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CHAPTER 1
It had been a rude awakening for Greg Dawson, self-styled Corrective Action Therapist (CAT). He’d been to sort out the woman only a couple of days previously and now she was languishing in a cage in his Chamber. He preferred to call it that – the word “dungeon” seemed somewhat crude for what he could do there. Not only that, the woman had been dragged there against her will by the brute of a thug called Donatonio on the express instructions of his bosses. She had tried to escape and she had to be taught a further lesson – it was that simple.

Dawson shrugged his shoulders as he prepared himself – it was life. He’d got mixed up with “the mob” as he called them from the very moment he’d starting planning revenge on his ex-wife, Julia Dawson. She’d gone off with some Italian sort who’d got interesting connections. Somehow Dawson had found the Martinelli brothers and while they paid him well he had the feeling that he was now at their beck and call. The woman in the cage in the Chamber tended to support his feelings.

Donatonio was sitting in the lounge drinking filter coffee when Dawson joined him.

“So the bitch didn’t get the message?” Dawson began as he sat down.

“No, and Senor Careva and Senor Martinelli are very concerned. They saw what you did and were impressed, but clearly you were not persuasive enough. As Senor Careva said, she is a stubborn bitch and very cunning.”

“Ahem, well you would think her husband would know her best. Still, I can guarantee that by the time you take her back this evening she will cause you no more trouble. Today is one day she will never forget.”

“Senor Martinelli will be pleased to hear that.”

Dawson winced inwardly. It was always “Senor Martinelli this”, or “Senor Martinelli that” and Dawson hated people who weren’t their own bosses.

“Good, well after coffee we’d best make a start.”

“Si, Senor Dawson.” Donatonio’s accent was mildly amusing. There was a hint of Italian decorum, but his accent was heavily laced with West Country. For such a big, heavy set, thug, his voice was amusing, at least to Dawson.

The Chamber was a lonely and dark place to be on your own, and Dominique Careva had been there for nearly an hour, hunched up inside the locked cage where Donatonio had half-dragged her. She was fuming, her face revealing the bruise from a slap she had connected with during the past twenty-four hours. Any evidence from her previous encounter with Dawson had faded, though the mental scars would linger for some time yet. Indeed, the mental scars were about to become permanent. The door to the Chamber opened and a shaft of light penetrated the eerie darkness to which she was becoming accustomed.

In the doorway stood Dawson and behind him, Donatonio. They entered the Chamber and Dawson turned on the light.

“Dominique Careva, it’s nice of you to turn up again, and so soon. Did I not get the message across last time we met?”

Dawson spoke impassively as he stood by the cage. He fumbled with the padlock and then opened the door.

“Now,” he continued, “for your own sake, and because Donatonio is just itching for some action, I strongly suggest you do exactly what you are told, without question and in as polite a manner as possible. That means you do what I tell you, and you show respect by answering me as ‘Master’, do you understand?”

“Sure, I get the message, but you just wait until I get out of here.”

“I assure you, Senora Careva, when you get out of here, you will do nothing.”

“We’ll see. I ran away last time, and I will again, only this time I go to the police. You are finished with Senor Dawson, and so are the brothers.”

“I think not, Senora Careva. You do not know where you are, or what my real name is,” Dawson smiled, “and you most certainly will not be escaping for some time. Senor Martinelli will attend to that upon your return. Now, my instructions are to teach you a lesson about what happens when you try to escape and also to try to drum into you some notion of the respect you are required to show. We can do this the easy way or the hard I really don’t care. I have all day.”

“Well, Senor Dawson, you will doubtless do what you want to do. As I am not a strong person, I doubt you will have any difficulties, but you will never break my will; that is mine alone and you will not break it.”

“We’ll see. Right, Senora we will begin. Come out of the cage and stand up facing Senor Donatonio.”

Donatonio had sat down in a corner of the room. He was already leaning forward to watch the spectacle that was about to unfold and Dawson knew he would be relishing every minute.

Dominique Careva obeyed. She crawled out of the cage and stood as instructed. She was pretty, a good five feet six inches tall, long slender legs and long dark hair that flowed down her slender body to her waist. She was the archetypal Latinesque bombshell and her beauty was enhanced by her high cheek bones, dark eyes and pouting lips – except that her right cheek was heavily bruised, a result of her escape attempt.

“Right, now so we both understand where we stand, how are you going to address me from now on?”

“Master,” she said with as much venom as she could muster.

“Good. Please take off your dress and hand it to Donatonio.”

The woman peeled the thin, black dress off her shoulders and let it slip to the floor. Only her bra covered her olive-skinned body and knickers as she bent down to pick the dress up. She took four steps and threw the garment to Donatonio. He in turn placed it on the floor beside him.

“And now, remove your other clothes.” She did as she was told, kicking them in the direction of the thug. He smiled when he saw her naked body and Dawson knew he was ready for action, when the time was right.

“Now, we will begin to administer your punishment. Put your hands on your head and push your elbows as far forward as you can.” She did so and her back was perfectly presented to Dawson. She waited, facing Donatonio, fearful of what might happen. She was not kept waiting long.

Swish! Crack! The flogger never touched her back before the stroke landed. It landed well, directly between the shoulder blades. The woman started with surprise but made no sound other than the low grunt of exhalation. The second stroke landed on top the first, the nine leather talons of the flogger lashing against her olive skin. This time she moaned a little louder but her determination not to let Donatonio see her cry was winning.

Crack! Crack! Two more strokes landed across the top of her back, a little lower than the first. She gasped again and was tempted to step forward but managed to control herself. She knew it was just the beginning and that Dawson was not yet in his stride. She’d tasted that stride a couple of days before and she knew what the man was capable of. This was just a bit of target practice for him.

Crack! Crack! The flogger had moved down to her lower back, each strap from each stroke causing a faint tinge of pink to blossom from beneath the olive colour.

“Ouch!” She finally moaned as the sixth stroke landed. It cut her below the rib cage, caressing her abdominal wall, stinging her flesh.

Crack! The next stroke landed square across her buttocks and it was followed by another that cut across it.

“Ohh, arggghhh, ooohhh,” she groaned as the next stroke landed. She was still clearly sensitive from her previous session with Dawson. He knew she would have been and smiled as he delivered two more stinging swats with the flogger. Finally tears formed in the woman’s eyes though she struggled to keep them back.

“Right, come over here.” Dawson indicated he wanted the woman to walk over to the wall bars. “Stand with your back against the bars, just there.” The place he indicated had bars that came down to just above waist level. The woman did as commanded and felt the coolness of the wooden bars against her back.

Dawson took a short length of rope and the woman’s left wrist and lashed it to the lowest bar, about a foot away from her body. He repeated the action with her other wrist before taking a third length of rope which he threaded under her armpits, around the nearest bar and then secured it to one side, ensuring she could not pull away from the bars. Then he opened her legs and attached a spreader to the bottom of her legs, the leather straps ensuring she had no means of escape. She was completely spread-eagled, totally vulnerable and Dawson knew Donatonio was getting very aroused – he wanted it that way.

“Right, it’s time for some stretching exercises,” he said as he walked over to the worktop.

He took two small clamps and took them over to the woman. Kneeling, he secured them one on each side of her vulva, gripping the folds of her labia. She groaned as the clamps gripped her tender flesh. To the clips he fastened a hook and on the bottom of the hook was a small bucket. Secured like this, the woman’s labia were stretching slightly.

Dawson took a jug of water and slowly, very slowly, began to fill the bucket. As he did so, the weight of the water pulled on the hook which in turn pulled on the clamps, stretching her labia further, making her groan with the pain. She struggled for a moment to change her position but was held firm by the spreader and the loop around her chest. The water continued to fill the bucket, a little at a time, no sudden surge. Dawson was the master, and knew he would inflict more pain using this technique than any “fill it up quick” routine would achieve.

The bucket was two thirds full and her labia were well stretched when Dawson went to examine them. He drew his finger up between the clamps until he rubbed her bud.

“Perhaps we should clamp you here as well,” he smiled. She groaned at the thought. “Perhaps not,” he reconsidered the idea. “Perhaps we can do something else here later on.”

He stood up and began to examine the woman’s breasts. They were firm and she had large nipples. Dawson tweaked them with his thumbs and forefingers. It was not spontaneous, probably due to the gnawing pain between her legs, but slowly the nipples stiffened.

“Now, Donatonio,” Dawson spoke as if giving a lecture, “what you have seen so far is just pure pain. The flogging, it was pure pain. The cunt clamps, just pure pain. What we will do now is more subtle.”

Donatonio leaned forward in his chair to watch more closely. He had not expected a master-class but was pleased to receive it – after all, it might give him some ideas for his own use. Dawson took some fine thread and began to wrap one end of it tightly around the woman’s left nipple. He extended the nipple with his thumb and forefinger while he wrapped the twine tightly around the base with three loops. He tied the twine off, ensuring the nipple was firmly secured in the loop and then repeated the action on the other nipple.

When he had secured both nipples he released the woman’s arms and the loop around her chest, though he kept the spreaders in position. None-too-gently he pulled the woman away from the bars a couple of feet. She yelped as the sudden motion of the water between her legs added extra pain to her predicament.

“Now, Donatonio, we secure the nipples in an upward position, tie her arms behind her back and then we continue with the punishment. The pain in this area will only increase if the victim moves – so she is the master of her own agony.” Dawson smiled. As he talked he lowered a hook from the ceiling. The hook was quite large and attached to a sturdy, metal cable. A winch-like piece of equipment was used to raise and lower the hook on the cable. When the hook was just above the woman’s head Dawson stopped it, walked forward, opened the hook, passed the twine through the opening and then reassembled it. Then he returned to the winch and began to slowly wind the cable in. As he did so the slack in the twine was taken in. Then it began to tauten and finally Dawson saw her breasts being forced into an upright position as the twine pulled the nipples with it. He stopped the device just before the woman would have been standing on tiptoe to avoid the pain.

“Now, Senora Dominique, we have a cane which is going to be used to warm up your backside. You can move if you wish but I suggest you stay still.”

Dawson walked round the front of the woman, caressing the cane in the palm of his hand. He ran the tip up the inside of her legs and playfully poked the bucket of water. She yelped as he did that, it was clearly getting heavy for her to handle.

The cane was a nice thin one with plenty of flexibility. As Dawson practiced his stroke in the air it swished loudly. Suddenly the swishing sound was mingled with a loud yell from the woman as the wooden cane caressed the flesh of her buttocks. The force of the stroke caused her to lunge forward at the waist, the effect that the twine pulled on her nipples and the clamps attached to her labia were tugged by the motion of the bucket.

“Arrggghh, that really hurts, you bastard. It’s killing me.”

“You see, Donatonio, the woman has not learned respect yet and she seems to have forgotten her manners. Would you like to teach her some manners?”

“Sure, what do you want me to do?”

“What I’ve just done. Come over here, take the cane and give her as sound a caning, as you know how. I suggest ten strokes, delivered at fifteen-second intervals, or thereabouts. The art is to let one stroke sink in before you deliver the next.”

Donatonio stood up and sauntered over to the right position. The woman looked at him with daggers in her eyes, eyes that were already moistened in reaction to the first cutting stroke.

Donatonio wielded the cane clumsily. Satisfied after a couple of practice strokes he drew a sharp intake of breath and exhaled loudly as the cane swung down through the air. It clipped the back of the woman but barely connected.

“Now, next time, keep the cane more horizontal,” Dawson said as he showed the correct swinging action. “That way it connects with her flesh. Also, you don’t need to force it through the air. It’s more effective if you flick it as the flicking action tends to make it sting more.”

Donatonio looked impressed. His next stroke was much more effective. The woman howled as it landed across the top half of her buttocks. Her labia were really beginning to hurt now and as she tried to bend down the twine round her nipples caused them to add their own element of pain. Donatonio counted slowly to himself and watched the red welt appear on the woman’s arse.

Crack! His next stroke cut into her flesh causing a similar reaction to the previous one. The cane actually landed directly on top of the previous stripe causing the already angry skin to bruise further.

Crack! He’d counted to fifteen again and his next stroke landed square across the middle of her buttocks.

“Ow,” she yelled. Donatonio looked mildly worried for a moment.

“Doesn’t matter,” said Dawson, “the room’s soundproofed and there’s no-one within about half a mile anyway. She can howl all day if she wants to.” Crack! The next stroke landed just below the last. Dawson stood back and admired Donatonio’s handiwork. It was certainly impressive. The lines of angry flesh were both growing in number and in their strength. Some of the marks had already turned an angry purple colour, an indication that it would not be long before the flesh erupted.

Donatonio shifted position and lined up the next strike. This time he brought it in a slightly upward direction causing the woman to involuntarily stand on the tips of her toes. As she did so the bucket of water moved, and she howled as much from the stinging sensations in her backside as the pulling pain on the labial clamps. She knew she could not take much more of this.

Four strokes later and the woman was howling almost without ceasing. Her buttocks were worse than an angry mass of purple marks, much worse. Donatonio took his final swing, fully retracting the cane before letting it swish through the air on the way to its intended target. Crack! It landed exactly where he had aimed it, cutting the skin at the top of the pile of existing tortured flesh. Blood began to seep from the fresh wound, blood that the woman was completely oblivious to.

“Good work, Donatonio,” Dawson sounded his approval. “Now, you can go and sit down for the next part.

“Si, Senor Dawson,” he said as he handed back the cane. The woman continued to sob as Dawson turned to her.

“Are you learning to behave yet?” He questioned her with a chilling coolness in his voice, the voice of a practiced torturer.

“No, not ever for you pigs,” she spat. Her defiance was admirable.

“Oh well, we’ll give you some time to think about it.” Dawson lowered the hook and pushed her round and back to the wall bars. He secured her arms back where they had been and fitted a plate to the bar just above her head. She could not now stretch up, even if she wanted to. When she was secured so she could not move Dawson removed the labia clamps. Her flesh down there was puffed up and swollen, very sensitive to touch and Dawson touched her gently.

“We’re going to go and get some coffee in a minute and we’ll be gone for about an hour. Meantime I’m going to leave you with something to occupy your thoughts for that period of time.”

Dawson went to his worktop and extracted the vibrator from a drawer. It was a special piece of equipment, specifically commissioned by him. The outside was shiny, made from finely polished thin metal. Inside was a tube that led the length of the device to a tiny hole in the tip. Halfway inside the tube was a little pump and at the bottom a connector for a tube. Dawson connected the tube and inserted it in the jar of soap solution. He took the device over to the woman, together with the custom made clamp. The actual vibrator was a little over a foot in length and about one and a half inches in diameter – it was meant to be a snug fit.

With minimal fuss Dawson lubricated the outside of the instrument, located the woman’s vulva and inserted it as far as it would go – about five inches. He clamped the vibrator that was hanging between her legs to the wall bars using the custom built clamp and ensured the tube rested in the jar of soapy solution.

Next, he took the lid off the tube of cream that had been sitting on the workbench and squeezed about an inch of it onto his index finger. Without any delay he walked back to the woman and proceeded to rub the cream into her labia and into her clitoris.

“The cream,” he said quite matter-of-fact, “is an arouser. It brings great arousal but it also inhibits your ability to reach orgasm. It is a good product and I have used it many times. It will help keep you occupied for the next twenty-five minutes, until its effects wear off and you will climax. Then you will only have this device for company until we return.”

Even as Dawson spoke the cream began to work its magic. She felt the warmth in her genitals, the first tingling sensation of arousal. Her breathing pattern changed, quite involuntarily. Dawson smiled as he flicked the switch and the vibrator sprang into action.

The woman could feel the soapy liquid as it began to dribble inside her, lubricating the shaft, intensifying her pleasure.

“Okay, Donatonio, coffee,” Dawson spoke, seemingly disinterested at what was going on behind him.

“Yeah, boss,” the thug replied and they left the Chamber with the lights still on. Dominique was helpless to resist. Sure she struggled for a moment, but the device was well and truly trapped inside her and she could not move enough to get it out, not that she wanted to at that particular moment.

Gone was the pain in her arse as the feelings of pleasure erupted inside her. She felt the motion, heard the humming, and was aware that her body was contracting as if in the throes of orgasm, yet she could not reach that final release. Dawson had said she wouldn’t and she hadn’t believed him, but this was for real. Her body craved sexual release and she needed to do something; to finger her cunt, to stroke her clitoris, to DO something!

“Arggh,” she moaned as the next pre-orgasmic wave hit her. “Someone help me, I can’t take any more.”

The sound recorders were working perfectly as were the cameras. Donatonio and Dawson sat in the lounge with their coffee, watching the action.

