orgasmic climax, jets of sperm spurting into the air as his balls pumped out every last drop of the seed that had been boiling and churning away in there since his adventure began. His prick began to slacken, the whips uncoiled, and he started to piss. He watered the tree, the grass and as the stream faltered, his own shoes and socks. Paradise.

				All that, and Julian had not yet even got a glimpse of the two new Mistresses. And when he did!

				Hard-on Heaven. A blinder of a stonker even for him. Mistress Madonna was actually quite impressed, but could not say so of course.

				"Look at the filthy little blighter, he's at it again."

				The Colonel was playing his part well.

				"Bromide. That'd do it. You should get the Medical Officer to give you some."

				Now that was an idea. Put some in Julian's bottle and Hey Presto, no more erections. She would not do it of course. But what a threat to hang over his head. She would have to thank The Colonel properly for that suggestion. But later, right now she had a naughty boy to deal with.

				"Julian, stop that this instant!"

				He could not of course. His cock was up and she knew it was going to stay there. And he wanted to use it.

				"You said I could fuck the slags. And I want to fuck the rotten fuckers now."

				"What did you say?"

				That was Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria in unison.

				"She said you were my birthday treat and I could fuck you."

				"I said no such thing. And I am not 'she', I am Mistress Madonna and don't you forget it."

				All three Mistresses advanced menacingly on Julian.

				"You disgusting piece of shit. I wouldn't let you fuck me if you had the last prick on Earth."

				Julian shrivelled under Mistress Magenta's words.

				"Nor would I."

				Mistress Maria's tone left him in no doubt that she meant it.

				"And I'm going to make you remember your manners."

				He already knew Mistress Madonna always carried out her threats and cringed in the expectation of a forthcoming beating.

				Three pairs of hands grabbed him and despite his frantic struggles stripped him of his jacket and shirt. He was now totally naked apart from his shoes and socks. And his school cap. They ripped off the footwear and the socks but left the cap. A nice little touch designed to make him feel ridiculous.

				"String him up. There's some rope in the car."

				"Good idea Colonel. Will you bring it over for us please?"

				After the thick rope had been used to bind Julian's wrists together, the end was thrown over a jutting bough and he was hauled, arms stretched above his head, off his feet. His feet dangled a foot or so from the ground and his arms and shoulders strained to support his weight.

				"You bastards. I'm supposed to be enjoying myself. It's my birthday party."

				"Oh, you're going to have a party alright. A birching party."

				Leaving Julian swaying to and fro under the branch Mistress Madonna led the other two into the woods, all three returning a few minutes later laden with thin branches and twigs. Borrowing a pruning knife from The Colonel, they trimmed the wood into suitable lengths, bound them into bundles and pretty soon had three very professional looking birches. They tested them through the air, sweeping and slashing at imaginary targets. Julian knew those targets would soon become real enough. They would be his flesh.

				Moving around him so that without changing their positions they could strike every part of his body, the Magnificent Trio readied themselves. Julian was wild eyed with terror; he did not fancy what was coming at all. But despite everything his cock still stood to attention.

				The Colonel's voice called from the lakeside.

				"It's called priapism you know. Persistent erection of the penis. The native wallahs all had it. Castration! That's the real cure."

				"Shut up! Keep quiet you wrinkled old bastard. Don't give her any more ideas."

				"I don't need The Colonel to give me ideas. But that's not a bad one."

				Julian opened his mouth to say something more, but widened it immediately into a shrieking scream as the first birch stroke landed on his back. It left a very pronounced, widespread and glowing pattern of weals across the back of his ribs and his shoulder blades. Mistress Madonna spun Julian around so that the other two could see properly the effectiveness of their handmade instruments of correction. They were well satisfied and so the thrashing began in earnest. As before, one straight after the other, they laid mind-destroying strikes of indescribable agony all over their own designated area of Julian's flesh. His arms, legs, feet, chest, back and buttocks all came under attack. He wailed like a banshee, screaming and crying and promising never to be bad again as long as he lived. The Mistresses did not believe him and turned their attention to his cock. And his balls. Smacking downwards they lacerated his shaft, and whipping up between his thighs they smacked and scratched his gonads.

				"Enough, I think."

				Mistresses Magenta and Maria complied with Mistress Madonna's suggestion and let the birches fall from their hands. Julian was still crying and wailing helplessly, his striped crimson carcass swinging free and in addition to everything else, his shoulders and arms were agonisingly painful under the strain of his weight hanging from the bough. To judge by the state he was in, it was not likely he would be thinking about shagging anything for some considerable time.

				"Let's eat."

				The three Mistresses turned to rejoin The Colonel.

				"Oh, fucking hell. Look at that."

				None of them could believe it. Julian's cock was back up.

				There was only one thing for it.

				"Naughty, naughty, naughty Julian."

				Berating him all the time Mistress Madonna thrashed his pulsing prick with all the strength she could muster. He screamed as it twitched and jerked under the lashes. And then he came. Spurt after shooting spurt, so that she was forced to jump out of the way to avoid its spreading spray.

				Grimacing in both pain and pleasure, Julian could only gasp out three words.

				"Thank you Mistress."

				The Colonel had done them proud. A portable folding table had been laid with a crisp white cloth, four places set out with silver cutlery, with wineglasses and champagne flutes for each one. And a small folding picnic chair for each place. He produced the food. A culinary treasure. Smoked salmon and red caviar. Quail's eggs and truffles. Crisp baguettes and thick sliced grainy bread and butter. And much more. Including, right in the centre of the table, Julian's birthday cake with the figurine of Mistress Madonna on the top. Not only that, he produced from the cold boxes several bottles of Dom Perignon, held them up for the Mistresses' delight and then popped two back in. After all they could only drink one at a time. He filled the flutes with sparkling bubbly and they drank a toast to Mistress Madonna before tucking into the food with gusto. It was a feast fit for Kings. But not Julian.

				As his strength returned, Julian's wailing voice once more echoed across the clearing. He did not deviate much from his standard pattern.

				"What about me? I'm hungry. I want mine."

				"Ah, yes. Hang on a second."

				The Colonel delved into the picnic hamper, brought out a small Tupperware container and a plastic bottle and handed them to Mistress Madonna.

				"For the cretin. Sardine paste sandwiches and ginger pop."

				She took the goodies and went over to Julian. She loosened the rope and let him drop to the floor, but she did not untie his wrists. Opening the container she offered the sandwiches to him.

				"I'm not having that shit. It's my fucking birthday. I want what The Colonel's got."

				"Don't be silly, you'll never have what he's got."

				The Colonel was tickled pink.

				"Thank you m'dear, very nice of you to say so." Then to Julian: "I don't know what you're making such a fuss about. It's more than you deserve. I would have killed for that when I was stranded in the jungle."

				"Well we're not in the jungle, and you're spoiling my party."

				Mistress Madonna had heard enough.

				"Right. If the naughty boy doesn't want his nice sandwiches, then the swans can have them."

				And so saying, she went back to the lakeside and threw all the sandwiches into the water. Before joining the others back at the table, she went over to the car and slipped a CD into the stereo system. She left the car doors open and the words of the song came floating to Julian's ears. It was Bryan Ferry.

				"It's my party and I'll cry if I want to, cry if I want to..."

				Julian did cry. And then he started hurling abuse. He was now spoiling their party.

				The Colonel produced a small lidded box from his angling gear.

				"Here, you might find these useful."

				Mistress Madonna did indeed. They were his fishing hooks. Although it was sacrilege he allowed her to cut three long sections of line from a reel and fix a hook to the end of each one. She kept one and handed one each to the other two.

				"Let's fix the turd once and for all."

				The only problem was that none of them would actually deign to touch his revolting body. The Colonel solved the problem. In the car he had a box of doctor's thin rubber surgical gloves, which he handed to Mistress Madonna.

				"For emergencies."

				She wondered what emergencies they might be; making another note that there was something else she would have to ask him about. Still, they were a perfect solution. All three Mistresses slipped on a pair of the gloves. Julian had not been able to see just what it was they were doing and when the three fishhooks suddenly appeared in front of his eyes his reaction was wild and hysterical. Hauling him back into the air they went to work. Two hooks were inserted into his scrotum, one into the loose flesh encasing each of his balls. His foreskin was squeezed together over his bell-end, and the remaining hook secured it together so that it could not slip back. The lines were then paid out and the Mistresses returned to the table, each with a taut line wound around her hand.

				The picnic was resumed. It was truly scrumptious. The Mistresses ate and drank, the champagne glasses were re-filled and The Colonel produced a bottle of extremely rare fifty-year-old vintage port. Absolute nectar.

				"Cost as much as all the Dom Perignon put together."

				The Mistresses could understand why.

				And then it was time for the cake. Mistress Madonna took up the cake slice and handed it to The Colonel, inviting him to cut a large portion for each of them. Except Julian that is. But before he could cut into the cake she rescued the figurine of herself from the top.

				"Perhaps you'd like to deal with this first Colonel."

				He took it, held it up and licked it.

				Julian's protestations would have drowned out Concorde.

				The Colonel paid no attention and did exactly what Julian had planned for himself. He sucked the pink nipples and licked the black pussy. Then he ate the whole thing. Julian screamed and wept and was only brought back into line by a flurry of tugs on the fishing hooks.

				So a fair old time was had by all. Including Julian. Although in his own way, he was probably enjoying it more than any of them. Mistress Madonna really had excelled herself. She had not made him suffer this much before. Never. He had no doubt that she would probably now increase her already scandalous fee. And he would gladly pay...

				But his trials and tortures were not over because once all the food had gone, the Mistresses turned their attention to The Colonel. Sometimes separately and sometimes together, they treated him to an orgy of sexual indulgence that he had not experienced since his times in the brothels of Siam. They sucked his cock, all three at once. Two with lips glued to the stem of his shaft and Mistress Madonna with her mouth plunged over his glans. He really liked that. Julian did not. But his yells of complaint were soon turned into screams of agony and pleas for mercy as the Mistresses tugged on their fishing lines and the hooks tore at his tender privates.

				The Colonel fucked them all. He fucked their vaginas, their arses and their mouths. He licked them and sucked them. And drove them all delirious. They were amazed by his vigour and stamina. He never faltered once, going from one to another without a pause. And once, he stacked them, one on top of the other, with their rumps jutting skywards and fucked them from the back, giving each one a few strokes as he travelled up and down their tiered backsides. They had never met anyone like him before. And they told him so. They also told Julian, who cried and sulked and threw one of his more impressive tantrums.

				But underneath it all Julian was one happy little boy. He had been treated to a fabulous birthday. One he would not forget. And the three Mistresses would not forget The Colonel. When everything was packed up and Julian had been put, still naked, back into the car, Mistress Magenta pulled something out from one of her stocking tops and handed it to him. It was a card.

				"Anytime you want us Colonel, we'll come running. No charge."

				The Colonel read the card. And smiled. On a quality weave of the whitest white, were engraved letters of the shiniest, densest black. There were just two lines:

				The Daughters of De Sade

				Have whips - will travel

			

		

	
		
			
				The General

				THE GENERAL STOOD ON the balcony of the nursery gazing out over the ancestral acres of his country estate. Beneath his crotch, a pair of overflowing balls and an under-used cock dangled in frustrated yearning. He was fed up. His wife had a no-entry sign on her knickers and he could not fuck the servants like his forefathers did in the old days, 'droite de seigneur' was a thing of the past. Unlike The Colonel he had not had a sexual experience of any kind in recent memory. And he was not happy about it. One particular night, in a cloud of alcoholic abandonment after drinking one too many port and brandies, he had confessed all to The Colonel, who true to his nature had an immediate solution to his friend and ex-superior officer's problems.

				Nothing had ever been mentioned on the subject, but The Colonel was a pretty shrewd judge of character. And in The General's case he was as sure as he could be, without coming right out and asking a direct question, that strict and unbending a disciplinarian as he was, The General would not be averse to a little correction himself. The Colonel had not said too much to his friend about Mistress Madonna, only that she offered something a little out of the ordinary and that she was worth every penny of the astronomical fee he would have to fork out in order to obtain her services. The head of the fox hunting fraternity had blanched at the amount mentioned but accepted The Colonel's guarantee that it would be money well spent.

				Which was why at that very moment, Mistress Madonna was stretched out in the back of The Colonel's car enjoying a long, slow screw, and sipping champagne as he leisurely pumped his magnificent weapon in and out of her appreciative vagina. Ferrying them to a rendezvous with The General, The Colonel's chauffeur kept his eyes firmly glued to the road. With his employer that sort of thing was nothing out of the ordinary, although he sometimes wondered how the old boy kept it up. The chauffeur had been his batman in the Army and had followed him through several military campaigns. And a damned sight more sexual encounters. The Colonel's speciality had been shagging other officers' wives and wherever he had been posted, he usually managed to clear the board. It was safer that way. He had never been short of a fuck but he had never had to make any commitments himself. And so he had never entered into the hazardous state of matrimony. And that was the way he liked it. But instead of slowing down, The Colonel seemed to be fucking ever more women as the years passed. And as for the bombshell he was stoking at that moment. Wow!

				The chauffeur risked a quick glance in the rear-view mirror, and smiled. The Colonel was now lying flat out on the back seat. Having dispensed with the champagne, with one knee on either side of his hips Mistress Madonna was squatting astride him. Her skirt up around her waist and one heavy breast pressed into his mouth, she was riding him like a bucking bronco. Her juicy vagina slid up and down his shaft as she bounced on him, increasingly powerful downward thrusts pushing his cock deeper and deeper into her. Suddenly she locked up rigid, spearing herself with all the force of which she was capable on to his granite erection. Shaking and jerking, she howled out loud and long as the orgasm hit her, before collapsing helplessly down on to him.

				With her full weight pressing down on his chest, The Colonel found it a little difficult to breathe, but remaining as always the perfect gentleman, he said nothing, allowing her to recover in her own time. Eventually she raised her head and pushing herself up on her arms, looked him in the eye.

				"You never let me down, do you Colonel? Now, how would you like yours?"

				No matter how he might try, there was no way within the limited confines of the car that he could actually get her into the position he would have really liked. So he compromised and had her turn around, head down and backside stuck into the air while he finished himself off with his penis stuck up her anus. Quite satisfying if there was no other option available. With his hands clasped around her stockinged thighs, he pulled her close as he pumped steadily away. Building up to his climax, he pushed in harder and deeper, finally sinking the whole length of his shaft into her bottom. His orgasm was fierce and savage, and Mistress Madonna's backside actually heaved around as his cock reared and jerked in ejaculation.

				He had started to arouse her again as well, and although she would dearly have loved to have gone straight into another session, they were nearing their destination and she had to tidy herself up. It would not do for her to arrive in a dishevelled condition. So reluctantly she eased off The Colonel and set to work repairing her make-up.

				Luckily The Colonel was able to smuggle Mistress Madonna into the house without too much of a problem. Using the tradesmen's entrance, they managed to evade The General's wife, and in no time at all she was ensconced in the room set aside for her. The servants knew what was good for them and they would keep quiet, so all was going to plan. She spent an hour or so preparing herself, first of all taking a good hot, cleansing bath and then dressing and making herself up in the fashion she thought might have the most effect on The General. Finally she was satisfied and The Colonel led her to the door of the nursery, where inside, The General was waiting with growing impatience.

				The Colonel wished her luck, took his leave of her and went off to find some diversion of his own. Deliberately not knocking, she flung the door open and stepped inside. The General heard her come in and turned around, ready to tear a strip off whoever it was that had disturbed his privacy without even the courtesy of signalling their entry. His mouth opened but nothing came out. Framed in the open doorway, she stood, legs wide, balanced on high stilettos, dressed to stun a military man and carrying a long fly-ended whip and a riding crop.

				It was not often The General was lost for words, but this was one of those rare occasions. She was tall. Much taller than he had expected. And all in black. From her flowing ebony tresses down to the exaggeratedly pointed tips of the multi-buckled ankle boots. And in between! A laced up, underwired leather basque with no breast cups displayed her breasts to their best advantage. Heavy and full they begged for his attention and her broad brown areolae with their nutmeg nipples beckoned his tongue. Long black suspenders disappeared under her silk-thin fine leather knickers. Emerging from their short cut wide legs, they travelled down the long length of her thighs to clip into the wide, deeper black band of her stocking tops. She wore black leather gloves with the fingers cut out, showing her shining black nail polish. Around her neck was a broad, spiked leather collar and on her head a high fronted, peaked cap that would not have been out of place in the SS. Over her shoulder was slung a gun-belt stuffed full of shotgun cartridges and snapped over the leather were two pairs of steel handcuffs.

				The General did not know it but he was about to tangle with an adversary of far greater mettle than any he had encountered on the battlefield. Taking a grip on himself, he steadied his rushing pulse. But he could not control the beast uncoiling inside his trousers. Mistress Madonna missed nothing and fixed her gaze firmly on to it. He reddened slightly but made no attempt to hide it. In fact he started to fiddle with his fly buttons.

				"Shut the door and come over here."

				A straightforward, simple order such as he was used to issuing. But you do not order Mistress Madonna to do anything. It was the other way around and he would have to learn that quickly.

				"Shut it yourself." And pointing the riding crop at his opening flies. "And just what do you think you're doing there?"

				"I'm going to fuck you. That's what you're here for."

				She walked slowly and deliberately up to The General with a look of purpose on her face that saw him cease his struggle to wrest open the stubborn buttons. His hand was still at his fly and with the tip of the crop she moved it away, instantly delivering a lightning, crippling smack, down on to his errant member with the haft. He went straight down on his knees, purple-faced and his hands clutching his injured manhood. It was minutes before he could speak.

				"Damn and blast you woman. What the hell do you think you're doing?"

				She lifted his chin with the tip of the crop.

				"I'm correcting an insolent, presumptuous, bombastic oaf. And no doubt gout-ridden at that."

				"Madam, you're an insubordinate trollop. I'll have you horsewhipped."

				"I don't think so, General."

				And waving the crop in front of his eyes:

				"Although I may very well find a use for a horsewhip myself."

				"This is not all what I expected and..."

				His words dried up as Mistress Madonna stood over him, her crotch close to his face and with two fingers tugged the loose leg of her supple leather knickers over her sex. He could see it all. A forest of thick bushy pubes fell over long wavy, slightly parted labia. And the aroma. It filled his nostrils. Musky and tinged with a fragrance that titillated his senses. He had not been this close to a cunt since he got married. His throbbing cock stiffened despite the pain it still felt.

				"Are you sure about the whipping General?"

				He wasn't; but of one thing he was a million per cent certain. He wanted his weapon stuck as far into this marvellous mare's hole as it would go. Now!

				Mistress Madonna however, had other ideas. Keeping The General down on his knees she told him that this was not the Military and she was not one of his subordinates. But there were still rules to follow, regulations to conform to. But they were hers. And in that one respect, it was the same as the Army, any breaking of the rules would bring punishment. Instant and brutal. Just as it would on the battlefield.

				"Now, get up and close the door."

				The General did as he was ordered. This was a completely new experience for him.

				"Over there, by the window. I want to get a good look at you."

				He went over and stood in the light from the huge bay window. Mistress Madonna walked around him, examining him critically and occasionally prodding him with the crop. He was still fairly firm under the jodhpurs but she could not determine properly what his upper body was like beneath the hunting pink of his jacket. She had been quite surprised that he was dressed for hunting and not more casually attired. Or as she had most expected in full uniform. But their appointment coincided with the first day of The Hunt and so he had thought that he would have a quick fuck before he got stuck into exterminating the foxes. When The Hunt was over, and after the Ball, he had intended to spend the night catching up on all the sex he had been deprived of since he took a wife. But he had thought wrong.

				The first thing that had struck Mistress Madonna was the fact that The General had chosen the nursery in which to conduct their first encounter. It was full of the relics of his childhood - they had to be his, because she had done her research and knew that he had never produced any offspring himself. It may have been a nursery, but like almost every other room in the mansion it was very large. And it was still decorated and kitted out to suit a child. Very strange.

				A drop-sided crib stood against one wall, its quilt covered in cuddly toys. A giant teddy bear sat inside a playpen. There was a baby's high chair and an old-fashioned wooden school desk with an inkpot set into it. And a child's stool. There was a hobbyhorse. A tricycle. And a rocking horse. But it was no ordinary rocking horse. For a start it was adorned with a genuine leather hunting saddle. And it was big. Almost as big as the real thing. It was big enough for The General himself to sit upon. And looking around the room, Mistress Madonna realised that so was everything else. Every piece of furniture and every toy was a scaled-up version of the genuine article. She had discovered in minutes what his wife had not in several years. The General was nothing but a big baby.

				The gun-belt and the whip laid to one side, Mistress Madonna pointed to the rocking horse with the riding crop.

				"I'd like to see you on horseback General."

				This time he reddened completely. A scarlet flush rushing over his face.

				"My dear young lady, I..."

				"Oh it's alright, General. I understand. Mistress Madonna doesn't mind if you want to re-live your childhood."

				She knew it was more than that. This looked like a genuine full-blown fetish. Something she could really work on. She had formulated her plans before she came - but this offered far more interesting possibilities. Softening her attitude, she cooed like a new mother, or an attentive nanny.

				"Come on now, be a good little boy and show Mistress Madonna how you can ride the horse."

				Extremely sheepishly and still with scarlet features, The General mounted the rocking horse. He gathered up the reins, but otherwise sat motionless.

				"Don't be shy. Show Mistress Madonna how you ride to the hounds. I'll bet you're very good."

