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CHAPTER 1
She straightened up slowly - painfully slowly. Cheryl’s face was awash with tears. They streaked down her cheeks and her eyes were puffy. The punishment had been as sharp as it had been severe. The marks from a dozen strokes of the cane were clearly visible across both of her crimson buttocks. Her burning flesh had been unprotected throughout the punishment. Her blue knickers remained around her ankles, a wisp of material that had been pulled down by Adam just before her punishment had started. She had stayed in place for all of the three minutes it had taken Adam, her husband, to deliver her punishment. She’d had no choice either. She’d been caught by him in another man’s bed and she knew what would have to happen. She’d done it before, of course, and had been told if she got caught again she would either be caned like a naughty teenager or she would face the embarrassment of divorce and penury. After all, the house and everything belonged to Adam and she had nothing, not even a regular job.

Cheryl rubbed her backside where Adam had delivered her punishment. He was not usually a violent man but he had become increasingly frustrated by his wife’s absences from home when she should have been there. Now, as she felt the welt marks from the cane on her backside and realised she was bruising up, she knew Adam meant business this time. She’d never been totally sure that his past threats carried any weight, but now she was in no doubt. As she gingerly felt the wounds from the caning she shuddered with the trembling of a woman who is afraid of what might happen next.

The affair she was having had lasted nearly two months before this fateful afternoon. Adam was supposed to have been at work but evidently, now, he hadn’t been. She’d slipped out of the house as she had done before on dozens of occasions, travelled the six miles to Brian’s hotel bedroom, and was naked in the hotel room when Adam and a friend had burst in on them. She’d felt foolish then as her husband made Brian sit in a chair, his exposed cock rapidly going limp, while Adam pinned her over the edge of the bed to feel her cunt. He examined her roughly, found her wet with excitement but no evidence of the man’s semen. He yanked her back upright, dragged her over to the chair where Brian was sitting, told her to take one last look at the man’s cock and then dragged her, naked, out of the room. On the way she grabbed her clothes and in the lift back down to the ground floor she covered herself up the best she could.

On the way home, Adam drove like a demon-possessed creature, swore loudly at her, called her a slut and a whore, and said he wanted the dreaded divorce. She pleaded with him not to do that – anything but a divorce. After he’d sworn at her hand heard her almost childlike pleading, he went silent. The rest of the journey home he remained silent, as if deep in thought, and then he’d made a couple of phone calls. Finally, as she sat trembling on the staircase he came out of his study and dragged her up the stairs to their bedroom.

“If you want to stay here, you will show remorse for what you have done and accept punishment.”

“Anything, Adam, and I won’t do it again – I promise,” she said through the tears.

“Okay, bend over, grab your ankles and lift your skirt up over your waist.” While she complied, knowing what was going to happen, Adam rummaged around in his wardrobe. He came out, flexing the cane. “I knew it was in there somewhere. Right, you disobedient, unfaithful whore, I am going to give you twelve strokes with Bertha.”

“Yes, Adam.” She replied tearfully. He approached her and she felt the blue wisp of material being pulled right down to her ankles.

“And that will be just the start. This time you will learn your lesson.”

“Yes, Adam.”

Swish! Thwack! The cane crashed into her upturned buttocks and she sobbed. It was going to be painful.

Three minutes later the delivery was over. Her buttocks ached and she knew Adam was still angry. The strength of the caning had been severe but she knew he had not finished with her yet.

Now, as she straightened, her hands reached round to feel the burning flesh.

“Right, you can stay in here until I call for you. Pack a bag for the night and make sure you are ready in fifteen minutes.” Adam Brown left the bedroom, closing the door harshly behind him.

Cheryl Brown was a pretty woman, in her early twenties. Adam had been her one love of her teens and they had married at eighteen. Now, five years later, she had had three affairs, been caught each time and threatened with divorce. It wasn’t the fact that Adam didn’t satisfy her – he did. It was more to do with some craving deep inside her to be dominated that made her so wilful. Now, with the door closed, she straightened up, felt the warm flesh that had been punished and had to admit, despite the pain, something was stirring inside her. It was the second time Adam had punished her and, like the first time, she now felt strangely aroused.

She heard the doorbell downstairs and Adam answering the caller. The front door shut and then his study door. Silence returned to the house and she remembered she had been instructed to pack an overnight bag. She started on the task, wondering just what Adam had in mind.

Half an hour later she heard Adam call her from the hallway. She opened the door and as instructed, went down to the study.

“Cheryl, I’d like you to meet an acquaintance of mine. This is Greg Dawson. Greg, meet Cheryl.” The woman entered the study and Adam closed the door behind her.

The other man in the room stood up and turned to face the woman. He didn’t smile or speak but held out his hand in greeting.

“Nice to meet you, Mr Dawson,” she spoke softly. The mere mention of his name had stricken terror into the very depths of her heart. One of her friends, Kathy, had previously met up with the redoubtable Greg Dawson. Cheryl Brown had a pretty damned good idea what was about to take place.

Dawson sat down as Adam Brown continued speaking.

“I have explained to Mr Dawson all about your misdemeanours and the fact I have given you the cane. Mr Dawson is a specialist in punishment and correction which is why I have called him here this evening. Actually, I have known about your affair for some while and today you simply gave me the opportunity I have been waiting for. Mr Dawson considers that twelve strokes of the cane are insufficient to drive the message home. He, like me, does not approve of faithless sluts and considers they should be properly chastised.”

“I’m not a slut.”

“He says you are and I agree with him – you are a slut.”

“I, I, oh I don’t know what to say.”

“Good. Meanwhile, Mr Dawson and I have had a number of conversations in the past few weeks and your actions today have only brought matters to a head. Let me tell you a bit about Mr Dawson. He is a therapist, the kind who deals with naughty people like you. He calls himself a Corrective Action Therapist and his aim is to ensure you do not misbehave again.”

“I see, and how does he do that?”

“You will find out soon enough. Now, Mr Dawson has my full and written permission to punish you in any way he sees fit. As you are an adult you will also give him your permission.”

“I will not.”

“You will. All the time you delay you are only making things worse for yourself.”

“Mr Dawson can go to hell. I know what he does and he isn’t going to touch me!”

“He is going to teach you a lesson you will not forget. Now, you can either be taught that lesson or we can go ahead and get divorced.”

“You fucking piece of shit,” the woman blurted out. “You fucking piece of shit.”

She turned and made to go to the door of the study. She tried the handle and found the door locked. “Open this fucking door now, you piece of shit,” she screamed.

Dawson stood up and walked over to the woman. Without talking, he grabbed her arm and propelled her back to the great oak desk that occupied the centre of the room. Without ceremony he pushed her over the edge of the desk and yanked her skirt up.

“Get off me, you pervert,” she yelled.

“Your husband has requested I punish you for your recent misdemeanours. I fear that will have to wait until you have learned some basic manners.” Dawson spoke evenly and his strong arm across her back as he held her arm twisted behind her was far more than Cheryl could struggle against. She didn’t see the leather strap Dawson held in his hand, the same strap he had been sitting on when she’d entered the room. In a flash he raised it high above her and she felt the sting of the first impact on her already burning flesh. The second stroke landed on top of the first and she screamed.

“Please, Mrs Brown, do not make such a fuss. This is only the beginning. It would be well for you to apologise sooner rather than later.”

“Apologise!” She exclaimed. “Just wait until I get the police onto you, you … arghh.” The next stroke of the strap landed. This was followed after a few seconds by a fourth stroke.

“Okay, okay, I give in. I’ll sign the bloody letter, only don’t whack me again.”

Dawson let her arm go and stood back. The young woman straightened, pulled down her skirt and took the pen her husband silently offered her from the other side of the desk. She fumbled with the sheet of paper and added her signature to the bottom.

“Good,” Adam Brown muttered as he took the paper back from the girl. “This is yours, Mr Dawson, and you can now take Cheryl with you and drum some discipline into her.”

“What?” She muttered. “Go with him?”

“That is what I said. Mr Dawson has far more appropriate facilities at his own place, facilities he could not hope to have brought with him here. Now, Cheryl, you would be advised to do everything he tells you to do.”

“Yes, Adam,” she demurred, realising she had lost. As she did so, she turned round to look at Dawson. “Well?” She asked.

“Go and get your overnight bag and then meet me in the hallway. Its gone six now and I doubt you will have learned your lesson this evening. Your husband has my number and my address and he has been round to inspect my facilities, so you are quite safe.”

The young woman walked to the door and waited for Dawson to unlock it. When she’d left his study the door was closed and she could hear muted conversation taking place behind her. She climbed the stairs, resigned to her fate, knowing the next several hours were going to be the worst of her life. Still, she had no choice other than to go through with it. She had no choice – that was it, plain and simple – no choice.

Five minutes later, complete with her small, blue overnight bag she was standing in the hallway.

“Good,” said Dawson as he opened the front door. “It’s only a short drive and while we’re travelling you would do well to heed the information I am going to give you.”

The young woman followed Dawson out of the front door.

“I’ll let you know how things are going later on,” Dawson called back to Adam Brown as he closed the door behind them.






CHAPTER 2
The drive took just over half an hour, a period of time during which Dawson went to great pains to explain exactly what he required of the young woman. She would be obedient and if she was not, she would be taught to be obedient. Once she had learned the art of being obedient and compliant, Dawson would proceed to impress on her the importance of honesty and good manners, as well as teach her the total abhorrence he held for people who were labelled bullies.

The car pulled up at the farmhouse. Now, some distance from any other dwelling, Dawson explained that the young woman could scream and curse and swear as much as she wanted, only she couldn’t be heard by anyone and it would only add to the weight of punishment.

Indoors, Dawson led the woman to the spare bedroom, instructed her to have a bath and then told her how to prepare for her first lesson.

He left her to bathe while he went back down the stairs. He closed the door to the lounge and reclined in his favourite armchair, flicking the channels of the television with the buttons on the remote control, until he found the channel he wanted. He watched as she ran the bath water, watched almost disinterestedly as she undressed, and watched as she began to wash. She had short, dark hair, and was a slender being. Her body was well-proportioned. Her breasts, he estimated, were size B, and she had long, slender legs. Dawson watched as she washed. He was in no hurry and could wait as long as was necessary.

Finally, after nearly half an hour, he heard her footsteps on the staircase and knew the first lesson was about to begin. He turned off the television just before she knocked politely on the door to the lounge.

“Come in,” he spoke with authority. She opened the door and stood there dressed in the white bathrobe he had loaned her. She entered the room.

“Mr Dawson,” she started. “I’m sorry about all the bad language I used earlier and for the things I said.” She was almost perfect, even if her voice faltered slightly. “I think, Mr Dawson, it would be good if I could be taught how to behave properly in future.”

“I think so too, Cheryl,” he said, mildly surprised at the change in the woman’s character.

“In that case, if you will tell me what to do, I think we should get started.”

“Very well, Cheryl. I think your first lesson should begin in here. Be so good as to come and stand behind this armchair.”

The woman did as she was commanded. The chair did not have a high back, the top coming to just above the female’s waist.

“Now, to begin with you can bend right over the chair. Hang your head down the other side.” Almost before the command was issued she obeyed him so he continued. “For your foul language and abusive outburst earlier, you will now receive thirty six strokes, administered as a dozen by my hand, a dozen by paddle and a dozen by cane. During the administration of this punishment you will stay in position. You may cry but not utter foul words.

“Thank you, Mr Dawson.” The young woman’s voice faltered as she waited. She felt Dawson behind her. The bathrobe was tied at the waist and she felt him lift it from behind.

“You were instructed to wear no underclothes,” Dawson’s voice was firm. “You will now stand upright, remove your knickers and the bathrobe. Then we will begin, only you will now receive a further six strokes of the cane for your disobedience.”

Slowly and silently the woman straightened, removed the bathrobe and then lowered her knickers, stepping carefully out of them. When she had removed them she repositioned herself over the back of the chair.

She waited while Dawson admired her still-pink flesh from her earlier caning. In fact, there were a couple of bruises which indicated her husband had been far from lenient in his own administration of chastisement.

“Please count out loud each stroke as I administer it.”

Slap! Dawson’s hand landed squarely across the middle of her buttocks.

“One,” she gasped, surprised at the power in the stroke.

Slap! Dawson delivered the second stroke almost directly on top of the first.

“Ow, two,” she gasped again.

Slap! The third stroke was, if anything, slightly harder than the first two and the sound of the contact on her bare arse seemed loud in the otherwise silent house. Behind the chair, on the wall at the end of the room was a bookshelf. Cheryl remained unaware that a miniature camera was feeding all the action directly back to Dawson’s computer – recording her chastisement for posterity.

“Three,” she groaned. His hand had landed on top of one of the existing bruises.

Slap! Slap! Two more hits, this time one on each buttock cheek.

“Arggh, four and five.”

Dawson stopped for a moment and she felt his fingers touch her warm, bare flesh as he examined the punishment zone.

“Hmm, coming up quite nicely.” She felt him gently prise open her buttock cheeks slightly. “And an anal virgin too, by the look of it,” he commented before delivering the sixth swat to her upturned rear.

“Six,” she yelped.

Slap! Slap! Slap! Three, quick-fire spanks delivered so quickly she didn’t have time to count them off.

“Arrgghhh,” she moaned.