“Impressive stuff, don’t you think?” Dawson took a big slug of the brown liquid.

“For sure, but is it teaching her a lesson?”

“Oh yeah, it’s real torture now. She wants to come, badly, and believe me I mean BADLY! She needs that release but she can’t have it. I’ve used this stuff before a few times now and it brings amazing results. When the cream wears off she’ll come, like you’ve never seen a woman climax before. Then, that’s when the vibrator really kicks in. She’ll be knackered after the climax but it will keep on inside her, forcing her back to arousal, making her go beyond where she’s been before. When we go back in there she’ll practically beg us to stop the torture and she’ll want to be respectful and obedient. Trust me.”

“If you say so, Senor.”

“Please! I can’t take any more, its killing me,” the voice on the screen pleaded.

“Twenty minutes to the first release, then half an hour more should do it. Do you play poker, Donatonio?”






CHAPTER 2
The two men played cards for nearly twenty minutes. In the background the woman continued to heave and writhe in her enforced vertical position. Her body continued to crave orgasm, the chemicals denying her. She had given up screaming for help after about five minutes. She realised none was coming so she just focused on surviving the torture. It was an unequal battle and the vibrator and the cream were in control.

After twenty minutes were up Dawson pointed at the screen. Perspiration had formed on the woman’s forehead and on the top of her breasts. She was convulsing now, her whole abdominal area contracting in the throes of sexual arousal. Now the release was happening. Dawson turned the sound up so they could hear more clearly.

“Oh, fuck,” she creamed, “oh fuck. Oh God in heaven, help me, I can’t take any more, I can’t stop it, I need to cum, cum, cum, oh God,” she continued as the orgasm ripped through her body. It took control of her, her juices mingling with the soapy lubricant as she squirted her cum down the vibrator. Dawson watched as if mesmerised and was aware that Donatonio shifted uncomfortably in his chair as she peaked.

“Do you want to have some fun later?” Dawson asked him.

“What do you mean, Senor?”

“I mean with her. Do you want her to show you some respect?” Dawson looked down at the man’s crotch. He was stiff, rampant probably, and Dawson started to scheme a little treat for later on.

“It would be pleasant, Senor,” he finally said.

“It’ll be more than pleasant. The little slut will give you a damned good time or else!”

The throes of her initial orgasm had passed, the sexual tension eased and the chemicals had released her to the mercies of the instrument embedded deep in her vulva. Even though she had come with a record intensity there was no let up. The vibrator hummed and she responded as Dawson knew she would. Two minutes after the first crescendo she reached another peak, not as high as the first but still it arrived causing her more torture. The pain intensified around her labia. They were already swollen and now the sensitive area around the lips and her clitoris were seeking to be released from the humming, vibrating tool that simply increased the unwanted sensations.

“Oh God, not again,” she moaned as the contractions started as she climbed the third hill. “I can’t fucking take this you pig-headed bastards. You’re killing me but you won’t win.”

“We will,” said Dawson. He banged the cards down and said, “Flush, you lose.”

“How much longer shall we wait?” Donatonio was watching the screen carefully.

“We’ll wait another fifteen minutes and see how she’s responding by then. My guess is she’ll crack soon enough.” They started another hand.

Down the hallway, down the stairs, the Chamber was a hive of hidden activity. Five cameras videoed every movement, hidden microphones recorded every sound, yet the woman felt totally alone unless, of course, the persistent humming of the vibrator buried five inches up her vulva could be called company. She’d peaked about ten times and now she was physically drained. Her mental will to resist what her body was doing had diminished and now she just hung there, strapped to the bars, waiting for the next pulse of arousal to wash through her.

She was beginning to relish the prospect of dying when the door to the Chamber finally opened. She hung there limply and offered no wise cracks as the men entered the room.

“It seems as if the equipment has done its job.” Dawson sounded almost unimpressed, which he was. He knew the effect an hour would have on the woman. Donatonio was more impressed.

“So, will the Senora cause us any more trouble, Senor Dawson?”

“She may do. This is just what I call post-orgasmic syndrome. She looks half dead and is drained, but her physical strength will return. What we need to do next is ensure her mental strength remains diminished.”

Dawson spoke as he switched off the humming vibrator. He pulled it out of the woman and cleared it away. She hung there still without speaking. Dawson walked back to her and grabbed her long, black hair, lifting her head so that he could look her in the eyes.

“I told you that you wouldn’t win,” he said softly.

“I have not lost yet, Senor Dawson, you will never control my mind.”

“Maybe not, but we can make you see sense. Are you ready to do as you are told?”

”No, Senor, I am a free person, you can not control me.”

Dawson thought she looked pathetic for a ‘free’ person as she called herself, but whether she thought she was free or not was of little interest to him.

“Very well, we will continue with your taming.”

Dawson returned to his desk and found what he was looking for.

“Open your mouth, wide.” She complied by opening her mouth a fraction.

“I said wide.” He pushed the rubber ball hard against her teeth, forcing her to open her mouth until the ball sat snugly between her two rows of dentures. Attached to either side of the ball was a strap, a strap that Dawson proceeded o secure around the back of her head. The ball was firmly in place. She could bite on it but not remove it, and its presence made her breathing more difficult and speech a virtual impossibility.

“Very well, as you refuse to comply, we will punish you some more.” By now Dawson had the flogger in his hand. He played the nine straps of thin leather over the woman’s breasts, breasts that still had sore nipples from the earlier torture with the twine. Dawson flicked the flogger over the right breast causing the leather thongs to stroke the bare flesh. The woman made a sort of gurgling sound as if she was trying to protest against what was likely to happen. It made not one iota of difference to Dawson.

He stepped back, raised the flogger and with a degree of force whipped it down onto the breast it had just caressed. There were more gurgles from the woman but Dawson was moving fast. The second, third and fourth strokes all landed in rapid succession and Dawson noticed that fresh tears began to fall down the woman’s face. He delivered two more strokes to the right breast. They were strokes that made the orb look pinker than the twin that had so far remained unpunished.

So as not to disappoint the twin, Dawson turned his attentions to the woman’s left breast and treated it equally. She couldn’t cry out, but the tears spoke of the pain she was enduring, a pain that was intended to break her will.

When Dawson had handed down the punishment he stopped and watched impassively as the woman gasped for air. She sucked it in through her nostrils and around the rubber object blocking her mouth. She gasped and sucked and then exhaled loudly, only to repeat the sounds. Dawson waited until her breathing had eased.

“And now, we will apply some warm lotion. You won’t like this, but I suggest you learn from it.”

Dawson returned once again to his worktop, lit the dark red candle and waited for a moment while the wax pooled in the hollow where the wick came out of the candle.

When a pool of wax had formed, Dawson picked up the candle, took it over to the woman who suddenly developed very wide, bright, eyes and held it about two feet above her right breast.

“Here comes the lotion.” Dawson smiled at the woman as he slowly tipped the candle. She shook her head as if trying to escape – a futile gesture. The wax dripped from the candle and splashed on her bare flesh. She groaned loudly behind the gagging orb as the wax landed on both her breast and nipple. Dawson continued to pour the hot liquid until the right breast was fairly well covered.

The woman was gasping for breath again so Dawson used the time it took her to calm down to let the pool of wax reform. When it did so he raised it over her left breast and covered that one too. Her groaning was even louder this time – evidently her left nipple was more sensitive and possibly more bruised than her right.

When he’d finished, Dawson looked back and admired his handiwork.

“You know what, I think they need to be pierced,” he said to Donatonio. Donatonio had been watching with great interest and not a little arousal. He was burning to take this woman, to make her show respect, to force her to comply with his wishes. He knew the time would come – it was just down to Dawson as to when the time was right.

“Si, Senor, they certainly could.”

“Very well, let’s do it.” Dawson put the candle down and found the packet of sterile syringe needles. With care he pierced her flesh around each nipple, firstly inserting a needle and then ensuring the tip came back out of the flesh, leaving the metal of the needle buried under about half an inch of flesh. The woman clearly tried to yell, but only managed a gurgle as the needle pierced her.

Dawson added a second, third and then fourth needle, forming an almost perfect square around the base of her nipple. It aroused him greatly to torture her in this way. Then he turned his attention back to the other breast and proceeded to form the almost perfect square at its base.

“And now, we are ready to proceed.” Dawson knew he couldn’t wait for this for much longer – poor old Donatonio would have to wait for later.

Dawson untied her arms from the bars and lifted her a few feet across the floor. Her legs were still attached to the spreader and her backside was still a swollen mass of purple, tortured flesh. The gag in her mouth was making it difficult for her to breathe and impossible to yell out.

Dawson pulled over a chair, a chair with a small pad for a cushion. He placed it in front of the woman and spoke.

“Bend over and put your head on the chair. Grab the sides with your hands and do not let go. She was slow to react and felt Dawson’s hand in her back as she was pushed none-too-gently into the required position. Spread-eagled as she was, she knew she was totally exposed.

It was true – she was completely exposed, and open. She had a cute bum, thought Dawson, and though the bending would have undoubtedly hurt her, what with all the punishment she’d received to her arse, it was as nothing compared to what he was now preparing to do.

He released his bulging manhood from the confines of his trousers and stood directly behind the woman. The tube of gel was nearby so he reached over and picked it up. A generous squirt of the gel was applied between the woman’s buttocks a moment before she felt the warmth of his cock rubbing her.

Immediately she clenched all the aching muscles she could find. Suddenly the realisation came to her – he was going to rip her open. It was either that or she’d have to relax. His iron girder pressed against her more forcefully, pushing, pushing, and pushing.

Suddenly he felt the sphincter relax and as if it had a will of its own, his cock leaped into her. He was a big man, not as big as Donatonio, but it didn’t matter. She was a small woman and the act he had just performed ripped her flesh. He pumped her hard and fast, gripping her thighs with his hands as he hammered the full length of his manhood into her hole.

She was gasping, not from pleasure but pain, sucking in air around the gag, trying desperately hard to ride with him to ease the pain. He humped her hard. He knew that every time he was deep inside her, that his stomach met with her swollen buttocks and that this just increased the agony for her, so he humped her hard.

Dawson had long since learned the art of delaying ejaculation. He kept up the pounding for some minutes.

“Now, bitch, have you learned your lesson?”

She muttered something inaudible behind the gag and then nodded her head in reassurance.

“And you will do whatever you are told to do without complaint?”

“Mmm,” she gurgled and nodded her head again.

“Good, you bitch, because if you don’t you will be hurt more.”

Dawson reached round and began to play with the needle heads, twisting them so the needle moved inside her flesh. She gurgled some more but Dawson couldn’t care less. He was coming and she was going to take the full force of his manhood. Her arse was battered, bruised and now her anus was bleeding. It felt sticky and warm to Dawson and it only intensified the pleasure he was feeling. Suddenly he felt the surge of energy. He grabbed her thighs even more tightly, pulling her back onto him as far as he could so that his stomach and her buttocks met with a slapping sound. Two, three, times he did this before the surge happened. He spurted deep inside her, jerking violently to his culmination.

Even after he had withdrawn and cleaned himself up she remained bent over the chair. Frightened to move without permission, exhausted, battered and bruised, she knew she was losing this unequal battle. She knew they would win, they always did, so she just lay there with her head resting on the chair, feeling the trickle of blood as it fell down the inside of her right leg.

“Stand up,” Dawson said after a few minutes. When she was standing he removed the needles from around her nipples.

“You can have a half hour rest and then we will move onto the next stage. We’re going to get some more coffee while you’re in the cage. When we come back we’ll see if you have really learned your lesson or whether we have to go further.”

“Si,” she managed to splutter as the gag was finally removed from her mouth.

“Back in the cage,” Dawson’s voice was firm.

“Si, Senor master.” She really sounded defeated but only a short break would tell.

Two minutes later the cage was locked with the woman inside, the Chamber was plunged into darkness and the two men were sitting back in the lounge having more coffee.






CHAPTER 3
The television was turned off. After all, it would be boring to simply watch the sobbing woman crouched in the darkness of her cage, so Dawson switched the machine off. The coffee was good and the two men started chatting.

“So, Senor Dawson, how did you get into this C.A.T. thing?” Donatonio had been dying to ask the question.

“It all happened quite easily really. It started with a desire for revenge on my ex-wife, Julia, and from there I spent a few years planning and preparing. Then, by chance, I discovered that there was a demand for the kind of thing I do, both from pissed off partners, fathers with unruly children, and even people themselves who want to learn some kind of discipline. But it’s only in the past few months that things have really started to take off. Now it occupies me at least three evenings a week.”

“I see. So what kind of services do you provide?”

“Corrective action, Donatonio, takes many forms. For example…”

Dawson began his story. The woman worked as a telephonist. She was called Melanie and her job was boring. She’d sit at the desk taking the calls that came in, transferring them to the appropriate person. It was a small business and her work was undemanding. Her story went that she’d taken a copy of Cosmo into work with her and she was idling through the ads section when she caught sight of Dawson’s box ad. It intrigued her and the thought of being forced into submission had always appealed to her. She lived not far from the office and made arrangements for Dawson to visit her flat one lunchtime.

It was imperative that Dawson was on time because she only had an hour and that included the ten minutes walk to and from the office. After the telephone call, she had made Dawson assure her that he would not treat her leniently.

That morning she had been like a cat on hot bricks. Her vulva was throbbing with excitement from the moment she woke up and had a hot bath. She wore her crotch-less panties underneath the plain skirt and was unusually happy at work. In the dull moments, and there were plenty, she daydreamed about her lunchtime assignation. She had no idea exactly what the C.A.T. would have prepared for her and it didn’t matter really.

Lunchtime cams and she almost ran home. She arrived ahead of Dawson and let herself into her flat, tossing her coat onto the back of the sofa in the living room. The doorbell sounded just as she switched on the kettle.

“Greg Dawson,” he introduced himself.

“Second floor, number five,” she swooned as the reality dawned on her. She’d never done anything like this before and for the first time she worried about what was to happen.

Dawson walked through the front door; his attaché case in hand and a grim look on his face.

“Melanie, how are you keeping?” He started.

“Fine Mr Dawson, and yourself?” They walked into the living area and Dawson put his case down on the dining table.

“Very well, indeed, Melanie. Now, as we don’t have time for platitudes I’ll come straight to the point. I have been getting bad reports about your attitude and as we discussed on the phone, some corrective therapy is called for. I take it you are ready?”

“Yes, Mr Dawson.”

“Okay, but from now on you simply address me as master.”

She felt the first tremble of nerves pass up her spine.

“Yes, master,” she corrected herself. “Where do we begin?”

“We begin by taking off our skirt and blouse, that’s where we begin.”

She complied. Dawson was always quite amazed at how readily his clients complied at the start of the session. Then he figured that as it was their money they were bound to do what they were asked.

“Now, Melanie, we will warm up your bottom. You will not require your knickers, so please remove them.”

Anna was not tall, about five foot three. She was slightly overweight for her height and had full breasts. Dawson guessed at a C cup – he was right. She also had a horse-riders arse, not flabby but quite well rounded.

Dawson sat on the dining chair.

“Now, it is time for you to go over my knee. I want your tummy right on top of my lap and you can then stretch out on both sides.” She did as she was instructed and a moment later she felt the master’s hand on her bare flesh.

Dawson caressed the cool, pale, bare flesh as if sampling it. Then he started. The first smacks were not hard but the sound reverberated around the room. The woman gasped as they rained in thick and fast. It took him less than a minute to deliver two-dozen smacks. At the end of it her buttocks had started to show a pink tinge in colour, and she was gasping louder than she had been.

Dawson caressed the flesh again and she moaned as he did so. Finally he brought his hand down again hard, the slap resounding around the room.

“Arrgghhh,” she moaned as the first slap was followed by a second. Four slaps later and her pink buttocks were glowing a healthier colour of pink, verging on red.

“Okay, Melanie, stand up and then bend over touching your ankles and keeping your legs straight. We are now going to begin to make you learn the true art of submission. Have you ever been caned before?”

“Yes, master, it was at school. I’d been smoking and breaking the rules and the headmaster gave me a caning.”

“And is it still a painful memory?”

“No, master,” she tried to smile.

“Okay, bend over for me.”

The cane was thin. It was Dawson’s portable variety made from tubes of aluminium that telescoped somewhat like an aerial. He extended the rod and allowed the cool metal to rub against the woman’s taut, pink flesh. She heard the swish of air as the cane was withdrawn only to cut back into her flesh a moment later.

“Ow,” she moaned as the cane cut into her again, creating a second dark red stripe. “Ow, ow, ow,” she offered as tears sprang into her eyes.