				The General set the horse into motion, rocking slowly backwards and forwards.

				"I think you can go a lot faster than that. Here, take this."

				She handed him the riding crop. The General gathered the reins into one hand, speeded up the motion and tentatively brought the crop down on to the horse.

				"Bravo General. You're wonderful."

				And in seconds The General was lost in his own world. He rocked faster and faster, his backside rising from the saddle as he furiously lashed the hindquarters of the wooden hunter.

				***

				In an idle moment The Colonel had calculated that during his amorous career he had had over eighteen thousand fucks, almost as many anal shaggings, and had his cock sucked so many times that the figures were astronomical. And in return he had performed cunnilingus on almost all the willing participants. He had always regarded it as part of his duty. After all he was an officer and a gentleman.

				And a gentleman never disappoints a lady.

				Which was why, despite his advancing years, most of the female population of the county still regarded him as the best fuck in the universe. A little over exaggerated, but close to the truth. And it was also why at that particular moment, he had his cock stuck nine inches into The General's wife's grateful vagina. Since meeting Mistress Madonna, he had lost a lot of his appetite for fucking the 'good ladies' of his fox hunting compatriots, but it was expected of him. If he had not serviced every single one of them by the time the hunting weekend was over, the next time the ladies gathered in the withdrawing room to compare notes, his name would be mud. He was the only man they knew who would rather spend his time fucking, than racing after the hounds in pursuit of a chicken killer. And they loved him for it.

				The Colonel did not really care much about foxes. One way or the other. He was not interested in bringing home the bloodied bush. Shagging was much more satisfying. For him and the ladies. What they wanted to race after was the animal in his trousers. And usually he made sure that they caught it. While their red-coated, jodhpur-clad better halves were leaping fences, blowing horns and churning up the planted acres of the tenant farmers, he was fucking himself silly with the 'little women' left behind.

				"Gammy leg, old chap. Can't ride like I used to, but you fellas go ahead. We'll still be here when you come back."

				That was his get-out.

				"I'll keep the ladies entertained."

				And he did. One, two and sometimes three at a time.

				The Colonel had a good stroke. Regular, deep and rhythmic, his cock pushed in and out. Up and down. The General's wife squirmed on the end of his cannon, and closing her eyes luxuriated in the masterful stoking he was dealing out. She was plugged tight, he had a big cock. She liked big cocks. And being fucked. By anyone except The General.

				She had been fucked by the butler, all three gardeners, the stable boys and all her husband's best friends. But The General himself could not get within sniffing distance of her twat. And he had no idea.

				"The old girl's past it," he told The Colonel.

				But The Colonel knew better. The 'Old Girl' was in fact The General's third wife, she was thirty years old, an ex-showgirl and had married The General not for love, but for money. Only he had turned out to be something of a miser. He did not give her any of the promised cash. So she did not give him any of the promised sex. The same was not true for The Colonel. He had fucked her so many times he had given up counting. He knew the inside of her vagina better than he knew the feel of his own dick. In fact he had shagged her so many times that it was becoming somewhat of a chore. Where were all the subalterns who in his own younger days would gladly have taken on the task? A word in the ear of The General from a well-fucked wife had been the springboard that had sent many a young officer on his way to greater glory. Or death.

				But despite that, as he ceaselessly reamed her vagina The Colonel had to admit that she was a tasty little morsel. They were in the stables. She was bent over a bench, with her skirt thrown up over her waist and her knickers around her ankles. He was stoking her into a frenzy; mews, purrs and grunts of pleasure signalling her appreciation of his efforts. Every eye in the place was on them, but as they were all equine, then they were not committing any indiscretion. The mares peering out from their stalls provided as appreciative an audience as if they had been performing for The Hunt. And The Colonel gave them a good show.

				The General's wife was building up to her climax. Her legs twitched uncontrollably and she backed on to The Colonel's cock, trying to get every last inch inside her. His balls slammed up against her rump as the speed of his thrusts increased to meet her demands for fulfilment. The sperm raced up his urethra at the same moment that she went into a frantic, jerking spasm as she reached orgasm and he hung desperately on to her thighs to hold her in position as he fucked her into the stratosphere. The erupting sperm burst through his meatus and flooded her vagina. Squealing with the thrill, she bucked and writhed on the end of his weapon, orgasm after orgasm sending jolts of tingling, numbing current coursing through her body.

				Gradually she calmed down, but The Colonel kept his cock jammed deep into her vagina until every last tingle and throb had subsided.

				"I'm alright now Colonel, you can pull out if you want."

				"Just as you say m'dear."

				"Christ Colonel, you fuck like a god."

				"Nice of you to say so. I do my best."

				"And I'm going to do my best for you."

				And so saying, she straightened up, turned around and dropped to her knees in front of him. His cock was shiny with their combined juices and she took hold of it and guided it into her wide-open mouth. The taste was magic. She licked and slurped, cleaning off every last drop and then bobbing up and down along its length she started him on the path to ejaculation. Actually he was in rather a hurry, he had an assignation with the wife of the Master of the Hounds very shortly, but he could not deny her the pleasure of tasting more of his seed. She was good with her mouth and The Colonel was very soon spurting fountains of semen over her appreciative tongue. She did not spill a single drop, gulping every last delicious jet down her throat.

				"Colonel, that was nectar from Heaven. You taste as good as you fuck. I don't usually drink before lunch, but for you I'll make an exception. How about another?"

				He had to think quickly.

				"Ah, sorry m'dear. There's nothing I'd like better, but there's someone I've got to see. Business you know."

				He did not say what kind of business. He did not really have to. The General's wife knew full well that she did not have the only frustrated fanny that was begging for his attention. Giving his de-tumescing penis a final suck and planting a goodbye kiss on his bell-end, she started to return her own somewhat unkempt appearance into an acceptable normality.

				***

				In the nursery, The General was sitting behind the primary schoolboy's desk dipping his pen into the inkwell and finishing off the last of the five hundred lines Mistress Madonna had awarded him for filthy behaviour. He was still wearing the red hunting jacket but his riding boots and jodhpurs had been removed. As had his underpants. And his buttocks were striped with darkening red weals. In addition to the lines she had also given him six strokes with the riding crop, before sitting him down on his flaming backside to commence his written punishment. And he was not finding it easy. In all her prick-teasing glory, Mistress Madonna strode up and down in front of the desk swishing the whip and occasionally bending over him to check his progress. When she did, she made sure her breasts brushed his cheek, thereby strengthening the pulsing erection that pressed on the underside of the desk, threatening to lift its legs from the floor.

				But The General had brought the punishment upon himself. He had been naughty, very naughty, and upset Mistress Madonna. When his moment of madness had passed and his fevered thrashing of the rocking horse had begun to calm, he had attempted to regain control of the situation. He was helped by the sound of horns and the excited barking of the dogs floating into the nursery from outside. Dismounting from the horse in a markedly sheepish fashion he went over and pulled up the large sash window.

				"All set General. We're just waiting the word."

				The Master of the hounds' voice wafted in through the window.

				"Jolly good. Be with you in a jiffy."

				"General..."

				Floating to his ears, Mistress Madonna's voice was not its normal brusque authoritative self, but a sexy honey-laden silk. The General turned, and as she had known they would, all his thoughts of joining The Hunt evaporated in an instant. With the riding crop trapped between her upper arm and her body, Mistress Madonna hooked her thumbs into the waist of her knickers and wriggled the soft leather over her hips, halting them halfway down her thighs. Once more she presented him with a view of her enticing sex. But he could see all of it this time. With her legs opened wide, the knickers were stretched tight below her labia and as he watched she ran her hand down over her stomach and slipped her middle finger down the slit of her labia. It was too much. She could almost read his mind: Bugger the foxes. Somebody else could slaughter them.

				He turned back to the window and leaned out.

				"Sorry old chap. Just had a bit of disturbing news. Seems like the saboteurs are out and about. You carry on and I'll call in the constabulary and haul out some extra stocks of ammunition."

				"As you say General."

				"And make sure you get some good people up front to lead the action."

				"Will do."

				And The Hunt was on.

				Rubbing his hands and licking his lips, The General almost raced across to Mistress Madonna. His giant erection raced in front of him. He lunged at one of her breasts with a giant paw and tried to stick the other hand between her legs.

				"This is more like it, let's get on with the fucking."

				The hand angling for her sex was immediately smacked away by the crop.

				"Damn and blast woman. What are you up to?"

				"A naughty, nasty, dirty mouthed little monster is not going to fuck Mistress Madonna. Not today, or ever if he doesn't remember his manners and speak to her properly."

				And to help him do that she was going to punish him. And that punishment was to be six strokes of the crop and five hundred lines. And as she had thought, he did not protest too greatly when after pulling up her knickers she tugged his jodhpurs down to his knees, bent him over the desk and laid the first stroke over his haunches. It hit with a numbing thump that left a short, rapidly darkening red weal from the shaft, and a rectangular imprint from the keeper. She did not hold back. She walloped him with all her strength, which was considerable. Six times the crop fell, six times he grunted in agony and six times his cock jerked in response. She ordered him to stand upright and face her.

				"What's that?"

				She touched the tip of his bell-end with the crop. She may as well have grasped his cock in her palm and wanked him, because it had the same effect. Instant orgasm. And because he had been storing up the sperm for such a long time, there were oceans of it. It spurted everywhere. Over her gloved hand, up into the air, over the desk, and some even jetted as far as the rocking horse. And as she always did in situations like that, she made him clean it all up with his tongue.

				"I'm not licking up my own sperm."

				"Oh yes you are, General. Naughty boys have to do as they are told."

				And he did. Starting with her hand. Then the desk. And the rocking horse. He dissolved into a minor tantrum when it came to the floor, but a few extra strokes of the cane across the backs of his thighs did the trick. Down on his hands and knees he cleared his sperm from the floor. Then prodding him with the tip of the crop, she made him shuffle over to the desk. And with his jodhpurs tangled around his knees, that was not easy. Mistress Madonna decided that they were a nuisance, and so they and the riding boots were pulled off and thrown into a corner. So with his cock once again pointing skywards, The General struggled to push it under the desk as he pulled up the stool, picked up the pen and began writing.

				I must not try to grab Mistress Madonna's vagina.

				I must not say fuck to Mistress Madonna.

				Those two lines alternated as he wrote.

				And when he had finished he handed over his exercise book for her inspection. She snorted in derision.

				"Into the valley of death rode the six hundred."

				"Eh? What's that you say?"

				"It was handwriting like this that sent the Light Brigade to their deaths. An Army tradition is it General?"

				"Is what a tradition?"

				"To write so illegibly that no-one can understand their orders?"

				The General leapt to his feet, tipping the desk over, his cock rock solid and his face flushed with anger.

				"Now look here young woman, this has gone far enough."

				"No it hasn't General. Not by a long chalk."

				***

				The horseboxes were parked in a long line on the driveway that wandered through the grounds leading up to the house. In her husband's own box, The Colonel was fucking the Master of the Hounds' wife. He was quite enjoying it too, he had not had his weapon stuck up inside her quite as often as he had all the other Hunt wives, and so it made a refreshing change. Also she was not as 'horsey' in her attitude or appearance as most of the others, excluding The General's wife of course. She had a very acceptable pair of breasts. Firm and rounded, with pert nipples and a juicily tight vagina. He had worked on all three with his usual finesse, and had already tongued her into fulfilment twice before he allowed her to experience the pleasure of his shaft up her hole. And what an experience. She was stuffed solid and could do nothing but gasp and coo in mounting ecstasy as he pumped in and out. He had just rammed her almost into unconsciousness with the most explosive of orgasms when someone started banging on the outside of the box.

				"Are you in there, Colonel?"

				The bloody woman knew he was. She had already had her turn. What did she want?

				"Yes. Hang on a minute, I'll come out."

				And to the wife still impaled on his weapon:

				"Sorry m'dear, but you can see how it is."

				She could see all right. That tarty bitch was getting greedy. They had all agreed that as far as The Colonel was concerned, it was share and share alike. But there was not much that she could do. After all, The General's wife came top of the pecking order.

				But he still had a little unfinished business. With her bucking her hips in concert with his thrusts, he went for his own orgasm. His rod grew stiffer and more granite-like as his climax approached, until with her vaginal muscles clamping and tugging in an effort to increase his pleasure, he ejaculated, filling her with floods of his tasty sperm. Sperm that when he had gone, she would be able to scoop from her vagina with her fingers and savour on her tongue. Very reluctantly he pulled out, and although the banging on the side of the horsebox was growing ever more impatient, he granted her the privilege and pleasure of sucking his cock clean.

				When her eager mouth could glean no more of the nectar, The Colonel zipped himself up and went out to meet his fate. Which turned out not to be what he expected.

				"I'm looking for The General. You don't know where he is I suppose?"

				She supposed wrong. The Colonel knew exactly where he was.

				"Er... no. No idea I'm afraid."

				"A pity. But you will help me look for him won't you?"

				That was an invitation he dare not refuse.

				He would have to keep her away from the nursery. Even if it meant shagging her again. And so, off he went to do just that.

				***

				Still with a naked lower half, The General was furiously pedalling the tricycle around the perimeter of the nursery, every now and then banging into the crib or the playpen.

				"Now then. Slow down, there's a good boy, we don't want you chipping your lovely furniture, do we?"

				"I don't want to play on my bike any more. I want to fuck you."

				"Alright General, I give in. If that's what you want..."

				He leapt off the tricycle in an instant. But she was too fast for him. Like a leopard pounces she crossed the distance between them in the blink of an eye, grabbed his balls and twisted. He danced and writhed under her iron grip, tears running from his eyes and a hurricane of expletives gusting from his tongue. And as if he was not in enough agony she battered his cock with her free hand. When she finally ceased her assault on his manhood, he crumpled up, bent at the knees, clutching his privates.

				"Mistress Madonna told you not to use dirty words in front of her, didn't she?"

				A tortured gasp was the only reply of which he was capable.

				"You've already had your bottom smacked and had to write out five hundred lines for saying naughty things, haven't you?"

				He was still unable to speak.

				"Well, Mistress Madonna will have to do something about it."

				Turning on her heel she crossed over to the washbasin in the corner of the room. Running the tap, she wetted a flannel, rubbed soap all over it and headed purposefully back to him. He could see what was coming but was totally unable to do anything about it. His hands were still firmly clutched around his balls. Grabbing his hair Mistress Madonna tilted his face upwards and shoved the soap covered flannel straight into his mouth. He spluttered, trying to spit it out but she kept it stuffed tight between his lips.

				"Horrid, foul-mouthed boys have to have their mouths washed out with soap."

				She left the flannel stuffed solidly into his mouth as she picked up the whip.

				"That's the only way they learn."

				Taking hold of his earlobe she propelled him across the room into the opposite corner to the washbasin. She pushed him right up to the wall, with his nose pressing against the panelling.

				"Stay there. And don't move until I tell you."

				He could not move. He could barely stand. And he most certainly could not answer back.

				Behind his back, she checked her appearance in the mirror. While The General was now decidedly the worse for wear, she still looked good. Good enough to have him panting for sex and firmly under her control the moment he had gained any semblance of his normal self. It was quite some time before he finally straightened up fully and his hands left his balls.

				"Take the flannel out of your mouth and turn around."

				He did.

				Legs wide in her most enticing stance, Mistress Madonna stood before him. An absolute vision of erotic dominance. Her face was stern and the light from the window threw a halo around the high fronted cap and the ebony hair that flowed beneath it. Her tits jutted in firm mounds over the top of her basque, and her long legs with their creamy black suspendered thighs shouted to his cock. It was upright in a flash.

				"You can't fuck me General. You've been a bad boy. But if you like, Mistress Madonna will watch you wank."

				She rolled one palm over her breast and flicked the whip in her other hand. Her hand then fondled her other breast before slipping under the waist of the leather knickers to rub up and down her sex. He lost all self-control. Mistress Madonna, a mere woman, was doing what no man in the Army had ever done. And that was to subdue his will to hers. He was under her power and there was nothing he could do about it. His weapon was up and ready in a flash. His palm closed over it and he began to masturbate. Shamelessly now. He did not care any more. She posed and flaunted her body, stimulating his senses and urging him on. His strokes grew more frantic as she turned around, bent over and touched the floor, giving him the rear view of a lifetime. She had an amazing bottom. A bottom any man would love to fuck. And he was no exception. His shaft grew even more rigid and in a welter of lightning strokes he brought himself to ejaculation, sending jet after jet of sperm arching towards her. When the power of his orgasm had faded, his face paled and his heart sank as the implications of what he had done sank in. Once again he would have to clean up the mess.

				She waited, fixing him with her most withering look.

				"Do you know what happens to filthy little boys who do that sort of thing?"

				"No, Mistress Madonna."

				"They go blind."

				"But you told me to do it."

				"No. I said you could do it if you wanted to."

				And that was a different thing entirely.

				But because she did not want him to go blind, she was going to have to punish him so that he would remember not to do such a disgusting thing again. She asked him if he was not tired of being beaten. He was. So she said that if he had been good and not naughty all the time then she would not have to thrash him. But he was. Always naughty that is; and so she had no alternative.

				Throughout all of his ordeal he had still been wearing the hunting jacket, but now she ordered him to take it off. And the vest that was underneath it. And so for the first time he was completely naked. Snapping a handcuff on to each wrist, with his arms outstretched she fastened them to the top rail of the crib. She kicked his feet apart and lodged the hobbyhorse between them to keep them spaced. His body was now leant at an angle of about forty degrees to the floor. His backside was fairly well striped already so she was going to concentrate on his back and the backs of his legs.

				The whip flicked by the side of his head and he licked his lips in nervous anticipation. Then whoosh. The first lash whipped down and cut a stinging line of fire across his shoulder blade. A grunt was his only reaction as he bit his lip, steeling himself against the pain. A second fell, close to the first. And then another. And another. Every one a biting cut that seared into his flesh. Now he knew how the natives had felt when they had suffered the floggings he had ordered for the most minor of offences. God, it hurt. And it went on. Lash after agonising lash. All down his back, missing his buttocks and starting again on the backs of his legs. Every now and then the tip of the whip curled around his thighs to slash at his penis, which although it had been flaccid when she commenced the whipping was now erect and rock solid. He was learning what Mistress Madonna already knew. And that was for men such as him, pain is the ultimate pleasure.

				She ceased the punishment and he lay sloped before her, his flesh trembling and rippling with the after-tremors of the beating. His cock stuck out rigidly before him, pulsing and throbbing as she pushed the haft of the whip between his legs and stroked it along the underside, from his balls to his bell-end. This time he did not ejaculate immediately, although he was very close to it.

				"Would you like me to do something about that, General?"

				"That's a bloody silly question."

				There he went again. Forgetting himself.

				"Oh dear General. You never learn, do you? Because you've been good and taken your punishment, Mistress Madonna was going to let you fuck her."

				Just the mention of a fuck and that was it. This time he did ejaculate. All over the crib and its mattress.

				"But not now."

				As if he did not know that.

				"And now look what you've done. You know I'll to have to punish you again for that, don't you?"

				He did. But he did not for a second envisage what the punishment would be.

				Mistress Madonna had hung the gun-belt over the arm of the high chair and now she went over and picked it up. Removing a cartridge she went back to The General and pushing his buttocks further apart, she lodged it in the pucker of his anus.

				"No! Damn you woman, no."

				She pushed, but his introitus would not let the cartridge pass. She pushed harder and the end of the cardboard tube penetrated half an inch or so into his anus.

				"Stop that. For God's sake, stop... Aaaargh."

				With a giant of a push she propelled the cartridge right up into his backside. He screamed absolute blue murder, abusing her in the most diabolical fashion.

				"Well General, if you're going to call me names like that, I may as well make sure that I deserve them."

				And to show him what she meant, she took another cartridge and shoved it up his bottom to join the first. She had actually removed the shot from the tubes, but The General was not to know that.

				"And I suggest that you be a good little General from now on. I mean, who knows what could happen if I was to hit the cartridge. Hit it hard I mean, like a firing pin."

				***

				Down by the lakeside, close to the spot where Mistress Madonna and the other two Daughters of de Sade had recently entertained Julian, The Colonel was once again entertaining The General's wife. Several of the giant trees had circular slatted benches fixed around their trunks and she was stood on one of them, legs wide and with her back up against the trunk. The straps of her dress had been slipped down over her shoulders, exposing a pair of very tidy breasts. Not the biggest, but taut and firm, with distinct dark brown areolae and bullet nipples. Lower down, her dress had been pulled up and her knickers lay on the grass beside The Colonel's feet.

				The Colonel was considerably taller than her and so the bench was ideal, it put her vagina at just the right height for him to fuck it standing up. He started work on her nipples, tweaking and pulling each one with his thumbs and forefingers. It was not long before she began squirming under his touch, and removing his grip from one breast, he lowered his head and took her nipple into his mouth. Sucking on one breast and manipulating the nipple of the other, he slid his free hand over her curly haired mons and followed the slit of her labia. Her sex was soaking and his finger slid inside to rub over her erupting clitoris. The bud was hard under his finger and she pushed her sex against his hand as her arousal grew. Her labia widened allowing two fingers to probe deep inside. Her vulva twitched under his palm, her juices flowed in abundance and she was ready.

				"Now Colonel. Fuck me now."