“How many?” Dawson’s voice was level, almost menacing.

“N…n…nine,” she stuttered as tears welled up in her eyes.

Dawson delivered the final three hand slaps, waited for her to count each one off and then stood back to look at the buttocks that were rapidly turning a shade of pink. He steeped in and parted the cheeks of her bottom with his left hand. He admired the tight anus for a moment and smiled to himself.

“Stand up,” he commanded, “and follow me.”

Dawson led the young woman out of the lounge, across the hallway and down a flight of stairs into what had been the farmhouse cellar. Dawson opened the door at the bottom of the stairs and snapped on the light to the chamber.

“Welcome to my punishment room,” he smiled, when he saw the woman’s face turn white at the sight of the room. In the middle, ready for action was a trestle. “Your punishment will be continued over the trestle. Be so good as to arrange yourself over it with your legs spread wide to the trestle supports.”

Cheryl paused a moment too long.

“I said for you to get over the trestle. If you don’t obey me this instant we will increase the caning further.”

Defeated, the young woman walked over to the trestle, opened her legs until her bare feet could feel the wood of the trestle legs and then she draped her body over the padded top of the device and let her breasts hang down over the other side. She waited for the inevitable to happen but instead was shocked to feel Dawson’s hand on her left leg. His expert hands soon had the leather ankle-cuff in place and in a moment he had secured her ankle in place against the leg of the trestle. A minute later her right ankle was similarly secured in position. Then Dawson turned to her hands. The cuffs round her wrists were tight and similarly secured to the lower legs of the trestle. The woman was completely spread-eagled and completely secure. She could not raise her body by more than a few centimetres. She was vulnerable.

“Lift up your head and look at me.”

Dawson was sat on the floor looking at the woman. She raised her head to look at him.

“You have a choice,” he said. She knew what was coming because Kathy had told her what had happened to her. She knew it would be stupid to accept continuation of the beating. That had been Kathy’s choice and she had bled quite badly and not been able to sit down for a week. “You can either accept the continuation of the punishment as previously awarded to you, or you can hand yourself over to me as my slave and accept and do everything I command of you, always knowing that if you fail me in any respect I will treat your rear to further punishment.”

“What does slavery involve?”

“Your total submission and obedience to all that I ask of you.”

“Will it be as painful as a caning?”

“That is difficult to answer. There will be pain, but it is not the same as the raw pain of the cane.”

“Then I’ll take the slavery option.”

“Good. In that case, open your mouth please, wide, so I can see the back of your throat.”

The young woman did as commanded and Dawson, from nowhere, produced the gag-ball and inserted it between her teeth.

“The first mark of a slave is her willingness to take what is handed to her without complaint. By making it difficult for you to complain, you will soon learn this valuable lesson.”

Dawson stood up and walked behind the trestle. There they were, two, pink and lowing cheeks. He prepared himself for what was going to happen next. This woman needed breaking and Dawson figured a short, hard shock would help his cause. The dildo was a good ten inches long and about an inch and a half think with a tapered end. He lubricated the end lightly and walked over from the bench where his equipment lay to the woman. He parted her buttock cheeks firmly and placed the end of the dildo against the woman’s sphinctered anus. She wriggled as she lay over the trestle as if trying to get away from the device. Dawson pushed firmly. The woman clenched her buttocks, determined to resist entry.

“Relax. It will help you to learn. I am considerably stronger than you and tensing up will only cause you more pain if you resist.” Dawson waited five seconds for her buttocks to relax a little and then he pushed the dildo home, breaking through the muscle closing her anus. As the full width of the shaft of the device entered her body the woman groaned behind the gag. Dawson held the device in place for some moments before partially withdrawing it. Then he plunged it into her again. Repeating the action of withdrawal and penetration many times, he felt her soften under his ministrations. She was sobbing now, not so much from the pain but the humiliation of being taken this way, of having her body so exposed and so ruthlessly taken.

Then, just as suddenly as she had become aware of the intrusion, it was over and the dildo had been removed, leaving her feeling open and uncomfortable. Not only that but for some reason Cheryl Brown became aware that in her position her cunt was also exposed to her torturer’s ministrations. Almost as soon as this thought entered her head she felt his hand on the mound between her legs. Her short, neatly trimmed, pubic hair offered no concealment as she felt his two fingers gently parting the outer labia. Inside, her pink flesh was exposed and already moist, glistening under the spotlight that was trained on that area of the room, a spotlight carefully positioned to allow the hidden camera to record the action.

“Arggh,” she groaned behind the gag as Dawson attached the first clamp to the right outer labia. The fine teeth of the clamp bit into her tender flesh. She groaned again as the second clamp was secured around the left outer lip. Dawson tugged them gently, pulling the flesh downwards. The clamps held firm as the tiny teeth bit into the flesh they surrounded.

Dawson wandered over to his workbench, pulled open a drawer and extracted what he needed. He returned to the woman and secured the hook through the ends of both clamps. The hook hung limply between the woman’s open legs. Onto the hook Dawson hung a small bucket.

“You’ll feel a stretching sensation next,” he muttered as he started to pour water into the container. As he filled it, so the weight of the container pulled at the woman’s flesh, her labia taking the strain as the tiny clamps bit into her flesh. Dawson watched and waited as the clamps bit hard. Then, suddenly, a tiny blob of blood appeared from under the left clamp. At this point he stopped adding more water. The woman was moaning now, but the gag stopped her from screaming. Now, with her labia being pulled down to the floor, Dawson stood up and removed his trousers. It was time for Dawson to do some stretching of his own. The slightly open anus looked inviting. He prepared his rigid member and then took up position. With one menacing thrust he was deep inside her. Her muffled moan of surprise was mixed with the pain of his rude entry. He thrust into her wantonly, causing the container of water to swing like a pendulum between the woman’s legs, the clamps biting deeper into her ripped flesh.

The trestle was sturdy and prevented much movement so every time Dawson thrust his rigid manhood into her she had no means of moving away from him. He thrust hard, determined to have his way with her, determined that before the next day was through, she would be the totally compliant person Adam Brown was paying him for.

With one final thrust Dawson came inside her. He waited for the spurts of semen to subside before he withdrew, leaving her in position until he had cleaned himself up. He returned to her a couple of minutes later and noticed the pendulum had almost stopped swinging. He lifted the container off the hook and then removed both the clamps. Her labia were swollen and tiny pin-prick holes seeped drops of blood.

“Okay, slut, now its time to complete lesson one. This will hurt you but think of it as something you can remember if you ever consider being disobedient in the future lessons.”

“Mmm,” came the muffled reply.

Dawson picked up the fine-stranded, short-handled whip and took up position. The horse-tail hairs were stroked up the inside of the woman’s legs and up between her buttocks. The white semen was slowly dribbling out of her still-open anus as Dawson coated the hairs in the liquid. Then, with a deft flick of the wrists he played the horse-hairs over the woman’s sex. The force was not great but it was enough to sting her already swollen labia. She groaned as he delivered six lashes of the whip right there on the most tender part of her body.

When he’d finished, he released her arms and legs from the trestle, though he left the cuffs in place around her arms and legs.

“Right, you can have an hour’s rest. Get up and crawl over there into the cage.”

As she stood up, Dawson removed the gag. Her eyes were bright with tears but also, Dawson sensed, the woman was aroused. Her moist sex was evidence of her state and Dawson determined he would keep her on edge for some time yet. Her release would, he considered, be something of interest later that evening.

Obediently, Cheryl Brown walked over to the cage, opened the gate and sat down inside it. Dawson locked the gate and left the room, turning off the light as he went, plunging the woman into near total darkness.






CHAPTER 3
Dawson left the woman alone for an hour. She sat in the cage, her buttocks aching from the caning administered by her husband earlier in the evening, and from the spanking administered more recently by Dawson. Her genitals were throbbing both from the effects of the tugging clamps and also from the none-too-light administration of the horse-hair whip. Most painful, though, in her hunched position was her stretched anus. It had felt like a large rod being thrust into her, stretching her beyond anything she had felt in that area of her body before.

Suddenly the door to the chamber was opened and the light flooded in a moment before the light hanging from the ceiling was switched back on.

“Had a rest?” Dawson sounded moody.

“Yes, thanks,” she replied, demurely. As Dawson unlocked the gate to the cage she wondered what was going to happen next.

“Okay, it’s time for lesson two. Come out of the cage, move into the middle of the floor and stand there with your hands on the back of your head and your feet three feet apart.”

The woman did as instructed, realising she was completely exposed.

“How do you feel?” The question was unexpected.

“Not too bad – a bit sore in places.” She was actually in a lot of pain in the area around her buttocks but decided it best not to moan too much.

“Good. Pain is good, because it teaches you a lesson. From now on, when you talk to me, you will address me as master. Do you understand?”

“Yes … master,” she added after a moment’s thought. Dawson was busy doing something behind her. Then, as she replied, he came round to face her. He stood in front of her and put his hand straight between her legs, feeling her sex. She winced slightly, more from surprise than pain.

“Does that hurt?”

“No, master, it’s just a bit tender.”

“Good. Well, you had better do everything I tell you to do, or we can make it very tender indeed. Now, open those legs a bit wider.”

As she did so, Dawson walked back round behind her, picked up his stool and returned. He sat in front of her and dragged over the low trolley he had been preparing.

“That’s better - a nice open pussy that’s just waiting for me.” He bent down and pulled the metal bar off the trolley. He fastened it to the cuffs around the woman’s ankles, adjusting it so the bar fitted the space perfectly. “That’s just in case you thought about squirming away from me.” He rolled the narrow trolley in between the woman’s legs. The trolley was no more than eighteen inches high and slid in between her legs easily. On the top of the trolley was a stand with a series of clamps on it.

Dawson picked up the vibrator. It was long and thin and had a head that not only vibrated but pulsed up and down the length of the shaft. He took the vibrator, placed it against the woman’s vulva and inserted it to a depth of about four inches. Holding it in place, he moved the trolley until the stand and the clamps were in position around the device. He tightened the screws on the clamps, securing the vibrator in place, both with regards to the trolley and also with regards to the woman’s vulva. Now, we will start to have a little fun. He pressed the switch, bringing the device to life. The faint hum belied the tremendous sensations being delivered to the inner walls of the woman’s vulva. The shaft of the device vibrated against the walls while the vertical motion of the head felt, to the woman, like a man’s prick being inserted and withdrawn.

Dawson pressed a second switch on the device and the humming sound grew slightly louder.

“Ahhh, of God, that feels good, what is it?” She blurted, before adding, “master.”

The second switch had activated the flow of liquid. A tiny tube passed up the inside of the device, exiting the very tip, just like a man’s cock. The tube connected to the wall of the device and from there to a reservoir of whatever liquid the user cared to pass up the tube. A tiny pump inside the device pushed the liquid up the reservoir and out of the end of the tube.

“It is warm oil, designed to lubricate the toy.”

“Ahhh, oh God, I think I’m going to come.” The woman was shaking now as the first throes of sexual arousal deepened to the climax Dawson was waiting to see happen. She shuddered as the climax happened, the vibrator continuing its ministrations unabated. Even as the climax passed and her muscles relaxed, the vibrator hummed its steady rhythm. After a moment the woman started to shudder again. A second wave of arousal was taking over her body. Dawson looked up. Her nipples were stiff, erect with excitement.

“I think we’ll let the vibrator carry on for a bit. Meantime, place your hands behind your back.”

The woman did as instructed. As the waves of her second cumming took over her, Dawson lashed her wrists together with a length of rope. Satisfied they were secure he took a second length of rope and pulled the woman’s upper arms backwards. Securing the rope just above her elbows he pulled her arms backwards, forcing her chest forward, making her already-prominent B-cup breasts seemingly even more prominent. Bound in this way, the woman was powerless to resist whatever Dawson wanted to do.

She was coming again as Dawson played the horse-tail hairs over her breasts. Her nipples were engorged with her arousal, two fiery mounds on the tips of her ample breasts. The feel of the horse-hair only aggravated them further, engorging them with blood. Dawson played this way until her orgasm had passed, the vibrator giving her no rest before the sensations of arousal started again.

Dawson took her left nipple between his thumb and forefinger and tweaked it none-too-gently. The woman was building to another climax as Dawson wrapped the fine twine around the base of the nipple, tying it tight so that it stood out like a cherry on the top of an iced bun.

He left the length of twine hanging and repeated the operation on the other nipple. When they were both secure he pulled the two pieces of twine upwards, forcing the woman’s nipples to stand to attention as the vibrator continued to deliver its powerful sensations right into the heart of her vulva.

Dawson fetched the leather collar from his workbench and proceeded to secure it round the woman’s neck. She was too involved with what was happening between her legs to complain and with her arms tied behind her back she could offer no resistance anyway.

Once secure, Dawson tied the twine around the collar, ensuring the required degree of tension to hold the nipples upright, exposing the underside of the woman’s breasts. When satisfied, Dawson stood back and picked up the horse-tail hair whip. He stroked the hairs across the exposed underside of the woman’s breasts causing her to moan even more loudly as the vibrator directed her towards another climax.

She was now starting to lose the strength in her legs as the powerful shockwaves of arousal continued to course through her body. As she lost strength so she tended to squat more onto the vibrator, which as a result was pushed more deeply into her body, thus intensifying the sensations.