The third stripe was slightly lower than the first two.

“Are you learning about your attitude problem young lady?” Dawson chided her. It added to her excitement.

“Yes, master,” she managed between sobs as the fourth stroke from the cane striped her bare arse.

“And are you learning about submission too?”

“Yes, master. Ow,” she cried as the fifth stripe was formed just above the tops of her legs.

“You won’t want to sit down this afternoon, will you?”

“No, ow, master,” she sobbed as the sixth stripe cut across two previous ones. Dawson stopped to look at the damage. She was cutting up beautifully, her pink flesh now cut by half a dozen angry welts that were rapidly turning purple.

“Stay exactly where you are.” Dawson sounded grave. He knew they were on a time limit and that he had to get on with things. He rummaged in his attaché case and found the butt plug. It was large and he’d noticed already that her anus was small. He took the plug and applied some lubricant.

Melanie felt the coldness of the lubricant as Dawson pressed the end of the plug against her puckered anus. He was in no mood for being gentle and pushed the plug firmly into place. At first she was rigid, afraid of letting the device beyond the opening to her arse but Dawson was strong, the plug rigid, and she in a position of submission. Inevitably the plug won and as it thrust into the depths of her body she felt the pleasure as it filled her up.

“Stand up straight,” Dawson commanded her.

She did as she was told, the plug firmly embedded up her back passage. It felt strange at first but its presence was arousing.

Dawson walked round to her front and stroked her nipples.

“Put your hands on your head, please, with your elbows back.”

She did as requested and her chest was thrust out in front of her. Dawson caressed her nipples between finger and thumb until they had stiffened. They were large, dark in colour with dark surrounds. As he caressed them the woman moaned.

“We are not here to make you aroused,” Dawson reprimanded her.

“No, master,” she moaned as he continued to caress her causing her to go weak at the knees. The plug was sending its own messages to her lower regions. Dawson looked down and noticed she was closely cropped, neatly trimmed and her labia were very prominent. He could smell the musk of her arousal.

“I said you were not to get aroused.”

“Yes, master,” she responded though the waves of pleasure were giving her a very different message.

Suddenly Dawson stopped his ministrations and extracted a ruler from his case.

“Open your legs,” he commanded and she obeyed without question.

The ruler caressed her prominent labia for a moment, rubbing firmly against her clitoris. She moaned louder with the pleasure and Dawson knew she was fast approaching climax. He pulled the ruler down and flicked it back onto her sex. She moaned louder as he repeated the action.

Suddenly she could not control the arousal any longer. She was coming and coming hard.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me, that is so good,” she groaned as she climaxed. Even as the ruler sprang against her clitoris one more time she arched her back, thrusting her stomach outwards as the full force of the orgasm penetrated every area of her body. Dawson stopped and watched with interest until the contractions had eased. He noticed her clitoris was now visible, exposed from behind its hood, throbbing like a rosebud between the labia.

“I told you not to get aroused. Now you will have to be punished.”

“Yes master,” she demurred though she really couldn’t care what he did to her now.

Dawson decided some heat therapy was called for. He took the green candle out of his case and lit it, allowing a pool of wax to form.

“Heat, Melanie, will make you wish you had obeyed me.”

“Yes, master,” she responded as he held the candle flame close to her left nipple. She could feel the warmth.

“It seems we must remove some of your sensitivity to arousal. This usually works.” He raised the candle a few inches and tipped it so the molten wax dripped onto her breast.

“Yeouch,” she screamed as it burned her flesh. Dawson moved the candle a fraction so the wax landed on her nipple and surrounding area. It was hot and he smelled the traces of burning flesh as the woman cried out even more loudly.

Satisfied the nipple was covered with wax, Dawson tuned his attention to her other breast and gave it the same treatment. Again he smelled burning flesh and the woman screamed.

Finally, Dawson removed the candle and scraped the now-cool wax off her first breast. Again he caressed her nipple but this time she felt no arousal. The pain from the burning sensation made her cry. Dawson repeated the cleaning and caressing operation on her second nipple and was satisfied.

“Lie on the floor,” he said.

She didn’t respond verbally but simply lay on the carpet.

“Bunch your legs up to your stomach and then open them as wide as possible.”

Melanie did so, and the whole area around her vulva was opened and exposed. Her clitoris was still exposed, her labia puffed and swollen and the female musk still evident.

She felt the warmth of the candle on her legs a moment before the hot wax landed on the edges of her labia. Dawson was a practiced hand at this and Melanie moaned loudly as the wax burned into her skin.

“You need to learn that when I say you must not get aroused, you must not get aroused.”

“Yes, master,” she sobbed as the hot wax landed on her already swollen labia. It started at the bottom and moved slowly towards her bud.

“Not my clitoris, please, master. It’s too painful,” she pleaded.

“And too sensitive by far,” Dawson drooled, his erection throbbing as he directed the molten wax right onto her sensitive bud. She screamed as the wax landed and tried to shift her position but Dawson had an arm across her legs pinning them down and she was powerless to move.

“Good,” he said simply as he released his grip. “You can get the wax off there later. For now, it is time to check on how obedient you can be now.”

He shifted position and produced the thin pencil vibrator he loved. He parted her labia, twisted the end so the instrument sprang to life and inserted it deep into her vulva.

The mixture of pain and pleasure swept through the woman’s body. The tip of the vibrator was humming against her G-Spot, bringing its own intense pleasures to her body. She fought against the arousal but Dawson knew she’d fail. Inevitably he smelled the musk as her juices lubricated her sex. Dawson saw the first signs of the juice as it seeped out round the stem of the vibrator.

Now, he started to stroke it inside her, withdrawing it an inch and then re-inserting it, all the time ensuring he kept the pressure directed towards her sensitive internal pad.

She began to moan again under his attentions.

“I hope you are not getting aroused, you do not have permission to do that yet.”

“No master,” she gasped, struggling to obey him.

The butt plug was still in position. For good measure, Dawson pulled it out in one quick movement and as he did so he felt the woman’s vagina contract. She was very close to peaking now and it was something Dawson would make her pay dearly for.

The vibrator was removed and the tip played across her wax-covered clitoris. She cried now for the burned flesh was painful yet she was still rising towards her climax. Dawson removed the vibrator completely and the ruler slapped onto her labia as it had done earlier. This was more than she could take and she felt the climax sweep through her body. The ruler continued to thrash her sex as she peaked, loud gasps coming from her every breath.

Dawson allowed her to lie back on the floor after she’d come.

“I think you are enjoying this too much,” Dawson said with a serious tone. “You will definitely need to have further sessions in order to learn true submission. But now, I am going to punish you one more time for today. Get up onto your knees and face me.”

She did as she was told. Dawson unzipped his pants and let them fall to the floor.

“Right, I am going to flog your back with this nine-strap device. While I do it, you will do whatever you can to make me come. You may not use your hands and you must not let one drop fall onto the floor or your body when I come.”

“Yes, master.” She looked at his member. He was big, bigger than her previous boyfriends had been. This was new territory to the woman. She’d only done one of these before and that hadn’t been under conditions of submission. Moreover he’d withdrawn just before he ejaculated. Now she was faced with this nine-inch monster of throbbing erectile tissue. She pursed her lips and took him into her mouth. Keeping her lips tight around the foreskin she rolled it back, exposing his purple head.

She licked him carefully as she felt the flogger playing across her back. She felt the first lashing as it came down on her but she focused her total attention on the cock in her mouth. She sucked hard, moving him in and out of her mouth. She kept this up as a further three lashes crossed her back. They weren’t that hard, and a lot softer than some of her earlier punishment.

Then Dawson started thrusting himself into her mouth, moving his cock deeper into her mouth with each stroke. She felt him swell and then the first pulse of his orgasm.

As he pulsed, he forced his phallus deep into her, touching the back of her throat. With his free hand he grabbed the back of her head, forcing her down on him. She gagged as the semen spurted into her mouth. She clamped her lips around his member, determined not one drop of his juice would escape. She sucked, sucked, sucked, as he came and swallowed hard when she could fit no more into her already overcrowded mouth.

As he came, Dawson raised the flogger and brought it crashing down on the lower part of her back. She gasped, a strange sound coming from her cock-filled mouth.

She tasted his semen and disliked the taste – it was too salty for her. Yet for all that she sucked on him until he had become soft. Only then did she let him slip from her mouth. As she let him slip away she kissed his semi-erect member lovingly. As ordered, not one drop of his spunk had fallen outside her mouth.

Dawson redressed and tidied up his equipment.

“Not bad for a beginner. I think we can train you as a submissive, though it may take several sessions.”

“Thank you, master,” she looked up at him.

“Well, that’s all we have time for now. You can get dressed and go back to work. Ring me when you want some more therapy.”

“Yes master.” He was gone almost before she’d finished speaking.

“And, Donatonio,” he continued, “she’s had three more sessions since then and she’s coming on very nicely. She still gets aroused too quickly but she’ll learn one day.”

“Like Senora Careva,” Donatonio smiled wickedly.

“Oh no,” Dawson responded. “Senora Careva will have learned everything about respect today. Respect is different to submission. You see, submission requires a breaking of the spirit, a certain willingness, whereas respect is more to do with duty even if the willingness is not there.”

“I see, Senor, and you think that Senora Careva is learning respect?”

“Certainly. Now, if you’ve finished your coffee it is time to return to the Chamber to see how we are progressing.”






CHAPTER 4
Dawson switched the light on in the Chamber as he entered the room. The woman was still crouched in her cage, looking forlorn, battered and bruised.

“So, Senora Careva, it is time to see if you are learning.’ Dawson smiled thinly at the woman. She smiled back from behind the cage but said nothing.

Dawson unlocked the cage and opened the door.

“Right, crawl out on your hands and knees, over to the middle of the floor.”

The woman did as she was told without speaking. Dawson picked up the leg straps and tied them securely to her legs. He lay her on her back and spread her legs wide before inserting the metal pole into the fastenings on the straps. Her feet were over three feet apart and she was open. He could see her swollen labia and knew by her silence that she was beginning to learn her lesson.

Dawson lowered the hook from the ceiling by pressing the button on the motor that unwound the chain. He fastened the hook through the hole in the middle of the leg-spreader, reversed the action on the motor and started it again. Slowly the woman’s legs were lifted into the air. As they rose she shuffled along the floor until she had to use her hands to support her body. Now her body was vertical, upside down, with her sex pointing to the ceiling.

“Excellent,” said Dawson as he playfully slapped her between her legs. “”We will administer a little pain to remind you why you are here today and then we will see if you have learned respect.” Dawson patted her labia again. He walked away and returned with a weird looking probe. On the end of the probe were two tiny electrodes, like the ends of spark plugs. Dawson gently touched the probe onto the tender flesh of the woman’s inner thigh. There was the sound of a crack as the spark jumped the gap and the woman yelled from the shock.

“You see, Donatonio, electric shock therapy is also quite successful. Look, I will do the inside of both legs and then move into the genital area. By then, the true pain will make the Senora understand we are not playing games.”

“Si, Senor.” Donatonio smiled as Dawson applied the probe again to the woman’s inner thigh. She howled as a second crack sounded and the spark used her flesh to complete the connection.

Crack, howl, crack, howl. Dawson was getting into the swing of things. He applied the probe eight times to the inside of each thigh and then took careful aim at the point where the labia and anus come together. He applied a double shock to this particular area causing the woman to writhe in agony. Struggling to keep herself in the inverted upright position she instinctively knew that things would get far worse if she didn’t stay as still as possible. She was learning.

The probe moved onto the damp area between her labia. Gently and swiftly Dawson touched her with the probe. The wet flesh increased the sound of the spark, creating more intense pain between the legs of the woman. Her labia were treated to half a dozen shocks before she felt Dawson push the probe between the lips and into her body. She felt it go in easily. It was cold, hard and large. Deeper and deeper it went into her until it could go no further.

Dawson looked carefully at the end of the probe that was sticking out of her vulva, adjusted the dial and stood back. Although he could not see what was happening deep inside her, the fact that the woman howled loudly every thirty seconds indicated the frequency with which the shocks were being applied.

“She needs a shave,” Dawson said after five minutes. The probe was still administering its doses of torture as Dawson applied the cold foam around her labia and pubic area. In less than another five minutes she was completely bare between the legs.

“After a shave, you need to apply the after-shave lotion.” Dawson smiled to himself as he dribbled the stinging liquid onto her freshly shaven mound. The timing coincided with another internal shock, making the woman writhe around in agony.

“Oh God, Senor, master, it is killing me. Please stop. I will do anything you say, only please stop the pain.”

“Anything?” Dawson smiled to himself as he asked the question.

“Si, Senor, master, anything.”

Dawson withdrew the probe, making sure he shocked her labia as he extracted the device. She really did look as if she were in pain now. The device had done its job well and Dawson did not doubt that the woman was learning.

Slowly the motor lowered the spreader bar and a couple of minutes later the woman was able to close her legs. Dawson watched as she lay on the floor.

“Kneel with your hands behind your back.”

Silently she obeyed, coming to a kneeling position, her legs together and with her hands behind her back. Dawson walked behind her and bound her wrists together.

“Senor Donatonio, come over here and make this woman serve you.” Dawson stood back to allow Donatonio access. He walked up in front of the woman and slapped her across the face once. She winced but remained in position.

“That, Senora, is for the lack of respect you showed me the other day. Now, you will worship me with your mouth.” He unzipped his trousers and stepped out of them. He was huge, at least ten inches, though the girth was only average.

As Donatonio took one step towards the woman she adjusted her height to bring her mouth to the required height. He was erect, hugely so, and Dawson guessed he would not have much staying power.

Dominique Careva opened her mouth and leaned forward to take him into her. Slowly she sucked him in until she felt the tip of his manhood against the back of her throat. She adjusted her head slightly and sucked in some more air. Then she eased him down into her throat, feeling him slide down easily as she took him completely into her. She felt his pubes touch her mouth and knew he was deep down her throat. She felt like gagging but fought back the impulse.

She sucked hard, before slowly raising her head, bringing the tip of his penis back into her mouth. Dawson watched with admiration as the woman paid dutiful homage. She licked him, sucked him and teased his balls with her tongue. Then he started moaning and she knew he would not last much longer. Taking a deep breath she took him once again into her mouth. Warm, soft, moist, it was too much for him in his aroused state.

The woman had intended to take him down her throat again before he came, but the act of taking him into her mouth started the irreversible process of his ejaculation. She felt the first pulse of his orgasm even before his cock was at the back of her throat. Changing her plans, she sucked hard, drawing the come out of his manhood. She sucked while he spurted and when her mouth was full she swallowed. She swallowed until every last drop of semen had been extracted from the man.

Dawson knew Donatonio was strong, young and had the reputation of being a stud. When the woman finally released his cock from her mouth he was softening.

“Right, Senora,” Dawson began as he untied her wrists, “you will now take Senor Donatonio over to the couch, lie him down and attend to him, making sure he comes again within ten minutes.” Donatonio could hardly believe his luck.

“Si, Senor,” the woman smiled. “Senor Donatonio, your wish is my command.”

“Massage me, and do what you have to do to make me stiff again,” Donatonio smiled.

“Si, Senor.” The woman was scheming fast. She had just ten minutes and it was going to be difficult.

“Please, Senor Donatonio, lie on the couch with your legs dangling over the sides.” He did as he was commanded, exposing his cock and balls to the woman. She looked at his genitals and squeezed them gently. He groaned as she did so for his manhood was still sensitive from the first orgasm.

“Senor Dawson, do you have some lubricant?” She asked.

“Yeah, on the worktop, help yourself. I’m going to leave you two alone for a couple of minutes, but Senor Donatonio will let me know if you fail in any way.”

“I will not, Senor.” The woman could scarcely believe the opportunity she was being presented.

Dawson left the Chamber and went back to the lounge. He turned on the TV to watch the action. The woman was rubbing Donatonio’s cock with the lubricant. She was doing it slowly, stroking him gently to build up the tension. His manhood stiffened as she caressed his testicles.

Dawson couldn’t see exactly what she was doing between the man’s legs but judged by the way Donatonio was moving on the couch that she was giving him a good seeing to. Dawson, by now, was erect himself. He withdrew his member and slowly stroked it. Donatonio was arching his back now. Whatever the woman was doing it was obviously driving him wild.

Suddenly Donatonio stopped moving and the woman stood up from him. She walked over to his trousers that lay on the chair and Dawson saw the penknife she pulled out from the right pocket. As she turned round, Dawson saw her open the thin blade.

It took him less than fifteen seconds to reach the Chamber.