				Always one to oblige a lady, The Colonel slid his straining weapon under her vulva until it reached the entrance to her vagina. Never ceasing to suck and tweak her breasts, he tipped the end of his prick upwards and lodged his glans at the entrance to Heaven. An upwards thrust from him, matched by a downward push from her saw it surge inside her grasping, lusting hole. Her vaginal muscles grabbed it by the throat and shovelled it up as far as it would go. She was hungry. Hungry for what The Colonel could give her better than anyone else.

				His backside began moving back and forth, gaining just a little more ground at each stroke until every push found his bell-end banging up against her womb. His pace increased as he stoked and reamed her mercilessly. She was in a frenzy as the piston strokes drove her to distraction, until wailing and yelling she came in a tumultuous orgasm. She clung on to his shoulders with both hands, jerking and shuddering as spasm followed spasm. He always made sure his companion had achieved satisfaction before he allowed himself to go for the big bang. And now he went for it. And she helped as much as she could, but the power of her orgasms had left her weak-kneed and most of the strength had drained from her body. It did not matter. The Colonel battered up against her vulva, jerking in his own ejaculation as more of his hot seed spurted into her hole. Thoroughly sated her head flopped on to his shoulder as he left his manhood to soak in the sea of their combined emissions.

				***

				The General had never climbed the final rung on the ladder of promotion. But he had always expected to do so, and in that expectation he had equipped himself with the ultimate symbol of that position - a Field Marshal's baton. With it tucked under his arm, he had often strutted in front of a long mirror admiring his straight-backed military appearance. A bamboo cane, about two feet six inches long, sewn into a polished leather case and topped with a solid silver knob that was embossed with his Regimental Coat of Arms, the baton was an impressive piece of kit. It was the one part of his adult life that he had allowed to intrude into the nursery setting. And it was also very useful. Mistress Madonna's eyes had lit up at her first sight of it. And when she picked it up, weighed it in her hand for balance and tested it through the air, she knew that at last she had found what she had spent years searching for - the ultimate weapon of correction.

				And of course the first person who was going to taste its bite was its owner, General Willis St John Smitheringale, Bart. Knight Commander of The British Empire etcetera. But in the cupboard where she had discovered the baton, Mistress Madonna had also made another discovery, stumbling upon the absolute extremes to which The General went to satisfy his fetish. It was filled with baby clothes. Nappies, rompers, bibs, in fact everything that a tot would be dressed in by a doting mother. And all in adult sizes. Adult enough for The General to wear.

				And so it was, that with the cartridges now pulled from his bottom, he was sitting in the playpen, a dummy in his mouth, hugging his teddy bear and surrounded by toy soldiers, and accurate scale models of armoured cars and heavy artillery. And with a very noticeable erection bulging inside his nappy. Mistress Madonna was sitting on a high stool, legs wide and now without her knickers. The General's eyes were stuck firmly on her pube-framed sex as she read him a story. But the words that came out of her mouth were not those printed on the pages of the child's book she held in her hand. The words were dirty. Erotic. And came straight from her fertile imagination.

				She told him a story about a grown-up man, who in his dreams was still a little boy with a big cock - just like him. And although he was all grown up, his nanny still looked after him. And when he was bad, then his nanny used to take down his trousers and thrash his bottom. And that made him cry, although underneath it all, he really liked it. But when he was good - very, very good, then his nanny would take his great big cock and suck it. Suck it until it was stiff. And keep on sucking it until he got a wonderful feeling and creamy sticky stuff spurted from his willie.

				The General's free hand had been gradually creeping towards his rigid weapon and when Mistress Madonna came to the part about the sticky stuff, he clamped it over his nappy and wanked himself furiously, shuddering as his own sperm jetted into the soft cotton towelling.

				Mistress Madonna snapped the book shut.

				"You dirty, filthy little beast. What has Mistress Madonna told you?"

				The General sucked harder on the dummy, his hand still clasped around his cock.

				"What happens to naughty little boys who do that?"

				The General sucked even harder.

				"Take that dummy out and answer me!"

				Still hugging the teddy bear, The General let go of his dick and slowly pulled the dummy from his mouth.

				"They go blind."

				"Yes they do. And we don't want that, do we? So Mistress Madonna is going to have to spank your bottom all over again to make you remember."

				And The General would remember. For a long time. The thrashing she gave him was pretty brutal by any standards. With his nappy removed, she had him bending over clutching the sill of the open window with both hands. Anyone looking up from below would have seen him clearly, just another humiliation on her part. She used his Field Marshal's baton. It was perfect, just as she had known it would be. Holding the silver knob, she slashed it through the air with an ear pleasing zippy whoosh, and it smacked on to his buttock with a distinct thwack, rippling the flesh and leaving a long, scarlet weal. The General howled in agony. Right out of the window. Luckily for him, The Hunt was long gone and the only interest he aroused was from the peacocks prowling the lawned grounds.

				"Stop Mistress. For mercy's sake. I've had enough."

				"General, you know your history. What was it that Mussolini said? Correct me if I'm wrong, but wasn't it something like: 'Compassion is weakness, ruthlessness is power?'"

				It was.

				"And you know by now that Mistress Madonna is not weak."

				He did. And so his plea was dismissed.

				Smack! Thwack! Strike after measured strike landed on his backside, until there was not an inch of unmarked flesh for Mistress Madonna to work on. His rump was a grid-work of purple bruises that were rapidly merging into one solid mass. Although his hands were still gripped tightly onto the windowsill, he was writhing in pain, his face contorted and flushed. The veins stood out on his neck and the pulse at his temple was rapid and visible. She was a severe Mistress and he had to learn his lesson. But she had shown a little compassion. After the first strike, when he had howled so piteously, she had allowed him to put the dummy back into his mouth.

				And he was still sucking on it for all he was worth when the nursery door opened and his wife, followed by The Colonel, stepped into the room. The Colonel had fucked her again and again. Every which way possible. But after every orgasm, she had returned to her quest to find her husband. He had never missed a hunt and she thought that there was some monkey business going on. So returning to the house, she searched for him, room by room. And to delay her The Colonel had shagged her in every one of those rooms. But in the end, it was too much even for him, and as she had approached the nursery he had given up.

				Mistress Madonna gathered all her formidable resolve and stood waiting for the inevitable explosion. It did not come. The General's wife was stunned. No question. Her eyes swept back and forth between Mistress Madonna and her husband. Eventually she stepped forward and took the baton from Mistress Madonna's unresisting hand. Her first words staggered them all.

				"I've always wanted to do this."

				And so saying, she laid into The General with unstinted ferociousness. Strike after strike smashed down on to his backside and his thighs. He writhed, jumped up and down and screamed in tortured agony as her blows landed on top of his already abused flesh. When she stopped, his howls of pain did not. They carried on over the short, but interesting conversation his wife had with Mistress Madonna.

				With satisfied smiles on both their faces, The General's wife and Mistress Madonna returned their attention to The General. His wife seemed more than pleased.

				"Right. If that's what the silly old bugger wants, he can have it from me."

				She then told The General that for the same fee that he was paying Mistress Madonna she would provide him with the same services. Which was soon going to put a huge dent in the family fortunes. And he was in no position to argue. If he did not agree, then the whole county would get to know what he had been up to. And in truth, he did not care. He was looking forward to it.

				So, Mistress Madonna and The General's wife got on like a house on fire. It was a lucky coincidence that the Hunt Ball was going to be a fancy dress affair and she invited Mistress Madonna to be present, dressed just as she was.

				"You'll be an absolute wow."

				

				And of course, she was!

			

		

	
		
			
				The Judge

				THE POLICE SERGEANT PULLED Julian's arms behind his back with an unfeeling roughness, clamping a pair of steel handcuffs tightly over his wrists before pushing him backwards down onto the splintered seat of a beaten up and ancient wooden stool. Above his head a single naked bulb on the end of a length of fraying electric cable hung from the stone ceiling throwing a halo of light around him. Otherwise the interior of the fusty, dank cellar was an almost impenetrable blackness.

				Julian was shivering with a combination of fright and cold and because he had been stripped naked, with no clothing to protect his goose-pimpled flesh, the sharp edges of the cracked wood bit into the undersides of his thighs, scoured his backside and caught themselves in the loose skin of his scrotum as he shuffled uncomfortably on the seat. His body was vividly bruised and marked with the telltale tramline ridges that were the sign of a very recent sound and ruthless caning. He had been beaten almost to a pulp and intermittent teardrops still trickled down his dirt-stained cheeks following the paths left by the earlier floods of tears that had flowed when the intensity of the thrashing was at its most painful height. His underpants, which had been stuffed deep into his mouth as a makeshift gag, were pulled from his lips leaving him spluttering and gasping for breath. The bulbous business end of an old style police truncheon tapped lightly but threateningly on the purple glans of his poor abused cock, which incredibly considering the circumstances, was stiffly and throbbingly erect. Inflicted by the hands of a person in authority, pain did that to him, in fact the tortured straining of his rock hard dick was contributing greatly to the awful torment he was undergoing.

				In an attempt to nullify his thoughts and direct his attention away from the awful physical anguish that he was suffering, Julian tried to concentrate his mind on subjects that did not involve cocks or pain. He thought of his favourite car of the moment, a brand new Lamborghini Diablo. It did no good. He tried to work out how many millions he was worth in cash, property and assets. It was futile. The pain and the suffering remained, just as awful as ever. He could not believe it. This was how the police dealt with criminals and subversives in the barbarous regimes of Eastern Europe and the third world. But this was England and such a thing should not have been happening in a democratic country, especially to a sophisticated pillar of society such as he was.

				The barbarous treatment that he had already received at the hands of the law showed that Julian's high business and social standing meant nothing in the present circumstances. Breaking the heavy silence, the sergeant's sneering voice confirmed that fact, carrying with it a tone that implied that it rather hoped that the answer to the question being posed would not be in the affirmative.

				"Now then sonny boy, don't you think you've had enough? Just tell me what I want to know and all this can come to an end."

				"Shan't."

				"You will eventually, you can be very sure of that. And you'll save yourself a lot of pain."

				"Don't care."

				"In that case you asked for it."

				In an instant the heavy truncheon swung back and a swift blow to Julian's unsuspecting cock sent a current of sickening agony surging through his entire body, precipitating a squealing yell of intense agony. But his uncontrollable outburst was only the first of many. One, two, three . . . four more thudding, mind-numbing strikes landed on his defenceless manhood. The screaming turned to prolonged howls of anguish as he thrashed around on the stool, wrestling with the handcuffs in an attempt to free his hands in order to comfort his mashed cock. All he succeeded in doing was to dig the splinters more deeply into his flesh, thus causing himself even more pain.

				As his agony began to subside so did the howls until at last he was able to gasp out a flurry of curses directed at the sergeant.

				"You fucking bastard. You perverted cunt. I'll have you off the force for this. I know the Chief Constable."

				"So do I sonny. And a lot better than you."

				There was no answer to that. Having heard various scurrilous rumours concerning the Chief Constable, Julian knew that it was very possible indeed that the sergeant did have a far closer relationship to him than he did. With steely eyes never losing Julian for an instant, the sergeant began to circle him slowly and deliberately, not striking him purposefully but every now and then idly allowing the truncheon to fall heavily and painfully on various parts of his bruised and tortured anatomy. Eventually the sergeant stopped and stood directly in front of him, studying him with a sort of resigned but questioning look.

				Julian tried to steel himself for what was coming.

				"We're not getting very far here, are we? I think it's time we tried something else."

				"Jesus Christ, no! Haven't you done enough already?"

				"Don't be stupid, I've only just started. Of course you could just admit it and all this would stop."

				"Now it's your turn to be fucking stupid."

				The sergeant was anything but stupid, which Julian knew very well. But it was too late, what had been said could not be unsaid. His fate was sealed.

				Disappearing into the darkness for a moment, the sergeant reappeared waving an instrument, the sight of which froze Julian's blood in his veins. He began to tremble even more fiercely; he felt boiling hot and icy cold at the same time. His mouth dried completely and although he tried to croak out an admission of defeat, he was unable to raise even a whisper.

				"Nothing to say, eh? I had thought that this cattle prod would loosen up even your infantile idiotic mouth. Alright I'll just have to try something else."

				Julian's sense of relief was beyond measure. He could not believe his luck, the sergeant had mistaken his silence for a kind of misguided defiance and threw the prod back into the gloom. After an unfortunate incident some years earlier, the one thing that he never wanted to experience again was the dreadful stunning electric shock delivered by that instrument of torture. Strength began to return to his body and within moments, he was beginning to congratulate himself on being a really clever boy.

				His confidence was not about to last.

				The sergeant was wearing a somewhat physically restrictive regulation Metropolitan Police uniform and in an exaggeratedly theatrical display began unbuttoning the tunic. Julian stared in disbelief, he was really in for it now, that was a foregone conclusion. Once the tight coat had been removed the sergeant would have a much greater freedom of swing and the strikes from the whip, the cane, the truncheon or whatever was coming would now fall with greatly increased ferocity.

				The tunic was dropped to the floor, the tie discarded and the collar of the crisp white shirt was pulled open. Sweat began to glisten on Julian's brow and his fears once more began to overwhelm him. His persecutor possessed a fiendish, inventive mind and Julian began to conjure up full colour images of all kinds of horrific, devilish torments that could be inflicted upon him. And as the remaining fastenings down the front of the shirt were pulled open one by one and the sergeant stripped to the waist and revealed a well defined torso that was obviously kept in tip-top shape, his worst fears seemed about to be confirmed. The danger signal flashed in his brain as he tried desperately to gather together what was left of his courage and resistance.

				He was going to fail, he knew it and as the tight black skirt was inched upwards over a pair of smooth lower thighs and the broad-banded tops of a pair of sheer black stockings appeared, he knew that his destiny was sealed. Black painted fingernails dug into the material on either side of the skirt and hitched it even higher, revealing luscious pale upper thighs, black suspenders and the first wisps of jet black and curly pubic hair.

				Finally the hat, with its black and white chequered band, was whipped from her head and the severely scraped back ebony tresses were shaken loose to fall over her shoulders. Wonderful, heavy breasts were thrust forwards as she took their thimble-sized nipples between her fingers and thumbs and rolled them suggestively.

				"You wish it were you doing this, don't you?"

				He did. More than words could say.

				The hands returned to the skirt, hitching it right up over her thighs. Julian's jaw dropped wide open. The sergeant was not wearing knickers and there right before his eyes was the most marvellous fanny he had ever seen. He longed for it. He wanted to shag it. He wanted to kiss and suck and lick it. The sergeant played upon his obvious lust for her body.

				"If I let you fuck me, will you tell me what I want to know?"

				"Oh God, yes. Let me. Let me now!"

				The fanny inched closer to Julian, the outrageous height of the sergeant's spiky stiletto-heeled shoes raising it to a level that allowed him to look straight at the vulva and brought its mouth watering fragrance floating to his nose. His penis began jerking involuntarily and a trickle of clear liquid oozed from the eye of his glans.

				"Tell me then."

				"No. Not 'til I get my cock stuck right up your cunt."

				"Oh no. You don't think that I'm going to let you stick that little boy's excuse for a dick in me until you've told me, do you? After you've fucked me, you might be a bad boy and not tell me."

				He barely recognised the insult for what it was. He was too engrossed in visions of fucking a police person.

				"I wouldn't do that."

				The sergeant was adamant. She did not believe him. She could not take the chance of him reneging on his promise. And so she piled on the pressure, her fingers slipping down to her vagina and dipping inside her labia. Pushing them up into her tunnel she pleasured herself for a few moments and then turned her attention back to Julian.

				She passed her juice soaked fingers under his nose, permitting him to savour the heady aphrodisiacal fragrance that had come straight from the inside of her vagina. Then she slowly ran her palm back down over her taut flat belly and re-inserted her fingers into the nest of all his desires.

				"These fingers could be your cock. Are you sure you don't want to think it over?"

				He already had.

				"Alright, alright! I fucking well did it. I did it and it made me a fortune. Now unlock these fucking handcuffs and you'll soon find out my cock's not little. It's big. Big enough to fuck your arse off, and that's what I'm going to do."

				The response was a resounding snort of derision.

				"You silly little man. You pathetic prat. You've spilled the beans and you're of no further use to me whatsoever. Didn't you think about that?"

				As a matter of fact, he had.

				"You're not going to fuck me, now or ever. You can do whatever you like when I've gone, toss yourself off if you want to, that's the best you're going to get."

				"Bastard! Cunt! When I get out of this, you'll be sorry you ever messed with me."

				"I don't think so. But if you don't button your lip, you'll be the sorriest excuse for a turd that ever lived."

				Julian was beyond caring.

				"You might be a policewoman but you can still be fucked. And I'm going to do it. I'm going to fuck your twat and your mouth. I'm going to spunk up your fanny and all over your tits. I'm going to come in your mouth and then watch the sperm dribbling out over your lips. What do you think about that?"

				"You're a filthy, disgusting little boy, so I suppose you can't help your dirty mouth. But you'll be sorry for saying all those nasty horrid things. Believe me, you're going to pay."

				As she began to gather up the discarded clothing, Julian had time to reflect on her words. He began to wilt. She was right, there would be a reckoning and he was not looking forward to it. In the gloomy half-light, he could barely make out her shape as she reached for the light switch.

				"You won't be seeing me again, for a while at least. I'll be back to collect you in a couple of days, to take you to court. So you've got plenty of time to enjoy yourself. Don't wear your cock out while I'm gone."

				Extinguishing the light, she slammed the door behind her and left a crying and screaming Julian all alone with his frustrated, throbbing cock in the darkness of the cellar. And there he would stay; cold, unfulfilled and with his hands clamped behind his back, totally unable to wank himself into satisfaction.

				And of course, as usual that was exactly how he wanted it.

				The dirty deed that had brought about Julian's ordeal in the cellar was really quite simple and straightforward. Once again he had been naughty. But this time he had been very naughty indeed. In fact the naughtiest that he had ever been in his entire life. And because his misbehaviour had been so completely inexcusable, not to mention criminal, he was going to be punished more harshly than ever before; not this time by Mistress Madonna and The Daughters of de Sade but by the law.

				The charge was insider dealing in the shares of a company of which he had intimate knowledge, just a few days before the company crashed and the shares became worthless. Julian had claimed to Mistress Madonna that he had not done it and that it was all a mistake. But that was what he always said. And why she did not believe him. He had been a bad wicked boy she told him and she had no doubt that he had known full well what he was doing. And for that, no matter how harshly he was to be treated by the law it was nothing compared to what he would suffer at her hands.

				And so suffer he had.

				In the cellar.

				Gladly and expensively.

				Mistress Madonna had wrung the truth from his lying lips, even if she had been obliged to play the part of a policewoman to do so. In any case, she had enjoyed her little moment of role-play. And so had he, although afterwards he had very much regretted disclosing his guilty secret. As for her, the confirmation that she could so completely dominate a man who himself was greatly feared in the business world made her control over him even more deliciously enjoyable.

				Julian's confession had confirmed all her suspicions. The chairman of the company concerned had indeed passed over the information that had allowed him to avoid great financial loss when the crash came. It had really come as no surprise to Mistress Madonna but there was no way that she could allow Julian to be imprisoned because that would deprive her of an enormous source of income during his stay at Her Majesty's Pleasure. Something had to be done!

				But what?

				The problem was exercising her mind to such an extent that later on that day even as The Colonel was ramming his very capable cock deep into her, she was unable to throw herself wholeheartedly into what should have proved a highly enjoyable shag. She just could not stop her thoughts from straying back to Julian and so with a frenetic faked enthusiasm she propelled the Colonel into what for him was a very swift climax.

				She was sensible enough to let him recover properly from his exertions because although the shagging had been a fairly short-lived affair, his resulting orgasm had been anything but. His penis had continued to jerk wildly and spurt gout after gout of thick hot sperm into her clasping vagina for an unbelievable length of time. But as soon as was reasonably politic, because as well as being the best fuck that she had ever experienced he was also the most practical person she knew, she brought up the affair and asked for his advice.

				As it happened, as a member of the County Set he had more than a passing acquaintance with the judge who was due to hear Julian's case and advised her that it would do no harm at all if she were to attend the hearing herself, dressed in her most seductively severe and alluring fashion. That there would be a firm basis to his suggestion was not in doubt and accordingly she made very careful preparations for her forthcoming day in court.

				The pre-trial hearing was already well under way when The Colonel and Mistress Madonna entered the courtroom. Catching sight of The Judge, Mistress Madonna hesitated for a moment, before turning to The Colonel and whispering in his ear.

				"You didn't mention that the judge was a woman."

				"Sorry about that m'dear, I know that you don't usually get up to any hanky panky with the memsahibs but you did say that you wanted to get this Julian cad off the hook."

				Casting a further glance at The Judge, she began to understand his reasoning. No lipstick, no blusher, and as far as could be ascertained, under the wig, close cropped hair. But she was not as old as Mistress Madonna would have expected a judge to be and she did have a fine bone structure; with a little professional attention she could be transformed into an attractive woman.

				Listening to the evidence against Julian, she looked anything but impartial, directing vitriolic looks of condemnation at the heinous malefactor who sat before the court, sandwiched as he was between his outrageously expensive legal advisors. Once again Julian's wealth and social standing seemed to count for nothing, to her he was just one more privileged fat cat fraudster, guilty as hell and thoroughly deserving of the harshest sentence that could be imposed upon him.

				Since Julian had no real defence and the facts could not be disputed, there was no reasonable doubt as to the outcome of the case. There was therefore no need for a full trial before a jury and so the prosecuting counsel put forward a request for a summary judgement. This The Judge appeared only too happy to grant and was addressing the packed court as Mistress Madonna pushed past the seated assemblage of journalists, stockbrokers and pure sensation seekers that Julian's high public profile had attracted to the hearing.