Crack! The whip flicked loudly across the underside of her breasts.

“Yeeeooowww!” She shrieked as her body reacted to the sudden pain.

Crack! Crack! Crack! The whip struck against her tender flesh causing bruise marks to start forming where the whip had made contact.

“Are you a sporty person, slut?” Dawson asked her after the fourth stroke.

“N…n…no master,” she stammered, as the tears flowed down her cheeks.

“Pity. I always find horse-hair is a remarkable thing. One minute it can give such exquisite pleasure, the next, almost intolerable pain. Now, if you were a sports person you would probably already know that.”

“Yes, master,” she continued to sob.

Crack! A fifth stroke caressed her breasts. Her nipples were on fire now, the trapped blood and their enforced erectness causing the woman more pain.

She shuddered again as the vibrator continued to administer its torture deep inside her. The lubricating oil was trickling down her legs now, oil mixed with her own juices.

Dawson walked behind the woman and a moment later she felt the horse-hairs as they played across her buttocks, buttocks spread open by the leg-spreaders, buttocks which were still pink from her earlier spanking.

“Do you like the feel of the horse-hairs here?”

“Yes, master,” she demurred, realising what Dawson meant.

“Good,” he muttered shortly before the first stripe caught her an inch above the top of her legs.

“Yeargghh,” she screamed. Unable to move, for the vibrator held her body in place, she could not back away from the impending second stripe.

Crack! It landed just a fraction higher than the first. Crack! The third landed just a little higher again, and so Dawson continued until he had rained down maybe twenty stripes and the woman’s pink buttocks had turned bright red and she was howling continually even, Dawson mused, through the next orgasm as it wracked further torment upon her.

She was gasping now from the strange mixture of pain and pleasure. Dawson walked over to his worktop, picked up the short vibrator he called his “teaser” and walked back to the front of the woman. The humming sound of this smaller device was higher pitched than the other. Deftly Dawson reached forward and parted the top of the woman’s labia. As he did so he exposed her clitoris, already engorged and fiery from the arousal being given by the vibrator deep inside the woman. Delicately he pressed the head of the “teaser” against the swollen clitoris.

The woman shuddered violently as the intense pleasure flowed through her, the sensitive clitoris soaking up all the pleasure-giving power the vibrator had to offer.

“I said the alternative to a sound flogging would be to teach you the art of slavery. That is a mixture of pain and pleasure and the combination of both will teach you the lesson you need to learn.”

“Yes, master,” she gasped as the next wave of pleasure made her legs shake.

“Are you ready to start being a slave?”

“Yes, master.”

“Good.”

Dawson switched off the vibrator he was holding and then the one buried in the woman. He removed this slowly and pushed the trolley out of the way.

“Kneel,” he commanded.

The woman did as instructed, her ankles still attached to the leg-spreader. She knelt in front of him as he unzipped his manhood. Already erect, he placed it in front of the woman’s face.

“Right, you little slut, suck.” He commanded. She knelt forward and opened her mouth. Extending her tongue she touched the end of his manhood, circling it tantalisingly with the tip.

“I said suck, you slut,” he repeated.

She opened her mouth wider and took his head into her. She clamped her lips around his shaft, just behind the head, and sucked gently.

“Harder,” Dawson commanded.

She increased the power of her sucking, releasing the pressure only to breathe.

“That’s better. Now, start the rhythm like I’m up your cunt.” She obeyed, allowing him to partially withdraw before she sucked him back inside her. She did this slowly, as rhythmically as she could.

Cheryl Brown had never sucked a man like this before and the taste in her mouth was strange and salty. Certainly she had never contemplated doing such an act with her husband and none of her affairs had asked her either. yet, since her schoolgirl days, the thought of what it must be like had often crossed her mind. Most definitely though, it had never involved her having a well-tanned arse, her legs spread out and her kneeling with her nipples tied up and her hands tied behind her back. It was strangely exciting and the woman decided she would try to make the man come for her.

“Deeper, take it deeper,” she heard him say.

This was the point where it was going to get tricky. She already felt mildly uncomfortable with the inch or so she had in the middle of her mouth. Now she was being ordered to take more.

She breathed deeply and then plunged another inch of manhood into her mouth, clamping her lips over the purple-veined shaft as she sucked on what she had taken.

“Mmm,” he groaned.

She allowed his member to partially withdraw before taking him back inside her. Once again she set up the rhythmic motion she knew would bring him to the edge. He may think he was the master but for the moment she was in control. The thought of giving him a good seeing to came into her mind and with it the notion that it might make her future sessions less painful. She sucked, hard!

She sucked, licked and squeezed his shaft with her lips, withdrawing him and plunging him back into her. She kept the rhythm going as she did everything she knew how.

“Good, slut, now open your mouth as wide as you can,” Dawson said. As she opened her mouth she felt his hand on the back of her head. She was powerless to stop him and in the same instant she felt the full thrust of his manhood as it touched the back of her throat, causing her to gag with the reflex reaction. Dawson pulled out of her mouth slightly and then plunged his cock back inside her. She clamped her mouth over his shaft as if trying to prevent him from moving. He responded by pulling her hair until she opened her mouth to let out a muffled scream of pain. As she did so, Dawson plunged deep inside her again. He repeated this action a half dozen times until the woman thought she was going to be sick. Then she felt him twitch inside her a moment before she tasted the first of the salty liquid as it spurted into her throat.

As he reached his climax, Dawson stopped plunging his cock to the back of her mouth. He withdrew slightly, allowing his fluids to squirt into her mouth rather than straight down her throat. When he’d finished his climax he withdrew.

“Now, make sure you swallow every last drop,” he ordered when he saw the feint signs of white liquid seeping out of one corner of her mouth.

“Mmm, mmm,” she groaned, the liquid still in her mouth.

“Swallow, now!” Dawson commanded.

“Mmm, mmm,” she said and gulped twice, forcing the creamy fluid down her throat.

“Not so bad, was it?” Dawson smiled when she opened her mouth to show the liquid had all gone.

“No, master,” she replied.

“Good. Now, when I’ve released your legs you can crawl back into the cage and have a rest for an hour. I’ve got some things to do.”

Two minutes later, Cheryl Brown was once again ensconced in the tiny prison, her arms still tied behind her back. Dawson had, thoughtfully, released her nipples from their bonds, but with her hand still tied the woman could do nothing to massage away the pain in either of the breasts or her buttocks.

Dawson left the light on, closed the door to the chamber and retired to his lounge.






CHAPTER 4
Dawson was surprised at the woman’s learning capacity. If only all his clients were the same. He returned to the lounge and picked up the mail that he hadn’t yet opened.

The first two envelopes were bills. Dawson put them to one side, turning his attention to the white, slightly perfumed letter, the address on which had been hand-written. It was a woman’s hand, Dawson felt sure. He slit the envelope and removed the sheet of paper.

The letter introduced the woman, a Miss Sophie Halton. She described herself as being 23 years old, five feet six with short, red hair. She even included a photograph to back up her description. Dawson read the letter, musing that she had found out his details from a friend of hers, a friend who had no idea that Sophie was looking for someone like Dawson to show her the ropes. Those were her words – she wanted Dawson to show her the ropes. She’d heard he was a dominant person and the woman wanted to explore her submissive side. Dawson noted she had left him her telephone number and decided to give her a call.

“Miss Halton?” Dawson queried when the soft, seductive voice answered the call.

“Yes, who is it?”

“Greg Dawson, you wrote to me.”

“I did, Mr Dawson. Thanks for getting back to me. Do you think you can help me from what I’ve said?”

“Absolutely. Now, I take it you know nothing about this entire scene.”

“Not really. I mean, I’ve had fantasies and all that but I’ve never really had any practice.”

“I see. Well, I have someone here at the moment that is also learning the ropes, so to speak. I’m sure she’d be happy to share a lesson or two with you. Are you doing anything tomorrow, say late morning for an hour or two?”

“No. Do I have to be shown with someone else?”

“It would get you off to a quicker start and also help you to feel more secure in the setting. She’s a nice person, like you.”

“I suppose it does make sense. What time would you suggest? Oh and how much will it cost?”

“First lessons are free,” Dawson said. “Then we can discuss what else you need.”

He made the appointment, replaced the receiver and rubbed his hands. It wasn’t often he got to treat two customers at the same time. There were exceptions but twosomes were relatively rare.

Dawson sat back in the armchair and recalled the last twosome he’d dealt with. It had been entirely different to the situation he now faced, but equally enjoyable.

Claudia and Rebecca Threadway were eighteen and had just finished school. Their father, Reginald, was a tall, strong man who stood no nonsense. The twins had borrowed the family car one evening and taken it for a spin, badly crashing it in the process. Though both were drivers, neither admitted to being in the driving seat. This solidarity amongst the twins had grown stronger as the years had progressed and Reginald Threadway knew he would have little chance in elucidating the truth from the girls.

Finally, there had been the call from the police concerning the incident and Threadway knew things were getting serious. Still the girls maintained they were innocent. In desperation Threadway had responded to one of Dawson’s local adverts. Dawson had assured him he could get to the bottom of the matter and so it was one day about a month previous that Dawson had driven to the Threadway home. A detached house in a quiet cul-de-sac, Dawson reckoned as he drove up that the peace was about to be shattered. He did not know that house contained a cellar and that Threadwell had soundproofed it some years back so the girls could hold the odd party down there.

Dawson was ushered into the house and met the girls in the living room.

“Mr Dawson, meet Claudia and Rebecca.”

“Delighted, I’m sure.” Dawson smiled thinly at the two nervous teenagers.

“Mr Dawson is an expert at extracting the truth from people. He is what is termed, a Corrective Action Therapist.”

“Purr,” Claudia giggled.

“Sorry, Mr Dawson, it’s just what they are like.”

“Why purr?” Dawson asked, unamused.

“Corrective Action Therapist, CAT, hence purr,” she giggled again.

“Fret not, Mr Threadwell. I will soon wipe the smug grin off their faces. You have the forms I sent you?”

“Yes, yes, all signed and in good order. What do you want to do?”

“Begin the therapy. Now, I take it that neither of you wants to tell the truth before we begin?” Dawson paused a moment then continued. “I thought not. I take it your father has told you of my methods?”

“Oh yes,” Rebecca turned to smile at Dawson.

“I see, and that does not worry you?”

“No, not at all. Would you like to start up here or take us down to the dungeon, I mean, the cellar?”

“You have a cellar?”

“Oh yes. It’s quite cosy down there. Actually, if you would take them down there I could get on with some work.” Threadwell was beginning to sound impatient at the delay in the start of proceedings.

“Very well. In that case, ladies, lead the way.”

Dawson followed the young women out into the hallway, waited while they opened the door and followed them down the steps.

When they were in the cellar proper, Dawson closed the door. He opened his bag and stood in the middle of the room.

“Sure you don’t want to change your minds?”

“Nope. Nothing will break our bond.”

“In that case, we can make this easy, or hard, it’s up to you. Rebecca, go and stand facing the wall. Put your hands on your head and don’t look round.”

The girl with short, fake-blonde hair did as she was ordered.

“Okay, Claudia, I’m going to start with you. Put your arms out in front of you, wrists together.”

“Huh?” she queried. Dawson smiled to himself. Not quite what she was expecting.

“Just do as you are told.”

She demurred and soon Dawson had tied her wrists together with a long length of twine.

“Now, bend over, keeping your knees straight.” She obeyed and Dawson passed the free length of rope between her legs.

“Open your legs to about three feet apart.”

She shuffled her legs open and felt the twine as Dawson pulled it up between her legs. Her skirt was being pulled up into her taut, white knickers as Dawson pulled the rope higher. She lowered her arms until they were between her legs, almost covering her sex.

Suddenly Dawson yanked the rope downwards to the floor, pulling her arms down with it. Then he secured the rope to her left ankle. She was bent over; her rear exposed to whatever Dawson wanted to do. In a moment she felt him pull up her skirt, tucking the hem into the waistband. Then she felt her knickers being adjusted so that a large portion of her buttocks was exposed.

“Six of the best to loosen you up, young lady.” He muttered. A moment later she was reeling from the heat in her arse as the first stroke of the wide leather paddle crashed into her pale flesh. The rope held her in position for the next stroke but she moved her other leg in a vain effort to escape.

“Stay in position or I will double your punishment,” Dawson hissed. She opened her legs again only to be greeted by the second heat-generating swat.

“Yeeoow,” she howled as the third stroke followed suit.

“Ouch that hurt,” she moaned as the fourth stroke from the paddle caressed her flesh.

Slap, slap! The last two strokes landed.

“Changed your mind yet?” Dawson spoke softly.

“Ow, ow, no, no, no,” she muttered.

“Right, Rebecca, come over here and put out your arms, wrists together.”

The other girl was already sobbing as she walked over to Dawson, her arms outstretched.

“Do you want to tell the truth?”

She shook her head as the tears continued to fall.

Dawson tied her wrists and forced her into the same position as her sister.

As he pulled up her skirt he noticed she was not wearing knickers. Her sex was exposed to his attentions and as he tucked up the hem of her skirt Dawson allowed himself a good look at what was being revealed. She was neatly trimmed between her legs and her pouting labia looked like they would need some attention shortly.

Crack! The first swat of the paddle landed.

“Wow, ow, ow,” she responded. Unlike her sister, she managed to keep position for the second stroke.