“Where the fuck did you get that?” He pulled up short when he saw the woman pointing the blade in his direction. “What the hell do you think you’re doing?” She was holding Donatonio’s flaccid cock in her hand, ready to slash it with the knife.

“Oh, Senor Donatonio wanted the ultimate experience, so I was going to give it to him.”

“But how did you know he carried a knife?”

“He always does. I thought, for the ultimate experience, let him suffer some of the pain you have both inflicted on me. Now, it seems, I can treat you to the same pleasure.”

“Oh shit.” Dawson was lost for words. “Oh shit.”

“Now, Senor, please remove your trousers also. If you do not, I will cut off his penis and then I will cut off his testicles. Do not move, Senor Donatonio, or I will cut you anyway.” Donatonio lay back, helpless under the woman’s vice-like grip around his member.

“No way am I going to do that. Before you go any further I suggest you put the knife down.”

“No, Senor, it is I who is in charge now. You will back away while I finish off what I have started, then I will attend to you.”

“No way.” Dawson moved towards her. She was not large and he was a big man. The knife was sharp but not long bladed. Dawson lunged suddenly, catching her off guard. He pulled the hand carrying the knife behind her back, yanking it viciously upwards.

“Drop the fucking knife,” he hissed.

“No. You’re hurting me.”

Dawson pulled harder and she yelled.

“Drop the knife.” Dawson had propelled her forward until she was now hard up against the cage, her bare chest forced down onto the roof of the cage, her arm twisted viciously behind her. Held in this way, Dawson began to prise open the fingers that held the penknife. Finally it clattered harmlessly to the floor.

Pushing her roughly into the cage, Dawson slammed the door shut and locked her in.

“Right, it’s time to clear up this mess.”

Donatonio had obviously passed out when she’d made him come for the second time and now he stared stupidly at his cock wondering if she had cut him.

“What did that bitch do?” He asked.

“She tried to cut you. You should have told me about the knife. Good job I came back in when I did or you’d be without your wedding tackle by now.”

“Where is she?”

“She’s back in the cage.”

“She must suffer for this.”

“She will.” Dawson helped the still dazed Donatonio off the couch and then started to prepare for the next session with Dominique Careva.

By the time Donatonio had recovered and replaced his clothing, Dawson had cleared up the Chamber. It was one of his golden rules that he checked your intended victim for possible weapons. He’d never admitted a third party into the Chamber during a session so it had never occurred to him he should check the third party also. It was a lesson learned and, fortunately for Dawson, it had not been a fatal incident.

Donatonio’s pride would heal with time.

“Now,” said Dawson, “we have to think what to do with this woman. She is proving to be more stubborn than I had expected. I think we should break for lunch and then pick up again in about an hour. She can stay in there and sweat on things for a while. I’ve got some chicken salad if you’re interested.”

“Thank you, Senor Dawson.” Donatonio looked like he needed a break. They left the Chamber and Dawson switched off the light. It would do the bitch good to be left in the dark for a while.






CHAPTER 5
Dawson was angry, the bitch was proving to have great resilience and she was even in danger of showing him up in front of Donatonio. The penknife incident was a stupid oversight and it could have been a lot worse than it had been. Donatonio had been stupid, careless even, and he had nearly paid a very high price indeed. Lunch was a sombre affair, neither man talking much. Donatonio presumed Dawson had his eyes shut as he thought about what further punishment could be inflicted on the woman. In fact, Dawson was thinking back to one of the evening sessions a few days previously.

Paula Dandle was in her early thirties. Divorced, twice, and with few friends she’d often been told that ‘she’ was the problem. She was surly, moody, difficult to get along with, and above all a compulsive liar. She’d seen one of Dawson’s adverts in a glossy magazine and had decided to give him a go. Perhaps he could put her on the right road.

Paula Dandle had painful memories of being spanked as a child. Her father was ex-military and brought the same strict discipline into the family life. Paula’s mother had also suffered under his rules and Paula had often witnessed her mother, skirt up and panties down, bent over a chair while her backside received the chastisement she needed. Her mother, like Paula, had sobbed and howled as a result of the spanking but the punishment had always been followed by hugs and reassurances. Paula Dandle had somehow missed the chastisements since her father died when she was fifteen. By that age she had become accustomed to baring her butt for her father and allowing him to administer the cane, paddle, hairbrush, or leather strap as he pleased. She had got over the embarrassment of displaying her fanny and pubic thatch in front of a grown man. Indeed, she found such displays strangely exhilarating.

She’d told Dawson all of this on their first meeting, a meeting where Dawson had tried to assess what the woman needed now she was in her thirties. The particular evening he recalled was his third visit to the woman in as many weeks.

“Mr Dawson, sir,” she began, “thank you for coming round.

“Hi, Paula, how are you?” He asked once they were seated in her living room.

“Very well, thank you, sir.” She was dressed in a tight-fitting, thin white blouse and a mid-length navy blue, pleated skirt. She wore short white socks and dark “strappy” shoes. Dawson could tell she was not wearing a bra and he knew she’d be wearing what she called the regulation white panties, the ones that covered most of her pale butt-flesh. It would not be pale for long.

Paula Dandle sat opposite Dawson and opened her legs a little. She pulled up her skirt as she sat down so Dawson could suddenly verify she was indeed wearing the regulation whites.

“So, Paula, this is my third visit. How do you think the therapy is going so far?”

“Quite good, thank you sir. I do feel I need more of it though, and possibly it needs to be slightly more persuasive. I found the effects of the last session wore off after a day or so and then I was back to my old self.”

“I see, well we’ll have to do something about that. From your telephone call the other day I’ve decided we should try something a bit experimental tonight. First though, I want to inspect what damage remains form last time.”

“There isn’t any, sir, it’s all healed over.”

“I still need to be sure. Stand up, bend over and grab your ankles, please.”

The woman did as she was commanded. Dawson lifted the back of her skirt and re-arranged her panties so he could see most of her buttocks. She was telling the truth. Apart from the faint traces of one welt the rest of her flesh had returned to its natural pale colour. She was indeed in need of further chastisement.

“Excellent. Well, I think we’ll begin in this position. Forty strokes of the paddle to start with.”

“Yes, sir, and thank you, sir.” She sounded surprised that the start would be so soon after his arrival.

The paddle was in Dawson’s hand before she’d finished speaking. He raised it and let the first dull thwack land across the middle section of her backside. She moaned as it did so, but Dawson was not hitting her hard, only warming her up for later. The next five swats drew more gasps and the colour of her flesh started to turn a pale shade of pink. Five more swats made the tinge darker. By now the gasps had got louder and the woman was beginning to feel the warming effects of the paddle.

Dawson shifted position slightly and administered the next ten swats to the lower part of her partially covered bottom. He could see the shape of her fanny through her pants, a shape that moved each time the paddle came into contact with her backside. By the time he was halfway through the allotted strokes he had increased the power of each swat. The woman was now moaning quite loudly and Dawson knew the tears must have started to flow. Still, she took her punishment well and without complaint. That would change later, Dawson figured, but for now he was content to continue the warming therapy.

At thirty strokes Dawson paused. He returned to the top section of her buttocks and used the final ten strokes to turn this part of her anatomy a bright pink colour.

“Stand up, put your hands on your head and keep them there,” Dawson commanded when the strokes had been administered. The woman did as she was instructed, though she longed to reach behind her and try to soothe her burning buns. Dawson left her that way for five minutes while he prepared for the next part of the therapy.

“Okay,” he said when he was ready, “come over here and face me.” She did so and let her hands drop.

“Keep those hands on your head.” She complied.

Dawson started to unbutton her blouse. It was a tight fit and took him a couple of minutes to release her. Finally he could see her naked breasts and the pert, pink nipples with the dark, leather-coloured surrounds.

“Tonight we are going to extend the therapy,” he said as he squeezed her left nipple between his thumb and forefinger. It stiffened as blood raced to the site of arousal. Almost without realising it, the woman moved her feet slightly wider apart. Her skirt was back down over her buttocks so she was no longer exposed. Dawson would not be able to see the damp patch forming around her crotch.

He turned his attention to the other nipple, stroking it to attention. Then he extracted a length of fine thread from his case. He wrapped it around the base of the left nipple, pulling it tight so the engorged end stood proudly and firmly to attention. Dawson measured the distance to the woman’s head and back down to her other nipple, cut the thread and proceeded to wrap the loose end around the right nipple.

“Put your hands behind your back, please.” Again she complied and in so doing she tried to rub her aching buns. Dawson was having none of it. In just a few seconds he’d lashed her wrists securely together and for good measure had tied a length of rope tightly just above her elbows, pulling her arms into her body and behind her. The effect was to force her chest forward, making her breasts stand out even further than their size-D already offered him.

“Kneel.” The woman did so and Dawson tied a length of rope around her ankles and around her kneecaps, ensuring the woman was bound tightly. Then he secured her wrists to her ankles, making her totally helpless.

“You have nice breasts,” he commented as he stroked them gently. He raised the thread holding her nipples up to her shoulder blades. On each side he tied a piece of twine, took this over her shoulders and down to the rope, which bound her upper arms. He passed the twine beneath the rope and then tied it to a weight-carrier before repeating the same on the other side of her body. Next he started adding the weights. As he did so, the woman’s breasts were pulled upwards by the tension in the thread. The weights were heavy and pulled hard.

Paula Dandle groaned as the weight increased and her nipples were stretched upwards. After Dawson had added three weights to each carrier the underside of her breasts was exposed.

“Right, now we will administer a little pain. First of all I will use the flogger across your breast.” Dawson took hold of the flogger which comprised of nine thin leather straps bound at one end and stroked the unbound end casually over the woman’s nipples. They stiffened further, adding to her discomfort. Then Dawson swished the tines under her breasts causing the woman to gasp loudly. He administered six strokes under each breast, making the skin turn pink. The woman was taking the therapy like a woman. She knew it would hurt her much more if she bawled like she had done when she was a young girl.

When Dawson had applied the flogger he took his little green candle out of the case and lit the wick. After two minutes he gently dribbled the melted green wax onto the dark area around the woman’s nipples. It caused her to howl briefly from the surprise.

She was still kneeling when Dawson unfastened the link between her wrists and her ankles. He also removed the weight carriers but left the threads in place. He hauled her to her feet, her legs still bound together and her arms tied behind her back. He pulled her panties down to the ties around her knees and sat down on the upright chair. He pulled her over towards him and then pulled her over his lap. Tied as she was, she was helpless to resist, not that she wanted to. This was so much more like her childhood punishments with the added thrill of being tied up. She could already smell her own female musk and was sure Dawson could too.

Dawson used the flat of his hand for the next spanking. He chastised her for being sullen, rude and inconsiderate all the time the punishment lasted. He was thorough, making sure his hand landed on every inch of her pale pink buttocks. In all, he rained in thirty swats. The woman wriggled and gasped as each one landed but Dawson knew that just as she was experiencing the pain of the punishment so too it was arousing her. She’d admitted as much at their first session.

When Dawson had slapped the last stroke of his hand right into the middle of her buttocks she laid still across him. She could feel his erection pressing into her stomach and knew it was exciting Dawson almost as much as it excited her. Her crotch was wet now and she knew Dawson would be turning his attentions there shortly. She continued to sob from the burning sensation in her backside; a burning sensation arising from the fact Dawson’s latest therapy had turned her flesh from pale to dark pink.

Still lying there she felt his hand on her buttocks. Slowly she felt the cheeks being parted. This hadn’t happened before and for a moment she was surprised. Then she felt the cold cream being applied around the area of her anus. It was cold and soothing in such a hot area. What happened next was so sudden she didn’t have time to react. The device was hard and as it pushed through her sphincter into her rectum it felt enormous. She tried to fight it but was too late. Dawson was strong and his hand continued to thrust the device into her until she was sure it had gone in nearly a foot. It had, in fact, only entered her by a little over four inches, but it was wide and felt deeper. Dawson inserted it past the swelling along the shaft of the device. This would ensure it stayed in place.

With the device secure and tied to a strap around her waist the woman was pulled to her feet and the ankle and leg bonds removed.

“Stand facing me with your legs spread-eagled.” Dawson was speaking softly but with authority. The woman did as instructed, her hand s still tied behind her back. Dawson reached between her legs, twisted the end of the device and the woman felt the vibrations as they flowed up her backside. It was strangely arousing.

Then she felt the cold cream around her vulva. Dawson smeared it all around her pubes, labia and onto the area right at her entrance.

“That’s cold,” she moaned.

“I know, but you will warm up slowly. Now, this cream will help arouse you but it will inhibit orgasm for a time. This is good psychological therapy for you. You will crave something you can not achieve, so it will frustrate you.”

The device up her butt was arousing her greatly now and the cram was making her tingle, adding its own sensations through her very sensitive clitoris.

“Come with me,” Dawson said once she was gasping from the pleasure.

The bedroom was relatively large and Dawson knew, from a previous visit that the double bed boasted a metal rail and posts both for the headboard and at the bottom of the bed. The woman walked painfully behind Dawson into the bedroom. He laid her on the bed with her bottom sticking up in the air. Dawson, for good measure, twisted the base of the device, increasing the intensity and frequency of the vibrations. He left the woman lying there for a couple of minutes while he prepared for the next part of the therapy.

He tied the leather cuffs he would use to her legs and then released her arms to tie cuffs around her wrists.

“You won’t enjoy this now, but you will enjoy things later,” he smirked as he shuffled her to the edge of the bed. Forcing her up onto her knees and opening her legs wide he could feel the ripples of arousal as they coursed through her body. She was on fire now and Dawson knew she longed for the orgasm she was being denied. It was a cream he had used a number of times and it was one of the few inhibitors he’d actually found to work.

Unceremoniously he pulled the device out of the woman’s arse, causing her to grunt as the bulb pulled against her muscles. Then she felt Dawson. He was huge, solid and warm and he thrust mercilessly into the gaping hole left by the vibrator. As he thrust into her he pulled her back onto him. She howled as her fiery buttocks rubbed against the coarse hair of his pubic region. She howled with the pain of being taken in this way and she howled because it was all tremendously exciting for her and she wanted desperately to climax, something she could not do. It frustrated her to have lost control over her own feelings and she howled again at the frustration and the feeling of his large cock thrusting deep inside her.

Dawson stroked her sight times before he reached in front and between her legs. Her clitoris was engorged, hanging there, demanding attention. Dawson stroked it tenderly, driving the woman wild. He felt the surge of his own orgasm and thrust one final time right into her body. She felt the gush of come as he released it into her.

It took Dawson two minutes to recover from his exertions, two minutes during which he continued to stroke her clitoris and she continued to long for her own release. This was mental torture to her now and her frustration was building to boiling point.

“Lie down on your back in the middle of the bed,” Dawson commanded. When she was in place Dawson took her hands, stretched them to the headboard rail and tied the cuffs to the rail. He looked down her naked body and smiled at the contractions taking place in her abdomen. She was having a hard time and it was going to get harder. Dawson figured she wouldn’t be able to climax for at least ten more minutes and that was more than enough time to drive her completely mad with frustration.

Having finished with her arms he spread her legs until she was spread-eagled for him, then he cuffed them to the tailboard rail, ensuring she could not draw her legs together. With her bound and helpless, Dawson picked up the half-dozen clothes pins he’d brought into the bedroom. He clamped three to each of the woman’s labia, opening the lips, exposing her moist sex and the engorged clitoris. She was totally vulnerable, totally exposed and totally needing to come.

The vibrator was black, ten inches long and designed to look like a phallus. It was veined and thick and Dawson reckoned it had one of the most intense vibration delivering motors in the industry. He switched the device on and held it against the woman’s inner left thigh. She shuddered as he stroked the tip of the vibrating device up her leg. Then he did the same thing with her right leg. She arched her back in response, a futile gesture at trying to reach her climax. With her back arched, Dawson popped a couple of pillows under her. It would help hold her in position.

Dawson touched the tip of the vibrator to her clitoris and watched as fresh tears began to trickle from the woman’s eyes.

“I need to come, please let me come, please fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” she moaned. Dawson propped the vibrator between her opened legs so the tip was touching her clitoris and the shaft was vibrating against the clothespins and her labia. She was getting close now, very close.

After a couple of minutes of watching her as she tried to pull away from the source of delicious torture, Dawson released her right wrist.

“Okay, do what you need to do to come.”

Dawson watched as her hand went down between her legs. She pushed the vibrator out of the way and stroked herself with her fingers. Then she inserted three of them right up her vulva and pumped herself vigorously. She was so nearly there, but she couldn’t quiet get over the top of the hill.