				She was looking her absolute sensational best. Despite her attire being what she considered fittingly demure for the occasion, she still projected an overpowering aura of both sexuality and severity. All eyes swivelled in her direction including those of The Judge and as she seated herself between two suddenly very accommodating male reporters, she allowed her thigh-hugging split skirt to fall open revealing a long expanse of creamy thigh and contrasting black ruched suspenders and fishnet stockings. Eyes widening in disbelief, The Judge's words stopped in mid sentence, the effect of Mistress Madonna's dramatic entrance being apparent to everyone present.

				With mouth hanging open The Judge remained silent, drinking in the spectacularly erotic scene until an embarrassed cough from the clerk to the court returned everyone's attention to the matter in hand. The Judge was so flustered that continuing the proceedings was impossible and the hearing was adjourned to a later date, supposedly to allow further legal advice to be taken. Catching her eye The Colonel directed a knowing look that said should it be so desired an introduction to his companion could be arranged and in return received an emphatic nod of assent. The court was then cleared but it was obvious that The Colonel's strategy had worked very well. Accordingly he made his way to The Judge's chambers and issued an invitation to a little soirée at his place for the following evening.

				After a lifetime's dedication to precision and correctness in all aspects of life, The Judge arrived at The Colonel's country pile exactly on time. Not a minute early and not a minute late, punctuality being equally as important to her as was conformity to a somewhat antiquated set of moral and ethical standards.

				Answering the summons of the doorbell himself, The Colonel ushered his distinguished guest inside and led the way into the drawing room. The Judge had of course been expecting something special but what was lounging on a gigantic leather sofa was far in excess of any of that expectation.

				"Good God!"

				The Colonel was completely unfazed by her exclamation.

				"Yes, I've said many times that I do believe that he is. But if I'd wanted to have a parley about bible wallahs, I'd have invited the padre. Come on, let me introduce you to your fellow guests."

				The fellow guests in question were Mistresses Madonna, Magenta and Maria - The Daughters of De Sade themselves. And what a sight they presented. The Judge had certainly never seen anything like them before and probably never would again. Three almost identical vampire-tinged goddesses, dressed entirely in black with voluptuous figures, enticing looks and severe sex appeal, rose from the sofa to make the acquaintance of the final member of their party.

				After a few moments' stunned silence The Judge regained a certain amount of composure and The Colonel made the formal introductions. He really need not have bothered with their names because The Judge was so bound up in the way they looked that she could not pay attention to anything else.

				Mistress Maria wore nothing but a Jean-Paul Gaultier basque, black stockings and multi-buckled ankle boots. Her breasts were pushed high, her magnificent cleavage well defined and inviting. The black suspenders running over the front of her thighs from the lace fringed bottom of the basque down to her stocking tops, framed her pube-laden but otherwise naked sex. The Judge's eyes lingered on Mistress Maria's mouth-watering attributes for so long that the amused smile that flickered over her face suddenly forced an embarrassed withdrawal.

				But that only led to her gaze falling upon Mistress Magenta. And she presented an equally breathtaking image. A tight waistcoat hardly contained her full, heavy mounds and did nothing to hide the thimble sized nipples that threatened to punch their way through the clingy silk. She was wearing knickers, if they could be called that. They were a revelation to The Judge whose own garments of that nature contained considerably more material and covered a far greater area of flesh. Mistress Magenta was wearing a tiny patch of patterned silk that barely covered her sex and swept up over her hips to vanish into nothing but a thin, almost invisible thong that disappeared between the swell of her buttocks. There were no suspenders but they were not missed because the broad lace patterned tops of her hold ups served to accentuate the shape and smoothness of her firm, unblemished thighs. Shoes with exaggeratedly long pointed toes and exaggeratedly high and spindly stiletto heels added to the overall aura of sexuality that surrounded her. She was a timebomb waiting to explode and The Judge was her target.

				Having been introduced to the enticing charms of her sisters The Judge felt herself wavering a little in her lustful desire for Mistress Madonna but the full force of the woman's animal magnetism stunned her once again as she finally made a long, direct and somewhat embarrassed assessment of her. Everyone present knew full well that the reason for The Judge's presence was to meet Mistress Madonna and hopefully to get inside her knickers but they were a little puzzled as to how she had been able to pick her out so easily. The triplets were so alike that almost everyone had great difficulty telling them apart, a problem that obviously did not apply to The Judge.

				Unlike her sisters, Mistress Madonna was not openly displaying all of her very considerable personal assets. She was wearing a long dress that would not have been out of place in a Hollywood vampire epic. Cut very precisely to emphasise her breasts to their full advantage, it fitted tightly to show off the firm swell of her hips. It also fell almost to the ground and so showed nothing of her legs. Until she moved, that was. Then her creamy thighs and stocking clad legs emerged tantalisingly from the slit that ran down its front from crotch to hem. The Judge was transfixed and the looks that passed between The Daughters showed that they knew it.

				Never slow on the uptake, The Colonel, asking to be excused for the moment because he had a few urgent matters to attend to, left the room, closed the door and left The Judge alone with the erotically appealing but equally terrifying Triplets of Torture.

				Mistress Madonna stepped forwards and taking The Judge's hand indicated the sofa. The inference was obvious, it was an invitation to join her, the sexual innuendo direct and to the point. Now that the eagerly anticipated moment had arrived The Judge hesitated, suddenly having second thoughts as to the probity of the situation. There were certainly moral principles to be considered if nothing else. And apart from that, it just was not right. A member of the Judiciary had to be of the highest character, unblemished and incorruptible. But then again, what the hell? There were three of them and what a unique opportunity that presented. And surely even a judge was allowed a little fun now and again. But the doubts still persisted.

				Letting go of The Judge's hand Mistress Madonna arranged herself back on the sofa, while her sisters in debauchery busied themselves retrieving a bottle of Dom Perignon from the ice bucket in which it had been waiting and pouring the ice-cold bubbly into four crystal champagne flutes. The Judge's eyes never left Mistress Madonna, even when taking the glass of vintage wine offered by her sisters.

				Pressing themselves very close, Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria draped their arms over The Judge's shoulders, the feel of their jutting breasts and supple figures sparking an uncomfortable confused lusting in her previously controlled and sensible mind. It was a ridiculous situation and she fully realised that every passing second made it more difficult to get out without succumbing to temptation.

				And Mistress Madonna was now making it even more difficult. At Julian's court appearance she had achieved what would have been virtually impossible for any other woman, looking the epitome of wanton sexuality but without compromising that image she had also exuded a vital strength of character; she was not a woman to be trifled with. She showed all the signs of a dominant and commanding personality and that intriguing combination of seductive sexuality and power was what The Judge had found so dangerously enticing.

				That initial appeal was now doubled, somehow she had managed to surpass even what had seemed at that time to be the ultimate in perfection. Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria ceased their ministrations to The Judge and moved over to position themselves on either side of Mistress Madonna. With their hands stroking her hair, running over her shoulders and smoothing themselves over her jutting, firm breasts, they did nothing to cool the fever that was rapidly rising in The Judge's loins. Parting her legs Mistress Madonna presented her with a vastly closer and more personal repeat of the view that she had allowed in the courtroom.

				The Judge's tongue flicked out to run over suddenly dry lips as using one of her most successful tactics, Mistress Madonna slowly uncovered the embroidered broad lace band of her stocking tops, the suspenders that clipped into them and finally black satin knickers, with the hint of pubic hair escaping from their gusset. Lifting her bottom from the sofa as she did so, Mistress Madonna hooked her thumbs into their waistband and very slowly and seductively began to edge the knickers down. Covered in black curls and looking exactly as nature had intended, her mons was revealed and then her sex lips. They were not clamped tightly together as were The Judge's own but fell slightly apart with the inner lips temptingly visible. Drawing in a sharp breath of lustful longing as her eyes soaked in the full extent of Mistress Madonna's charms, The Judge felt all remnants of resistance fast disappearing.

				Continuing on their downward journey, the smooth, clingy satin of the knickers slipped over her creamy thighs, past the firm shapely muscles of her calves and on down to her ankles, to be finally kicked away. On the receiving end of an overtly provocative and sex-laden glance, The Judge felt the mercury rising rapidly as Mistress Madonna lowered her eyes and indicated her wonderfully forested minge. Her tactics were much the same as those she employed with Julian.

				"You'd like to touch, wouldn't you?"

				The Judge had to make at least a token show of resistance.

				"Of course not!"

				"Come on, we're not prudes here. Why deny yourself?"

				"Young woman, I'm a judge, an official of the law and as such I find your behaviour disgraceful; if not unlawful."

				The words were strong but were delivered in a less than emphatic fashion. In fact the flustered, lecherous look on her face rendered them totally unbelievable. Her legs widening further, Mistress Madonna slipped her middle finger down the wavy groove between her labia. After very slowly running it up and down several times, she allowed the finger to slip inside her vagina and leaving it where it was, she waited for some time allowing the tension to build before addressing The Judge once more.

				"I'm sorry Judge but I know desire when I see it and it's written all over your face. You want me and I'm available. And if I'm not mistaken you want my sisters too and they're not going to say no either."

				And then to add to The Judge's torment, the inner voice of temptation stepped in, whispering that there was no real harm in it; any one of them would do very nicely indeed, and all three would surely prove a heart-stoppingly-wondrous experience. But that voice had to be denied. There was only one way out.

				"You're a very silly young woman, I couldn't possibly want anything to do with you. I'm married."

				That was true at least.

				She was!

				To a wimp of a man who had only got his dick into her fanny once in their married life and that was on his wedding night. She had hated it. Hated the groping hands, the slavering mouth, the grotesque thing that had rammed its way into her unsullied vagina and the slimy strings of sperm that had dripped from it after the disgusting episode was over. It was thoroughly degrading, totally unrewarding and revolting. And she had told him so very forcefully the next morning over breakfast. Sex was filthy and it made her queasy just to think about it. From that moment on it was forbidden.

				What she had been unable to tell him, never mind admit to herself was that what she really meant was that sex with a man was repulsive. And so for many years she had consigned her husband to a solitary world of masturbation and the occasional sordid experience with ladies of the night. At the same time she had denied her own sexual leanings and spent her life growing increasingly frustrated and bitter, until now she was nothing but a dried up woman whose anger and spite was taken out on the unfortunates who appeared before her in court.

				That was until Mistress Madonna had re-awakened all her long-suppressed lusting for beautiful, exciting women. And there she was, sitting before her waiting patiently and silently, now and again sweeping her hands upwards over her vulva and entwining her fingers in the long ebony pubic hairs that covered it so densely. The Judge swallowed hard, desperately trying to dampen the intense sense of titillation and excitement that was threatening to engulf her.

				Shifting position Mistress Madonna made her sex more available to The Judge's view, widening her labia to reveal the pink flesh of her inner lips. The other two Daughters joined in, Mistress Magenta tugging the minuscule patch of the thong to one side to reveal her own delightful and equally inviting vagina and Mistress Maria heaving a wonderfully heavy, brown tipped breast from the captivity of her figure-hugging basque and rolling the erect nipple under her palm.

				The Judge could not stand much more, the temptation was fast becoming irresistible causing the pulse to pound in her temples as her heart beat ever faster. What should she do? She knew what she wanted and that was Mistress Madonna. She was in an agony of indecision; should she hang on to the old and maintain her prudish respectability, or grab what was new and leap headfirst into an unknown but enticing world of previously forbidden sex?

				Her brain was urging caution but her heart kept reminding her that outside of the court, her life was humdrum and dreary and such a chance would most probably never come again. The barriers had to give, and they did. In an instant The Judge's self doubts flooded away and without warning in a helpless moment of weakness she suddenly lunged towards Mistress Madonna, fell to her knees and headed straight for the magnificent fanny that was displayed open and waiting before her. In her mind she could already taste the heavenly nectar of Mistress Madonna's vagina on her tongue and as her head slid between those magical thighs, her lips pursed to take their first thirsty suck.

				But that was as far as she got. In a flurry of lightning fast movements, Mistresses Magenta and Maria each grabbed a handful of her short cropped hair and to the accompaniment of howling screams of pain and astonished curses, pulled her back from the entrance to heaven and hauled her to her feet. Her scalp felt as though it were being ripped from her skull, these girls were strong, strong enough to stand her upright, tug her arms behind her back and hold them there.

				All the retribution of Heaven and Hell combined was going to fall on their heads if The Judge's words were to be believed. Mistress Madonna's ears however were blocked to the condemnations and threats and she rose slowly to her feet, smoothed down her skirt and looked The Judge straight in the eye. The question was straightforward and to the point.

				"Have you finished?"

				"Finished? I've not even started. You stupid tarts are going to pay for this. I'll put you away. I don't know what you're up to but you won't get away with it. You're lunatics . . . "

				That was as far as she got. Mistress Madonna had had enough. As The Judge's eyes had been focussing totally on three sex-laden bodies, the item that Mistress Madonna then snapped up had remained previously unnoticed by her. It did not remain so for long as in a very practised movement, Mistress Madonna rammed the rubber ball between her lips and buckled the gag tightly at the back of her neck. The rubber tasted foul on her tongue and the ball was of a size that forced her jaws painfully and widely apart.

				There was no screaming now, she could not do anything but splutter ineffectively and struggle frantically in a useless attempt to break free from The Daughters' grasp. Snorting air through her nostrils her mind boiled with unanswerable questions. What were these maniacs up to? What did they want? Why had The Colonel delivered her into their clutches?

				Fingers extended, Mistress Madonna's hand moved towards her face and a panic like she had never known before overwhelmed her. Exquisitely manicured as they were, those long black-painted fingernails were lethal; scraped down her cheeks, they would leave marks that would last for days, maybe even permanently. But she soon realised that that was not the intention. An almost tender hand caressed her cheek.

				"Don't be frightened my pretty, we're not going to hurt you. We like you. We're going to give you what you really want. Not sex, because you only think that you want that, but what deep down inside you desperately crave for . . . punishment and domination. "

				The Judge did not like the sound of that one little bit, after all that was her territory. She struggled with greater vigour but she may as well have tried to break loose from the grip of a sumo wrestler for all the good it did. Mistress Madonna paid her no attention whatsoever and as she laid her hand on The Judge's head and applied the bare minimum of pressure, for some unfathomable reason she found herself wilting. Although she willed her disobeying legs to resist, she could not help herself and sank slowly to her knees.

				"Good girl. You see, Mistress Madonna always knows best. In any case you gave yourself away in court. Everyone else thought that you were shocked by my appearance; but not me. The way you reacted to me was like a semaphore signal. If you know how to decipher it, which I most certainly do, a sign like that is unmistakable."

				The Judge's mind was in turmoil. She was in distress but she still understood Mistress Madonna's meaning. Sometimes her self-imposed restrictions on the enjoyment of life had proved almost impossible to bear and now after just a few minutes, her inhibitions were slipping away. There she was, tightly gagged, on her knees in a humiliating and totally subservient position in front of a strong willed and intimidating woman and she suddenly knew that she had found her long-delayed destiny. She was well used to the feeling of power over others and now began to realise for the first time that the consistently overly harsh sentences that she had handed down to the poor wretches brought before her were merely a mechanism for relieving her own frustrations. Now she was experiencing it in the reverse direction. And unbelievably, it felt good.

				This woman was bringing home to her the truth about her years lost in the wilderness. And much as it now appealed to her, the freedom to enjoy her lesbian tendencies was not all that she was seeking. There was something more. It was not true that she did not want sex, she did, but sex alone was a secondary consideration to the need to humble herself before a superior and stronger person.

				And that person was standing right in front of her.

				Mistress Madonna bent low and with her hand under The Judge's chin, lifted her head.

				"Now, if you promise to be good, I'm going to take that nasty gag out of your mouth. Do you promise?"

				Her nodded assent seemed to be all that was needed, Mistress Madonna unbuckling the straps and easing the rubber ball from her mouth almost immediately and then patting her head in the same way that she would a pet dog. Although she was not to know it as yet, she was being dealt with in an extremely low-key manner; all of this being completely new to her, Mistress Madonna was easing her in very gently indeed.

				Looking up at the three Daughters, their overt sexuality rolled over her so powerfully that she could almost feel it. This was heady stuff. Unbelievably her nipples stiffened and her long abandoned vagina began to flow with lubricating juices. She began to feel really alive for the first time in years and although she now realised that it was most unlikely, she began to visualise one, or perhaps all three of The Daughters pleasuring her in the most outrageously satisfying of ways.

				Fingers rolled and manipulated her erect nipples, smooth hands stroked her thighs, kisses fell in abundance all over her naked body and most thrilling of all Mistress Madonna's tongue lapped her rampant vagina before sinking itself deep inside her lusting tunnel. The sensations aroused by that busy tongue were amplified to an immeasurable extent by probing fingers that joined it to rub and excite her rapidly emerging clitoris.

				Ever increasing ripples of arousal radiated from the nub of her sex along every nerve path in her body, manifesting themselves as pricking tingles of electricity that leapt and bounced all over every intimate and delicate part of her anatomy. She was becoming alive, sensual, and for the first time in her life she felt sexy. Horny and ready for anything.

				Anything but a man that is.

				It was ecstasy. And unfortunately it was also pure fantasy. The host of erotic thoughts that had flashed through her mind in a millisecond was dashed in an equally minute space of time.

				"Take that silly look off your face!"

				Shaken from her reverie, The Judge flushed guiltily.

				"Whatever it was you were thinking of, don't do it again. Allow your attention to wander from me again and you'll be punished. Understand?"

				She was not sure that she did. She took too long pondering the question and her answer did not come sufficiently quickly, precipitating her first lesson in obedience. It was so swift that she never saw it coming, the open-palmed slap exploding on her cheek with a force that catapulted an instant yelp of pain from her mouth and a flood of tears from her eyes. It was not only the pain, it was also the shock; no one had laid a finger on her since she had left boarding school. The hags who had taught there had regularly subjected her to corporal punishment and with a sudden flash of understanding she realised that in a perverse way she had enjoyed it. In fact the more she thought about it, the more she remembered that on innumerable occasions she had deliberately courted a beating, only to ease the resulting tide of raised emotions in sessions of solitary or mutual masturbation with her dormitory companions. She had spent countless long nights in other girls' beds, sucking their barely developed tits and lapping her tongue over their hairless fannies. She had known little then about the mechanics of sex but she had discovered that rubbing the little nub that hid inside her inner labia, just above the entrance to her vagina, generated the most intense sensations and if continued long enough brought about a shattering, juddering climax.

				She had passed on her discovery to the other girls, who from then on had spent much of their time playing with themselves, so much so that the dormitory was sometimes one seething coven of grunting, sweating adolescents desperately trying to pleasure each other. The pursuit of the newly discovered but wonderful feeling that was the reward for such behaviour overtook every other form of activity. That is, until as was bound to happen, one night they were discovered and forced to take long ice-cold showers to calm themselves down and to cleanse away the sins of their filthy behaviour.

				Once again she had lost herself in her thoughts and it was only when Mistress Madonna took hold of her shoulders and shook her vigorously that she returned to the present.

				"Oh dear, not very attentive are we? Are you like this in court? No wonder everyone you try is guilty, you don't listen to the evidence, do you?"

				"Of course I do, I . . . "

				That was as far as she got. This time it was Mistress Magenta who dealt out the punishment, a smart crack across her backside with a particularly supple cane. Even through her skirt the pain was intense. She screamed. Again.

				"Don't answer back and from now on speak only when spoken to. Remember that I am now your Mistress and address me as such, that is if I deign to give you permission to speak. If I give you an order, obey it at once. Scream if you have to, no one will hear except The Colonel and I don't think he's about to come racing to your rescue, do you? You're disappointing me, if you're to become our slave, your behaviour will have to improve greatly."

				"Your slave? What do you mean?"

				The cane immediately fell again. Not once but six gut-wrenching times. The agony was excruciating, causing The Judge to howl out loud and shuffle about in an attempt to alleviate the pain. Mistress Madonna took over once more.

				"I don't know how to make this any plainer but I'll try and spell it out in words of one syllable: Keep your big mouth shut! You've got one more chance and then the gag goes back in. Is that clear enough?"

				"Ye....."

				Faster than thought the word had formed itself on her lips but she managed to catch it in time, instead nodding her acquiescence.

				"Good, you're learning at last. But you did something else as well, you did not address me as Mistress. For that there will be an extra punishment, but that can come later, for the moment we'd better do something about your appearance."

				After preparing herself for her night out, The Judge had thought that her appearance was all that it should be. Mistress Madonna obviously thought differently.

				"Stand up and take off your clothes."

				Rebellion welled up in The Judge's breast.

				"I will not."

				"I seem to recall that Mistress Madonna just told you to obey her commands without question. But you haven't, have you? "

				There was no reply, The Judge really was learning.

				"It's all right, you can answer."

				The Judge made a very reluctant confirmation in a very small voice.

				"It's very plain to me that you are a bad, naughty girl and Mistress Madonna doesn't like naughty girls. She smacks their legs. Very hard."

				And she did. Pulling The Judge's skirt above her knees she delivered a swift flurry of stinging slaps to her legs. They hurt like the devil and a startled scream rushed from her lips.

				"Now, let's start again. Take your clothes off; you can start with the jacket."

				Suitably chastened. The Judge slipped the jacket of her severe two-piece suit from her shoulders and handed it over. Mistress Madonna turned it inside out, snorting in derision as she inspected the famous designer label. She was not impressed.