Crack! It was not long in coming and equally as hard as the first one. Her pale buttock cheeks started to turn a shade of pale pink. They turned an even darker colour when Dawson delivered the next two strokes. Then he stood back for a moment, listened to the young woman’s heavy breathing and observed the glistening that had formed on her short pubes. Angry that she should be aroused, Dawson fired off the last two strokes. The girl was certainly sobbing but her breathing was more that of an aroused woman and certainly the feint musk that now filled the air was not normal reaction to punishment.

“Do I take it you still will not tell the truth, either of you?”

In their state of bondage the girls shook their heads.

“In that case, you will have to take more punishment.”

Dawson returned to Claudia, yanked her knickers down as far as he could force them and grabbed her sex in his hand. He squeezed hard enough to cause discomfort.

“We’ll have to find a more penetrative way to break your bond,” Dawson spoke softly. With his free hand he reached over to his bag and pulled out the egg-shaped vibrator. Without ceremony he inserted it into the young woman’s cunt and pushed it in fully three inches. Then he turned it on to full power and waited for the vibrations to take effect. After a minute the woman’s breathing changed as the throes of arousal began to course through her young body. Taping the control unit to her leg, Dawson turned his attentions back to the twin sister.

Rebecca was already dribbling at the thought of having a similar treatment applied to her already excited sex but Dawson had other plans. Releasing the rope around her leg he pulled the girl over to the low coffee table that occupied part of the room. He made her lie down on the flat surface so that her breasts were squashed into the cold wood.

Pulling her arms above her head he tied them to the central support keeping the two table legs in place then he took her legs and lashed them to each of the rear legs of the table. She was now fixed in place and his to torment.

The vibrator was still working well deep inside Claudia and the mixture of the pleasure it was giving her combined with the discomfort of her hunched position was evident by her groaning and movements. Dawson picked up the twin-bladed strap he had rolled up in his bag. Flexing the blades he ran them lightly over Rebecca’s naked flesh.

Crack! The tawse crashed into her buttocks causing the cheeks to ripple under the pressure of the blow.

“Yeeoow,” the young woman moaned. Dawson added two further strokes across the cheeks before moving to the tops of her legs. The woman writhed in pain as he swiftly tawsed her legs, bringing lines of pink bruising to view where the instrument of torture made contact with her tender body.

After he had delivered six strokes of the tawse, Dawson paused.

“Ready to confess?” He hissed.

“N…n…no,” the young woman blurted back.

“In that case, it’s time to soften you up some more.”

Dawson shifted position, glided the blade of the tawse in between the woman’s legs and delivered a short, sharp stroke right onto the tender flesh of her labia.

“Yearrrggghhhh,” she sobbed as the pain surged through her body.

“Ohhh, ohh, ohhh,” her sister moaned as the vibrator moved inside her bringing her to yet another climax.

Slap! The tawse crashed a second time into Rebecca’s cunt. A third stroke followed and Dawson stopped to look intimately at his handiwork. She was bruising up nicely, her labia puffing up and beginning to glow. Dawson grabbed her sex and realised that despite the obvious pain, the woman was wet from arousal.

“Right, time to soften you up a bit.” Dawson yanked the vibrator out of Claudia’s vulva, ripped the tape holding the control unit and returned to the coffee table. As he had done with her sister, Dawson now inserted the device deep inside Rebecca. She moaned as he did so and it was not long before she was grinding her pelvis into the coffee table as the first waves of arousal filled her body.

“The combination of pain and pleasure will eventually make one of you crack and tell the truth,” Dawson muttered.

Claudia was wet between the legs, very wet. The vibrator had done its job well and Dawson knew she would be very sensitive now. Releasing the rope around her legs, Dawson led Claudia round the back of the armchair he’d moved into the centre of the floor space.

“Just before we continue, do you want to confess?”

“No. You’ll never make me do that.”

“We’ll see.”

“Right, over the back of the chair and spread your legs wide.”

The woman complied and as she did so she heard Dawson move around the room.

Crack! The tawse was being used on her now! Across her buttocks came the first stroke. Crack! Crack! Two more.

“Ouch,” she moaned though her cunt was still on fire and the pain was now arousing her considerably.

Crack!

“Yeeoow!” She howled as the leather of the tawse slid up between her legs and crashed into her swollen, wet sex. Twice more Dawson wet the strap of the tawse on her sex as he delivered the punishment. Then he stopped. Her naked buttocks were wonderfully exposed.

Dawson moved in to inspect what lay between the cheeks. He found her anus, small, closed, tight, virginal.

“Do you want to confess?” He asked softly.

“No.”

Dawson took the dildo and pushed it against her anus.

“Sure?” He smiled to himself. This would hurt.

“Nooo, noooo, please don’t go there,” she complained as he pushed the dildo against the tight muscle.

“Confess then.” Dawson’s voice was little more than a menacing whisper. He pushed harder on the dildo. The woman tried to struggle, tried to escape, but she had nowhere to escape to. The back of the chair held her in position as Dawson pushed harder. She shrieked in pain and beads of perspiration formed on her face as the dildo broke through the barrier.

Dawson watched closely as the first drop of blood appeared at the edge of her anus. The dildo was large, too large and something had ripped as he had pushed it into her. He pushed further until the device was fully four inches inside the woman.

“Oooohh, oooohhh,” Rebecca, still grinding her pelvis into the coffee table, was climaxing again, her pleasure masked by the anguished sobs of her sister as the dildo was thrust rudely in and out of her anus.

“You only have to confess if you want the pain to go away.”

“N..n…no, n…n…never,” she stammered as the dildo was pushed further into her. With the device still inside her anus, Dawson ordered her to stand up. She did so slowly and painfully, the shift in position of the device causing her more pain. Dawson taped the exposed end round one of her legs, leaving the dildo four inches inserted into the woman.

“Turn round and lean back on the chair.”

Claudia turned round slowly and leant back on the armchair, her wrists still lashed together round her front. Dawson released the wrists, ordered her to put them behind her back and, once she had complied, he retied them there.

“Ohhhh, this is heaven,” Rebecca was really giving the coffee table a hammering as she climaxed yet again. Dawson knew she’d be very tender between the legs when he next turned to her.

With Claudia’s arms now tied behind her back, her breasts were totally exposed. Dawson also could now see that the young woman was shaved between her legs. Her bare sex glistened from earlier arousal and her nipples were like two, stiff, glace cherries sitting on top of her breasts. Dawson tweaked her left nipple causing the woman to moan.

“Spread your legs,” Dawson hissed. As she did so the tape on the dildo pulled the instrument inside her and caused her to moan.

“Time for more torture.” Dawson returned briefly to his bag and found what he was looking for. The vibrator was long and shiny. He returned to the woman, inserted it as far as he could into her vulva and taped it to her leg.

“Now, do you want to confess?”

“No,” she said quickly. Dawson turned the device on and heard the loud humming sound as the vibrator touched the dildo through the flesh between the woman’s vulva and her rectum. The sensations must have been electric for perspiration appeared on Claudia’s head and she raised herself onto tiptoes as if trying to escape the twin rude insertions.

Dawson stood back for a moment. Rebecca was still grinding her stomach and pelvis into the coffee table as orgasm after orgasm seared through her young body. Up against the armchair, Claudia was beginning to climax as a result of the vibrator in her vagina banging against the intrusion up her backside.

Dawson admired the scene for five minutes before turning to Rebecca.

“Time to move on,” he said casually. He pulled the vibrator out of her love tunnel, untied her bonds and turned her over on the table. He tied her legs to the lower legs, and passed a length of rope under the table and secured it just above her knees, ensuring her legs were wide open. Next he tied her arms one to each of the top legs of the table. She was open, exposed, and vulnerable.

“Now, we will administer a bit more pain. This will be a temporary arrangement for now, but can be made permanent in the future if I am called back.

Dawson swabbed her left nipple, all round the areola and the nipple itself with cold antiseptic.

“This will hurt,” he said as he placed the piercing gun neatly around the woman’s nipple and squeezed the trigger.

“Yeow,” she screamed as the stud sliced through her nipple and protruded through the other end.

Dawson wasted no time and treated her right nipple in the same way. She screamed again as the gun went “plop”, firing the stud through the soft, pink flesh.

Dawson put the gun down and tugged playfully on the woman’s new ornamentation. She moaned as he tugged gently on the studs.

“Very good,” he said after a moment. “They should hold for my purposes. “Now, to complete my plans for you, young lady, I have one more piercing to make.”

With that, Dawson moved down to the woman’s sex. He parted her labia and sought out her clitoris. She groaned as he touched her, suddenly understanding what he was going to do.

“Do you want to confess?” He asked as he picked up the stud gun.

“No.” She said simply before screaming at the top of her voice a moment later as the stud went clean through the centre of her bud.

“Yarrgghhhh,” she cried out, pulling on the restraints to no avail.

“You had the choice,” Dawson said, noticing tiny spots of blood had appeared at the exit wounds of each of the three studs.

Dawson dabbed them with more antiseptic, causing the woman to scream out again as each wound was cleaned. When he’d finished, Dawson released her bonds.

“Okay, Rebecca, go and stand over by the wall and put your hands on your head.”

She did as she was told while Dawson turned to her sister.

“Right, Claudia,” he said as he removed the instruments from her body and released her bonds, “it’s your turn, unless you want to confess.”

“No way,” she smiled at him, her resilience admirable.

In turn she was strapped to the table, her legs pulled wide apart and her naked sex exposed fully to Dawson’s attentions.

As with her sister, Claudia felt the cold pad of antiseptic as it cleaned around her areola and nipple on each breast. Then she felt the pressure of the stud gun as Dawson lined it up on her left nipple.

She shrieked as the stud pierced her flesh, the instant of pain causing her head to spin. A minute later the excruciating pain was redoubled as the naked flesh of her right nipple was given the same treatment. Dawson tested both studs, was happy with his work and as with Rebecca, he moved down to Claudia’s exposed sex. She was wet from her arousal session and her labia were glistening in the light from the overhead spotlight. Dawson prised open her labia, noticed her clitoris was swollen and puffy from the effects of the vibrator and then positioned the gun where he wanted it.

“Yarrgghhhh,” the woman shrieked as the most sensitive part of her body was subjected to the pain of piercing.

Again, blood formed on the wounds caused by the piercing and Dawson’s cleaning up operations were greeted with further howls from the woman. Finally he untied her and allowed her to go and stand with her sister.

“Now, I should warn you that the next bit gets really painful,” Dawson smiled as he saw the four, young, pert breasts adorned with the studs. “Do either of you want to change your mind?”

“No,” they chorused, though Dawson could see some real fear in their faces.

“Okay, Rebecca, come over here.”

She did so and stood before Dawson. In turn, Dawson took three lengths of thin twine and tied each piece to one of the girl’s new studs.

“Claudia, come and join her, facing her.”

In a minute the twins were facing each other, standing maybe a foot apart. Dawson secured the other end of the lengths of twine to Claudia’s own adornments so that nipple was attached to opposite nipple and clitoris to clitoris. Dawson was careful to ensure all three lengths of twine were taut, allowing little movement.

Then, with a deft movement he delivered a short, sharp, slap of his palm into the buttocks of Claudia. Instinctively she jumped in the air, all three fixing point being simultaneously stretched to the point where the new piercing jarred in their positions. Not unexpectedly, both young women howled from the pain.

“I suggest you try to stay in one place,” Dawson smirked. He turned and delivered as second slap across the woman’s cheeks, though this time she managed not move. In a flash Dawson was standing behind Rebecca and slapped her rear twice. She cried out but did not move.

“This sisterly devotion is quite touching,” Dawson spoke with menace. Let’s see what a bit of heat can achieve. He turned to his bag and pulled out a candle. He lit the wick and waited for the wax to melt before turning to Claudia.

“Your arse first,” he said. He stood behind her and turned the candle up so the hot wax started to drip on the woman’s already burning flesh. She howled but clung onto her sister so as not to move. The wax dripped some more and then she felt the spreaders between her buttock cheeks. Really, spreaders was an inaccurate term, they were forceps and Dawson opened them to part her cheeks. The cool metal of the forceps only added to the woman’s discomfort as her buttocks were prised apart. When they were open, Dawson had a view of her anus. He moved the candle so the wax dribbled onto the crack at the top of her buttocks. He watched with satisfaction as the wax began to slide down the crack towards her anus. The candle dripped more wax onto the growing pool between her opened cheeks and Dawson watched as the woman clung tightly to her twin, trying not to move.

The wax crept lower, its heat causing more and more discomfort. Finally, with just millimetres to go before the wax would have covered her anus the woman leapt in the air from the unbearable pain. As she howled with the pain in her arse and the combined pain of both nipples and clitoris being stretched at the same time, so too her sister screamed out as well. Oddly it was Rebecca who spoke first.

“Okay, just stop the waxing on my sister and I’ll admit it was me.”

“Was it?” Dawson questioned.

“Yes, just stop the wax,” Rebecca pleaded.

“Fair enough.” Dawson lifted the candle and cut the twine holding the sisters together. “Claudia, you can go and sit down over there,” he pointed to a chair. “As for you, Rebecca, you will now be punished for your crime, and for the pain you have caused your sister.”

“Yes,” she said.