“Try the tool,” Dawson suggested, his cock once again stiff at the sight of the woman masturbating.

She fumbled around and found the vibrator. With no regard for herself she placed the tip at the entrance to her love tube and inserted it as deeply as she could.

As she did so, Dawson noticed the perspiration form on her forehead and on top of her breasts. With a groan and a loud gasp she came. Dawson watched as her juices leaked out from the sides of the black monster that was still deep inside her. Dawson reached forward and pulled the tool out of her so he could see better what was happening. He saw the muscles inside the labia contract, sending a spurt of clear liquid onto the sheet. The woman was still in the throes of orgasm so Dawson reached forward and touched her clitoris. She moaned again as he did so, a second wave of orgasmic energy flowing through her. The release was happening and the woman had involuntarily now entered the arena of multiple orgasms. She would continue that way until exhausted, all Dawson had to do was touch her in the right way and she would respond, she had no choice as her mind had entered that elevated state of total sexual desire.

Dawson picked up the wooden ruler on the bedside table and placed it between the woman’s legs. Using a short flicking motion he slapped it against the clothespins and her labia. It was all that was needed. With each stroke the woman peaked again. She was sobbing, crying, laughing, all in one breath, unable to control her emotions, unable to stop what was happening to her, her bruised and battered body being drained of every ounce of energy as she reached the sexual release she had dreamed about and desired during her punishments as a child and teenager. Now, after three sessions of therapy, it was happening. She didn’t even care now if Dawson killed her, she had realised her dream.

After a dozen strokes of the ruler Dawson stopped. She was still peaking violently and the sheet was soaked with her juices. He removed the clothespins and sat between her legs. He was hard again and simply had to find out what it felt like to be inside a woman who had reached the ultimate in sexual fulfilment. Dawson entered her roughly, determined to hurt her if possible, determined to break her almost hypnotic state of arousal, determined to bring her back under his control.

He rammed into her, forcing her to gasp for breath as he did so.

“Ouch, that’s hurting,” she gasped between peaks.

“I know it is. It’s all part of the therapy. Pain, then pleasure and then pain.”

“Ouch, oh no, that is so good, give it to me again and again.”

The woman was insatiable. Dawson had counted twenty climaxes before he’d entered her and here she was having another one. Her contractions were strong and Dawson felt the slippery walls of her vagina as they gripped his throbbing cock. He felt he would explode any minute.

“Open your mouth, Paula,” he commanded. She did so and in a flash Dawson was sitting on top of her. He pointed his cock at her mouth and ordered her to suck him.

She leaned forward and took him into her mouth. She tasted her own juices and they were as sweet as they had been when she’d used her fingers. Then she felt his cock pulsate in her mouth. His come pumped into her mouth and trickled out of the side of her lips. The angle of his penis in her mouth was not particularly favourable for swallowing but after he had removed his cock she licked her lips and took back in what she could reach.

Dawson hauled himself off her body and watched as she subsided. She was a spent force now and Dawson knew the therapy had worked. He untied her, dressed and replaced his tools in his case.

“One last thing, before I go. I want you to remember this night for some time to come.”

“I will that was the best ever.”

“No, I mean the pain side of things. Don’t forget about the therapy.”

“Oh, right. What is it, sir?”

“I am going to give you six of the cane. We’ll do it lying down, seeing as you are exhausted from your exertions.

“Yes, sir, if you think it will help me.”

“Oh it will help you alright. Now turn over.” The woman did as she was instructed, exposing her bright pink buttocks once again.

The cane was like an aerial, telescopic in construction and made of metal. Dawson extended the cane and swished it once through the air.

Crack! It landed square across the woman’s buttocks. She howled and rubbed the swollen flesh.

“Keep your hands out of the way or we will start again.” It was a stark contrast to the arousal of the previous half hour and Dawson knew it would remain in the woman’s mind for some days; as would the welts remain on her buttocks.

Crack! The second stroke drew a thin, red line across her buttocks, a line that began to puff up and darken in colour. Dawson stood back, raised his arm and brought it down powerfully. Crack! The third stroke crossed the first two, intensifying the height and colour of the welts. The woman was crying now, and sobbing through her exhaustion at this cruel end to the session.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Dawson delivered the final three strokes with his cane in quick succession. The final stroke caused the skin on her buttocks to break across three of the welts and a blob of blood began to seep out of the wounds.

“Turn over,” Dawson ordered. The woman obeyed but kept her hands behind her, gently fingering the wounds he had made. She was unaware she was bleeding.

“Now, that is the end to this session. I hope it will remain in your memory for some time to come. You know how to contact me if you ever feel the need of my services again.”

“Yes sir, I will. Actually, as I know what my needs are, I think I will need further therapy shortly. I will give you a ring.”

“In which case, I will leave you to recover.” Dawson folded the cane and placed it in his case. As he left, he picked up the envelope on the hall table that bore his name. He disappeared into the night, the man of mystery who had brought Paula Dandle the experience she had dreamed of so often.






CHAPTER 6
Dawson came round from his reverie and realised he knew exactly how Senora Careva should be tortured. He’d never actually done it before because it was so painful, but he had seen it done just once and he had the equipment. On the occasion he’d witnessed the torture the woman had passed out from the pain. He hoped Careva would do so as well and he knew Donatonio would be pleased if she did so. He’d probably be even more pleased if she died from the pain, but that was not the point of the visit. There were much easier, simpler ways of killing them than spending hours inflicting torture and sexual torture on them. A bullet in the brain, suffocation, electrocution, poisons, they were all quicker. No, Dawson was a master of torture and he had high hopes for the afternoon.

Dawson and Donatonio entered the Chamber, ready to inflict chastisement on the woman who had so nearly inflicted injury on Donatonio. Dawson unlocked the cage and dragged the woman out by her hair.

“Take her legs, Donation, and bring her over to the couch.” They carried her together. Gone were the niceties, gone were the civilities Dawson normally associated with torture sessions, and gone was the opportunity for the woman to make amends and submit. Now she was being forced into something and she simply had no choice. She’d have to take whatever was handed down to her and she’d only got herself to blame. Dawson knew she was afraid now, probably scared half to death, but he didn’t care. She was one person he wanted to crack and he had just a few short hours to achieve his goals.

The two men dumped her on the couch and Dawson went to work. While Donatonio held her shoulders down on the cool black cover, Dawson tied her ankles together with rope. He tied the rope around the bottom of the couch and checked to make sure the fastenings were secure.

Dawson moved to the head of the couch and pulled out the two metal rods on either side of the couch. They were about an inch in diameter and extended three feet in line with the couch. Dawson grabbed the woman’s right arm, forced it up over her head and then stretched it along the pole. He secured her arm to the pole with a rope and then tied a second, short rope round her wrist. This rope he passed through a clip at the end of the pole and secured it in place. He checked the fastenings, satisfied himself she could not move her arm and then repeated the action on her left arm.

She was naked and stretched out on the couch but Dawson had not finished. He tied another rope around her chest, just under her breasts, and tied it round the couch. After securing the rope, he twisted it using a small metal pole until it was tight. The rope was taut and there was no chance the woman could lift her chest off the couch. Dawson applied the same technique to her waist. In less than five minutes he was satisfied she was secure, unable to move, completely helpless.

“It seems,” Dawson said, “Senora Careva, we have not got the message across yet.”

The woman looked scared, very scared, which was just what Dawson had expected.

“You will never get the message across, you bastard. You can kill me if you want but you will never make me submit to you, or the husband I have left, or the mob, or any other fucking bastard in this world.”

“Brave talk for a woman in your position. I like a bit of spirit, it helps break the monotony of what I usually deal with – the willing submissive. Having to break you is all part of the service and something I assure you will happen in the next few hours.”

Dawson was holding the nine-strapped flogger in his hand. He swished it across the woman’s lower legs. She tensed as he did so, and tensed more when the second strike was just below her kneecaps.

“You see, Senora Careva,” Dawson continued as he stroked the flogger across her body, “I could do anything right now and you can not stop me.”

“No, ouch, Senor, but I will kill you when you let me go.”

“Who said anything about releasing you? Come, Senora, do not think I would be that stupid.” Dawson had reached the tops of her legs. He increased the power of the strokes, delivering two across her pubes.

“You fucking bastard, I will, yeeouch, kill you,” she screamed as the flogger crashed into her pubic bone.

“I think not, Senora, not after this afternoon.” The flogger went higher, over her abdomen. Dawson took his time, making sure the flogger was applied thoroughly. Finally he came to her breasts. They stood up defiantly, a symbol of the woman’s own defiance. Dawson reeled off three hard, stinging, strokes across her breasts, strokes that brought tears to the woman’s eyes. Dawson knew the tears were a result of the pain and not out of any remorse or willingness to submit.

“Now, Senora, we will apply some heat therapy. You see above you a boom. From the boom is suspended a string and on the end of the string is a cup. The cup holds a candle. When I light the candle the wax will melt and will pour out of the little holes in the sides of the cup. A small motion applied to the cup will ensure your body gets covered in wax.”

“Bastard,” she sobbed as Dawson lit the candle. He waited until the wax had started to melt and then set the cup in motion. After a couple of minutes the wax started dripping onto the woman’s flesh.

“Now, while you are enjoying the heat of the wax we will apply some electrical shocks to your breasts and your genitals.”

The device looked like a gaslighter, a thin probe with two electrodes jutting out of the top. Dawson pointed the probe at the woman’s left nipple and touched it gently. There was a crack as the device discharged, sending a painful instantaneous jolt of energy across the electrodes. The moment coincided with a large drip of hot wax landing on her pubes and the woman yelped. She tried in vain to release herself from her bonds. The probe discharged again into the nipple and Dawson turned to her other breast.

“Are you enjoying this?” He asked gently.

“No, I’m fucking not, you evil little shit,” she replied defiantly.

“I may be evil, but you will only suffer more if you do not quickly learn respect.” The probe touched her nipple again. She yelled out an obscenity.

“Okay, we’ll see what your cunt thinks of it then.” Dawson shifted position and poked the probe in between her legs. He used his fingers to guide it to the bud of her clitoris and then he pressed the trigger. Again the electricity discharged into her flesh, causing intense pain as it did so. He pressed the trigger again and watched with amusement as she tried to struggle away from the instrument of torture. Dawson knew the device would be more effective when wet.

A drop of wax landed on her right nipple and solidified. The probe touched her damp clitoris again and the trigger released the energy into her. The woman yelped again from the pain that was imparted.

“Okay, if you will not learn respect, we will go inside.” Dawson prised open the woman’s labia and inserted the probe four inches deep. Then he pressed the trigger on the end of the probe. The mini shock wave tore through the woman’s abdomen.

“Oh God, not in there, it’s killing me. Please, not in there.”

“See, you are learning.” Dawson pressed the trigger again.

“No, no, please, please, don’t do it again, I can’t take it any more. Yeeouch.” A large drop of wax landed on her stomach as she spoke. Dawson added more motion to the cup on the string.

“I’m sorry, Senora, but I do not hear the respect I want from you.”

“I’m sorry, only please don’t give me any more doses of the probe. It’s killing me.”

“I know,” said Dawson and pressed the trigger again.

“What did you do that for? I said I’m sorry.”

“Ah, more defiance.” Dawson pressed the trigger again, causing the woman to scream in agony.

“Please, please, sir, don’t do that again. I will do anything you say, anything, only don’t give me any more of those painful shocks.”

“Anything? We’ll see about that.”

Dawson removed the probe and untied the woman’s ankles. He parted her legs, lifted them over her head and secured one leg to each of the poles he’d already lashed her arms to. She was now lying with her legs wide open, her buttocks exposed and her tortured vulva exposed to him.

Dawson positioned the cup over her parted legs and held it so the hot wax dripped down the insides of her thighs until it solidified around the base of her sex.

“You said anything,” Dawson reminded her when she yelled from the pain caused by the wax.

“I know, but it hurts so much.”

“Good, then maybe it will get the message across.”

“Please, Senor, no more pain. I will do as you ask from now on.”

“Yes, you will, but only when I am ready for you. First, though, you will gratefully accept the punishment you need on account of your previous disrespect both for your husband, his friends, Donatonio and the pain you have caused him, and for the trouble you have caused us today.”

“Yes, master,” she sobbed. “I accept my punishment. What is it to be?”

“A caning on the bare backside, Senora, in the position you are now in. You will receive one dozen strokes of the cane followed by one dozen strokes of the flogger directly between your legs. You may cry but you may not call out and you must not use any bad language. If you do then I will have to go back to teaching you some respect.

“Yes, master. I’ll do my best.”

“That’s more like it. You see, Donatonio, eventually the spirit is broken. I think we will administer the caning now and then have a break before the flogging so we can go and have a cup of something. What do you think, Donatonio?”

“Sounds good to me.”

“Can we not just get it over with?” The woman asked, pleading.

Crack! The cane landed full force across her upturned backside. It crossed the upper part of her legs causing her to howl from the shock.

“Yes, we can,” said Dawson as the second stroke landed a little further onto the buttocks than the first. Crack!

The third stroke followed quickly and then Dawson waited. The woman was crying and biting her lip to prevent her from screaming out loud. The first three strokes had bitten deeply into her already bruised buttocks and fresh welt marks had formed. The angry, puffy flesh was starting to turn purple when Dawson swung the cane and connected for the fourth time. The fifth and sixth strokes landed square across the middle of her buttocks, creating fresh evidence of the wounds the cane was making.

Dominique Careva was powerless to resist or even move. Her buttocks were positioned perfectly for each stroke. She bit her lip harder as the seventh stroke landed. Tears were pouring out of her eyes now and she was sobbing loudly. The eighth stroke cut across a number of the previous welts, making them blister and turn an even darker shade of purple. The ninth stroke drew blood. It cut the flesh in four places and a thin trickle of blood started to seep out of the wounds.

The tenth stroke made the woman choke on her tears for a moment as she fought not to scream out loud. Dawson finished off the session with two vicious strokes that cut across as many of the previous marks as was possible. She screamed, howled and spluttered.

“Fancy a beer?” Dawson looked at Donatonio. “I think we’ll leave her like that for twenty minutes, just so the pain can sink in.”

“Yeah.” Donatonio stood up, sneered at the woman and followed Dawson out of the Chamber. If Dominique Careva had started the morning by thinking she could remain stubborn throughout the day then she clearly wasn’t thinking such things now.






CHAPTER 7
The beer was refreshing and Dawson was in a much happier mood than he had been earlier.

“You see we are beginning to break her spirit. I promise you; by the end of the next session she will do anything you want her to do. She will have no resistance left.”

“Si, Senor Dawson, I think you are right. Why did you not use the probe on her before, though?”

“Because most women crack before it becomes necessary. In Senora Careva’s case she has strong spirit so it became necessary to use the ultimate device.”

Dawson turned on the television and the two men saw the picture of Dominique Careva lying on the couch, her legs pinned above her head, spread-eagled and in full view of the hidden camera. Her buttocks looked sore and bruised and they were still bleeding in a few places.

As Dawon looked at her position on the couch, it reminded him of another situation he had been asked to attend to a few weeks earlier.

“Did I tell you about the session I did for a guy called Phil Landers?”

“No, Senor, I don’t think so.”

“Oh, it’s just that looking at Dominique in that position reminded me about it.”

Dawson rubbed his chin as the memory came back to him. Phil Landers was a retailer who owned a relatively small shop just off the local High Street. It was not a large affair and he employed two people who worked behind the counters. The shop sold various household goods and there was a counter at each end of the shop.

For sometime Landers had been convinced there was money going missing. He was one of those people who took great care in monitoring his stock and cash flow. He’d been sure for over three months that one of the employees was either stealing goods or pocketing money, so he’d called in Dawson. The men had known each other for some years and Landers knew Dawson was into security devices. So the tiny cameras had been installed one Sunday when the shop was closed. They covered the till areas and the back office area used as a restroom. They also installed a camera above the staff toilet, just in case.

It had taken three days of watching the video tapes before Landers had called Dawson again. One of the young girls he employed was dipping into the till. There was no question about it – the tapes proved everything. The problem was, if Landers showed her the tapes she could accuse him of spying on her and if he simply sacked her she was the kind of person who would take legal action for unfair dismissal.

Dawson agreed to help Landers. The next Saturday when the suspect was on duty, Dawson walked into the shop. It was nearly closing time and Dawson pretended to browse around the shelves. At the same time he was keeping one eye on the woman. Then he heard it, the ring of the till as the cash drawer was opened. Dawson leaped into action. With great agility he ran round the counter and grabbed hold of the woman’s wrist. In her clenched fist she held a wad of ten-pound notes.