				"You obviously lack the most basic sense of fashion, cost is no guarantee of quality and the ability to pay outrageous prices for this sort of tat is even less a guarantee of taste."

				The Judge was then ordered to remove the rest of her clothes, feeling a rising tide of embarrassment as each item was inspected before being thrown aside. Her skirt went first, after that it was her blouse and then her tights. When an expanse of white thigh flesh was on view and they were stretched around her knees, she was suddenly ordered to stop, leaving her standing in a most embarrassing position.

				"Just one little thing before you carry on. I think you should know that real women do not wear tights. Alright, get on with it."

				The tights were tugged over her feet, leaving her standing in her brassiere and knickers. It was proving very difficult and humiliating for her to reveal her body to the three perfect specimens of womanhood watching her so intently. She hesitated for a moment. A stinging slash from Mistress Magenta's cane urged her to continue.

				Shrugging off the straps and then twisting her brassiere around so that the fastenings were at the front in the valley of her cleavage, she unhooked them and shrugged the old fashioned item of underwear down over her arms, allowing her over ample breasts to hang free. She had actually felt rather proud of her breasts but now surrounded by three pairs of the most perfect mammaries imaginable, she tried to hide them from view by crossing her arms over them. Mistress Madonna was less than amused.

				"Ashamed, are we? Well we want to look, don't we ladies?"

				Picking up a length of white rope, she handed it to Mistress Maria who knew exactly what to do with it. The Judge's arms were pulled behind her back and she felt the rope biting into her flesh as first her elbows and then her wrists were bound tightly together. But the thrill that surged through her as she felt Mistress Madonna's hands tuck themselves under her breasts was undeniable. Smooth palms cupped her heavy mounds, weighing them momentarily before whipping away and then smacking viciously back and forth across their tender surfaces.

				The sudden pain was not so unexpected now and even raised a flutter of arousal; she was discovering a universal truth which had been hidden from her up till now, and that was that pain and pleasure are just two different aspects of the same emotion.

				"Paps. That's all she's got. I've seen better udders on a bullock."

				Mistresses Magenta and Maria dutifully sniggered at the put down. A sort of despair arose to dampen the increasing euphoria The Judge had been feeling until then. She began to realise that her being a judge counted for nothing in the face of these beautiful and domineering women.

				Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria then started a banter that was obviously meant to be hurtful and belittling.

				"What do you think she's got under her knickers?"

				"Something awful, I should think. All dried up with horrible stretchy flaps."

				"Probably shaved as well. They all do that, these old hags."

				Mistress Madonna butted in. "You're probably right, so we'd better have a look hadn't we?"

				So they did. And much to The Judge's shame, they were very much in the right.

				After the giggles had subsided Mistress Madonna told The Judge to widen her stance and taking the cane from her sister pushed it between her legs. Whipping from side to side, the cane stung with the bite of a thousand wasps as it travelled up to punish her inner thighs before coming to rest sunk into the dripping slit of her sex. The pain was staggering but it had the effect of stoking her passions into overload and as the cane touched her most private of parts a jolt of electrifying intensity exploded in her vagina, radiating a tingling, shuddering and mind-numbing series of sexual convulsions throughout her body.

				Screaming in ecstasy she shook in the throes of her very first adult orgasm. It went on and on, her knees weakening and her senses reeling. She could never have imagined anything so wonderful and as she began to come down from the most shattering and overwhelming experience of her life she found herself bitterly regretting all her years of prudish abstinence.

				Sex was not dirty or horrid. It was the most all-encompassing and thrilling feeling imaginable. Her eyes fixed themselves fawningly onto Mistress Madonna. She was in love. There was no question about that. Head over heels. But as had been proved to Julian, to love did not guarantee that love would be returned. In fact in Mistress Madonna's case it merely meant that her astronomical fees would be raised even higher.

				As much as her shattering climax had come as a surprise to The Judge, Mistress Madonna appeared to have been equally as surprised. Turning to her sisters she gave them a questioning shrug.

				"Well, there's always a first time. No fingers, no tongue, no cock and she erupts like a volcano. I've never seen anything like it."

				Neither had they. The Judge was not to know it but sex with a client, or in her case a victim was strictly taboo and it was a very rare occurrence indeed for one of them to be directly responsible for bringing a slave to orgasm. It had been completely unexpected not only to them but to The Judge herself. Away from The Judge's hearing they held a whispered conference, after a short while obviously coming to a unanimous agreement.

				Mistress Madonna directed a long disparaging stare at The Judge.

				"Come over here; on your knees."

				No second bidding was needed, The Judge complied immediately but with her arms bound behind her back she could only move in an awkward shuffle. Watching with a fascinated interest, she looked on as Mistress Madonna dipped into her bag and brought out two huge penis shaped items that she did not recognise. This was a new development. She had no experience of that sort of thing and wondered what their intended use could be. She did not have to wonder for long.

				The look of puzzlement on her face communicated itself to Mistress Madonna.

				"Of course, I should have realised. You don't know what these are, do you? These are vibrators, dildos if you want to call them that. And do you know where we put them?"

				The Judge had a dreadful premonition as to the answer to that question. She was not at all sure that she wanted to know.

				"Don't fret my pretty, Mistress Madonna wouldn't do anything to really hurt you."

				What! She had already thrashed her with a severity that would have merited a very lengthy sentence in her court. That is before her present experience. Now she was not so sure.

				After smearing a coating of lubricating jelly over the vibrators, Mistress Madonna handed one to each of her sisters, then beckoning The Judge she made her rest her chin on the floor so that her backside was sticking up in the air. The Judge waited in apprehension as both of them positioned themselves behind her.

				"Magenta you go first."

				The Judge lifted her head and tried to twist it around in an attempt to see what was happening. For her efforts she was rewarded with a series of hard, stinging slaps from Mistress Madonna.

				"Eyes front. And keep still, if you want to look somewhere, cast your eyes over this."

				The 'this' in question was Mistress Madonna's exquisite vagina. So look at it she did, squinting upwards as the woman knelt before her face, with the hungriest eyes apart from Julian's that Mistress Madonna could recall seeing in a very long time. But when a cool hand parted her legs and long fingers dipped into her vagina and parted her sex lips, she almost dissolved in an uncontrollable instantaneous orgasm. Something that did not go unnoticed by Mistress Madonna. A sharp reprimand cooled her passions somewhat.

				"Control yourself. Come without my consent again and you'll be very sorry indeed. You wouldn't like Mistress Madonna to get angry, would you?"

				She would not and pulling herself together, she fidgeted as something hard was pressed in the entrance to her hole. It did not take much imagination for her to realise that she was about to be speared by one of the dildos. Her recent orgasm had lubricated her vagina somewhat in any case and combined with the KY jelly it allowed for easy penetration of the entrance to her vagina.

				But the rest of her tunnel was still tightly closed and more than a little pushing and manipulation was required to get it in right up to the hilt. But when it was there she felt wonderfully full and again bitterly regretted that she had denied herself pleasure of that sort for so many years.

				"There, you enjoyed that, I know you did."

				She recognised Mistress Magenta's voice and also that what it had said was true, she did like it very much indeed.

				Then something totally unexpected happened. The other vibrator nudged into the pucker of her anus. She could not believe it, Mistress Maria could not be intending to stick that huge thing up her arse. But she was.

				"Just relax and it won't hurt, I promise."

				And because Mistress Maria was so experienced in matters of that kind, her word was true and The Judge felt nothing more than a little discomfort as the stiff plastic was pushed through her sphincters and then past that curve a little further in. But now she did feel well and truly stuffed. And when the batteries were activated and the vibrators began pulsing in their respective holes, the thrill was breathtaking.

				"Remember, no coming or you'll be sorry."

				The Judge steeled herself to obey. She was determined not to let her Mistresses down but she was not in any way sure that she could hold out against the fast building fire in her vagina.

				It was then time for The Judge to take a more active part. She did not know it but this was what the Mistresses had been discussing in their little conference. It was a firm rule: No sex with clients. But this was different. They never dealt with women and the only reason that they were doing so now was to save Julian from jail. Money was not their sole object and so for once they had agreed to gain something sexual for themselves from the encounter.

				While Mistress Madonna stood up and watched, Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria arranged themselves side by side on the huge sofa and opened their legs wide. No words were necessary, this was what The Judge had been waiting for. The trouble was that she did not know where to start. Her tongue salivating in expectation, she hesitated until an indication from Mistress Madonna prompted her to shuffle between Mistress Maria's legs.

				Unable to use her hands for support, or anything else for that matter, The Judge planted her knees firmly into the deep pile of the carpet and bent over from the waist. The musky aroma close to Mistress Maria's sex was heavenly and as she nuzzled up to the forested vulva and began lapping at it like a hungry cat laps up milk she felt more alive and vibrant than ever before in her life. Fuck being a Judge; the crude expletive flashed with shocking ease into her mind. This was what she wanted. Now and forever.

				Apart from her adolescent fumblings she really had no idea how to perform cunnilingus, but it turned out that she was a natural, doing all the right things by instinct. Using her nose to push them apart, she dipped inside Mistress Maria's labia, using its tip to rub and excite the rapidly hardening nub of her clitoris, while at the same time she drove her tongue deep into her tight, tasty vagina.

				The groans and whimpers that greeted her efforts filled her with both confidence and pride. Trying to ignore the stimulation of the vibrators in her own holes, she sucked and lapped until suddenly Mistress Maria clamped her thighs around her bobbing head and erupted into a noisy and shuddering climax.

				Her thighs loosening their grip, Mistress Maria sank back into the sofa, a low sigh of contentment communicating her satisfaction to the others.

				"Not bad for an amateur."

				Mistress Madonna's faint words of praise filled The Judge with pride, at last she was doing something right.

				"Don't just kneel there looking smug, attend to Mistress Magenta."

				It was very much the same as before. She really did seem to have a natural inbuilt capacity for pleasuring another woman. Mistress Magenta was slowly and surely brought to a squealing climax, equally as satisfying as her sister's had been.

				For The Judge the big moment had finally arrived. Mistress Madonna would surely want to take her turn to be pleasured. But her own lusting excitement at the thought of tasting Mistress Madonna's vagina, combined with the incessant stimulation of the pulsing vibrators were threatening to ruin everything. She steeled herself to ignore the fat imitation phalluses blocking her holes and tried to concentrate her thoughts solely on Mistress Madonna.

				Straining at the bit, the tension rose as she was beckoned over. She could not wait to get at the wonderful vagina, to nuzzle and suck it and to taste the musky tang of its juices.

				"Not so fast. I'm going to untie your hands, they may come in useful."

				Ordering her to turn around, Mistress Madonna unpicked the tight knots and The Judge gratefully rubbed the life back into her wrists. She had not dared to complain but she had been suffering agonies in her back, being forced to bend for all that length of time and unable to support herself with her arms. She was allowed a little time before being ordered back to her duties.

				Standing over her, Mistress Madonna swept the split front of her dress aside and opened her legs wide.

				"Alright my pretty, let's see what you can do for me."

				Settling back onto her haunches, which with vibrating dildos sticking out of both her vagina and her anus was not the easiest thing to do, she ran her fingers lightly up the insides of Mistress Madonna's thighs. Feeling her Mistress stiffening in response, she replaced her fingers with tender but urgent kisses. Mistress Madonna's creamy flesh was smooth and supple beneath her lips and she filled with a great sense of pride, knowing that she was not failing in her attempts to arouse her Mistress.

				Taking the final plunge, The Judge slipped her palms under Mistress Madonna's buttocks and pulled her sex right up to her eager lips and took her first taste of Heaven. It was as nectar from the Gods. Mistress Madonna's sex juices flowed in abundance, flooding over The Judge's tongue and running down her chin. She felt intoxicated, her heart thudded against her ribs and her pulse raced. Her tongue worked faster and deeper into the magical tunnel until Mistress Madonna began to wriggle and sigh as what was promising to be a very spectacular climax rapidly approached. Grabbing The Judge's head, she pressed it even tighter to her sex, almost suffocating her as she erupted in a raging orgasm. Shudder after shudder racked her body as with her nose deep within her Mistress' sex lips, The Judge used her tongue and lips to rasp, lick and suck her to a shattering climax.

				The Judge gratefully sucked in air as Mistress Madonna gradually loosed her grip and slipped her hands from around her head. Although she allowed herself only a minute or so to recover, it seemed like hours to The Judge before Mistress Madonna spoke.

				"Hmm. Quite satisfactory I suppose but you really need proper training. Maybe we can see to it."

				Misery and exhilaration fought each other to take first place in The Judge's fractured thoughts. She felt like bursting into tears because she had not been rewarded with praise for her very successful pleasuring of her Mistress. On the other hand she felt like shouting for joy because there had been a hint in Mistress Madonna's words that she would be taken in hand and her association with The Daughters would not end here.

				However a much more urgent problem was plaguing her. And that involved the dildos. They were still pulsing away inside her holes and now that her full attention was once again totally centred on them she felt increasingly unable to follow her orders. She had to climax, how could she carry on without that wonderful release? She could not. And that was all that there was to it. Her mind was set on it. But then again it would involve unknown retribution from Mistress Madonna and that was also something that she did not want to risk.

				As it happened her dilemma was about to be solved for her. Mistress Madonna had once more joined her sisters on the sofa.

				"You'd like Mistress Madonna to give you permission to come, wouldn't you?"

				The Judge nodded her head vigorously, unsure if she was allowed to answer or not.

				"And you'd like her to do it for you, is that right?"

				Oh God, would she! This time her head nodded frantically. More than anything else she wanted her Mistress to take hold of the dildos and stoke her into ecstasy. But if something did not happen soon, the problem would become purely academic. She was on the brink as it was.

				"I thought I'd made it very clear that neither Mistress Madonna nor her sisters want anything to do with your vile body. But there is a solution. We could allow you to do it for yourself."

				Anything at all would do now. If that was the only way, please let her say so. As fast as possible.

				"Yes . . I think we will. But not quite just yet. Be a good girl and hold on for a minute."

				Lurking out of sight behind the heavy drapes drawn across the giant bay window that normally allowed an all-encompassing view over The Colonel's estate, an interested party had been excitedly following everything that had happened in the room. Lifting her voice Mistress Madonna called over to him.

				"Al right, you can come out now."

				Needing no second bidding, preceded by his rearing, pulsing cock he burst through the curtains. The Judge was aghast, the rampaging filthy cock was bad enough but it was the person it was attached to that shocked her to the core. It was none other than the criminal fraudster that she was dealing with in her court. It was Julian.

				Horrified as she was, her lusting need did not diminish one iota.

				"Now, you can frig yourself silly if you want to."

				Somehow she felt that Mistress Madonna would be very pleased if she did, so despite the disgusting interloper, or maybe because of him, in a second she set to it. But she was in something of a dilemma. Exactly how to do it. But with surprising ease the solution came to her and getting onto her knees and one elbow, she reached under her legs with one hand to take hold of the dildo blocking her vagina and slipping the other hand over her buttocks she grasped the one stuck firmly up her anus. Slowly but surely she began to pump them in and out, gradually increasing the speed and stroke of each plunging thrust. Very soon she was lost to everything but the pulsing, pumping dildos that were stoking her into a frenzy.

				Seeing that The Judge had divorced herself from the proceedings, Mistress Madonna turned her attention to Julian. He was just standing there wide-eyed looking at The Judge.

				"Well?"

				He hesitated, his eyes still fixed on The Judge, shamelessly frigging herself before him.

				"Even though you were a very naughty boy, Mistress Madonna set all this up just for you and now you just stand there. Are you going to do it, or have I just wasted my precious time?"

				He had enough experience not to cross his Mistress and this time answered immediately. Yes, he would do it, but only if she opened her legs and showed him her cunt, he couldn't manage it just looking at The Judge.

				"In this instance, I'll let you look, but when it's all over I'm going to charge you double and flay the skin off your back for being such a disgusting little boy. You know that you shouldn't speak to Mistress Madonna in that filthy way. Now, GET ON WITH IT! And remember to do exactly what I told you."

				Standing over The Judge's head but with his eyes fixed on the most magical twat in the universe, he clasped his throbbing weapon in both hands and began to slide his closed fists up and down its pulsing, throbbing length. There were now two of her slaves wanking in front of Mistress Madonna, it would not be long before her evening's work arrived at a very satisfactory conclusion. With her climax almost upon her, The Judge burned and writhed in a welter of raging passion. Her fanny was on fire, her engorged labia swollen and her clitoris hugely enlarged and rigidly erect. As she plunged the two dildos deeper and deeper inside her, Julian frantically tugged and yanked his cock. The Judge's climax hit with an intensity that was so powerful that her limbs shook helplessly and with her eyes screwed tightly shut she squealed out loud in wanton abandon. At the same time Julian's orgasm hit home and following Mistress Madonna's instructions he hung on to his cock and sprayed his considerable streams of hot sperm all over The Judge's body, her up-turned face and her hair, one huge spurt shooting straight over the length of her spine and splattering between her buttocks.

				In the throes of her orgasm The Judge had felt globules of wet, hot, sticky stuff raining down onto her face but she was too far gone to bother with it at that moment. And even when the remnants of a shot of spunk trickled onto her tongue she swallowed it without any thought as to what it was although the soapy taste remained in her mouth.

				Julian continued to wrestle with his cock until every single drop of sperm had been wrung from his bollocks and with her raging senses finally calming down and with sperm dripping from her chin, The Judge opened her eyes and found Julian standing over her, his dripping weapon still clutched in his fists. With a horrified shock she realised what it was that was sticking in her hair, running into her eyes and meandering slowly down her cheeks. The wretched humiliation that washed over her was too much to bear. And it was exactly what Mistress Madonna had been working up to.

				An insane rage transmitted itself to her salty tongue and she began to scream obscenities and threats at the hapless Julian. She was very soon put in her place.

				"Shut up! Immediately."

				Amazing herself, she did as she told without thought or argument. She was ensnared and under Mistress Madonna's power, whether she liked it or not. But the undeniable thing was, she did like it. The humiliation probably more than the punishment. Suddenly she realised that she was not the same woman who had entered the room earlier that night. She was not entirely sure that she liked that but there was nothing she could do about it now. She had been played by an expert and was firmly hooked.

				It was time to tie things up.

				"Julian. Put that hideous thing away. And you Judge, come over here. No, don't get up, on your hands and knees."

				The deep pile burning her knees, The Judge crawled over to the sofa, sperm dripping from her face onto the carpet as she did so. It was horrid and messy but she was not allowed to wipe it off, and somehow that seemed only right. Carefully avoiding the sperm Mistress Madonna bent forward and put her hands around The Judge's neck, causing her a few moments of panic. But it soon became clear that no harm was intended.

				"What collar size are you?"

				She did not know.

				"No matter, I've no doubt this will fit nicely."

				And it did. A thick and wide, steel studded leather collar was buckled around her neck. And she loved that too. She was very fast becoming the perfect slave, unthinking and totally obedient to her Mistress. She looked up at Mistress Madonna with an undeniable look of adoration on her bespoiled face. It was Julian all over again.

				The look on Mistress Madonna's face was anything but fawning.

				"I think that perhaps we may have given you too much too soon but I'm certain that you've enjoyed this night more than any other in your wretched life."

				That was very true indeed and Mistress Madonna did not even reprimand her when she said so.

				"But nothing can go on forever and there's something I want you to see before you leave us."

				As far as The Judge was concerned she was never going to leave, and as for what had happened to her, then too much was not enough, and forever was not long enough. She did not want this night to end. But end it must.

				Ordering Julian to follow them, Mistress Madonna got up from the sofa and clipped a short plaited dog lead into the ring on the collar and with The Judge dutifully crawling on the end of the lead, together with her sisters she led the way out of the room. Once out into the corridor, they did not go far, only into the next room in fact. What she saw in there rocked The Judge; it could not be true, Mistress Madonna would not do such a thing. But there, right before her eyes was indisputable evidence to the contrary.

				In the drawing room it had been impossible for her to miss the very large ornate mirror that filled almost one wall. Now she saw that it was in fact a two-way device and standing behind it, toting a video camera was The Colonel. She leapt to the obvious conclusion.

				"So that's it. Blackmail! And I was stupid enough to think I'd found something wonderful."

				"Not at all dear lady. It's true I have recorded everything that happened in there, but not for any ulterior reason. Mistress Madonna thought that you might like a personal record of your evening. And everything's ready for you to take a look right now."

				The video was hooked into a wide screen television set and with them all gathered around, The Colonel gave them a preview of the tape. It would have taken far too long to show it all so he fast forwarded from one juicy scene to the next. Just as Mistress Madonna had said, everything was there; the beatings, the cunnilingus, the orgasms and the spunk. And amazingly enough when The Judge saw it, she was much more than thrilled as she witnessed Julian's showering sperm falling all over her naked body.

				As the video ended, Mistress Madonna pulled the dildos from her body. Plopping, squishing, sucking sounds resonated around the wood-panelled room as her holes fought to retain their originally unwanted occupants. They had felt marvellous, nothing like she would have expected, she wanted to feel them again. And soon.

				And then came the denouement. The real reason for the night's events.

				"There is one little thing that we'd like you to do for us."

				"What? Anything. Just say the word and I'll do it."

				"It's a little awkward, it's Julian."

				"Oh him."

				"Well he does rely on Mistress Madonna to relieve his more extreme cravings and in prison he could fall victim to all those nasty, perverted homosexuals that fill the cells. And we wouldn't like that, would we?"