Dawson led her back to the coffee table and forced her to lie stomach down on the wooden surface. He tied her arms to the top legs of the table, forcing her breasts and sore nipples into the harsh wood. Then he strapped her legs together and tied them round the table so she could not lift them.

“Your punishment will be a paddling from your sister. She will give you twenty four swats and I will ensure each one is delivered with sufficient force. If it is not then she will suffer and the swat won’t count. Come here, Claudia, it’s time to do your duty.”

“Sorry sis,” she said as Dawson handed her the paddle.

“She will be,” Dawson smirked.

Claudia took the paddle and laid it across her sister’s bare arse. The paddle rose in the air and crashed down on the young woman’s already tender flesh. Dawson admired Claudia’s strength and the effect on her sister. Strapped to the table, Rebecca howled loudly as each stroke landed on her unprotected buttocks. They went from burning pink, to red, to burning red, to crimson and then purple as Claudia delivered the punishment.

Each stroke landed on top of the previous one, delivering a stinging, burning heat into the young woman’s arse. After the final swat had been executed, Claudia turned away, tears streaming down her face. Rebecca was howling in her prostrate position and her bum looked swollen and bruised.

“Right,” said Dawson, “just to make sure you have learned your lesson, there is one final act to complete.”

He picked up the forceps and prised open the swollen and bruised buttocks, exposing the girl’s anus. With a single swing of the candle he delivered a trail of hot wax that splashed on her already painful cheeks, dripped onto her swollen labia and then dripped onto the opening of her anus. She shrieked as the wax landed, only to then gasp for breath as the excruciating pain tore through that area of her body.

“Have you learned your lesson?” Dawson asked her needlessly.

“Yes,” she sobbed.

“And you, Claudia?”

“Yes,” she sobbed in sympathy with her poor, bruised sister.

“Good.” Dawson cleared up his equipment and in a few minutes was on his way.






CHAPTER 5
Dawson’s reflections came to an end. It was now late evening and he had one more session planned for Cheryl Brown. She was about to learn the first stages of what he’d been discussing with her husband. It was his dream, yet only now, on account of her faithlessness in their marriage, was he able to put it into practice and Dawson was the trainer.

Dawson went back to the chamber and opened the cage. Her hands were still tied behind her back and Dawson had to help her clamber out of the confined space. He allowed her stand up straight and walk around for a minute before ordering her into the middle of the chamber. She stood there silently waiting for him to issue further instructions.

“One more session tonight and you can go to bed,” he muttered. The contraption he had in his hand contained two bars. The bottom bar was fixed to the end supports whilst the top bar slid down on the end supports which had screw threads running their length. Above the top bar was a wing nut on each of the screw threads.

Dawson walked in front of the woman. He tweaked her painful nipples until they stood firm and erect, as if demanding his further attentions. Dawson opened up the strange instrument and pushed the bottom bar under the woman’s breasts. Ensuring the bar was right under her breast, he pulled the top bar down before securing the wing nuts holding the bars in place. Slowly he turned the wing nuts until her breasts were squashed in the contraption, the nipples protruding fiercely in front of the device. Dawson smiled with satisfaction.

“We’re now going to teach you what your husband expects of you.”

“What’s that,” she spoke softly, demurely.

“We’re going to teach you the art of a sex slave. To begin with you must wear the required marks of a slave. That will be the purpose of the session this evening. You will learn how to wear the first of those marks and how to show due deference to your master. Tomorrow you will receive more marks and will be taught what they are to be used for.”

“Okay,” she muttered, knowing the device around her breasts was a part of what was to follow.

Dawson turned the nuts down further, securing the device even more.

“What are you going to do?” She asked.

“You’ll see.”

Next Dawson took the blindfold off his workbench and secured it in place so the woman could see nothing except darkness. Satisfied she could not see him he picked up the horse-hair whip and played it across her exposed, pink nipples. He flicked the whip a couple of times across each nipple, the stinging shock bringing a loud shriek from the woman. She made to step back but Dawson ordered her to stand still while he whipped her nipples into a glowing frenzy of striped flesh.

When he was satisfied, he took the little case of needles he’d purchased from the local dressmakers and opened the case. He selected the first needle and went back to the woman. Delicately he pierced her left areola, about half an inch above her nipple. She howled as the needle made its entry and exit wounds, at the very edges of the areola. Dawson repeated the action with the underside of the same areola, to a further scream from the woman. The third needle was placed to the left side of the nipple and the fourth to the right.

When he’d finished, Dawson stood back to admire his work. The nipple was framed by the four needles, small spots of blood appearing at the entry and exit points. There would be more of that soon, Dawson thought as he turned his attentions to the other breast. Again he inserted the four needles one by one and again the woman shrieked as each one pierced her body. Yet, for all the pain, she remained standing stock still for fear that any movement would result in further damage to her breasts.

Dawson retrieved the stud gun and lined the device up so it would pierce the woman behind her left nipple. He squeezed the trigger and the blank stud fired through her tender flesh causing her to howl and jump back in pain. The stud held in place and Dawson soon checked it was secure. He did the same to her other breast and again the woman screamed with the pain.

With the studs in place Dawson smiled to himself. The studs themselves were a special design, hollow in the middle, so that Dawson could pass a thinner gauge of metal through the hollow tube. Smiling to himself he retrieved the two nipple rings and in turn poked the studs on the rings through the hollow tubes. When he’d done that he pulled the outer ring through her flesh and secured the ring in place. She sobbed and cried out as the hollow stud tubes were removed from each nipple in turn.

When he’d fixed the second ring in place, Dawson tugged each of them in turn to check they were secure. Blood was oozing from the wounds the piercing had made and it seeped out more as Dawson tugged on the rings gently.

After a minute he unclamped the bar squeezing her breasts and swabbed each breast in turn with an antiseptic pad.

“Good,” he commented as he pulled the needles out of her flesh. She moaned as each one was extracted and moaned again when he flicked the ring attached to each nipple when he had pulled out the last needle surrounding it. “Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it?”

“No, master,” she demurred.

“Good, well I have two more parts to tonight’s lesson. The first is to give you your slave collar.”

Dawson returned in a moment with the studded collar which he proceeded to fasten securely round the woman’s neck. The collar, like her breasts had small rings attached to it in various places. Also, at the back, was a large metal hoop where a leash could be attached.

“Kneel,” Dawson said, “and face me, slave.”

The woman did as commanded and Dawson removed the blindfold. When he’d done that, he tied two lengths of twine to her nipple rings, passed the twine lengths up through her collar and held them in his hands.

“Now, get my pants unzipped.”

She obeyed and fumbled with the zip.

“And the buckle, then drop them and the boxers.”

Dawson tugged on the twine when she dallied, causing her to moan as the rings were pulled upwards, trying to tear her tender flesh. The effect was remarkable for in a moment she had completed the order and Dawson’s naked member stood proudly before her.

“Get your mouth onto him and suck, slave,” he commanded.

She looked up as the twine began to tense again, thought better than to complain and put her lips round his manhood. He was large, but she’d had bigger and she knew what she had to do. While she licked and sucked his cock, Dawson continued speaking.

“Tomorrow, for your second session you will have a companion. She is coming over to learn the ropes. You will do exactly what you are told and when you are told. If you do that, you may go back to your husband afterwards, if you don’t then there will have to be a further training session. You can use the second session tomorrow to convince me you are a willing and submissive slave.”

“Mmmm,” she muttered behind the thick cock that she had taken deep into her mouth. She sucked him hard and as he responded to the oral delights he relaxed his grip on the twine. She touched his balls with one hand and squeezed them gently. With her other hand she began to stroke the part of the shaft that she couldn’t cram into her mouth.

Dawson’s arousal grew.

“When I come, you will swallow every last drop, slave,” he panted as the arousal intensified.

“Mmm,” she tried to respond though his cock made speech impossible. She sucked harder and stroked his member more purposefully. As she did so, she continued to tickle his balls.

With a loud grunt, Dawson exploded in her mouth, the jet of white semen spurting to the back of her mouth. She gagged as it struck her there, but Dawson had his hand behind her head and she was impaled on the throbbing phallus. She swallowed hard as a second and third spurt poured into her mouth. Only when Dawson knew the ejaculation was over did he remove his cock from her mouth. His cock was still hard and glistening with the combination of her saliva and his semen.

“Right, slave, you’d better use your mouth to clean him,” Dawson spoke.

There was no argument, for Cheryl Brown was past that. She knew she had to be obedient and so she did as commanded. Using her tongue she ran it all over his softening cock, licking every last drop of semen from it until Dawson was satisfied and moved away from her.

“Right,” he said, “you can go upstairs to bed now. We start again at eight o’clock tomorrow morning.”

“Yes, master,” she said as she quickly left the chamber to find the comfort of her own room. Dawson spent five minutes tidying up the chamber before returning to his lounge. He switched on the TV and located the inside channel. Flicking a second remote control the TV finally showed a picture of the woman’s room. She was sat, naked, on the edge of the bed examining her new nipple rings with fascination. She cleaned them again and the small pin pricks around her dark areolas. When she’d done that, she lay back on the bed. Her hand reached down between her legs and for the next ten minutes she masturbated the sex heat out of her system, arching her back as orgasm after orgasm coursed through her battered but aroused body. Finally, with one last arch of her back she lay back, withdrew the three fingers that had been stroking the inside of her sex for the past several minutes and fell asleep. As she lay there exhausted from the rigours of the evening, Dawson admired her beauty and with a wry smile began to think of the following morning.

***
The next day started early. There was little time to spare and Cheryl had much to learn. Dawson was an early riser anyway and, providing the weather was fine, always took a half hour stroll before breakfast. This particular morning the sky was clear blue and even as the first rays of sunshine graced the morning, Dawson left his home for his morning constitutional. He walked slowly, his mind contemplating the day ahead.

Before he’d left, he had woken Cheryl Brown, told her what the next stage of her training would involve and left her with her thoughts. Dawson said he’d be gone an hour but in reality it was a ploy to see if the woman could obey instructions.

After half an hour he’d reached the far side of the field that backed onto his house. He pulled the field glasses out of their leather case and trained them on the back of his house. After adjusting the focus, Dawson saw what he expected. Cheryl Brown was busy in the kitchen, stark naked except for the slave collar around her neck, her nipple rings clearly visible as she tidied up the room and began to make breakfast.

It seemed she knew she was being watched for she brazenly exposed herself as she busied herself around the kitchen. Dawson watched her for several minutes, admired her shapely figure and the fact she was doing exactly what she had been told to do. Finally, judging the time to be right he packed up the glasses and headed for home. It took him ten minutes to walk around the field.

Inside the house, Cheryl Brown had tidied the kitchen and started the cooked breakfast in readiness for Dawson’s return. With a flutter like that of a butterfly in her stomach she heard the front door open.

“Have you been busy,” Dawson called out to her.

“Yes, master,” she replied.

Dawson entered the kitchen.

“Let’s see. Hmm, not bad for a first effort. Kneel down on the floor.”

The woman did as she was instructed, her eyes falling to look at her knees.

“Good, good, now lift up your head and look straight ahead.”

She obeyed and Dawson reached round the back of her neck. She felt him clip the dog lead onto the back of her collar.

“Now, get on all fours. It’s time for walkies.”

The woman obeyed and suffered the humiliation of Dawson parading her around the kitchen floor as she crawled on all fours. Dawson heard the frying pan sizzle as the bacon cooked and decided the rest would wait.

“Okay, slave, get the breakfast served.”

“Yes, master,” she said, her knees red from the hard, cold, kitchen floor.

She stood up and returned to her duties, anxious to prove she had learned the art of submission, anxious to avoid further degradation and pain, anxious to return to the comfort of her own home. One day, she vowed silently, she would get even with the bastard of a husband who was forcing her to suffer like this – one day.

***
Breakfast over, Dawson led the woman by the lead back to the chamber.

“You have someone joining you later on this morning,” he smirked.

“Who, master?”

“Doesn’t matter, but you are going to be learning together.”

“Yes, master. What are we going to do now?”

“Get you ready. Today you are going to complete your initial training. Lie on the table, looking at the ceiling.”

The table was narrow, like a coffee table, with a hard, wood surface and four legs. The woman did as instructed and Dawson wasted little time in strapping her legs down to the bottom legs of the table, ensuring her legs were spread wide apart and exposing her vulva. Then he turned to her arms and strapped them down too. The woman could writhe on the table if she wanted but she could not move far.

The humming sound started a few seconds before the woman felt the cold blade of the hair-trimmer on the tops of her legs. Dawson spent five minutes carefully trimming all round the woman’s sex, bringing her pubes down to little more than stubble. Once or twice the blades nicked her skin, causing her to moan. When he’d done with the trimmer, Dawson fetched the can of foam and the razor. Having applied a generous amount of foam all over the tops of her legs and around her sex, Dawson picked up the razor and meticulously began the process of total hair removal. He applied short, deft strokes of the razor’s blade, removing the hair it collected on a tissue after each stroke. Dawson worked quickly and methodically and after a few minutes, when he had wiped away the remains of the foam ,the woman was completely naked, her labia fully exposed.