“Not so fast. What do you think you’re doing?”

“Cashing up and who the fuck are you?”

“Detective Greg Dawson. You’re in deep trouble. I’ve been watching you for a while now and we know you’re till dipping.”

“I’m not.”

“Yes you are. Now, I want you to come with me to your boss’s office.”

“He hired you, didn’t he?”

“That’s not relevant. Now are you coming quietly?”

“Okay, but I’ve done nothing wrong.”

Landers was in his office watching the whole scene on his computer screen. He turned the device off just before Dawson guided the woman through the door.

“Caught her, Mr Landers. Hand full of money, just like the times I told you about before. I said we’d catch her red-handed one day.”

“Well done, Dawson. Now, I think we have the evidence to charge her with theft. Take her down to the station. I want her charged and tried with whatever you people can come up with.”

“Oh, no, please Mr Landers, not that. I’ll pay it all back, I just needed it for my little one on account of her father refuses to pay maintenance.”

“That’s not my problem, Sarah. I think you should consider your position here has been terminated. I take a very serious view of theft, especially when it’s theft from me. Take her away officer.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Please, what will happen to my kid if you arrest me?”

“I guess he’ll have to go into care.”

“Oh God, no, please don’t put me in prison, I promise not to do it again, and I’ll pay back every penny.”

“Too bad, Sarah, I’m not interested in a common thief like you.”

Dawson leaned forward and whispered in Landers’ ear. After a minute, Landers smiled.

“Okay, Sarah, seeing as you have a kid. Mr Dawson has come up with an idea. It’s entirely up to you. You can be charged with theft and take your chances in court or you can accept responsibility for what you did and pay your penance now.”

“How do you mean, Mr Landers?”

“Well, a court case would take maybe six months to get heard, six months when you will be out of a job and waiting for the inevitable result. We do, after all, have more than enough evidence to convict you.”

“So, what is the alternative?”

“You take your punishment now. Mr Dawson is an expert at alternative therapies of the physical kind. He suggests you may prefer to receive such a therapy now and we will let the matter drop. If you go that route you will keep your job on the understanding that if anything like this happens again you will be charged with no alternative.”

“I see, and what does this alternative therapy involve?”

“Essentially it is corporal punishment of a quite severe nature. It will make you think many times before you ever want to steal again.”

“But isn’t that assault?”

“Not if you agree to it as your form of punishment.”

“Well, I guess I don’t have much choice. When do I receive my punishment?”

“That’s Mr Dawson’s department.”

“Now, for the first part, and then the second part will be on Monday after work. Both punishments will be in this office and witnessed by Mr Landers.”

“Okay, I agree.”

“Very well, there are some rules. Firstly you do exactly what I tell you without question. If you refuse then we simply go down the legal route. Secondly you act like an adult. You have done the crime, now you take the punishment. By that I mean you can cry, sob or whatever, but you are not allowed to call out or use bad language.”

“Okay.” The young, pretty woman with the curvy hips and small bottom sounded nervous. “What do I have to do?”

“Sign an agreement first.” Dawson wrote some words on a piece of paper, handed it to the woman and waited for her signature to be applied.

“Very good,” said Dawson, “now take off all your clothes from the waist down.”

“I beg your pardon?”

“Strip from the waist down. I don’t like repeating myself and it will make your punishment worse. Now, that was your last warning.”

The woman demurred and slowly unbuttoned and lowered the zip on her trousers. She pulled them down and stood there in her knickers. She was wearing one of those long, baggy roll-tops that partially covered her buttocks.

“Take your roll-top off too. It’s in the way.”

She did as she was instructed.

“And now take off your knickers and shoes.” Dawson spoke softly but firmly. He could already feel his manhood rising. She was an attractive woman and he was looking forward to receiving her submission.

“Okay, Sarah, Stand against the desk and bend over it. Mr Landers will hold your arms down so you can’t move.”

She obeyed him without question. In a moment she felt Landers’ hands on her upper arms, pinning her to the desk. As she bent forward, Dawson opened his briefcase and withdrew the pair of telescopic leg-spreaders he carried with him. They had the leg clamps fixed to each end and could be fitted quickly.

“Open your legs as wide as you can until your stomach is flat on the desk.”

She parted her legs a couple of feet and waited, scared, while Dawson fitted the leg clamps. Then he pushed her legs further apart until she was completely spread-eagled across the desk. Finally he pushed the locking pin through the two tubes and the device was secure.

“Right, Sarah, tonight’s punishment will come in two parts. Firstly you will receive a paddling on your backside and then you will receive some punishment around your genitals, which will make you wish you had not stolen money from your boss. After that we will see what further punishment is necessary.

“Yes, sir,” she sobbed quietly.

The paddle was little more than a ping-pong bat in size but Dawson knew it would deliver great heat when applied correctly. Motioning to Landers to ensure his grip on the woman’s arms was secure Dawson swung the bat and crashed the flat surface into the centre of her taut buttocks. Her sobbing increased but she did not yell out. The paddle was a heat-generator an even after one stroke the area of skin it had contacted turned a faint shade of pink. The next five strokes were delivered in quick succession to the same area of her buttocks before Dawson stooped down to take a look at his handiwork. He touched and caressed her punished flesh, making her cry louder, though she refused to yell or scream.

“Very good,” Dawson remarked. “Another six should suffice.” He proceeded to administer the strokes. After the twelfth stroke had landed Dawson put the paddle down on the desk.

“Now, Sarah, punishment can take many forms and that was a lesson in pain. However, the best forms of punishment are the ones that remain in the memory, the ones that cause embarrassment. For the next part of your punishment, you will be treated to embarrassment, of the kind that you will always remember when you see Mr Landers, which is why he is here to witness it. Every day you will remember what is about to happen and you will also, by means of association, remember that it was all connected to your acts of theft.”

While he’d been speaking, Dawson had been rummaging in his case. He found the tube of cream and now squirted some between the woman’s legs. He rubbed it in, a bit like a sports therapist would rub in ointment on a sprain.

“You can let her stand up now.” Dawson said. Landers released her shoulders and helped her to straighten up. Her legs were still wide apart and she remained facing the desk.

“I’ve been in more embarrassing situations. He’s not the first guy to see my fanny,” she said as the sobs subsided.

“Maybe, but the cream takes a few minutes to work. It will arouse you and make you want to reach orgasm, but at the same time you will not be able to do that. You will go half crazy for the release. That will embarrass you.”

The heat started working between the woman’s legs. She felt the surge of heat as it penetrated her clitoris and all round her labia. As it did so, Dawson took a couple of vibrators out of his case and placed them on the desktop.

“Feel free to use them,” he said. “By the way, there is only one way for you to get release and that is to have the antidote applied. I will apply that only when you have done what I want you to do, so I suggest you start guessing.”

“Arrggghhh, you bastard, that’s not fair. Oh God, it’s starting to rise.”

Sarah could feel her clitoris swell involuntarily as the tiny electrical currents caused by the heat surged through her sensitive genitals. She felt the labia on fire for her to do something. In a flash she grabbed the smaller of the vibrators. Turning it on, she plunged the device into her now well-lubricated vulva. She thrust it in and out as if somehow trying to establish a rhythm that would bring her release.

She felt as though she would burst if she could not find release and for a moment she became oblivious of the two men who were watching her. Landers and Dawson had set this session up and had already agreed what the woman would have to do before the antidote was applied.

She grabbed the larger vibrator and replaced the smaller one with it. The device was long and thick and produced stronger vibrations. It increased her craving and made her more and more frustrated when she could not find the release she now desperately needed. Dawson smiled to himself. It was a cream he’d come across in China, a land where he’d been taught how the local tribesmen used it for their entertainment. He’d even been the honoured guest at one such session. On that occasion the young woman had writhed about in the throes of agony and ecstasy for nearly an hour before the antidote had been administered. Dawson had procured a pot of the creams and still marvelled at the way they worked.

Sarah was perspiring heavily. The tops of her breasts were visible above her bra and they glistened with her perspiration. The insides of her legs were glistening too, with the love juice that was seeping out of her vulva.

“Oh God, Mr Dawson, I can’t take any more of this. I must, must, must have the antidote. Please tell me what I must do.”

“Bend over the desk.” As she did so, Dawson winked at Landers who stood up, facing the woman. His erection was evident behind his trousers.

“Oh dear,” said Dawson, “it seems you have given your boss an erection. I think you had better attend to it.” Sarah realised what she was being asked to do. With what was happening between her legs she was ready to do anything these men asked of her.

She unzipped the fly on his trousers and extracted Landers’ eight-inch member. It was thick and covered in dark, purple veins. She stroked him a few times between her finger and thumb.

“I think your boss expects something more than that,” Dawson chided her.

As if by may of reply, the woman opened her mouth and sucked his engorged member into her. She felt the tip of his manhood on the back of her throat and nearly gagged. Then she started sucking him. When she’d started administering her attentions to his penis, the large vibrator had been put on the desk. Dawson turned it off and took the smaller device. He smeared some more cream on it and placed it between her labia. She moaned through her cock-filled mouth as he inserted the device deep inside her. The she felt his thumb against her anus. It was puckered and firmly closed but Dawson dabbed some lubricant on the entrance and in a moment the muscle relaxed. He smiled as he teased open the hole.

His own manhood was throbbing with anticipation and in a moment he released it and placed it against her anus. He pushed firmly and entered her. Landers was fast approaching his climax and a few sucks more took him over the edge. He spurted inside her mouth, his wad of come hitting the back of her throat. She pulled away from him and the second spurt landed on her face. Dawson was pounding away up her rear so she had nowhere to move to. When Landers had finished coming she placed his cock back in her mouth and licked him dry.

By now the sensations in her vulva were intense. She was having the same kind of contractions she experienced in the very best of orgasms, yet she was not climaxing. Dawson pounded her one last time and reached his own climax. He came inside her, filling the condom he’d worn as protection against disease.

Five minutes later, Landers and Dawson had cleaned themselves up and the woman was standing upright, pounding her vulva with the vibrator in the desperate hope she would find release.

“What else must I do, Mr Dawson?” She asked when he showed no sign of relieving her torment. Dawson was bending down and releasing the spreaders.

“Just lie on your back on the desk. It will be best for you and it will enable us to see you come.”

The woman did as she was bidden. Dawson took her arms and tied her wrists together before raising her arms overhead and securing them to a leg behind the desk.

“Now, Mr Landers, it is time to see what this young woman is made of.” Dawson took the second tube of cream and applied a blob of the stuff to her genital area.

“All we do now is take one leg each and lift it over her head. If we keep her legs apart then we may see what happens when she reaches her climax. It will be a big one I promise you.” The men took her legs and bent them over her head, keeping them apart so they could see her exposed labia. They waited for the cream to take effect.

Suddenly the labia opened wider and the woman started to gasp She moaned the moan of pleasure and her contractions around the vulva intensified. Suddenly a jet of clear liquid was squirted out from the opening. It was followed by a trickle and then another, weaker squirt. The woman was panting heavily as the contractions subsided.

“Is that it?” Landers asked.

“No, that was just the initial reaction.” We can let her legs go now while she brews up for the big climax.

The woman lay on the desktop as the contractions started again. Still helpless as her hands were tied behind her head, she felt her back arch again as she reached the second climax of the session. The flow of liquid was less this time but still evident as it dampened her inner thighs further. She groaned loudly, every ounce of energy being poured into the orgasm her body had been craving for what seemed like an hour but had actually been about fifteen minutes.

Finally she felt the contractions ease. Dawson released her hands and allowed her to stand.

“The cream will continue to make you come for some hours yet. The gaps between the climaxes will grow longer as the effects wear off. Also, it will be dependent on you.”

“Well, if it affects things, I haven’t come in ages. What the hell is that stuff, I really must get some?”

“It comes from China. Now, we must not forget this is punishment for your crimes. After you have come the next time,” Dawson started as he noticed her shift uneasily as the contractions of arousal started again, “I will give you one last paddling for tonight. Then we will meet back here on Monday for a repeat session. I will come properly prepared next time.”

The arousal pattern kicked in but the orgasm was much smaller than the previous two. After it had subsided the woman bent back over the desk, received a further dozen swats of the paddle and was then ordered to get dressed.

Dawson looked at Dominique Careva as she lay on the couch in the Chamber. He wondered how she would respond to the session ahead of them.

“And what happened on the Monday, Senor Dawson?” Donatonio had almost finished his beer.

“That’s for another time, Donatonio, another time. All I will say now is she was a very good submissive and as far as I know she has learned her lesson. Now, we must get back to the task in hand.”






CHAPTER 8
Dominique Careva was still tied as they had left her, her exposed buttocks raw from the thrashing they had received nearly half an hour earlier. She was still sobbing quietly when Dawson opened the door to the Chamber.

“Right, Senora Careva, it is time for the next phase of your therapy.”

Dawson walked over to his desk and picked up the tube of cream. He applied a liberal quantity to the area around the woman’s vulva and smiled. For good measure he patted her raw buttocks. She howled.

“The cream, Senora, will soon create arousal, an arousal from which you will find no relief until the antidote is applied. It will continue to wear you down, to make your desire great and at the same time long to find release. When I am totally sure you are going to submit from now on I will provide you with the release.”

Dawson watched as the cream started to work. First the labia puffed up as the cream attracted blood into the region. Then the bud of her clitoris was exposed as the first sensations of arousal filled her lower regions. He walked over to his worktop and pulled a monster vibrator from one of the drawers. Jet black and shiny, it was at least ten inches long and thick. Dawson also took a harness out of a second drawer. The harness was designed to be wrapped round a person’s legs and to then hold a vibrator in place, ensuring it could not be dislodged. He placed the harness in position, securing it so that the receptor for the vibrator was in the right position. Then he smeared some more cream on the black, shiny surface.

Standing behind the woman, he parted her labia and inserted the device. He pushed it in as far as it would go and then placed the back end in the harness, which he adjusted so as to ensure a good fit. Finally he twisted the end of the device and the sound of humming indicated the powerful vibrations were adding to the woman’s state of arousal.

During the time Dawson had taken to prepare the delicious torture, the cream had begun to work its magic. The woman’s abdominal movements had increased as she was continually brought to the very apex of culmination, only for the strange chemicals to deny her the final release. The cream worked by first increasing blood flow to her genitals. Then the cream added a slight stinging sensation. This had the effect of creating arousal. However, as the woman’s juices started to flow in response to the arousal the cream lost its effect, resulting in the temporary end to the arousal. With the vibrator in place there was a further stimulant but Dawson knew that the chemicals in the cream would work to stop any arousal from the device giving the woman the orgasm she wanted. In effect, the vibrator, often hailed as an instrument of great pleasure, became an instrument of torture.

Dawson had seen the cream used a number of times to great effect and had used it himself on more than a couple of occasions. Indeed, Dominique Careva was his fourth experiment. She was now reacting in much the same way as the previous three guinea pigs. Her stomach muscles were contracting rhythmically as the arousal intensified and she gasped as she neared the point of climax. Then the spasms relaxed and she fell back from the throes of the climax into a state of frustrated annoyance that her body was being manipulated in such a way. After the fifth failure to reach her climax she moaned at Dawson.

“What have I got to do to get the other cream? This is killing me. I need to find release.”

“You have to do exactly as you are told, and that starts by calling me ‘Master’ and being obedient.”

“Okay, master, what do you want me to do?”

“That’s better. In a moment you are going to apologise to Donatonio for your earlier misdemeanour and then you are going to take him in your mouth, all the way.”

“Yes, master.”

Donatonio was surprised at the offer Dawson made but he was more than ready to make the bitch pay for what she had tried to do to him.

“And, Senora Careva, you will make Donatonio very happy, otherwise we will start your therapy again.”

“Yes, master, I will do my best.”

“Good girl, I knew you would.”

Dawson invited Donatonio to stand behind the woman’s head. He adjusted the poles holding her arms and feet to accommodate Donatonio between them. Donatonio dropped his trousers, exposing his thick manhood, already standing erect and eager for action.

Dawson pumped the foot pedal under the couch, causing it to rise until the height was right. Then he released the pin holding the cushion in place. With the cushion lowered, the woman’s head fell backwards until it was tilted to receive whatever Donatonio wanted to give her.

“Open your mouth,” Dawson spoke softly. She did as requested and felt the hot, throbbing member as Donatonio eased it in between her teeth. For a moment the woman considered biting him but decided against it. Her next set of contractions had started and the feel of his member in her mouth added to her excitement.