				Actually The Judge would like it but realised that it would not serve her cause one little bit to admit it.

				"And you would like to see Mistress Madonna again, wouldn't you? After all you did accuse her of attempted blackmail, and she really can't let that go unpunished."

				That was the killer moment. She would do whatever it took, her future life depended on it. So she had only one course of action.

				Julian's judgement day arrived. The Daughters and The Colonel were in court to hear the verdict. When it was delivered the court erupted into pandemonium, Julian's lawyers wiping the sweat from their unbelieving brows and reporters scurrying for the phones. The Judge announced that after much legal discussion she had found that Julian had no case to answer. He was innocent. A free man.

				But what had instigated the verdict that he was innocent was not quite so free itself. It was extremely expensive. For arranging his continuing freedom and allowing him the privilege of adding to The Judge's humiliation by being allowed to wank all over her, The Daughters expected and received a hugely enhanced payment. For them it had proved an extremely profitable day. In more ways than one. Because although she had nothing like Julian's resources, Mistress Madonna had been told by The Colonel that The Judge was also an extremely wealthy person. Therefore she could afford The Daughters' hefty fees and because she had experienced what she herself had admitted was probably the best day of her life, Mistress Madonna made her pay as well.

			

		

	
		
			
				The Tooth Puller

				JULIAN'S BACKSIDE HURT. Badly. Which was no wonder because his buttocks were a disaster area. The lashes had cut deeper this time, one agonising stroke following another until stripe after stripe and weal after pulsing weal criss-crossed his flesh. But then again he had asked for it. And he would again. He would beg for punishment and when the punishment became too much to bear, he would plead for mercy, hoping against hope that his pleas would remain unanswered. He would cry tears of exquisite joy if the cane or the whip bit painfully enough to excite him into orgasm, or he would cry tears of bitter frustration if the punishment was withheld or laid on in too gentle a manner. To feel the bamboo or leather only brush teasingly over his skin instead of convulsing him in spasms of excruciating agony was the ultimate cruelty.

				And his most cruelly unfeeling tormentor was Mistress Madonna. She knew exactly how to exploit to the full his every whim and weakness. It had undoubtedly been The Headmistress who had first taught him to appreciate the exquisite joys of pleasure through pain, but it was Mistress Madonna who in later years had honed that appreciation to its ultimate peak. He lived for pain. And humiliation. And degradation. And Mistress Madonna ensured that he got all three in abundance. She was an expert. That entire afternoon had been spent not only in the whipping, beating and general physical chastisement of her vulnerably naked and pitiable slave, but also in verbal disparagement of him. Her scorn was unbounded. He was contemptuous, a despicable worthless nothing, no better than something she might scrape from the sole of her shoe. And not only that, he was a sexual catastrophe, a midget-cocked eunuch without even the equipment to satisfy a rat.

				And it did not matter how many times she repeated her condemnations, they always struck him to the core, although he still could not bring himself to accept that he would never fuck her. She was his life. His reason for living, loving, and hating. She was a torturer. As wicked and depraved as the beasts of the Inquisition. At her hands he experienced both the ultimate highs of pleasure and the blackest extremes of pain. She was a true Daughter of De Sade. And he worshipped her.

				Mistress Madonna was well satisfied with her afternoon's work. And so was Julian. Her fee, astronomical as it was, was always money well spent. And of course it had not ended there. Once she had freed him from his bondage, Mistress Madonna fastened a studded dog collar around his neck and led him, still naked, on his hands and knees on a tour of the house. He had been a bad, naughty boy and he had to make amends. What is more the house was in a dreadful state, cigarette ash was everywhere and scraps of food had been dropped onto the carpet in the dining room. And as for the toilets! Julian had thrown a party a couple of days before and suffering from the king of all hangovers had not allowed his housekeeper to repair the damage. The sound of the vacuum cleaner had battered his aching head like a sledgehammer. He had told her to get lost, and so she had. And the place was a mess. Mistress Madonna gave him his instructions. He had to clean it all up with his tongue, and being an obedient, dutiful slave he did just that. Even the ashtrays and the toilet.

				When all the cleaning had been done to her satisfaction, Mistress Madonna ordered him back onto all fours and in the same manner that she would have treated an errant mongrel, she shooed him into the kitchen. Julian was thirsty, very thirsty, but his bowl was empty and in her present mood he knew better than to ask her to fill it. As she turned to walk away, he whimpered in a dog-like fashion to gain her attention.

				"What?" was all she said; and that with extremely bad grace. Julian adopted his most pitiful look, dropped onto his elbows and with his chin scraping the floor, nosed the bowl closer to her feet.

				"I suppose even an animal as dumb as you needs watering from time to time. All right, sit up and beg and then Mistress Madonna might give you drinkies."

				Julian immediately squatted back on his haunches, with his hands hanging limp in front of him.

				Mistress Madonna filled the bowl with water, squirted washing up liquid into it and put it back down. Julian did not relish quenching his thirst with soapy water and made no attempt to drink it. She watched him with steely eyes, gave him a short time to think it over and when he still made no attempt to drink, she grabbed a handful of his hair and practically yanked him from the floor. He yelped like an injured whippet, both his hands leaping to his tortured scalp. A big mistake. Mistress Madonna still had a bamboo cane in her other hand and it fell viciously over his knuckles, turning the yelps into screams of agony.

				"You're a bad, bad boy. You begged for a drink, and Mistress Madonna gave you one. Didn't she?"

				"Yes Mistress."

				"So why aren't you drinking it?"

				"Because... because it's got soap in it."

				"Yes it has. And do you know why?"

				Julian did not.

				"To wash out your foul, dirty mouth. Now, DRINK."

				Julian drank. And turned a strange shade of green. But from somewhere he managed to gain the fortitude not to vomit, although he did have to stop drinking. "When I said drink, I meant all of it. All of it! Don't let me see a single drop left when I come back."

				Julian half-heartedly applied himself to the bowl as she stood watching with obvious impatience, the cane every now and then smacking down onto her own open palm. Finally, she broke the silence.

				"Do you know what Mistress Madonna is going to do now?"

				Once again, he did not.

				"She's going to call The Colonel. What this house needs is a real man, a man who knows how to keep a woman happy. A man with a proper prick."

				Julian thought he had a proper prick, but he knew better than to say so.

				Mistress Madonna went through to the dining room, leaving him to lap disconsolately at the water, his ears pricking to try and catch the snatches of telephone conversation permeating the walls from the next room. He could not hear too much, but what he did hear he did not like. It was not that he particularly disliked The Colonel; in fact now that he knew him a little better, he thought that the old duffer wasn't such a bad old stick after all. It was just that things always went badly for him when The Colonel was on the scene. And he always got to fuck Mistress Madonna. And every other woman who happened to be around for that matter. It wasn't fair. Julian never got to fuck anything.

				So Julian sulked as, some hours later, Mistress Madonna and The Colonel prepared to tuck into the lavish meal that she had instructed him to cook. He was not to be allowed to eat any of it himself, of course. Once the meal was ready, and he had laid the table and served the food, she ushered him back into the kitchen, ordered him down onto his hands and knees once more, and laid a bowl of dog biscuits on the floor next to the now empty water bowl.

				"More than you deserve, and don't make a mess eating it," she said as she headed for the door. And then turning, very softly in a sinister, heart-stopping voice she added an extra comment.

				"You know what will happen if you do!"

				Julian knew all right. He wished he didn't. He opened his mouth, and then shut it. She waited a few seconds to give him the chance to speak. He did not.

				"That's a wise little person. You don't want to upset Mistress Madonna any further, do you?"

				He did not.

				Seemingly satisfied that he would now be on his best behaviour, she turned out the light and closed the door behind her as she went back into the dining room. Left alone in the dark, Julian could not contain himself any longer.

				"Bitch!"

				He did not shout, in fact it was only a half-muttered comment. But it was enough; Mistress Madonna knew him inside out and had been waiting for him to mouth something derogatory. The door opened halfway, her head peeking around its edge.

				"What did you say?"

				Now he was in trouble. Why couldn't he keep his mouth shut?

				"Nothing."

				"Don't lie to Mistress Madonna, you're not very good at it."

				The door opened fully as she walked into the kitchen. Julian was still on his hands and knees; his head hung low just like a scolded dog. He never even saw the cane flash down. But he felt the cutting agony of its impact across his back. She had not held back, and neither did she as a further succession of strokes rained down.

				"You..."

				Smack.

				"Are..."

				Whack.

				"A..."

				Thwack.

				"Very..."

				Crack.

				"Bad..."

				Whack.

				"Boy!"

				In between every word a numbing blow from the cane rippled the flesh of his shoulders and back, landing with a ferocious intent that had his voice squealing and his prick hardening.

				"Now... Be Good!"

				Striding out once more, Mistress Madonna slammed the door behind her leaving him howling, this time more like a scalded dog than one that's just had a telling off.

				The door practically flew off its hinges as it burst back open and slammed against the wall.

				"QUIET. Any more noise from you and you'll wish you'd never been born. Do you understand?"

				Julian did understand; only too well, and the howling subsided into a pitiful whimpering.

				"That's better. That's a good little baby. Keep it like that and perhaps Mistress Madonna will give you a sweetie later on."

				Julian kept it like that, the door slammed shut once again and Mistress Madonna rejoined The Colonel in the dining room. Julian could hear the scraping of cutlery upon china, the clink of crystal champagne flutes and the increasingly lascivious laughter as the meal progressed and more alcohol was consumed. Eventually there was the sound of smashing crockery and the clatter of silver utensils falling onto broken china. Then there was silence.

				What the hell were they up to? Julian's guts wrenched and his mind whirled as over long minutes he tried to pick up a sound. But there was none. Not that he could hear at least. The silence bit deeper than Mistress Madonna's whip. He did not even have to see; he knew what they were doing. The Colonel was shagging the arse off her. Most probably on the table top after having swept the dinner service onto the floor. She'd have one of her marvellous tits shoved into his mouth, her wonderful long black-stockinged legs would be wrapped around his waist and he would be banging his cock in and out of her twat like a frenzied ferret. He could just see it, and it drove him crazy.

				And then, really straining his ears, he thought he could hear those slurping, squelching sounds that usually confirm that a juicy vagina is getting a good solid rodding from a rampant cock. He was beside himself with rage and jealousy. The outcome was inevitable.

				"You fucking heartless rat-faced bitch. I hate you."

				Julian yelled into the darkness at the top of his voice. A deathly silence followed. A silence that made the earlier quiet seem like a tumultuous babble, even the clock on the kitchen wall seemed to stop ticking. Time stood still and the inky blackness closed in on him from all sides. He began to tremble. He could not help himself. Slowly he regained his senses, but it was too late. In trepidation he waited for the volcano to erupt.

				A few moments later the door eased slowly open and light spilled into the kitchen. Mistress Madonna edged around the door, smoothing down her skirt, closely followed by The Colonel.

				It was The Colonel who broke the silence.

				"Dashed bad form that, interrupting a chap in the middle of a game. You should be horsewhipped."

				"Oh, he will be Colonel, don't worry about that."

				Julian's heart thumped at Mistress Madonna's words, he had done it again. Let himself in for a severe beating. At least his indiscretion had been worth it. But then for the first time he noticed that The Colonel was holding a carved ivory knight in his hand... so, they had not been shagging after all, they had been playing chess. It made sense, chess requires concentration, and concentration requires silence. What a prat!

				"Up off your knees and get in here."

				Julian did as he was ordered, shuffling shamefacedly into the dining room. Once he was out of the shadows and fully in the light, he stared firstly at the pair of them, and then at the scene in the room. Bursts of deprecating laughter washed over him as Mistress Madonna and The Colonel stood shaking with mirth. She was naked to the waist, her dark hair flowing over her shoulders onto her full heavy breasts. Her nipples stuck out like bullets and her knickers were draped over a candelabrum. As for The Colonel, his cock stood proud and erect, a veritable flagpole protruding from his trousers. And just as Julian had feared, the tabletop had been swept clear. The stinking shits had been shagging!

				"You fucking bastards. You rotten lousy arseholes."

				"Carry on, why don't you? You've already earned another twelve lashes. Make it more."

				Julian's tongue froze.

				Mistress Madonna's did not.

				"You silly little boy. Do you think I'd really waste my time playing chess when I could be playing with The Colonel's cock?"

				Julian had no answer.

				"Well, you can just stand there and behave yourself for a few minutes. The Colonel and I have unfinished business."

				And then sweetly to The Colonel:

				"Same as we left off?"

				"If you don't mind m'dear I rather fancy a shot at a bit of rearguard action, if you know what I mean."

				She knew very well. And as a matter of fact she quite fancied it herself.

				"Anything for you Colonel. How do you want me?"

				Bent over, legs spread wide and with her palms flat on the floor was how he wanted her. And just twelve inches in front of Julian. Close enough for him to reach out and touch her. It was another trap.

				"Now then young fella-me-lad, watch and learn."

				Julian was always watching and learning from The Colonel; the problem was that he never got the chance to put anything he learned into practice. He was pissed off, and he was beginning not to like the old tosser again. Why did he get all the goodies?

				The Colonel never asked himself questions like that. He had been pursued by women all his life, that's just the way it was. And Mistress Madonna was no exception. Positioning himself behind her, The Colonel spread her buttocks even wider and lodged his bell-end into the pucker of her anus. He prodded her resisting sphincter with ever more pressure, until in sudden capitulation it parted and tugged his shaft into her most private of places. And then he did what Julian had feared most - with ever deepening strokes into her tight passage, he literally fucked the arse off Mistress Madonna.

				Tears of frustration trickled down Julian's cheeks as only inches away, his wonderful untouchable Mistress was being fucked to distraction. His prick throbbed and jerked in pulsing erection and a little bubble of pre-ejaculate fluid leaked from his meatus. One hand strayed to grasp his lusting manhood, an action that despite her position did not go unnoticed by Mistress Madonna.

				"Stop that, you disgusting little beast. Did I say you could toss yourself off?"

				Julian had to agree that she had not.

				"Wanking without permission. That's another six. Now, get your hands behind your back."

				Julian did as he was told, the need in his cock driving him to distraction. Mistress Madonna returned her attention to the matter in hand.

				"Carry on Colonel."

				And so The Colonel carried on. And on. And on. He was an artist, a consummate exponent of the art of fucking, and with his cock stoking her rear and his fingers working on her clitoris he brought her very slowly to an explosive orgasm. An orgasm that saw her legs trembling, her body shaking and her heart thumping as he pumped jet after jet of his lovely hot sperm into her anus. And unfortunately for Julian, he also pumped out jet after jet of sperm in an uncontrollable spontaneous ejaculation. Sperm that spattered all over Mistress Madonna.

				Her reaction was frightening. Controlled to perfection, because she had known full well what would happen. Julian never failed to fall into her traps. There were no histrionics. No outraged screams. No inflamed raging at the hapless, terrified Julian. Instead there was icy, controlled fury. The Colonel felt her stiffen on the end of his cock and withdrew immediately as the outrage radiated from her very being. Mistress Madonna unbent very slowly and very deliberately; fixing Julian with an icy stare that froze his soul. In an acid tone she told him that this was one time too many. She was going to make sure that he never defiled her body with his revolting spunk again. Not ever!

				"I think you'd better leave us alone now Colonel."

				It was more of a command than a request and The Colonel lost no time in re-holstering his weapon and heading for the door. But his own sense of outrage would not allow him to leave without letting Julian know exactly what he thought of his despicable behaviour.

				"You filthy little blighter. If you were under my command I'd have you cashiered for this."

				"Don't fret Colonel, he's going to suffer far more than that. Now! Please close the door behind you."

				The Colonel did as he was bid, and for once Julian was fervently wishing that he had not. He was terrified and in mortal fear of being left alone with his defiled Mistress. He had seen her wild with rage. He had seen her bursting with ridicule and scorn. But he had never seen her like this. Her eyes flashed and her nostrils flared, and if looks really could kill he would already have been dead meat. Sperm trickled from her anus, The Colonel's sperm, which she had welcomed. It also dripped from her legs, her buttocks and her breasts. And it was nauseating. Disgusting. It was vile and filthy. It was Julian's.

				She pulled herself up to her full height, which was considerable for a woman, at just under six feet. With her face only inches from Julian's she spoke in a venomous, spine-chilling whisper.

				"You snot-gobbling, low-life turd. You really are a dog's arse. You're so puke-making that even a rat scuttling around a stinking cesspit would throw you back out if you fell in. Well, it's not going to carry on. I'm going to teach you respect. Respect for your Mistress, because you certainly don't have any at the moment. Do you?"

				Julian was given no chance to reply. It did not matter, his tongue was a leaden lump and his throat was as dry as a desert. He was incapable of speech or thought.

				"Before you shot your disgusting spunk all over me, you'd already earned an extra eighteen lashes, hadn't you?"

				She waited. Julian finally managed a nod.

				"Well, that's just for starters now. You've been a very, very bad boy this time. The naughtiest, the filthiest that you've ever been. So what else do you think Mistress Madonna should do to punish you?"

				He did not know. But he was very afraid that she did.

				In the event, the eighteen lashes he had earned were as the gentle touch of a summer breeze compared to what followed. That is not to say that they lacked impact or severity. Or that they did not cause Julian the most intense pain. They did. Firstly she had cut six lashes into his already pulped backside with a bullwhip. But this time when blood flowed, she did not halt the lash as she usually did. Then she had hammered another six onto his cock with the haft of a riding crop. And the final six she delivered in upward slashes to his balls with a bamboo cane. He collapsed in agony and lay on the dining room floor, convulsed and jerking for the best part of an hour before being able to get to his feet.

				During that time, Mistress Madonna took the opportunity to shower and cleanse herself. She did not need to hurry, knowing that Julian would be out of action for some considerable time. Her first act was to spray off Julian's revolting sperm with the highest powered jet she could coax from the showerhead, cursing all the time because it was also washing away The Colonel's sperm. Sperm that she had been looking forward to scooping up and tasting. It had such a gourmet flavour, salty and tangy. It reminded her somehow of the best red Russian caviar, and now it was gone. That was another thing Julian would have to pay for.

				Eventually the steamy spray eased the tension in her muscles and she found herself relaxing and luxuriating in the streams of hot water. She began to soap herself. Lazily. Her throat, her arms, her breasts and belly all were soaped by languid strokes of her palms and fingertips. She squeezed out a palmful of shower gel, rubbing it into her luxurious pubes and pushing the resulting suds down under her crotch. It felt nice. A hand stroked along her labia, and aided by the suds slipped easily into the slit of her sex. She dropped the showerhead onto the tiled floor of the shower and let the spurting streams play over her feet and ankles. The hand that had dipped into her labia now found her clitoris, already hard and erect, and the other massaged her breasts, her fingers pulling and rolling her nipples.

				She thought of The Colonel's cock. That stimulated her even more. The tingles and shivers began to build in her vagina and reluctantly taking her hand from her breasts, she picked up a fresh bar of soap from the porcelain tray. Allowing it to soften in the hot water spray, she then lodged it at the entrance to her hole. It slid in with a feeling as near to the real thing as was possible. Nice and fat. And she thought of The Colonel again. She rolled her fingers over her now solid clitoris, rubbing harder and faster as she pushed the bar of soap in and out of her vagina with increasingly frenzied strokes. Her body locked and a little sigh of pleasure rolled over her lips as her orgasm hit. It was good. One of the best, and her nerve endings twitched as the pulsing waves of ecstasy radiated to every part of her body.

				And then as the picture of The Colonel's weaponry began to fade from her mind, it was replaced by one of Julian's revolting equipment. She snorted in disgust at her own thoughts and began conjuring up a suitable programme of punishment for her delinquent slave. In truth he had already suffered horrendously for his crime. But it was not enough. Not nearly enough.

				Having finally completed her toilet, Mistress Madonna returned to the dining room just as Julian was recovered enough to be able to take in his surroundings and pay proper attention to what was happening. One look at her and his cock, battered as it was, dismissed any lingering pain and prepared itself for the shagging it was never going to get. He sprang a frightening erection, an erection that filled her with satisfaction. Not because of the size and hardness of his cock, but because once again Julian had reacted exactly as she knew he would. He was a puppet. A marionette. She pulled the strings and he danced. He paid the piper, but in this instance it was the piper who called the tune. And she was that piper. At that particular moment she was pulling a very special string. An invisible string attached to his cock. A string that put him in imminent danger of spunking over her once again.

				She was dressed as usual in devastatingly vampiric fashion, all in black, with black lipstick and moody, shadowy make-up. Slung over her shoulders was a black leather biker's jacket, zipped, studded and sporting silver and enamelled badges of either a ghoulish or erotic nature. But this was no ordinary motorcycle jacket, this was a Jean-Paul Gaultier special, cut that little bit differently so that when it was worn by a woman such as her, it flamed her already considerable sexual allure into inferno-like proportions. Beneath it she wore a tight fitting basque, that pushed her breasts into full high orbs of temptation, her hard nipples peeping over the tops of the half bra-cups. Its bottom was lace fringed and finished just below her midriff and long, long, black suspenders rolled over her flat belly and down her thighs to be clipped into the wide black bands at the top of her fishnet stockings. Impossibly high stilettos with the sharpest of toes pushed her another several inches into the air. All that - and no knickers! Julian's eyes fastened onto her wonderful, thick pubic bush and his straining cock jerked visibly.

				She stood very close. Julian's heart was trying to hammer its way out of his chest and his cock throbbed and twitched uncontrollably. Disaster loomed once more.