Dawson opened the labia with two fingers and exposed her clitoris. He stroked the bud and watched as it became erect. Now the woman moaned, not from pain but from the pleasure he was giving her. As he stroked her clitoris, Dawson reached into a jar of soothing gel with his other hand and began the process of applying the soothing gel to the freshly shaved area of the woman’s body. He moaned even louder as he applied the gel to her very sensitive skin. She tried to arch her back as the orgasm flowed through her body, her restraints only adding to the sensations of pleasure she was experiencing.

The front doorbell sounded just as she peaked.

“Right, our guest has arrived. I’ll leave you here like this, I think,” Dawson said quickly. “I’ll be back with our guest when I’m ready.”

***
“So you’ve not been into any of this before, Sophie?” They were sat in Dawson’s lounge, the young, attractive, short-haired blonde sat facing Dawson.

“No, Mr Dawson, but I’ve always wanted to experiment.” She looked about twenty five, Dawson estimated.

“Well, you have come to the right place. Tell me, what experiences of domination have you had in your life?”

“None, really.”

“Were you ever spanked as a child?” The question was direct and made without any sentiment.

“No, not that I can remember.”

“Interesting. Normally a spanking is where you first discover whether you are a submissive.”

“Oh, I think I am. I mean, I want to be.”

“Well, we can soon find out, if you want to.”

“Yes please, only you mentioned there’d be someone else here today?” The woman sounded evasive.

“There is, but you don’t need to meet her yet. Now, stand up and let me look at you.”

The woman did as instructed.

“And you’re sure you want to experiment?”

“Yes, and I’ve heard you’re the right guy to show me the ropes and so forth.”

“That’s very kind of someone, but before we get anywhere near any ropes we have to see if this really is your style.”

“I see.” She sounded matter-of-fact, though slightly puzzled.

“Good, well in that case I think you should start by taking off your clothes.”

“What here, with the curtains open?” Definitely defensive.

“Yes. We’re not overlooked anyway, but if you are going to get into this scene a simple pair of curtains shouldn’t hold you back.”

“I see.” Her simple response was beginning to irritate Dawson. However, she responded further by unbuttoning her blouse and removing it, revealing her breast nestling snugly together under her bra. Her long skirt followed suit, revealing a pair of white, thong-shaped knickers.

“Everything,” Dawson murmured when she stood up and looked at him.

“Oh, I see,” she continued as she reached round behind her back and unhooked the bra before allowing it to glide over her arms onto the floor. Her areolas were virtually non-existent. Her two, pink nipples protruded from the ends of her tight, full breasts almost like cherries on the top of an iced bun. She seemed slightly nervous as she peeled the thong down to her ankles before kicking it off. When she stood to face Dawson again he almost came on the spot. The woman was completely bare between the legs and she had large, pouting labia that simply demanded the attentions of a Master.

“Very good,” Dawson said nonchalantly. “That wasn’t too bad, was it?”

“No.”

“And how do you feel now?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, being naked in front of me – how do you feel?”

“I see,” she paused for a moment. “Sort of naked and vulnerable.”

“Excellent,” said Dawson. He stood up and walked towards the woman. “Put your hands behind your head and push your elbows wide apart.”

She did as instructed and Dawson walked round behind her, stroked his hand down her bare back and playfully tapped her buttocks. They were firm, like her breasts. In fact, Dawson mused, she had small, tight, virginal buttock cheeks. They would not remain so for long. Dawson walked round the woman and put his hand under her breasts.

“Do you like being touched here?” He questioned as she involuntarily tried to lift her breasts away from his touch by standing on her toes.

“Yes,” she gasped as he stroked her left nipple. It responded by stiffening and changing to a slightly darker shade of pink.

“Excellent, and what about this?” Dawson now took both nipples, one in each hand, and gently massaged them between his fingers and thumbs.”

“Ohhh, yes,” the woman moaned and Dawson noticed her legs shifted apart slightly as she did so.

“And this?” Dawson took his right hand and placed it directly on the woman’s labia. He began stroking his hand, gently opening the lips. She was getting wet down there and Dawson knew she was experiencing great pleasure.

“Mmm, that is really nice. Is this what being submissive is all about?”

“Partly.” Dawson now slid a finger into her vulva, making the woman moan more loudly. He stroked her for a full two minutes before she gasped as the climax hit her.

“What do you mean, partly?” She panted when the orgasm began to subside.

“There are always two sides. You’ve experienced the rewards side, now you need to show obedience and submission.”

“I see.” It was the final annoyance for Dawson.

“Why do you always say, I see? I think you need to be taught not to.”

“I see,” she said without thinking and then giggled – a big mistake.

“Okay, this is your first session so I’ll be lenient. What we’re going to do now will determine whether you can be trained to be submissive.”

“What’s that?”

“Well, first off, you will now call me Master and accept what ever I call you. Secondly, you will do as you are told without question. Thirdly, if you don’t do so, you can expect punishment.”

“I see, well that sounds okay to me, master,” she smiled sweetly, a woman with much to learn.

“Okay, Sophie, lets warm up your arse. Come over here to the couch and lie across my lap.”

In a minute Dawson had her lying where he wanted her, her tight, firm buttocks pointing skywards waiting for their inevitable demise.

Smack! Dawson clapped his hand into her bare flesh, not overly forceful but enough to make the woman gasp.

Smack! Smack! Smack! Three more smacks landed on the same general area in quick succession. The woman gasped with each one but made no other complaint or sound. The gasp was as if air was being rapidly expelled from her lungs. Smack! Smack! Smack! Dawson continued to treat her bottom to the feel of his firm hand, each stroke a little harder than the previous until he had delivered over two dozen of the swats. By the end of it the buttock cheeks had turned from a pale fleshy colour to a healthy pink colour.

“Stand up,” Dawson commanded her.

“Yes, master,” she replied as she pulled herself off his lap. She smiled inwardly at the feel of his huge erection and wondered if there was any chance she might be able to satisfy him later on.

Dawson admired her pink orbs for a few moments.

“How do you feel after that?” He asked.

“Okay, actually, if I dare admit it, I feel horny.”

“Really, most interesting. Perhaps I was too lenient.”

“Perhaps, master. What next?” She smiled at Dawson.

“I think something a bit harder. Come, over to the back of this chair. Reach over and spread your legs wide apart.”

“Yes, master.” She did as instructed and Dawson fetched his thin cane.

“This will hurt.” Swish, the cane crashed into her buttocks. The woman straightened up slightly with the shockwave of pain but regained her position before Dawson had a chance to admonish her.

Swish, swish, swish! Dawson delivered a dozen strokes in quick succession, each stroke cutting into thee woman’s flesh. She gasped and moaned softly throughout the session but made no further attempts to straighten up and nor did she shriek in pain. The twelfth stroke made its imprint on her buttocks and Dawson stood back to admire the effect. She was red now, and her flesh was bruised. Tears trickled silently down her cheeks. Dawson went up to her buttocks and touched them gingerly. The woman winced.

“Thank you, master,” she murmured. “I think I now know for sure I am a natural submissive. Will you teach me more?”

“Yes, yes, I agree with you. Not many would take a caning like you did. Are you alright to continue?”

“Yes, I have nothing else planned.”

“Good.” Dawson’s cock was already stiff and it grew another half inch at her willingness. Her buttocks were still splayed over the back of the chair and as Dawson parted the tight cheeks her virgin anus was revealed, tight, inviting. Dawson’s cock was straining behind his pants.

“A true submissive is submissive in many ways, including sex. Is that what you want to learn?”

“Yes, master,” she confessed, the adrenalin associated with expectation now beginning to surge through her body. “Teach me.”

Dawson obliged. She heard the zipper on his trousers shortly before she sensed him behind her. She’d not been taken in this way before, and certainly not by a stranger, but the caning had made her open, aroused and willing to experiment further. She felt his manhood slide its way between her buttocks and she gasped when it pushed against her anus.

Christ, she thought to herself, he’s big. It was a fleeting thought for in a moment she felt the full width of his manhood prising open her anus, plunging into her innermost being, ripping the virginal flesh as he did so.

“God, that’s big,” she now voiced her feelings out loud. “Yeah, that is BIG!” She exclaimed as Dawson adjusted his position so as to stroke his cock in and out of her rectum.

“Fuck,” thought Dawson, “the bitch is getting off on this. She’s supposed to be screaming, pleading and so forth.” Silently he thrust away until he felt his load being deposited deep in the woman’s body. He withdrew his manhood and noted it was streaked with blood from his rude entry. The woman was still panting from the exertions of having had Dawson’s cock up her backside. Her face was flushed as she stood up. Dawson had left the room but returned in a moment.

“Well, what did you make of that?” he asked as he recovered.

“Fine. It hurt a bit, but I expected that. Was I submissive enough?”

“Yeah, fine, but don’t forget this is just the first part of a lot of learning for you.” Dawson was secretly beginning to wonder at what point the woman might show signs of yielding to his dominance. She was enjoying it all far too much for his liking.

“I know, and believe me, I want to go further, a lot further. I want to find out just how far I can go. Do you understand me, Mr Dawson.”

“yes. I have to say, not many women can take what you’ve just been through and those that do certainly rarely ask for more. But, more is what you want so more is what you are going to get. Come with me.”






CHAPTER 6
Dawson led the young Sophie Halton down to his chamber. He’d momentarily forgotten that Cheryl Brown was strapped, stark naked to the narrow table, such was his preoccupation with the new visitor and her demands.

“Cheryl Brown, meet Sophie Halton,” Dawson made the introductions as they entered the chamber.

“Cheryl Brown as was Cheryl Landers from The Links School?” Sophie Halton sounded triumphant.

“The same. How are you Sophie?” Cheryl sounded despondent.

“Bloody good I’d say. Never thought I’d see you like this you old tart.” Sophie grinned.

“Ladies, what’s this all about?” Dawson sounded as he was – confused.

“Simple, Mr Dawson,” Sophie began, “we were at sixth form college together and, to cut a long story short, we often talked about this stuff then. Funny how we’ve ended up here together. I never actually thought you’d experiment with this though,” she turned to look at the woman tied top the table. “Nice nipple rings, oh and you’ve taken to shaving your pussy – just like me.” Sophie Halton smirked. “How does it feel to be all tied up?”

“Great, “said Cheryl biting her tongue as she did so. “Actually, this isn’t my idea but Adam’s. He wants to train me to be obedient.”

“Oh, and do you have to have rings and things to be obedient?”

“Apparently,” said Cheryl.

“In which case, Mr Dawson, master, I want the same rings that Cheryl has.”

“Fair enough,” said Dawson, wondering just how he was going to take control of the situation. “Right, ladies, as of now you will only talk to me and only when you are spoken to. We are here to learn obedience and I will not spare either of you if you are disobedient. Is that understood!”

“Yes, master,” Sophie Halton responded. Slap! Dawson’s hand rounded firmly on her buttocks, cheeks that were now oozing the white liquid she’d taken from him some minutes earlier.

“Good,” Dawson responded. “Okay, Sophie, come over here and we’ll continue with your training. Cheryl can wait a while longer.”

Sophie followed Dawson into the middle of the room. He picked up the breast clamp he’d used on the other woman the previous day, clamped her breasts in position, forcing her nipples to stand out for his attention. He squeezed each nipple until they were firm and rigid. Then he swabbed her left breast with the antiseptic before lining up the gun and firing the fine, hollow needle through behind the nipple. She gasped as her flesh was pierced but stood still Dawson repeated the actions on her right breast and again the hollow needle was fired through her flesh.

“Ouch,” she moaned this time but continued to stand still.

Dawson wasted no time. He retrieved the two rings and in turn threaded them through the hollow needles before removing the needle, leaving the ring in place. A small drip of blood appeared at the site of the piercing on each breast as Dawson removed the hollow needles.

When he’d finished he removed the clamps and admired the work. He tugged on each ring to make sure it was securely fastened.

“Okay, you can show Cheryl your new ornaments.” He said when he’d finished.

“Look Cheryl, I have the same as you now. Wasn’t; too painful was it?”

“Bloody hurt me, I can tell you.”

“Right, said Dawson, time to give Cheryl here some more attention. Sophie, as you are learning to be obedient I want you to give Cheryl a good seeing to between her legs. Use your fingers to start with, then use your mouth. I want to see you make another woman climax.”

“Oh, do I have to do that?”

“Yes. You are learning obedience.”

“I see,” Sophie smiled sweetly at the woman who was still strapped to the table. “Hope you enjoy it,” she winked.

Dawson stood back to watch what happened. Something was unnerving him about Sophie Halton – she was just too eager, just too willing, just too experienced for his liking.

Sophie sat on the edge of the table and caressed Cheryl’s thighs gently. She moved up to the now-bald labia and stroked her there too.

“Remember college,” she whispered.

“Oh fuck, no, please no, that was ages ago.”

“And I still remember what you did, you bitch.”

Sophie made a fist of her hand and placed it at the entrance to the other woman’s vagina.

“You’re probably not as tight as I was then, but I hope this fucking hurts you.”

“Argghhh,” Cheryl Brown groaned and tried unsuccessfully to pull away from the fist that was even now breaking through her labia and ripping at her vulva as it penetrated her body.

Dawson watched with amusement, not quite sure what the revenge was all about, but pleased none-the-less that Cheryl Brown was being punished for another of her past misdemeanours. Sophie Halton now had her whole hand inside Cheryl Brown, all five fingers and her fist, all the way up to her wrist. Cheryl was open, wide open and crying loudly as the rude intrusion ripped her flesh. Then Sophie started pumping her arm in and out of the hapless woman.