She used her tongue to lick around the head of his member and teased him with the very ends of her teeth. Then she took him right into her mouth until she felt his member touching the back of her throat. She sucked on him as he began the rhythmical stroking action he wanted. Donatonio’s arousal increased as did the woman’s and after a couple of minutes of moving rhythmically in and out of her mouth while her tongue toyed and played with the head of his member, Donatonio knew the time had arrived.

“Tell her she is to swallow every drop,” he groaned, rapidly approaching his release.

“You tell her.” Dawson was watching with great interest, hoping the hidden cameras would give him the footage he wanted.

“Okay, Senora Careva, when I come I want you to swallow every drop.”

She mumbled something through her cock-filled mouth, something Donatonio took to be her agreement. With one final thrust that hit the back of her throat, Donatonio climaxed. The wad of semen jetted down her throat and the woman tried to pull his cock out of her mouth, but she was positioned so that she had no leverage and could not displace him. He carried on spurting into her mouth, four, five, and six pulses of thick, white liquid. He knew she was keeping the liquid in her mouth, for swallowing at the angle of inclination she had assumed was virtually impossible.

Slowly, Donatonio removed his member from her mouth. She closed her lips around him as he did so, determined that none of the liquid should escape. When his cock was out of her body, Donatonio leaned forward and tilted her head upwards.

“Now, swallow it,” he smiled wickedly at her.

As he held her head, Dawson replaced the head cushion and secured it in place. The next set of contractions was already starting to take over the woman’s body as her head fell back onto the couch.

“Arrggghhh,” she moaned, “they are getting too much for me. I have done what you asked. Now please release me from this torture.”

“All in good time, Senora, all in good time. Who said anything about releasing you after just one simple act of submission? Are you enjoying the vibrator, or would you prefer something warmer?”

“What do you mean, master?”

“Are you enjoying the vibrator?”

“It is okay.”

“Good, well in that case we will remove it and replace it with something else.” Dawson unclipped the vibrator from the harness and pulled it out of the woman’s vulva. He replaced it with something altogether smaller.

“They call this ‘The Stump’,” he said as he fitted it in place. “It’s basically a clitoral stimulator which also hooks into your vulva to help keep it in place. Basically it sends very high frequency vibrations into the mass of nerve endings in your clitoris. It will increase the power of your arousal by at least five times.”

The device was in place and Dawson switched it on. The hook into the vulva was little more than a slightly curved length of plastic, but it combined with the harness to ensure the saucer-shaped tip of the device connected firmly around the mound of the woman’s clitoris. In a moment its devastating effects were evident. The woman’s back arched as her entire body craved the orgasm she was being denied.

“Christ,” she moaned, “I’ve got to come, I must come, oh yes it’s happening, come on baby, I need this, come on, oh yes…. Oh no, not again,” she muttered in frustration as the waves of pleasure subsided.

“How long will she keep this up?” Donatonio asked smugly, sitting back in his chair.

“A couple of hours is possible, but I have never taken it beyond about half an hour. After that the female body starts to change the way it reacts and it puts a greater strain on her heart and other organs. In Senora Careva’s case I will continue until I am sure she is totally willing to submit.”

“I will, master, I promise, only please let me reach my climax. I’ll do anything if you’ll just let me come. Oh God, not again,” she moaned as the intense waves of pleasure flowed through her body. She was perspiring heavily and though the Chamber was not unduly cold it certainly was not overly warm. Her heat was coming from her arousal.

“Okay, Senora Careva, I am going to grant you your wish. Then, when you have reached your climax, which will be a shattering experience for you, you will do exactly what I tell you to do. If you do not then we will start again.”

“Yes, master, thank you. I will do exactly what you say.”

Dawson picked up the second tube of cream and rubbed some into her genitals. He waited for the cream to take effect and watched as her labia swelled. Her clitoris was hidden beneath ‘The Stump’ but Dawson knew it was engorged. After a minute the woman started to peak. This time there was no holding her back. Liquid jetted out from her wide-open vulva as she reached her peak. After the first jet, more liquid dribbled out as the contractions continued. Every muscle in the woman’s abdomen seemed to contract at once and with a great yell of pleasure she reached the peak of arousal. Grateful for the release she felt her body relax. It had definitely been the most powerful sexual release she had experienced. If this was the result of submission then maybe she could get used to it.

With bewildered horror the contractions started again, building rapidly towards a second climax in less than five minutes. Dawson was watching her, smiling. He knew she’d react like this. The orgasm was intense, maybe not so dramatic as the first, but it still caused the woman to clench her fists and groan loudly as she squirted more ejaculate out from her exposed vulva.

The third episode was much shorter in duration than the first two and this time, though the contractions brought release, there was no ejaculate emitted. As the third episode ended, Dawson untied the woman’s feet, allowing them to come back over her head and relax on the couch. She was not resisting any more. Her exhausted, sexually fulfilled body was craving rest from the endurance test she had just been through. Dawson released her arms and allowed her to place her hands on her stomach. ‘The Stump’ was removed and the harness put back in its drawer.

“Senora Careva, I require you to go back into your cage. You need to have a rest now for half an hour and then we will see if you need further therapy.”

The woman staggered off the couch and crawled her way back to the cage. It was cold and hard in the cage and the vet bed offered her scant comfort, but she was too exhausted to care about the conditions. She curled up on the vet bed and waited while Dawson locked the cage and he and Donatonio left the Chamber.






CHAPTER 9
The men returned to the lounge and popped cans of beer. Donatonio was impressed by what Dawson had achieved in the previous session and was still enjoying the part he had played in bringing punishment to the Careva woman.

“Thank you for allowing me to join in back there,” Donatonio said when they’d tasted the beer.

“No problem, after all it was you she nearly injured. Do you think we are getting close to succeeding with her?”

“For sure, Senor Dawson, her whole attitude has changed. She is becoming submissive now and I think she will remain that way. She will not want to go through this day again, I do not think.”

“I hope you’re right, Donatonio, I hope you’re right.”

“Anyway, Senor, you were going to tell me about Monday.”

“Monday?” Dawson questioned and then remembered. “Oh, you mean the woman at the shop! Yes, let’s see now.”

The woman, Sarah, was working the late part of the day. She’d had Sunday to recover from the ordeal of Saturday evening and her buttocks, though still sore, had started to heal.

At six o’clock the shop closed and she realised the moment had arrived. Landers had spent much of the afternoon in his office and the woman knew she had to visit the office after she had locked up. At quarter to six Dawson had arrived carrying his usual attaché case. He’d been ushered upstairs and had winked at the woman as he said,

“I’ll see you later.”

Dawson was in a good mood and knew the hour or so after the shop’s closure would be enjoyable for him and Landers, if not for the woman.

At a few minutes past six there was a timid knock on Landers’ door.

“Come in,” Landers called out. He was sitting behind his desk with a serious look on his face. Dawson was sitting on the couch. The woman entered the room and closed the door softly.

“Sarah, you know why you are here,” Landers began. “Have you changed your mind or are you prepared to take your punishment now?”

“If it’s all right with you, Mr Landers, I’d like to get this over with. I will do whatever you require of me, or at least I will try to.”

“Very well, in that case I will hand you over to Mr Dawson.”

“Yes, Mr Landers.” The woman turned to address Dawson. “Hello, Mr Dawson, what do you want me to do?”

“Hello Sarah, well for a start I am going to treat you like the naughty little girl you are. Naughty little girls get put across their Daddy’s knees and get their bottoms spanked. So, to begin with, that is what will happen. Please come over here and bend over my knees.”

The woman did so and felt humiliated as Dawson first rubbed her backside and then proceeded to raise the skirt she was wearing, exposing the flesh beneath. The first hand slap was not particularly painful. Dawson delivered about two dozen such slaps to her partially protected buttocks. The sting intensified with each stroke and by the end of the session the woman had started to form tears in her eyes, though she had made no sound other than the odd gasp.

“Please stand up and remove your clothes. Now you have been warmed up we will begin your punishment properly.”

Sarah stood up and let the skirt fall to the floor, that was quickly followed by her knickers, shoes and stockings. She stood up waiting for instructions.

“I said, remove your clothes. Do as you are told.”

“Oh, you meant everything?”

“Yes, now get a move on.” Dawson still sat on the couch watching the woman.

It took her less than a minute to peel off the roll-top jumper and remove her bra. She stood facing Dawson as naked as the day she was born. She had pert breasts with large, rosy nipples.

“Right, you see the chair behind you. Walk behind it and bend over it. Then grab the legs as far down as you can reach.” She had, Dawson considered, the kind of bum that simply demanded punishment and that was precisely what she was going to receive.

“Okay,” he said when she was in position, “you’re going to get a dozen strokes of the cane. If you change your position or stand up, or utter any foul language, we will start from the beginning again. Do you understand?”

“Yes, sir, I understand.”

Crack! The cane was every bit as painful as she remembered from her childhood days. It was much worse than the paddle she had received the previous Saturday and the first stroke cut deep into the middle of her buttocks causing her to yelp, though she managed to maintain position. Crack! The second stroke followed. It cut her below the first and the woman could feel the welts start to form as the third stroke landed. Crack!

She gasped loudly when the fourth swishing sound was followed by the cruel contact of cane on flesh. She yelped when the fifth and sixth strokes followed quickly afterwards but she remained resolute that she would not move from her position.

Dawson paused and inspected the damage he had inflicted. Satisfied, he tapped her left buttock gently with the cane and then administered the next three strokes in quick succession. Her buttocks were criss-crossed with the marks left by the cane and the welts were looking puffy and purple. The woman was crying loudly now and shaking with the emotions she was experiencing. She grasped the legs of the chair as firmly as she could manage, desperate now to reach round to her behind and massage away some of the pain.

Crack! The tenth stroke caught her lower, across the tops of her legs. She howled miserably as it landed and howled again when the eleventh stroke landed virtually on top of the tenth.

Instinctively she knew Dawson would be saving the worst for last. It had always been like that when she’d been punished as a child and she braced herself for what she knew was going to happen. CRACK! It landed square across the middle of her buttocks, crossing any number of existing marks and welts, adding more fire to the roaring inferno that had replaced her backside.

“Stand up and put your hands on your head.” Dawson spoke firmly, with authority. For the woman it was like being back in the headmistress’s office. Without thinking, Sarah obeyed the instruction. She stood there with her burning, throbbing bottom, while Dawson removed the chair.

“I take it you will think twice before stealing again, but to be sure you remember today for the rest of your life, your punishment is going to continue. You remember the ecstasy you went through on Saturday when I used the cream on you? Well we are not going to do that today. I noticed you were not embarrassed by what happened, so we will not repeat that session. It would not teach you anything. Today, you will suffer more pain and will be given memories you will never forget.”

“Yes, Mr Dawson, sir, if that is what you want.”

“It is not what I want, young lady, it is what is necessary. Now, open your legs wide apart and stand facing your boss.”

Unknown to the woman, Dawson had the small flogger he loved in his hand. Barely had she parted her legs, with her hands still on her head, when Dawson brought the flogger up between her legs, striking her labia. She yelped in surprise and realised he was going to torture her very sensitive crotch. A previous boyfriend had done something similar to her once and she had been embarrassed by her arousal. Now, it was happening again. The flogger was nowhere near as painful as the cane had been and as it struck her labia they began to respond to the touch. One strap touched her clitoris sending waves of energy into her body. Her clitoris was, at the best of times, extremely sensitive and now, in an office where she was totally exposed to her boss and this stranger she could feel the waves of pleasure start to build inside her.

Evidently Dawson realised this was happening for he increased the power behind each stroke. It only added fuel to the fire that was already burning in her vulva.

“Keep still and keep your hands on your head,” Dawson chided her. He was annoyed at her reaction to the flogger and knew she’d soon want release. Well, he’d deny her that for a while. She could enjoy that later with Landers.

Just when it looked like the woman was going to reach her climax, Dawson stopped the flogging. She was burning between her legs. Her inner thighs were moist from her sex juices and the whole area was a bright, healthy pink colour.

Dawson stepped round to the side of the woman and squeezed her left breast. The nipple was already stiff with arousal.

“As I said, this is a punishment session, not a session for your enjoyment.” Dawson waved the flogger in the area and the nine strips of leather came down across the woman’s breast. She gasped in surprise and from the pain of the strap that landed across her nipple.

“I’m sorry, Mr Dawson, sir, but I can’t help reacting to what you do to me.”

“Well, we will have to take your mind off it, won’t we?”

“Yes, sir,” she sobbed as the second and then the third stroke of the device cut across her breast. The pale flesh started to turn pink and Dawson quickly delivered the next three strokes. Then he applied the same treatment to the woman’s other breast. When he’d administered the final stroke he stood back and spoke.

“Not feeling so aroused now, are you?”

“No, Mr Dawson, sir,” she muttered between sobs. Her breasts were tender and the strap had inflicted a good deal of pain.

“I thought not. Now, for the next part of your punishment I need you to lie on the desk, stomach down. Lie across the length of it, with your head as near to one end as possible. Your legs will have to overhang the other end.”

Sarah did as she was asked without question. This was becoming a humiliating experience for her but at the same time she was learning something about herself and also learning that it was wrong to steal.

She lay along the length of the table, her bare, sore breasts squashed against the cold, fake-wood surface. She felt her legs being parted and then secured around her knees to the desk’s legs on either side at the back. A further rope was tied around her waist and under the table.

“Right, Sarah, your punishment will continue with a whipping on the backs of your legs. Phil,” he looked at Landers, “if you could walk round and hold her shoulders down so she can’t move?” Landers smiled and walked round to the required position.

“Now, Sarah, I will deliver eighteen strokes. Please count them for me.” Dawson had replaced the flogger with a leather belt. It was about an inch wide and four feet long. He played the free end of the belt across her lower legs, adjusting his position for the first stroke.

“One,” she moaned as the first stroke of the belt caught her around the ankles. The second followed a little higher and she muttered, “two”.

“Sorry, I can’t hear you. Speak up.” Dawson chided her.

“Two,” the woman moaned more loudly and followed it by the word, “three”, when the next stroke landed mid calf height.

Dawson proceeded in this way, moving steadily up her legs, until he had reached the fourteenth stroke. Now, the belt lay across the bottom edge of her buttocks. Dawson delivered the last four strokes just below the buttocks and for each stroke the woman yelped and called out the appropriate number. Landers was a strong man and though she struggled after each stroke to release herself from his grasp he held her firm.

“Very good, Sarah. Now, I think you know why your boss is standing in front of you. I think you should show him some respect. Unzip him, please.”

Landers smiled at Dawson, a smile the woman could not see. She wanted to rub her aching legs but knew she had to obey without question. She unzipped Landers’ fly and released the belt. He was wearing boxer shorts underneath and his manhood was already rigid with excitement. As she unzipped him he released her shoulders so she could prop herself up on her elbows.

She extracted his manhood from the boxer shorts and touched him gingerly, flicking the head of his cock with her finger. She opened her mouth and guided him inside, wetting the shaft with her saliva. Then she removed her mouth and used her hands to knead his member as if she were rubbing dough.

“Enough,” said Dawson. I think it would be better if you let Mr Landers lie down and you ministered to him properly this time.” The woman withdrew his cock and stood back. Landers slipped off the trousers and boxers and took up his position on the table. He lay flat on his back and waited for the pleasure to come.

“Here,” said Dawson, whispering in her ear, “use some of this.”

“What is it?” She whispered back.

“Lubricant.”

The woman took a squirt of the gel in her hands and massaged it into Landers’ genitals. She coated the length of his shaft and rubbed it into his balls. He moaned as she caressed him. Dawson watched with interest. If she had not done this kind of thing before then she was a fast learner. Dawson guessed she had some experience and it might, he thought; make for an interesting contact in the future.

“Sarah,” he said as she continued to use her hands on Landers’ genitals, “do you know what a CAT is?”

“It’s a furry animal with four legs and a tail.”

“No, no, not that kind of a cat. I meant a C.A.T.”

“Sorry, you’ve lost me. What is it?”

“It’s a corrective action therapist.”

“What’s one of them?”

“It’s someone who administers corrective therapy to wayward and wilful people.”

“Like me?” She asked quite simply.

“Yes, like you.”

“Are you a corrective action therapist?”

“Yes, which was why your boss called me in to sort out a situation that had arisen.”

“I see. So he was never going to charge me with theft?”

“Oh, yes he was, only he wanted to give you a chance to avoid a criminal record.”

“I see. So why tell me this now?”

“Only that this session may teach you not to steal again, but I would be surprised if you wouldn’t benefit from further therapy for other areas of your life at some time.”

“You may be right, Mr Dawson, sir.”

“Good, well after today’s session I will leave you my number. You can contact me if you feel you need further therapy.”