				"You know what will happen if you ever spunk on me again?"

				He was beyond any sort of reasoning, Mistress Madonna knew exactly what she was doing. At that moment he would not give a damn about anything except his lusting cock. She moved even closer, her jutting breasts almost brushing his chest.

				"Answer Mistress Madonna."

				He could not. He was speechless. Desperate.

				She slipped the jacket from her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor and ran her palms down over her breasts and in between her thighs. The movement was sexual teasing in its most devilish form. Any resolve Julian had disintegrated immediately and he grabbed his cock and began wanking wildly, at the same time yelling at the top of his voice.

				"Fuck me, shag me, wank me. Do anything. Come on you bitch, do something."

				Mistress Madonna did not have to do anything at all. He did it all by himself. Fountains of sperm spurted everywhere. She dodged most of it, but splodges spattered over her basque and her legs. She could make him do anything she wanted, and he had just proved it once again. Her new plan of action was working nicely.

				She said nothing.

				She did nothing.

				When Julian's frenzy had subsided somewhat and the truly heinous extent of his actions began to sink in, he looked at her with horrified eyes, his slackening member still grasped in his fist.

				"Mistress, I'm sorry. You were driving me crazy, I couldn't help it."

				Silence.

				"Please don't punish me. It wasn't my fault. I'll be good, I promise I will."

				Still unmoving, she spoke very slowly and deliberately.

				"You're going to pay for this Julian."

				Christ, now he was in trouble. She never ever called him by his name. It spelt the apocalypse.

				"Mistress Madonna is going to make you suffer. Suffer so much that you'll wish you were burning in the fires of Hades rather than being here with her. And then do you know what she's going to do?"

				Julian did not want to know.

				"She's going to make you suffer some more."

				Then she asked him if he remembered what she had threatened to do if she ever thought he had been so naughty that she could not punish him severely enough herself.

				He did.

				"Oh God, no!"

				Oh God yes. She was going to make a phone call, she told him. That very instant. She would arrange it for tomorrow morning, and when she came back he would start to find out just how lucky he had been in the past.

				"I've been treating you far too gently, I can see that now."

				With her back to him so that he could not see the wry smile of satisfaction on her face, Mistress Madonna walked over to the telephone. There was no smile on Julian's face, only tears of dread trickling from his frightened eyes. She picked up the phone and dialled.

				Julian remained in shocked immobility while she made the call. When she replaced the receiver and turned her attention back to him, she found him frozen in exactly the same stance as she had left him, his now flaccid cock still grasped in his fist. He looked like a marble statue, not only had the colour drained from his face, but his whole body had paled into an ashen white. He had thought that she was going to contact her sisters, her accomplices in the Triplets of Torture, the terrifying Daughters of de Sade. That was an horrific enough prospect; he would never forget his one and only encounter with Mistress Magenta and Mistress Maria. But she had not. This was far worse. She had summoned two personages who he had always imagined were mere figments of her imagination, just like the Bogey Man his mother used to threaten him with when he was small. He could not believe that they really existed.

				"You heard?"

				The question was unnecessary. Mistress Madonna had made sure that he caught every word. "All right. I take it that you did. So I'll ask you something else. Do you know what they say about sailors and God?"

				The haunted, non-comprehending expression in his eyes gave her his answer.

				"Well, they say that a sailor only ever prays for God's help when he's drowning."

				His lack of understanding only intensified.

				"I'll spell it out for you. You're in a far worse situation than a drowning sailor. He comes up three times and then he's gone. His agony ends. Yours won't. I suggest that you start praying right now."

				At last a switch clicked in his brain. He did as she suggested. He prayed fervently and desperately, because the confreres she had called were Mick and Frank... Mick The Tooth Puller and Brass Knuckles Frank.

				The Heavy Squad not being due until the following morning, Mistress Madonna was faced with the problem of what to do with Julian overnight.

				"A cold bath, that's what you need. Ice cold."

				That would cool his filthy thoughts she told him as she ordered him into the tub, turned on the cold water tap and tossed in the buckets of ice she had made him bring up from the freezer. As he lay shivering and with teeth chattering she stripped and stepped into the hot, steaming jets of the adjacent shower. She put on a great display, massaging her breasts and fingering her vagina as she cleansed herself, so that despite being submerged in freezing water, with his body fast approaching a hypothermia inducing temperature, he still found himself with a red-hot cock. Just as she knew he would, under the water Julian clamped his weapon with his icy hand and began masturbating. She faked it wonderfully. At first that is. Everything was acted out for his benefit. She stroked her breasts, rolled her nipples and massaged her sex, splaying her legs so that he could get a good view as she dipped her fingers into her slit. His strokes increased in fury, his hand sliding faster and faster up and down the length of his cock. But her own libido took over and soon she was pleasuring herself with an intensity only matched by his. Suddenly she cried out. A genuine exaltation of fulfilment, and Julian joined her in orgasm, his sperm rocketing up through the water to fountain several inches above its rippling surface. Mick and Frank forgotten for the moment, he really was having the time of his life.

				Julian was never really happy unless he was miserable; unless Mistress Madonna was making his life unbearable. The more unbearable her treatment of him and the greater the misery he felt, then in his own perverse way the happier he became. And in that case over the forthcoming hours he was due to become very happy indeed. For his misbehaviour in the bath, she made him stand shivering and dripping icy water all over the tiled floor while she dried herself with hot towels and the warm airflow of a hair dryer. He was then ordered to remain as he was while she went to dress herself.

				When she re-appeared she was once again wearing the black leather Gaultier jacket, but this time with nothing underneath it but her perfect, heavy breasts. Apart from that she sported the tiniest of black micro-skirts that barely covered her mons, so that wisps of ebony pubes hung beneath its hem, and black intricately patterned cowboy boots. The boots being designer creations, of course featured her trademark mountain high stiletto heels. It never failed. Julian's frozen cock sprang to attention yet again.

				Mistress Madonna regarded his stiff member with disdain.

				"Pathetic."

				That was her only comment. But it was enough. It applied not only to his penis, but to him as well. Julian knew that. He also knew that he was not good enough to lick her shoes. Or drink her elixir. But once in a while she allowed him to do both those things. In fact if he was really, exceptionally good she would sometimes squat over his mouth and let him drink straight from the source. But he had been bad. Very bad. And apart from being punished, she told him that that was one of his privileges that she was going to withdraw. And there was also a distinct possibility that after he had suffered the punishment that was coming to him, that she would not bother with him at all. Why should she? He was a lost cause and she was just wasting her precious time on him. A slave could only be properly trained if he worshipped his Mistress, if he promised undying obedience and loyalty. And it was obvious to her that he did none of those things.

				She could have put him through the tortures of Hell but they would not have caused Julian as much pain and mental agony as those few words. His world collapsed, along with his cock. Tears, real and in quantity rolled down his cheeks.

				"Please Mistress, don't leave me. I do worship you, you know I do."

				"I know nothing of the kind. What I do know is that you've been a revolting, disobedient beast and I can't think of anything you could do to make up for it."

				"Oh please. Give me one more chance. I'll do anything. Anything at all."

				Well, she told him, the first thing that he could do was to get down on his hands and knees. He obeyed immediately. Delving into one of the zippered pockets in the jacket, she pulled out a box of drawing pins. She then passed it slowly in front of his eyes so that he could see exactly what it was and then shook it, the resulting sound letting him know that it was full. He whimpered. He thought he knew what was coming. And he was right. Pulling open the lid and walking backwards, she scattered the pins over the tiled floor all the way to the door.

				"Here boy. Come to Mistress Madonna."

				He hesitated.

				"You promised never to be disobedient again. Not making a very good start are we?"

				He had to do it or risk being abandoned, something he could not face. He started to crawl forwards, howling as the pins cut into his elbows and knees, the ones that had fallen point upwards actually sticking into his flesh. Elation flashed over him. He was suffering for his Mistress, proving his allegiance. Surely she would be able to see that. Of course Mistress Madonna saw it, and much more besides. She had been taking a gamble, pushing Julian closer to the edge than ever before, but now she knew she was safe, he really could not live without her.

				Throughout his trials Mistress Madonna had never removed his collar, and now bending down she clipped a leash onto it and dragged him from the bathroom. A thought struck her.

				"Stay."

				She disappeared back into the bathroom, Julian remaining where he was as she had ordered, while at the same time desperately lifting his arms and legs up and down in an effort to ease the pain of the drawing pins that still remained stuck to his flesh. She returned brandishing a long handled, bristled toilet brush. Julian blanched.

				"Mistress please. No."

				"Act like a dirty dog and Mistress Madonna will see to it that you look like one."

				Kicking his legs wider apart she ordered him to stick his backside up higher and brutally forced the handle of the brush past his protesting sphincter and up into his anus. To Julian it felt as though she had rammed a tree trunk up there and he squirmed and moaned in discomfort. A swift slap to his lacerated buttocks taught him the error of his ways, the cadaver like coldness of his flesh reminding her that she had not allowed him to dry himself or get warmed up after his ice cold bath. She walked around him inspecting him carefully. He was still shivering occasionally but she decided that there was no imminent danger to his health; in fact it would do him good to freeze a little.

				It was time to sort him out for the rest of the night. Tugging on his lead she led him out onto the landing and down the ornate, wide staircase to the ground floor. Not easy for him, on his hands and knees as he was and with the drawing pins giving him hell. The thick brush handle stuck up his backside did not help either. Among other options, she had considered locking him down in the cellars once again but finally she plumped for an outdoor location, and so not for the first time she made him crawl over the gravelled drive leading to the garage. So now the sharp tips of the stones dug into his already tortured flesh, adding to the agony caused by the drawing pins.

				As they neared the garage an awful dread swept over Julian. His cars were his pride and joy. Not only his collection of classic sports cars, but his road cars as well. And only the previous day he had taken delivery of a brand new Aston Martin - a V12 Vanquish, the most sophisticated model yet, with a top speed of 190 mph. It was a very exclusive car, only a very few being made available at an astronomical price, but even so it had taken all his considerable influence and not a little greasing of palms for him to acquire one. And as Mistress Madonna overrode the security system and opened the garage doors and the car was displayed in all its magnificence, Julian's heart sank. It was too late now, but he desperately wished he had not eulogised so greatly over its merits to her.

				"This the new motor is it?"

				"Please Mistress, don't hurt it."

				"I asked you a question. Answer me."

				"Yes Mistress."

				"Yes what. Is this the car or not?"

				It was, as she knew full well.

				"Looks a bit plain to me. Decoration. That's what it needs."

				This was going to hurt Julian far more than anything she had done so far. Ignoring his tearful pleas, she looped his leash into an iron ring on the wall and made a great show of pulling a pearl handled switchblade from a pocket of the leather jacket. She bent down and held it under his nose, before flicking the blade open. Julian descended into hysteria, squealing, weeping and begging, but it did no good. Her head almost touching the arched brick roof, Mistress Madonna stepped into the garage and starting from the rear lights, scraped the blade along the whole length of the car. From end to end and back again. Then over the boot and along the other side. Finally the bonnet received her attention. And what she did then transformed Julian's emotions and made him determine never to have the damage rectified.

				In giant letters, she carved her initials into the bonnet. Artistic she thought as she stepped back to admire her handiwork. Julian thought so too, and although tears still flowed from his eyes they had turned into tears of happiness. He would never drive the car. He would turn it into a shrine dedicated to her. MM. All his Mistress's own work, and every time he looked at the car he would be reminded of her.

				Visions flooded his mind. Visions of her bent over the bonnet, her skirt up around her waist and her wonderful breasts squashed against the metal - and him, with his legs pressed against her bottom and his cock buried deep inside her, giving her the shagging of a lifetime. He imagined her writhing on the end of his weapon as he shot spurt after spurt of his hot sperm into her clamping vagina.

				Of such things are dreams made. And this dream went straight to his cock. Here it came again, the infamous Julian hard-on. Mistress Madonna had to admit that she had not envisaged her actions causing a sexual reaction in her slave. She had been aiming to inflict on him a painful psychological experience that he would not forget in a hurry. That she had done, he would not forget the hurt, but neither would he forget the joy. Two for the price of one, she was even better than she thought she was.

				She regarded him with contemptuous eyes, paying particular attention to his erect penis.

				"I've had enough of this. Once a dog, always a dog. I'm going to sort out that pimple you call a cock once and for all. If you're going to keep showing it to me at every opportunity, I'm going to make sure it's big enough for me to see without getting eye strain."

				And right there was the perfect means of doing that. A stack of them in fact, left by the workmen after they had re-built part of the wall. Bricks. But she only needed one and she selected a likely candidate from the top of the pile. She also gathered up a length of twine and one of the mousetraps that were scattered about the garage floor. Putting the mousetrap and the twine into one of her pockets, she untied Julian's leash and with that in one hand and the brick in the other she led him back over the gravel to the stocks. They were genuine medieval stocks that until recently had still stood on the village green, but were now located at the edge of the lawn facing the house after being rescued by Julian from destruction by developers. That was one more thing he would live to regret.

				The light was fading fast and the evening was developing a definite chill. But there was light enough for Mistress Madonna's purposes and the cold was an extra bonus. She unclipped his leash, dropped the brick onto the lawn and set about securing him in the stocks. Not in the conventional position however. Oh no. She made him put his legs backwards through the armholes, a feat he was only able to accomplish by standing on his hands on wooden blocks that Mistress Madonna collected from the garage and laid out for him. The restraining bar was clamped down over his legs just below the knees holding them tight and utterly immovable. She then kicked away the blocks supporting his hands and he was left hanging, front forward with his arms dangling free. They were not free for long. Pulling first one arm then the other behind his back, she tied his wrists together so that he would not be able to use his hands for any purpose.

				And there he hung, head down and completely naked in the cooling night air. He was a fit man with firm solid muscles and for the moment he was able to combat the blood rushing to his head by pulling his torso upwards from the waist. But trying to keep that up all night would be a different matter.

				"Mistress Madonna is going now, try to be good while she's away."

				"But Mistress, you can't leave me out here."

				"What?"

				"You can't leave me. I'll freeze to death. And there are foxes out here."

				"Good!"

				Mistress Madonna actually had no intention of letting him off so easily. She was just increasing the torment. She moved closer but said nothing, standing with her legs apart and allowing the tension to mount. He strained to lift his head, and looking upwards got a stunning view underneath the skirt that was now stretched tight across her thighs. He could see everything. Those wonderful curly pubes, the wavy slightly open lips of her sex, even the pucker of her anus. Even in his desperate position his cock would not take no for an answer and immediately hardened up into impressive proportions.

				"Mistress Madonna was going to let you have a nice little rest until tomorrow morning, to build up your strength for when Mick and Frank arrive to sort you out. But not now. You've got to be taught a lesson. Something to teach you once and for all to keep that revolting thing under control."

				Julian would never forget the lesson she was about to teach him. Of that there was no doubt. She walked swiftly over to the garage and returned in an instant with another brick and picked up the one that she had dropped onto the lawn. With a brick clutched in each hand she stood in front of him, arms wide and level with his pulsing member.

				"What did teacher do when Julian was naughty at school?"

				No reply.

				"She punished him. She gave him six of the best. Didn't she?"

				A hesitant answer.

				"Yes Mistress."

				"Well that's what you're going to get right now. Six of the best... with these !"

				And that is exactly what he got. In a flash. With perfect aim she brought her hands together on either side of his cock, crushing it between the bricks. Six times. His screams were horrifying. The Devil himself could not have dealt out a more sadistic torture. Julian was writhing in indescribable agony, only half-conscious, crying and unable to comfort his mangled weapon because his hands were bound tightly behind his back. He could not speak, or curse, or do anything other than let out strangled cries of pain.

				But it was not over yet. Disregarding him completely, Mistress Madonna dropped the bricks and busied herself with the Mousetrap. First of all she tied one end of the twine to it, then recovered one of the bricks and wrapped the other end of the twine around it before tying that also. She dangled the brick on the end of the twine to ensure that it was held securely and then concentrated her attention on Julian.

				When she was sure that he could once more appreciate her actions, she bent down and before his tear-filled eyes, pulled the spring back and set the trap.

				"No, no, no. You can't."

				Yes she could.

				Julian's screams rose in pitch, until as she placed his penis on the trap and released the spring he squealed like a stuck pig. This time he went straight out and so did not see his cock make the transformation from a large pale sausage into a swollen black pudding. She waited until he came round before completing her task. She wanted him to get the most from this experience. As he opened his eyes she lifted the brick and put it through the empty hole in the stocks that normally would have been clamping his head. And then she dropped it. The twine tugged on the mousetrap as the brick fell behind him, and the mousetrap snatched at Julian's weapon, tugging it upwards and practically wrenching it from his body. The brick bounced on the twine as it came to sudden halt a few inches from the ground, its full weight stretching Julian's cock to twice its normal length. His previous screams paled into insignificance compared to the agonised shrieks that now came from him. And then she left him. No goodbye. No mention of when she would be back. Nothing. She had told him his punishment for spunking on her would be harsh.

				And it was.

				And tomorrow was still to come.

				Once back inside the house, Mistress Madonna had switched on all the security floodlights set in the grounds, one of which shone straight onto the stocks, so that as The Colonel drove up the drive, he could not fail to see Julian's predicament. The Bentley rolled to a halt opposite the stocks and the driver's window lowered.

				"Colonel, help me please. For God's sake get me out of here."

				"All your own fault. You're a cad and that's all there is to it. You'd get worse if it was left to me."

				He was indeed going to get worse, but of course The Colonel did not know that.

				"I'll make it worth your while. Name your price."

				"I wouldn't take anything from you, you bounder. 'Specially after the filthy way you treated Madonna."

				The fact that he was allowed to refer to her as simply Madonna was not lost on Julian. And he knew why The Colonel was there. He decided that after all he did hate the old bastard.

				"Bollocks then. Go on and fuck her, I don't care."

				And of course The Colonel would be fucking her very soon. And Julian would care very much indeed.

				The window slowly closed and the car purred off to pull up outside the main entrance doors to Julian's palatial country mansion.

				"A Bentley. A new Bentley. I'll buy you one tomorrow. Help me please."

				Julian had changed his tune in an instant once he realised that no help was forthcoming from The Colonel. The old boy heard his pitiful shouted pleas all right, and even though he was thinking of replacing the car, the temptation of Julian's offer was as nothing compared to the temptation offered by Mistress Madonna's body.

				Pacing up and down in Julian's bedroom, Mistress Madonna awaited The Colonel's arrival with great impatience. She was frustrated. Not sexually of course, The Colonel had already seen to that earlier. And he would again. Several times she hoped before the night was over. No, she had one last torment in mind for her pathetic slave, and she wanted to get it over with before she settled down to a serious session with one of the very few men who was able to satisfy her own very demanding sexual requirements.

				However her immediate consideration was the further humiliation of Julian, and the moment The Colonel walked into the room her plan was put into operation. The stocks faced the house almost directly opposite his bedroom and dousing all the outside lights, she upped the lighting in the bedroom to maximum brilliance and artfully led The Colonel to the window. From his straining, upside down position, with the toilet brush sticking out from his anus adding to his discomfort, Julian could see the both of them very clearly. Exactly as she intended.

				Having already removed her own jacket, Mistress Madonna slipped The Colonel's Barbour from his shoulders, opened his shirt and pressed her glorious breasts against his chest. Julian could feel her erect nipples pressing into him just as surely as if he had been The Colonel himself. Such is the power of the imagination. Through the window he saw her hitch her tiny skirt up that last vital inch that bared her all and made every part of her available to the old sod's groping. Julian's prick, predictable as always despite his unenviable situation, fought the constraints of the mousetrap and the brick, and unbelievably hardened. It was a cool night for summer and the window steamed over, there was plenty of body heat in the bedroom, that much was very obvious. Julian was freezing, but in the bedroom things were definitely hotting up. Mistress Madonna swept the window clear with her forearm before pulling the blind. Now Julian could see nothing. Not directly that is. But because the room was brightly lit and he was in the dark he could see their silhouettes very clearly. Two shadows. Two shadows up to something very titillating. Julian's head throbbed and pulsed, his stomach muscles ached through the constant effort of pulling himself upwards, and his cock did not know whether it was alive, dead, or in some state in between the two. It was stretched, bruised, tortured... and absolutely rampant.

				Pulling the blind to one side Mistress Madonna surreptitiously checked on Julian, and under the light of the blinding spotlights was able to determine that he had reacted as she had expected. His cock must have been giving him the torments of Hell. The Colonel paid no attention to her apparent disregard of his attentions, he knew that she had a job to do and he was only too happy to help her do it. Especially considering the benefits it brought him, so when she directed him to a particular position in front of the window he was only too happy to oblige.

				Tugging down his zip, Mistress Madonna freed his usual spectacular erection, knelt down and put his huge bell-end to her lips. Then in silhouette through the blind, with everything back-lit from the bright lights of the bedroom, she treated Julian to the show of his life. Taking The Colonel's cock in her hand, she embarked on a slow sensual blowjob of the most expert kind. Her tongue lapped the underside of his cock, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, and her lips slid up and down the entire length of his manhood. In his mind Julian had already felt her nipples pressing into his chest, now he felt her mouth, wet and slippery around his own weapon. But for him it was pure fantasy. For The Colonel it was real.

				The Colonel ejaculated.

				So did Julian.

				Mistress Madonna drank The Colonel's sperm with relish.