“Made me bleed, made me sore, made me feel just like a whore,” she spat out the words.

“Oh God, no, it’s killing me,” Cheryl pleaded.

“Mr Dawson will stop me killing you,” Sophie laughed. “The main thing is you are learning to be a slave and you are now being taught your lesson. When I came here today I never dreamed I’d be able to explore my dominant side as well as my submissive one. Now bitch, feel this.”

With that, Sophie Halton opened her hand inside Cheryl’s vulva and with her long nails began to extract her fist, raking her fingers along the inner walls of the woman’s vulva.

Her hand came out smeared with a mixture of the woman’s own vaginal juices and a trail of streaky blood.

“Mr Dawson said I had to use my hands and then my mouth, so here goes, bitch.” Sophie loved every moment of her dominant position and Dawson could do little but sit back and watch with admiration. She’d make a damned good accomplice if he ever wanted one.

Sophie buried her head in the other woman’s crutch, seeking and locating Cheryl’s clitoris. She started by sucking it gently, teasing it with her tongue until Cheryl began to moan with the pleasure. Though her vulva was tender and aching from the fisting, Cheryl could not help but respond to the sensations being delivered to her very sensitive clitoris. Within a couple of minutes she was arching her back, moaning loudly with the pleasure, as she began to build to orgasm.

Judging the moment to be right, Sophie stopped the delicious licking of Cheryl’s clitoris and instead took the whole of her bud into her mouth with a sucking action. When the bud was fully engorged in her mouth, Sophie closed her teeth around it. Biting down hard, the pain instantly robbed Cheryl of her longed-for climax. Instead, Cheryl screamed loudly from the sudden change of pleasure for pain.

Sophie stood up and noticed the feint trickle of blood coming from Cheryl’s cunt.

“Will that do for now, master,” Sophie said as she looked round at Dawson.

“That is fine. Now, I think it is your turn to learn a bit more about submission.”

“Thank you, master,” she demurred.

Dawson walked past Cheryl Brown.

“Wished you hadn’t been unfaithful now?” He queried.

“Yes,” Cheryl was broken, sobbing.

“Good. I have to attend to Miss Halton for a few minutes. I’ll leave you there to recover before we commence your final lesson. Come here, Sophie, and be quick about it.” Dawson spoke the last sentence more loudly, more forcefully.”

Dawson had walked to the far end of the chamber. Against the wall was a set of wall bars. Sophie walked quickly over to him and waited for more instructions.

“You wanted to learn the ropes and stuff – well now’s your chance. Stand with your back against the bars.”

“Yes, master.” She replied as she took up position.

Dawson stretch out her right hand, raised it above her head and used a length of rope to secure her wrist to one of the bars. He did the same with her left wrist, leaving her totally vulnerable to him. He stroked her breasts, tweaking the still-sore nipples and tugged on the new nipple rings. Amazingly the woman made no attempt to shy away from him and she made no sound other than a brief gasp when he tugged on her right ring.

Dawson turned his attentions to her legs, pulling them wide apart and then strapping them to the wall bars. When she was secure and spread-eagled he turned his right palm upwards and spanked her labia half a dozen times. She moaned as he did so, for he was not gentle with her. Her backside still hurt from the earlier rude intrusion and the caning and now, as he slapped her between the legs her buttocks rubbed painfully against the wall bars.

When he’d administered the spanking Dawson returned to his worktop for a moment. He returned with a strange looking device. At the top were two clasps that looked like the kind you use to grip hair with. These led down to a pole about six inches long and on the bottom of which was a flat plate. Dawson reached between the woman’s legs and attached the first clamp to her left labia. The second clamp was soon in place on her right labia and Dawson checked they were secure by pulling on the plate, stretching her pussy lips downwards. The woman groaned as he did so.

Dawson slotted the weights onto the pole, one by one, until the woman’s lips were well stretched and he could see she was in some degree of discomfort.

“Now,” he said, “what you did to Cheryl was very unkind and I am now going to inflict a degree of pain on you. With her pussy lips being stretched painfully downwards, Dawson took his horse-hair whip and played it across the woman’s breasts. “Very disobedient people end up getting whipped.”

The whip, though no more than a foot and a half long, made an impressive swishing sound as Dawson brought the hundreds of hairs down across the woman’s chest in a downwards stroke. He repeated the action half a dozen times, flailing both breasts as he did so. The woman cried out with the pain, virtually her first expression of such since her arrival. Dawson added six more strokes for good measure and then stood back to appreciate the skin that had turned pink under the lash of the whip.

“Not so cocky now, are you?” Dawson stood next to her. “Learn the lesson well, for it will stand you in good stead for the future.”

“Yes, master,” she spluttered between the sobs.

Dawson clamped two short poles to the wall bars, about six inches above the woman’s head, so they extended about fifteen inches beyond the bars. The poles were aligned so one was above each of the woman’s nipples. To each nipple in turn Dawson lashed a length of twine and then extended the twine to secure it on the poles above her head, making sure the twine was pulled tight. Next, Dawson attached the end supports to the poles, flat discs on which he had placed candles, red on the right pole and green on the left.

When the candles were in place Dawson lit them and watched as the wax began to melt. First it dripped down the side of the candle, then onto the support and then it started to drip down the twine.

Turning her head, Sophie could see the progress of the wax as it dripped ever lower towards her nipples.

“Oh, shit,” she muttered as the wax got ever lower.

“The least of your worries, let me assure you.”

Dawson reached between her legs and removed the weights stretching her labia. Then she felt her lips being parted before a cold, solid object, circular in shape, was thrust into her vagina. She gasped as it was thrust into her, gasped at its sheer size. Then, Dawson lit the end of the candle. He watched as the flames licked against the side of the upturned candle, making the wax melt and drip onto the chamber floor. He watched as the flame grew in size and the wick burned, bringing the heat of the flame ever closer to the woman’s cunt.

Just then the first drop of hot red wax touched the woman’s nipple.

“Arrgghhheee,” she cried out as the pool of wax formed on her very sensitive skin. “Not that, I can’t take it. Oh God, what’s happening between my legs. They’re getting hot too!”

The flame was burning well, wax dripping onto the floor as the wick burned, bringing the flame further up her legs.

Dawson waited until the flame was almost licking its way up the inside of her legs before he popped the snuffer under the wick, blocking the flame’s source of oxygen, depriving it of life. The acrid smell of extinguished flame mingled with the smell of warm, toasted flesh.

Dawson pulled out the candle and rubbed the solidifying wax into the woman’s labia. She shrieked as he did so.

“That will soften you up for your final session this morning,” he smiled at his future Madam. He knew instinctively she would join him as part of the team he was planning. She needed some more training but had all the right qualities – the ability to submit to him and the ability to dominate others.

The wax continued to drip down the threads holding up Sophie’s breasts to the torture of heat. A fair amount of the wax had now solidified on her breasts and the woman was now simply groaning when a fresh pool landed on her naked, upturned breasts.

Dawson left the chamber for a minute and returned carrying a jug full of ice cubes. He sat the jug on the worktop for five minutes and while the cubes began to melt he turned his attentions back to Sophie Halton.

“There’s something you have to learn here,” he said in a matter-of-fact sort of voice. “Whilst this wax is hurting you, it is nothing compared to the shock of cold. Are you sure you want to carry on with the lesson?”

“Yes, master,” she grimaced, knowing the next five minutes were going to be agony for her.

Dawson picked up the jug and scooped three ice cubes out of it. He rubbed them up the inside of her thighs, the cold causing a mild shock wave to tingle through her body. She felt her labia being opened a moment before the cold feeling cut straight through her clitoris as he rubbed the cube there.

“Oh, oh, oh, no I can’t take it,” she moaned.

“Yes you can and you will,” Dawson continued his actions. Finally, with the woman straining at her bonds, Dawson popped the cube right inside her cunt. He followed it with a second cube and then a third. The woman shrieked out at the sheer pain the cold brought her and then something strange happened. As Dawson held her labia firmly closed to stop the cubes sliding out, he felt her muscles contract. The bitch was actually getting off on the pain!

“So, you’re aroused are you?” He smiled.

“Yyeeeesssss,” She stammered as she built to a climax.

“Good. Let’s see what we can do to help you.” Dawson reached over with his free hand and picked up the ten inch long black vibrator. Removing his hand from the woman’s labia, he rammed the device into her, forcing the remains of the ice cubes deeper into her body.

“Oh God, I’m going to come,” she moaned as she strained at her bonds. She tried to stand on tiptoes and tensed all her muscles as Dawson turned the device full on.

In an instant the woman was trying to move her body so the device was moving inside her. She tried to set up a rhythmic thrusting action but was too well stretched and strapped to the wall bars to do it effectively. Dawson took the hint and decided to oblige her. He began the motion she craved, first withdrawing the vibrator and thrusting it rudely back into her cunt. He began slowly but she urged him on.

“Faster, and harder,” she gasped as the next orgasm shook her body. “Go on, keep it up.”

Dawson obliged, amused by the woman’s reactions. She was already tender in her sex and this thrusting was going to make her even sorer, but she seemed not to care. Dawson plunged the vibrator deep inside her, twisted it and withdrew until the tip was almost out, then he thrust it in again.

“Oh, yes, yes, yeeesssssss!!!” She shrieked. This time as she climaxed a puddle of liquid appeared on the floor. It gushed out from around the vibrator. Some dribbled down her legs but most jetted out of her onto the chamber floor.

Dawson turned off the vibrator and looked at the mess she had created.

“Stay there and relax,” he said, “you’ve earned it for now.”

Cheryl Brown was still strapped to the coffee table. She’d listened with a degree of satisfaction to Sophie’s screams of anguish as she had been tortured at the bars.

“Right, Cheryl,” Dawson said quite calmly, “back to you now.” There was no menace in his voice, nothing at all really – just icy coldness.

Cheryl Brown felt his hand on her sex and could feel the warm breath as he examined her closely.

“Hmm, three should do it, I think.”

“What?” She said out of surprise.

“I said, three should do it. Now, don’t talk unless I tell you to. You have been an unfaithful slut and your husband has asked me to make sure you will never be unfaithful again.”

“I won’t,” she said, followed by an agonised scream as Dawson cuffed her sex with the back of his hand.

“I said don’t talk unless I give you permission. First, we’d better cool this lot down. It’s all a bit too puffy at the moment.”

Dawson had the polythene bag ready. Into it he’d already poured the remains of the melting ice cubes and he’d wrapped the poly bag up so none of the cold liquid could escape. Now he placed the bag between the woman’s legs and pushed it up hard into her sex, making a cold compress.

“Argghhh, ooooohhhh, that’s cold,” she muttered when the compress touched her swollen, angry pussy.

“Good. We’ll leave it there for ten minutes. Right, ladies,” Dawson said, “I’m off for a cup of tea. For now I’ll just have to leave you where you are and we’ll finish off when I come back..”

Dawson left the chamber and turned off the light just before he closed the door, plunging the two helpless victims into darkness.

“You okay,” he heard the Brown woman ask her old college adversary.

“Mmm, just recovering from the big O, what about you?”

“Worried. You bloody hurt me, you bitch.”

“I know – call it payment for what you did to me at college.”

“Oh, that. Yeah, well, it wasn’t my idea alone.”

“I know, and one day I’m going to get my own back on all the stupid little bitches. So, what are you worried about?”

“Him – I mean, what he plans to do next.”

“Yeah – have to wait and see, won’t we.”

Dawson walked away from the darkened chamber and adjourned to his living room and a freshly brewed cup of tea.






CHAPTER 7
Dawson sat in his chair and recalled the various conversations he’d had with Cheryl Brown’s husband over the past couple of weeks. The instructions were simple – she had to be returned as a fully fledged slave, submissive in all aspects of the relationship and wearing the hallmarks of a slave. Dawson was to do whatever he felt necessary to ensure the woman would not be off having another affair ever again, yet she would be required to meet her husband’s future sexual demands.

Of the whole set of instructions, Dawson was reasonably sure she would be able to fulfil his future demands. Now, in the remaining time available to him he had to find a way of making sure she would never have an affair again. He’d already assured Adam Brown this would be the case – now he had to fulfil that promise.

Dawson’s thoughts travelled to the surprising revelations of Sophie Halton. She’d proven herself to be equally a top and a bottom and Dawson knew from the fire in her body that she would make an excellent part of the team he was looking to build. He had plans for the future, plans that would allow the rich and reckless to ‘find themselves’ in an environment he and his team would create on demand. It was an exciting project and Dawson felt sure Halton would be perfect for the task – even if she’d need more tuition.

For now, though, Dawson had to sort out Cheryl Brown before it would be time to return her to her husband. Dawson sipped the tea, giving the women time to antagonise each other, in their bound states, with their bitchy, stabbing, comments. As the warm tea relaxed him his mind drifted to another case he’d been working on.

Isobella Candela was much more of a bitch than either of the women in the chamber right now. It had started off as it usually did – a phone call. Mario Candela had been told about Dawson by a mutual acquaintance. Candela had lost his livelihood and his health as a result of the bitter divorce he’d been put through, the outcome of which he was convinced was down to the woman lying through her teeth in court. She’d been convincing, granted, and he had failed to sway the judge’s opinion. Then, a week after the papers had all been signed and put into action he’d got a letter. It was from one of her so-called friends and it alluded to a quite different set of events than she had portrayed in court. Quite apart from being the poor, abused woman, who she had claimed was at the hands of her ex-husband, it transpired she had been actively participating in some very rough sex parties without her husband’s knowledge.