“Okay, now if you’ll excuse me I won’t be able to speak for a few minutes.”

“That’s fine. While you have his cock in your mouth I want you to open your legs for me and stick your bum up in the air.”

The woman did as she was ordered. Her buttocks were still sore from the earlier caning and spanking but she opened her legs wide as she went down on Landers and swallowed the full length of his member. She gasped through her cock-filled mouth when she felt Dawson’s member rub against her anal sphincter. She was still recovering from the last time he’d taken her that way. This time, Dawson had other intentions. His cock roamed lower until it found the swollen labia. As it did so, his hand reached round and stroked her clitoris. She instinctively shuffled her feet even further apart as the waves of pleasure started to flow through her body. Landers was a big man in the genital department and she was having a hard job keeping him in her mouth without suffocating. He was pulsing and jerking now as the sensitive tip of his cock touched the back of her throat. She sucked and sucked until she felt the telltale pulse of energy. It was followed a moment later by the sticky sensation as his first pulse of ejaculate began its journey down into her stomach. She sucked hard, barely able to move, as Dawson pumped hard into her vulva. He could tell from Landers’ moans and groans that the man was coming. The thought of the woman taking them both at once was a terrific turn on for Dawson and he knew he would not be able to resist taking his own pleasure soon.

Landers grew quiet, though his cock was still in the woman’s mouth. Dawson felt he would soon explode, but he wanted the woman to taste his cock too.

“Okay, you can come off your boss now. Turn round, kneel down, and do the same for me.” Dawson withdrew and waited while the woman arranged herself in front of him.

She opened her mouth wide and tasted her own juices as she took Dawson deep into her mouth. She sucked him and licked him as she did so and Dawson shuffled his feet as he stood. He was groaning now with the anticipation of release and knew the moment had come. Placing one hand behind the woman’s head, he forced her hard onto his cock. As he did so, he felt the surge of energy as he released his semen into her mouth. He pulsed half a dozen times, each time thrusting his member to the back of her throat.

He held her head in place until the sixth pulse and then released her. Landers had begun to recover and was sitting on the desk watching the spectacle. When Dawson had come, he said,

“I think we should teach this woman one final lesson. She clearly enjoys oral sex and has some experience in the matter. However, as you said, this is a punishment session and not one for pure pleasure.”

He bent over and whispered in Dawson’s ear.

“I agree,” said Dawson after Landers had finished. The woman had been sucking Dawson’s cock and he had started to stiffen again. “Okay, you can take my cock out now. There is one final punishment we will deliver and then it will all be over. Please stand.”

The woman did as she was told. As she did so Landers jumped off the desk and pushed the woman towards it. Roughly he pushed her abdomen into the edge of the desk and then she felt his hand pushing her back forward. Unwilling and unable to resist she bent over until her buttocks were once again displayed and exposed. Dawson walked round the desk and held her shoulders down, ensuring she could not move.

“All yours,” he smiled.

“Ouch,” the woman gasped. Landers was a virile man and his cock was already rigid like a pole. He wasted no time on ceremony. He parted her buttocks, revealing her anal opening. He placed his pole at the entrance and thrust hard. The woman resisted to start with but realised her fate and relaxed. His cock penetrated her and he thrust strongly inside her, stretching the sphincter muscle, tearing her slightly just at the entrance. He humped her strongly for a few minutes. Indeed, the energy and force he used brought him out in a sweat. Finally he felt it happening. His cock jerked wildly and he came for the second time that evening.

When Landers had finished, he withdrew quite abruptly. He noted the sphincter did not close immediately but instead a small hole remained. Dawson held the woman down until Landers came round the desk and replaced him. Realising she was in for a double dose, the woman resigned herself to her fate. She, after all, had been the thief and had agreed to be punished by these men. Actually, she wanted Dawson to punish her again some day.

She felt Dawson grasp her waist as he lined up for his own entry. Landers had brought her close to orgasm and as Dawson entered her she felt the contractions and pulses of the orgasm rip through her abdomen. She gasped as he took her forcefully, adding to the damage done by Landers. Dawson humped her for a few minutes and then decided he would finish the woman off properly. He withdrew and replaced his cock with the large, black, shiny vibrator he carried in his case. He turned it on full power and thrust it mercilessly into her anus. She screamed as the vibrations penetrated her abdomen.

She screamed more when she felt him tickling her clitoris with a steady, firm, rhythmical action. She started to come properly then and Dawson smiled as the first jet of her own ejaculate fell onto the carpet. He continued undeterred until she had squirted four times. Only then did he switch off the vibrator and stop caressing her clitoris. She was spent, totally yielding, almost at the point of collapse as her weakened legs could barely support her weight.

Dawson stood back, delivered one painful hand slap to her buttocks and ordered her to get dressed.

“Right, I think you’ve learned your lesson. Any more trouble, or if the incident is repeated, and you will wish you had not been born. You have tasted what kind of punishment can be administered and I assure you it can get a whole lot more painful if necessary. Mr Landers will be keeping an eye on you and will not hesitate to call me back if necessary.”

Dawson cleared up his equipment, dressed and handed the woman his card, which bore his contact number.

“I suggest you call me if you need more therapy. It would be better for you that way than if I get called in by someone else to administer therapy to you again.”

“Yes, Mr Dawson, I will, and thank you for teaching me it is wrong to steal.”






CHAPTER 10
The Chamber was quiet when Dawson and Donatonio returned. Dominique Careva was lying in the foetal position on the floor.

“Time for your final session, Senora Careva,” Dawson called out as the door to the Chamber was opened. He unlocked the cage. “Come out on your hands and knees and keep your eyes on the ground.”

The woman did as she was told. She said nothing but obeyed without question.

“Now,” said Dawson, “keeping your hands on the floor, straighten your legs so your feet are on the floor and your buttocks are high in the air.”

The woman’s buttocks were a mass of bruises. The welts from her earlier punishment were still very visible and dark purple patches criss-crossed her backside making the whole area look extremely painful and sore.

“This session will be short if you are obedient, otherwise it will be extremely long. The choice is now entirely yours. I require nothing short of total submission and total compliance. You will demonstrate that this will become a normal part of your life. After this session you will go back to your husband and do precisely as he tells you. If you do not then he will contact me again and I assure you the outcome will be most unpleasant. So, we begin. Do not move from your position until I tell you to.”

Dawson had the four-foot long by one-inch wide strip of leather in his hand. He caressed it against the woman’s already tortured flesh. To begin with I want you to agree to what I have said.”

The woman said nothing so Dawson brought the strap down on her bare buttocks. She yelped.

“Sorry, master,” she said, “I will agree. I will do whatever you ask and I will do whatever my husband asks, I swear it.”

“That is very good, Dominique. Now, just to make sure, I will give you five more strokes with the strap across your buttocks and then we will see if you mean what you say.”

“Yes, master,” she demurred.

The strap was painful, especially when it landed across the existing bruises. By the time Dawson had delivered the final stroke the woman was sobbing loudly. Gone was the earlier defiance; gone were the threats, now she was truly submissive.

“Stand up and put your hands on your head,” Dawson commanded. She obeyed. “Now open your legs wide apart.” Again, there was no question, just pure submission. Dawson bent down and stroked her sex. He caressed the puffy labia and exposed the clitoris from beneath its hood. He rubbed it gently and applied the dollop of cream he’d put on the tip of his finger. He worked it in well.

“Now, Dominique, the cream will arouse you. It will arouse but not allow you to find release. To do that you must fulfil two tasks.”

“Yes, master. What must I do?”

“Firstly you are going to take both of us orally, one at a time. You will spill nothing and you will not use your hands at all. When you have completed that task you will receive the sign of a slave, the rings of torture as I call them.”

“Yes, master.”

“Okay, you can take me first. Kneel down on the floor and open my zip.”

The woman did exactly as she was commanded. Dawson was hugely erect. He’d been longing for this moment for most of the day and he knew she would not dare to be disobedient now. She took him in her mouth, took him deep into her and sucked hard. Dawson grabbed her hair and directed her into the thrusting motion he required. As he did so, Donatonio unzipped himself, ready for action.

Dawson had learnt the art of delayed ejaculation but this afternoon he wanted to get things finished as soon as possible. He waited until the woman was gasping from the effort of continually taking him into the back of her mouth before he allowed the explosion to take place. He came forcefully, thrusting his cock as far into her mouth as he could. He pulsed into her, and used his hand on the back of her head to force her onto his cock. She gagged as the semen struck the back of her throat but she knew better than to try to resist. She adjusted her position slightly to allow the come to slide down her throat and only when Dawson released the pressure on the back of her head did she let his cock slide out of her mouth.

Dawson bent down and looked into the woman’s mouth. She opened it wide to show she had indeed swallowed his deposit. She was busy with her fingers around her crotch. The cream was working, warming her sex into a frenzy of arousal signals. Her stomach was contracting steadily as the arousal intensified.

“Okay, Donatonio, if you’re up for it.”

“Si, Senor.” Donatonio was more than up for it. His trousers were already down and he had been stroking his manhood. It was thick, purple-veined and ready for action. He took his place in front of the submissive woman and thrust his phallus into her open mouth. As she sucked him, she played between her legs. Her crotch was soaking with the juices of excitement and she was longing for release.

After a couple of minutes, Donatonio fulfilled his need for release and withdrew from her warm, moist orifice. He stood back to watch the woman masturbate.

“Okay, Dominique, lie on the couch. Once you have been adorned with the rings of a slave I will give you the release.” Dawson was busy at the worktop.

The woman complied and laid on the couch, still stroking her clitoris and inserting her long, thin fingers into her sex. Dawson motioned to Donatonio to stand behind her and hold her shoulders down. At the same time, Donatonio pulled her arms back so her hands were well clear of both her breasts and her clitoris. Dawson stood be her head and reached over to touch her left breast. Her nipple was stiff from her arousal and in a moment he had placed it between the plates of the device that looked like a riveter. With a click of the trigger the fine metal needle penetrated one side of the nipple and appeared on the opposite side. Dawson stood back and threaded the slave ring onto the wire insert. He pulled the ring through the hole made by the dart and secured the open end with a small pair of pliers. Then he carefully applied a small blob of solder, sealing the ring through her nipple.

As the dart pierced her, the woman yelped at the instantaneous pain. She yelped again when he repeated the performance on her other nipple. The rings looked neat and their gold colour shimmered in the light of the Chamber.

Dawson moved down the couch and felt between her wet legs. She was still contracting with arousal and her clitoris was fully erect. Dawson fired the trigger, releasing the third dart through the erectile tissue of the most sensitive part of her body. Dominique howled when the dart pierced her. She howled again when Dawson pulled on the ring to make sure it was securely in position.

“Now, Senora, these will be useful if you ever require further therapy. They form an attractive set, a set that will cause you immense pain if they are ever used for the purpose for which they are intended. Now, you have behaved well, so we will allow you to reach your climax.”

Dawson applied some more cream to her genitals and waited for the chemicals to take effect. When they did so, the woman gasped and moaned her way to her orgasm. She lay on the couch with her legs wide open. She had crammed as many fingers into her vulva as she could manage and she was still stroking her inner walls in a rhythmical manner. The first orgasm, when it came, was like an explosion. She removed the fingers and threw her head back as the clear liquid of her own ejaculation squirted onto the couch.

As before when he’d used this therapy, her orgasm was followed quickly by another one. The woman had begun to masturbate again as the first orgasm subsided. She knew she’d only just begun and that more orgasms would follow. She had an insatiable desire that had grown within her and now she sought the multiple releases that such desire brings. She stroked her clitoris as the contractions began to build towards the second climax. Less powerful than the first, she still squirted the clear liquid from between her wide-open legs.

As the second orgasm subsided, Dominique pointed at the black, shiny vibrator sitting on the worktop and waited for Dawson to hand it to her.

Turning the device fully on, she rammed the head into her open vulva. She buried it deep and worked it around until the vibrations penetrated the area she wanted to touch. She had a very sensitive G-Spot and the vibrations soon sent her into a frenzy of groaning and heavy breathing. She lay back and arched her back, screaming as she reached her third and most powerful peak. The vibrator was perfect for her now, filling her gaping hole and providing a spectacle for the two men watching her.

She waited until the arousal began for the fourth time and then took the vibrator out of her vulva. Lying further back and lifting her legs up in the air she pointed it at her anus. The device had barely penetrated past the muscle when she came again, calling out with a loud yell of pure pleasure as she did so. The pain of the nipple and clitoris piercing had gone, replaced now by the deep-seated waves of orgasmic pleasure that rocked her body.

She had truly discovered the pleasure of being a submissive. As he had promised her, she would never forget the events of the day, nor would she forget the valuable lessons she had learned. Her fiery temper, her wilful disobedience, and all the energy of her threats were being channelled into these orgasms. She came with the power of a woman possessed. She screamed, yelled and released herself to total abandonment as the fourth orgasm shook her body. There was nowhere left to go, she had finally reached the point that had so often been denied her, and it was all thanks to Dawson’s therapy and his determination to defeat her. For a moment she wanted to kiss him, but knew the submissive was not allowed to do such a thing.

Only after the fourth orgasm did the intensity start to ebb, though the woman remained on the couch fingering herself as she fulfilled her needs, the needs induced by the potent creams which had been applied to her very sensitive skin.

Donatonio and Dawson watched for twenty minutes until she had sated her desires. Then Dominique was ordered to put her clothes back on and Donatonio returned her to her husband.

It was four hours later when the phone rang.

“Senor Dawson, this is Senor Careva. I would like to personally thank you for what you have achieved with my wife. She is a little sore but her attitude has completely changed.”

“That is good news, Senor Careva. It is my sincere hope that the therapy will have a long lasting effect on her and that I will not need to see her again.”

“But assuredly, Senor, I was hoping you would reinforce your therapy with a subsequent visit on a monthly basis, at least for the next six months. Perhaps you will not need to be so drastic, but I still believe she needs the attention of your services.”

“As you wish, Senor, after all, it is your money.”

“Which reminds me, your current bill will be settled tomorrow if that is all right.”

“That is quite satisfactory, thank you, Senor. Now, if you don’t mind, I really must go. There are things I have to prepare and other clients who have need of my services.”

Dawson had nothing planned for the evening, but he wanted Careva to understand he would not always be at his beck and call, able to attend to his desires at the drop of a hat. Dawson had other intentions, other clients who needed his services in the next few days. He’d already spent one day on Careva, a day he could have ill-afforded. Now, as he replayed the videos of the day’s action, he admired the woman’s defiance and the way she finally succumbed. He also admired her sexual qualities, something that would make his Internet site quite unique, unlike the faked scenes he’d so often seen before. The CATs site would be unique.

He flicked through the videos. The actions were, of course, still very fresh in his memory. In a day or so he would return to them, as he’d done to the others, and select the choicest morsels with which he would tempt the punters, punters who’d be willing to pay a handsome price to see the rest of the action. It would be action that would be condensed into about an hour and a half, the standard length for a movie such as Dawson was going to make. With the other clients coming along in the next few days, Dawson knew he’d soon have a reasonable collection, a unique collection that would make his site an absolute must for connoisseurs of his trade. He knew also that word would travel swiftly and his site would soon become much more popular as a result.

Dawson lay back on his sofa, watched again as Dominique Careva came to the culmination of her therapy and sipped on the can of chilled beer he was holding. It was, he concluded, a good end to a busy day.

Dawson was still watching the final scenes of Careva’s release when the phone rang again.

“Mr Dawson?” The man enquired.

“Yes, who is it?”

“My name’s Barry Meredew. I’m told you specialise in giving ex-wives something to think about.”

“I may do. What is your problem?”

“She’s called Isobel and we got divorced a few months back. She got everything from the marriage and I heard you were the kind of guy I could turn to fro some help in getting even with her.”

“Whereabouts are you, Me Meredew?”

“Cheam, in Surrey.”

“I know it well. Why don’t we meet up at the Railway pub tomorrow evening about eight and discuss things further. I don’t like talking over the phone.”

“Eight it is then.”

“By the way, how did you get hold of my number? Just out of interest, you know.”

“Chap called Phil Landers gave it to me. He was my best man when we got married and is probably my best friend. I gather you helped him out with a problem a short while back.”

“I recall the name. I’ll see you at eight tomorrow, then.”

The phone went dead and Dawson lay back to relax. Business was booming and he was having the most fun he’d ever had.

 

The End

 

Watch out for “Ex-Wives – Inheritance III – Cheryl’s Cumuppance”

 

RS/EWIn2/2


cover.jpeg
Dominique’s Taming
(Ex-Wives 2)

£
v

Richard Stryker