				Julian squealed in agony as his sperm squeezed past the mousetrap and dripped from the eye of his glans. There was no spurting this time, the trap gripped his cock too tightly.

				The Colonel enjoyed it immensely.

				Despite the pain, so did Julian.

				As Julian passed the hours of darkness in agony, both mental as well as physical, Mistress Madonna passed them in ecstasy. The Colonel was without doubt the most expert lover she had ever encountered. She succumbed and thrilled to his every advance. Every caress, every bite, every satisfying plunge of his penis filled her with an all-enveloping sense of fulfilment. His tongue slid over her nipples, then her belly, before descending between her thighs to lap at her sex. She shifted her legs wider apart as his cheeks pushed between her thighs, his tongue in search of her vagina.

				"Nectar."

				In between licks as he nuzzled her labia and savoured the musky taste of her moist tunnel, that had been his comment. And then he had introduced her sex to his weapon once more. God, he could fuck a town down.

				And he possessed stamina. He could keep it up all night long. And he did. He reamed her vagina, shagged her anus and pleasured her in every way until the pale light of dawn began to show through the window. And then he did it some more. When he finally had to stop because Mistress Madonna needed to prepare herself for the arrival of Mick and Frank and the finalising of Julian's punishment, he had been fucking her for a solid six hours, bringing her to orgasm again and again. So many times in fact that she lost count. But she would not lose count of the lashes soon to land on Julian.

				Now that he had come to mind, a check on Julian's well being was in order and winding up the blind she looked out over the grounds. The night had been cold for the time of year and he was a little blue to say the least. He was also desperately trying to shoo away a fox that was circling him inquisitively. She could not let any real harm come to him and opening the window wide, she leant out and yelled at the animal, which scurried away much to Julian's very obvious relief. He pulled his head up to look at her as she stood in the open window, bent over with her arms outstretched and her palms resting on the wide stone sill.

				In the bedroom the view was altogether too much for The Colonel. He loved bottoms, especially Mistress Madonna's, and there were her gloriously round, firm buttocks inviting his touch once again. Between her legs, the slightly open lips of her sex stared him straight in the face, offering an invitation no red-blooded man could refuse. His penis was iron hard in a second and moving in close he slipped it between her thighs.

				"What do you think gel? One more before you deal with that filthy stinker out there?"

				His bell-end nudged into her vagina and she was helpless. There was only one answer. So, right there in the window, with Julian watching every action, he shagged her from behind. And despite the number he had already given her, she reacted as if it was the first. In and out. Slowly to begin with, taking care to build up the stimulation, his cock filled and caressed every inch of her grasping tunnel. Ripples of joy ran through her body, her nerve ends tingled and the expression on her face plainly transmitted her increasing arousal to Julian. The Colonel speeded up his stroke, running his lips down her spine and reaching around to fondle her breasts and nipples. Faster and faster he plunged bringing firstly whimpers of delight to her lips and then full-blooded screams as her body shuddered in another giant orgasm.

				Julian screamed too. Screams of wild frustration. Screams which turned to agonised wailing as his body thrashed around and sent the brick jerking on the end of the twine. His cock had been clamped and stretched to an unbelievable thinness for hours, eventually becoming numb. Until then, that was. The brick tugged once again on the mousetrap and shards of excruciating agony tore through his being. His squeals were horrendous, prompting Mistress Madonna to consider that it was time to bring that particular torture to an end. She nodded towards Julian.

				"Colonel, I really hate to hurry you, but I think it's time I did something about the paymaster."

				The Colonel took it like the man he was, but noticing that Julian had calmed somewhat, made one last play to the gallery. With her still bent over and impaled on his weapon, he raised both arms wide above his shoulders, and held them there as he pulled out until only his bell-end was lodged in Mistress Madonna's vagina. Then plunging back in up to the hilt, he made a great show of ramming his great length in and out until he jammed himself tight up against her bottom, his fists clenching and his arms waving in triumph as he ejaculated inside her. One more glorious fuck. For both of them. But not for Julian.

				Mistress Madonna invited The Colonel to stay and watch Julian's forthcoming ordeal. He was only too pleased to accept, and so after joining her in the shower and then enjoying a hearty breakfast, he accompanied her outside. Julian was in a terrible state. Wild eyed, cold, in horrendous pain and screaming for release from his confinement. The Colonel remained at the bottom of the steps as Mistress Madonna strolled leisurely over to the stocks.

				"Did Mistress Madonna's little baby have a nice night?"

				"Cunt! Whore! You rotten fucking bitch. Get me down, I'm dying."

				Julian had tried to shout, but all that came out was a hoarse whisper, his throat was shredded because of his continual screaming throughout the night.

				"Now, that's not nice is it? I thought you'd be pleased to see Mistress Madonna."

				"I'll see you in Hell. I hate you. Just wait 'til I get out of this."

				"And then what will you do?"

				He quietened down. He would do nothing.

				"Please Mistress, get me down."

				This time his voice was pleading, pathetic.

				Mistress Madonna looked at her watch. It was almost time and they would be punctual.

				"I think we'll wait a few minutes and let Mick and Frank do that."

				And right on cue the sound of a vehicle rolling up the drive reached their ears. When it came into view and ground to a halt in front of him, Julian had the surprise of his life. He had been expecting something in keeping with his image of the two torturers, a black hearse or something of that nature. It was black all right. But it was also a rock band's tour bus, a Mercedes with blacked out windows. The driver's door swung open and a figure clothed from top to bottom in black leather and carrying an old fashioned doctor's bag jumped out, to be joined a few seconds later by a similar figure emerging from the passenger door. They were huge. Built like brick outhouses and they both bore more than a passing resemblance to Meatloaf. As the band's roadies cum security they needed those muscles.

				Mistress Madonna greeted them like long lost relatives and several minutes were spent hugging and exchanging greetings. The Colonel was introduced to them and then she led them over to Julian. Scornful eyes perused him before Mistress Madonna finally broke the silence.

				"Say hello to Mick and Frank."

				"But they're w..."

				"Oh yes, didn't I mention that?"

				It did not make any difference, Julian was still going to get everything Mistress Madonna had threatened. And probably more. Yes, they were women, but Michaela and Frankie, to give them their full Christian names got down to business straightaway. Michaela was pure East End, while with a name like that Frankie could be nothing but American. She inspected him closely.

				"Funny looking dude, ain't he?"

				The brick pulling on Julian's penis was bounced up and down a few times for effect before they pulled open the wooden bar restraining his legs and toppled him to the ground.

				"He's bloody filthy an' all. I'm not touching the little perisher 'til he's had a good scrub. A girl could catch anything. Know what I mean?"

				They did know what Michaela meant and The Colonel was duly dispatched to collect a bucket of cold water from the garage. It turned into several, all poured over the hapless Julian before they were satisfied. With his hands still bound behind him at the wrists, Michaela gripped Julian's upper arm with her one free hand, and again with one hand, Frankie took his other arm. With one of them on each side of him they lifted him effortlessly from the ground and carried him kicking and struggling towards the entrance door of the house, the brick dragging behind him on the end of the twine. And of course, the other end of the twine was still attached to the mousetrap, and the mousetrap was still firmly clamped onto his cock. It was a wonderful way for Julian to start the day.

				And there was no better place to conduct their business than the cellar. The burst pipes had been repaired, and if still a little damp around the edges it was now fairly well dried out. Mistress Madonna held the door open as Michaela and Frankie bustled Julian through it and started down the steps.

				"Welcome to the Love Shack baby."

				Frankie had a sense of humour.

				It was lost on Julian. He had nothing but a sense of dread. He also still had the toilet brush stuck up his backside and any number of drawing pins pressed deep into his flesh. Not to mention the mousetrap still clamped to his penis. But at least they released his wrists from behind his back. Only for a moment as it happened, each one immediately being clamped with handcuffs. They had something else in mind. Michaela put a hand under each of his armpits and lifted him bodily into the air, holding him there while Frankie attached short chains to the handcuffs. With his hands wide apart she wound the chains around one of the pipes, suspending him just a foot or so off the cellar floor. His legs were similarly tugged apart and chained into iron rings set into the floor. He was ready.

				"Loosen 'im up a bit first, should we? Wotcha think Frankie?"

				Frankie thought it was a good idea.

				The twine attached to the mousetrap was of such a length that the brick was resting on the floor, so its weight was no longer pulling directly on Julian's cock. Michaela studied him for a moment.

				"You're having it too easy mate. I think we'll start with that."

				Once again Frankie agreed and lifting the brick, looped the twine, and shortening it, tied it so that the brick was once more suspended from Julian's stretched and tortured manhood. Then lifting it high and to the side, she set it swinging from side to side.

				Julian's response was a highly satisfactory agonised squeal. The two torturers stood watching as the arc of the brick's swing diminished until it finally came to a halt. Then, one armed with a bamboo cane and the other with a bullwhip, they circled him lashing and striking in turn. Up and down his legs, over his already pulped buttocks, across his stomach, his chest, his back and shoulders, they lashed and struck. He squealed and howled. He ranted and cursed. He cried and threatened. And all to no avail. When they finally stopped he was covered with tramlines left by the cane and the crimson weals of the whiplashes.

				Sobbing and sucking air in tortured gulps, Julian waited in terrified apprehension for the next phase of his punishment. His amazement was therefore all the greater when the mousetrap was tugged from his cock and the brush pulled from his bottom. Nothing further happened. His tension eased a little and he even managed to raise a smile. That had not been so bad, there was nothing to be really afraid of after all. He had suffered far worse from Mistress Madonna.

				Then without warning the cane smacked upwards between his legs. A few seconds wait for the pain to really bite and then the same treatment again. And again. And then another dozen. Vicious and agonising. His bruised balls and battered prick pulsed in excruciating agony as he slumped in his chains, gasping and howling.

				It was going to take him some while to recover from that assault.

				"What say we open the bar?"

				Everyone agreed that it was a great idea and Mistress Madonna removed the napkin from the top of the ice bucket she had placed in the cellar in readiness for this moment. Out came the Dom Perignon and she proffered champagne flutes all around.

				"For Frogs and faggots that. Fizzy water for candy-asses."

				Frankie's reaction was entirely predictable to Mistress Madonna, Michaela would also feel the same, she knew that and bending down picked up two bottles of Jack Daniels, handing one to each of her friends. That was a much more acceptable proposition and swigging straight from the bottles the both of them had downed half the contents within a few minutes. Julian began to stir and so it was time for phase two.

				A small table over in a corner was piled with bundles of old newspapers awaiting termination in the fire of the boiler. They were all tipped onto the cellar floor and the table pulled over to be placed in front of Julian. Michaela opened the doctor's valise and took out a brilliant white cloth and laid it over the table. She waited as Frankie prodded Julian with the cane to ensure that he was paying proper attention, and then began laying the contents of the bag on the cloth. First came several sheets of coarse grade sandpaper, quickly followed by a cheese-grater. Then a pair of pliers, brass knuckles and a frighteningly wicked looking Bowie knife. Julian blanched, his mouth hung open and he went into a terminal funk.

				Struggling in his chains, he thrashed around like a wild man.

				"Cool it junior, this ain't gonna hurt one tiny bit..."

				Frankie dug into the bag and brought out a canister of muscle balm. The kind sportsmen spray on injured muscles to put a little fire in them and ease the pain. Walking over to Julian she sprayed long bursts all over his gonads and his cock. Then she completed the sentence:

				"... it's gonna hurt like hell!"

				Julian's privates flared up into a fiery scarlet as the spray took effect. And for once he did not have an erection.

				"Looks like we need some help from you babe."

				So saying, Michaela and Frankie retreated into the background together with their bourbon as Mistress Madonna immediately answered their summons. As did The Colonel.

				It did not take long. Julian only had to get a glimpse of Mistress Madonna's bullet tipped breasts as she pulled open her jacket and he got the first twitch. As her skirt inched up over her thighs and that wonderful forest of pubes was uncovered to his gaze, he started hardening. By the time it was up over her hips displaying her naked buttocks and all of her glorious sex, he was rock solid.

				"Okay babe, we'll take over now."

				But Mistress Madonna was right on target. Julian was following his usual pattern and judging by the bulge in The Colonel's trousers he was well and truly up for it. Very satisfactory. She would stoke up Julian's frustration and at the same time get herself fucked silly. By the best cock she knew. She tugged down The Colonel's zip and with all the care she would have given if she were handling a china figurine, she extracted his weapon. Both her hands ran appreciatively up and down its rigid length. She spoke loudly enough for Julian to hear every word.

				"It's like granite Colonel. As hard as iron."

				"Nice of you to say so m'dear."

				"You know what I want? I want it in me. All big and fat. I want you to fill me up and fuck me. I want you to shoot your wonderful spunk as far inside me as you can. I want..."

				That was enough for Julian. He did not want anything but to do all those things himself.

				"Shut up! I know you're only saying that to upset me. And you are. You're a bag. A slut. And I'm fucking well not going to pay you."

				Mistress Madonna regarded him with eyes of steel.

				"Is that a fact?"

				"Yes! Fuck off."

				"I think that Mick and Frankie might have something to say about that."

				With both their bottles drained and thrown to one side, Mistress Madonna's associates stepped forward and confirmed that they did indeed have an opinion on his comments. Frankie picked up the brass knuckles and slipped them over the fingers of her right hand and held up her fist. She advanced on Julian.

				"No! No. I didn't mean it."

				"Too late buster."

				She could not really hurt him too much and so her punches were pulled back. Even so he was on the receiving end of a skilful beating. A blow to the solar plexus knocked the breath out of him, rapidly darkening knuckle marks decorated his body and a final blow to his testicles had him screaming like a banshee. Through it all Mistress Madonna had never ceased caressing The Colonel's penis and when the haze cleared from Julian's eyes, that was the first thing he saw. He was not utterly stupid. He held his tongue.

				Michaela and Frankie were all ready to get down to some serious work but Mistress Madonna halted them.

				"It might be more interesting all round if The Colonel and I completed our business."

				With two more bottles of good liquor produced they were in full agreement. So with an audience of two contented torturers and one demented slave, Mistress Madonna and The Colonel went into action. His performance was as flawless as ever. His sensitive hands explored her body, massaged her breasts, stroked her thighs and finally titillated her sex into a steaming valley of desire. She took his penis in her hand and guided it to the entrance to her vagina. Just one thrust and he was in and she pushed hard against him to aid his penetration even further. Grasping his neck, she pulled his head to her nipple, gasping in delight as he nuzzled and sucked. Ripples of tingling arousal radiated through her body as his cock stoked her fiery hole and his tongue teased her erect nipples.

				She was a furnace of lust and totally lost in his caresses. His was the penis from paradise and that was where he took her. Deeper and deeper, faster and faster he plunged into her yearning, clasping vagina until with howls of fulfilment she climaxed in a spectacular orgasm. The Colonel then allowed himself to let go, and although less noisily, orgasmed, spurting oceans of sperm up through his urethra and deep into her womb. She shuddered uncontrollably on the end of his weapon accompanied by hoots of approval and a round of applause from the watching whiskey drinkers.

				"'Ere mate. If I ever fancied a man I reckon it'd have to be you."

				And that was probably the biggest compliment The Colonel had ever received. Even if he did not know it, because Michaela never fancied men. But she did torture them. And she enjoyed it. Julian was going to provide great sport.

				Unsurprisingly Julian had maintained his erection, Mistress Madonna and The Colonel having provided great stimulus to his cock. Now it was the turn of Michaela and Frankie. They returned to the table.

				"Wotcha reckon we oughta use first?"

				"The sandpaper."

				"Right. The sandpaper it is."

				Michaela picked up a sheet of the coarse-grade sanding sheet and rolled it into a cylinder. Julian was horrified. He could not believe it. Nobody would do that. He could not have been more wrong, they most certainly would.

				She had rolled the sheet a little too tightly and at the first attempt it would not fit over Julian's bell-end. That was easily sorted. She allowed the sheet to loosen until its diameter was such that it slipped over his shaft, but with the rough sandy surface still rubbing against it.

				"I think you'll like this babe."

				Julian was beside himself with panic. Michaela grasped the cylinder and began wanking him with the sandpaper.

				His response was a decibel-laden wail of agony that echoed round the cellar.

				"See. I told you you'd like it."

				Like it? He wished he were dead. It was like nothing he had ever been through before. He made up his mind there and then never to spunk on Mistress Madonna again. But it was too late for any resolutions of that kind. She had told him he would be sorry. And he was. And after a minute of the biting sand grains rasping his cock, he was sorrier still. With Julian's wails ringing in her ears, Michaela released her grip and slid the sandpaper off.

				"Noisy geezer isn't he? Your turn now babe."

				Allowing Julian no respite Frankie leapt into action. It was time for the cheese-grater. She held it up in front of his face. Then slowly turned it around, showing him all the different grating surfaces. Examining it closely herself she came to a decision and showed him the surface she had selected. It was brutal. His heart practically stopped, he could hardly breathe and his plea for mercy came out as an incoherent whisper.

				"Skip the thanks. I could tell you thought the sandpaper was cool... But this is better."

				Then grabbing the stem of his shaft, she ran the cheese-grater over his bell-end. Back and forth, over the top and around the circumference. Again and again. And then she stopped.

				"I can't let you enjoy this for too long buddy boy, it gets a little bloody after a while."

				Julian dare not even try to look at his cock. His eyes were glazed and he could hardly see in any case. But although he could not see it, he could feel it. And it felt as if it had been firstly put through a mincing machine and then battered with a spiked mace. Jack Daniels and Dom Perignon disappeared down appreciative throats while he tried to pull himself together. Finally his eyes cleared and he hung in his chains watching them enjoy themselves.

				"Mistress Madonna told you, didn't she? Told you that you'd be a sorry little boy, but you didn't believe her did you?"

				As a matter of fact, he had, but he never dreamt his punishment would be anything like this. And it was not over.

				Michaela took the pliers from the table.

				"Do you know what they call me?"

				"Mick."

				"That's right. But what's me full moniker?"

				Julian felt sick. He wanted to vomit but there was nothing in his guts, he had been out all night with nothing to eat or drink.

				"Michaela."

				It was not the right answer and he knew it.

				"Come on. Stop messing me about. What's me name?"

				She was threatening. Heavy. He had no choice.

				"Mick... Mick the Tooth Puller."

				"Good lad. Got it in one."

				Then with the pliers grasped firmly in one hand she prized his now tightly shut jaw open with the other.

				"Now then. Which one shall we have first?"

				Having made her choice, she pushed the jaws of the pliers into his mouth and clamped them onto the chosen molar and tugged.

				Julian went out like a light. Behind his closed eyelids stars whirled and then cleared as he came to. He thought he could feel blood trickling down his chin and his eyes opened to see Michaela standing before him holding out a crimson stained white handkerchief. And in the middle of the bloody circle lay a tooth. His tooth. He went out again.

				When he regained consciousness, Mistress Madonna was wiping his chin with a tissue. A blood smeared tissue.

				"Mistress Madonna told you to be good. But you weren't. So now you have to suffer the consequences."

				His dazed brain tried to take in what she had said. What did she mean, suffer the consequences? It could not be possible for him to suffer any more than he already had. But apparently it was.

				Frankie asked The Colonel for a holdall she had given over to his custody. Unzipping it she pulled out a large glass jar with something in it and held it up for Julian's inspection.

				"Do you know what this is?"

				He had never been asked so many questions since he had been at school. But thanks to the time he had spent in the Biology lab there, he did know what it was. It was a specimen jar. At school they had contained dissected frogs and twenty-foot long tapeworms. That sort of thing. He could not make out what was in this one. Frankie brought it closer. Julian recognised the contents but his brain refused to accept what he saw. It couldn't be. But it was. It was a pickled penis, with ball-bag attached and tatters of flesh waving slowly in the formalin solution.

				"Groovy ain't it? But it's nothing on what you've got."

				She put the jar onto the table and pulled an empty one of the same type and size from the holdall.

				"Yours should fit in here snug as a bug in a rug."

				With nightmarish deliberation and with the fingers of one hand inside the rim of the jar, she picked up the Bowie knife with the other. Holding them both up in the air, with the jar underneath the knife, she looked directly at Julian's cock then made a swift cutting motion through the air. This time he went out and stayed out. For hours. So everything had worked out splendidly. Mistress Madonna and her friends finished off the drink and then took a still senseless Julian down from his chains. Michaela and Frankie said they had been only too happy to help out, and were even happier when she told them what their share of the pot would be. They bade their farewells, The Colonel fucked Mistress Madonna twice more and then she was left alone with her wayward slave.

				When Julian at last returned to the land of the living he was tucked up in his bed. He had a shredded penis that was giving him hell. But he still had it. And all his teeth. The tooth and the blood in the cellar were fake. But his terror had been as real as the pain that had been inflicted on him. And so all in all he had got what he wanted.

				And there was one final treat to come.

				Mistress Madonna stood by his bed, dressed to thrill. She looked magnificent. Black basque and stockings. Marvellous breasts and a curly forested sex that had no equal. Pulling back the covers she saw exactly what she expected... Julian's cock in throbbing erection. He still could not touch her she told him, but she would allow him to masturbate if he wanted. He wanted. He wanted with a desperation that totally obliterated the pain in his cock, and with his eyes fixed on her body he wanked himself time and again until he was exhausted.

				It was wonderful. She was wonderful. Everything was wonderful, even The Colonel. She had just given him the two most phenomenally satisfying days of his life - and maybe next time she really would call for The Daughters of de Sade as well as Michaela and Frankie.

				He could only hope.
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