Greed, mingled with her desire to be rid of the weed of a husband she had once admired and Isobella Candela had seen her chance to break away from the misery of marriage and at the same time take with her the spoils. She, and a rich city type, fabricated a very convincing story and she won. Then came the letter which cast doubt on the whole sordid situation. Candela was too ill and too broke to pursue it through the long-winded appellants court but instead had decided a direct course of action was needed – hence his call to Dawson.

The outcome was that Dawson had spent many evening watching Candela’s ex-wife and her new beau. He’d built up a picture of their life together, the days or more accurately, evenings when they were together and when they were apart. Dawson knew the haunt where the wild orgies took place and had followed them there a number of times. What he was looking for was an opportunity. The motive was the five grand he’d been offered if he did a ‘good job’ as Candela had put it to him. Now, languishing in the chamber, Dawson began to think he may have found the opportunity in Sophie Halton. Perhaps, just perhaps she could act as the bait. It might take a week or so, but then Candela was in no immediate rush to see the job completed.

***
The chamber was dark – very dark. After their initial attempt at conversation, the women had fallen silent, each musing on their own demise and the situation they faced. Cheryl Brown clearly had the most to worry about, not only from Dawson but from Halton and even her husband when she got home. She lay, strapped to the coffee table with her thoughts, the cold compress hard against her vulva, initially soothing to her puffy flesh, but soon becoming an aggravation as the coldness penetrated her body.

Sophie Halton, stretched out on the wall bars was still recovering from her mega-orgasm, and still in a degree of discomfort from the candle-wax that still clung to her breasts.

The door to the chamber opened and Dawson snapped on the light.

“Still here,” he laughed to himself. “Good! That must mean you want more.”

He walked over to the coffee table.

“First we’ll deal with you, you faithless whore. Your husband has instructed me to make sure you will be submissive and obedient in the future and be prepared to act as a slave. Do you think you have learned enough in that respect yet?” Dawson spoke evenly but with a sinister tone to his voice.

“Yes, Mr Dawson, I do.”

“Good. He also instructed me to make sure you can’t have an affair ever again. In fact, the only time you will ever have sex again is when your husband allows it. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mr Dawson,” she chirped, thinking to herself that there was no way her husband could stop her having a good fuck with someone else if that was what she wanted.

“Good, I am glad you understand. It will make this next episode so much more bearable for you.”

“What are you going to do?” She suddenly sounded afraid as if she had miscalculated her husband’s intentions.

“You’ll see. Now, is that pussy still badly swollen?” Dawson removed the compress and felt the labia. A good degree of the swelling had gone down. “Yes, I think three should do,” he said again as he had done earlier. “Time to seal up your pussy,” he said almost jokingly.

“What, you can’t do that.”

“No? We’ll see.” He replied.

Dawson took the piercing gun and brought it over to the table. He held it up to examine it and to let the woman know exactly what was going to happen.

“Oh God,” she moaned.

“Not quite, but I might just as well be so far as you are concerned.” Dawson reached down, grabbed her left labia, pulled it up, positioned it in the gun and squeezed the trigger.

“Argghhhhhhh!” She squealed as the hollow stud went straight through her tender flesh.

“Argghhhhhhh!” She squealed again as the second hollow stud pierced the same labia two thirds of the way down.

“One more,” said Dawson. He stroked her right labia and teased it under the gun. Squeezing the trigger the woman screeched again as the third hollow stud pierced the flesh in the middle.

“Excellent,” said Dawson. As he’d done the previous day, he inserted a ring through each of the hollow studs before pulling the tube right through, leaving the ring in place. Then, with infinite care he closed up each ring with a pair of pliers and applied a little blob of solder to the join ensuring none of the rings could be removed.

Finally, Dawson stood back to admire his work. Two rings had pierced her left labia, These were separated by the third ring which ran through her right lip. When Dawson pushed the rings into position they aligned beautifully.

“All we need now is the lock.” The woman may have heard what he said but she was sobbing so loudly from the pain that Dawson doubted it. He’d not used any form of anaesthetic on her – it had been his express intention that she would remember this particular piercing for the rest of her life.

Dawson found the small, lightweight, titanium padlock and fitted the long, thin loop, through the three rings. He pulled the metal loop back into the padlock body and snapped it locked.

“I don’t think you’ll get a cock in through that,” said Dawson. The rings are made of titanium and so is the lock so, apart from surgery to remove them I recommend you don’t try and break them or do anything stupid. If you do, the chances are the pain will kill you. Right, Cheryl, a bit of tidying up to do now just to show what a good little slave girl you are. I’m going to unties you. When you’re free you can crawl off the table onto the floor. Crawl over to Sophie. You’ll see a puddle of her love juice on the floor. From what she told me earlier you used to make her suck yours out at college – well now it’s your turn. You can go and lick it all up.”

“Urggghhh,” she moaned, the horror of her demise striking her even as Dawson began to untie her bonds.

When she was released, she did what she had been told. She knew better than to disobey Dawson. Cheryl Brown almost fell off the table. As she did, the new rings and lock rubbed painfully against her tender flesh and she howled again from the pain. She picked herself up and crawled over to the pool of liquid beneath Sophie Halton’s legs.

“I need a pee,” Sophie said quite calmly.

“You’ll have to wait,” said Cheryl, looking up in horror from the floor.

“I can’t. It’s the after effects of the orgasms. Sorry, Cheryl.”

With that, Sophie peed. She peed all over the hapless woman on the floor, drenching her before she had time to back away. Cheryl Brown backed away as quickly as she could but she was soaked already. Instinctively she stood up and turned to Dawson, her hair bedraggled with the woman’s pee.

“The bucket and mop are in the corner. Clean it up – all of it,” Dawson said as he sat back on the worktop to watch the woman at work.

“She’s in on this, isn’t she?” Cheryl Brown spluttered as she walked over to pick up the mop.

“That’s not important. Just do as you’re told and when you’re finished it will be time to get you ready to go home.”

“Fucking piece of shit,” she said to Sophie Halton when she returned with the mop and began to clean up the mess. “You fucking piece of shit.” She jammed the shaft of the mop into Sophie’s right breast. “I could kill you, you fucking whore,” she hissed.

“You could, but you won’t,” Sophie replied calmly. “Not only that, but I suspect your outburst will mean more punishment for you.”

“Too true,” said Dawson wearily. “Come on Cheryl, get mopping. Less of the backchat and more effort.”

Ten minutes later the floor was spotless and Cheryl Brown had showered off in the small closet next to the chamber. She stood there at the entrance to the closet towelling herself off. She dried her breasts carefully, her two nipple rings still unwelcome intruders into her tender flesh. She barely patted herself dry between her legs. The rings and padlock were more than uncomfortable but she knew she’d either have to get used to them or risk divorce and losing everything.

“Right, you’re dry enough,” Dawson said after a few minutes. “As Sophie said, you will be punished for your undignified outburst, but not here. Go upstairs and get dressed – we’re taking you home.”

Once Cheryl Brown was out of the chamber Dawson turned his attention back to Sophie. He released the arms that had been strapped up for so long. He waited while she swung them through the air trying to get the circulation going again, and then he untied her legs.

“Right, Sophie, best you get changed down here and then get off. We don’t want any more problems, do we?”

“No, master.”

“I’d like to call you in a day or so. You’re quite special and I’m putting together something that might interest you. Is that okay?”

“Fine by me.” She was already putting her clothes back on.

“Good. Now, did you get out of today what you were looking for.”

“Sure did,” she grinned. “I’m so glad Adam put me onto this. Revenge is sweet, isn’t it?”

“It can be, providing you don’t take it too far. How are you doing?”

“Nearly done. Is she really all Adam says she is – I mean, was?”

“Yes, and more probably. But I think after today things will be a bit different, don’t you?”

“Maybe, but she was pretty much like this at college you know. I don’t think you can really change a leopard’s spots, or the colour of a dog’s vomit.”

“Possibly not, but she’s going to find it hard to have sex with those rings and the lock.”

“Possibly, but don’t underestimate her – she’s always been a resourceful woman. Right, I’m done.”

“Okay, then I’d go before Cheryl comes down again. I expect she’s having a bath, trying to soothe herself.”

“Or get the rings out. That was mean, wasn’t it? You did know I suggested it to Adam in the first place, didn’t you?”

“No, I didn’t know. So it’s all down to you then?”

“Yes, it is in a way. You see, that bitch made one of my friends so hurt she can’t have kids now. The only thing she doesn’t know is it’s also the sister of one of Adam’s best friends. He’s kept that quiet over the years but he’s going to tell her later.”

“And the divorce?”

“Depends on what she says and does, but my guess is they’ll part company one day.”

“So she’s been through all of this for nothing?” Dawson smiled.

“Not exactly. She still wants him, but up until now she’s always had the option of freedom as well. That’s kind of gone now. Also, she needs him a lot more than he needs her. So I think if you give it a few weeks he’ll find some other excuse to ditch her.”

“I see. Well, you’d best be on your way.”

“Yeah. I’ll wait for your call.”

“It won’t be long, I promise.” Dawson showed the woman to the door and closed it softly behind her.

 

Cheryl Brown appeared with her overnight bag in Dawson’s lounge about ten minutes after Sophie had left.

The journey back to the Browns’ home was done in virtual silence. The woman was clearly sulking because Dawson had made her wear her slave collar for the journey. Obviously her other attachments were invisible but the collar stood out, like a big, studded dog-collar, above her jumper.

Finally they came to the driveway to Cheryl and Adam’s house and Dawson parked up. As they approached the front door, it opened and Adam Brown appeared.

“Done?” He looked at Dawson.

“Done.” Dawson replied blankly.

“Right, get upstairs and get changed. I want to see just how successful Mr Dawson has been. Full slave mode, young lady, and be in my study in ten minutes – exactly ten minutes.”

“Yes, Adam,” she replied sweetly, though falsely. She disappeared inside. It was quiet, almost eerily quiet and it unnerved her as she began to climb the stairs. Normally Adam would have some music playing somewhere in the background but there was nothing, just eerie silence.

“Are you ready?” Dawson asked politely after she had left their company.

“Oh yes, all ready. This is one afternoon she won’t forget in a hurry, little prick tease that she is.”

“She’s already had quite a rough ride, so don’t expect too much.” Dawson sounded almost apologetic for the work he’d been doing on Adam’s wife.

“Doesn’t matter. The sooner she learns the better. Have you got the key, by the way?”

“Yes, it’s here.” Dawson handed over the key to the improvised chastity belt he’d fixed up for Cheryl.

“Right, you’d better come through to my study and meet the others.”

“Thanks. I didn’t know if you’d want me in on this.”

“Of course. They are most interested in your methods and you could very well have some more clients soon.”

“Great,” said Dawson, almost enthusiastically.






CHAPTER 8
Adam Brown opened the study door and he and Dawson slid inside. On the large sofa leaning against the wall were three well-built, athletic looking men. Speaking in hushed tones, Adam introduced them.

“This is Mr Dawson, whom I told you about. Meet Pete, Mike and Andy. They are my mates who’ve all been teased by the whore a wife I’m saddled with.”

“Gentlemen,” Dawson nodded in their direction. They clearly knew all about Dawson and they were also all clearly aroused at the thought of what was about to happen.

Dawson took a seat near the door. He would act as the escape blocker if needed. The group waited in silence until they heard Cheryl’s footsteps on the stairway. Then, in expectant unison, the men on the sofa leaned forward. Dawson stood up and went to stand idly by the door. Three more steps and the handle turned.

Adam Brown was behind his desk looking straight at her. She looked terrific. Her slave-collar and pierced nipples and labia visible to him immediately.

“What do you…” she began before she realised that she was not simply addressing her husband and her tormentor. “Adam, what the fuck are they doing here?” She began as she half-backed out of the door.

Dawson grabbed her arm, propelled her into the middle of the room and locked the door, standing in front of it needlessly.

“I said, what the fuck are those pervs doing here?”

“They are here to admire Mr Dawson’s handiwork. After all, you have teased all of them before now, so why should they not get even. It’s time for your comeuppance, Cheryl. You can’t act the whore and then not be treated like one.”

Adam Brown stood up, clearly aroused, and walked round his desk.

“A very good job, Mr Dawson, very good indeed. The question now, is how this little slave will act. Kneel down, slave,” he commanded.

Stunned by the tone in his voice and knowing she had no route of escape, the naked Cheryl Brown knelt before her husband.

“You are going to pay homage to each one of us in turn. Now, get my zip down and taste a real man inside you.”

She had no choice. He grabbed her hair and held it tight until she had pulled his cock out of the boxers and slid the head into her mouth.

She held him there, not moving until he tightened the grip on her hair.

“Ow, you’re hurting me,” she mumbled when she let go of him for a moment.

“That is nothing. Now suck me, slave.”

“Mmm,” she mumbled but Adam couldn’t tell if she was agreeing, enjoying herself or making a token protest.

While she sucked him, Adam motioned for the other men to stand up and drop their kit. They did so and out popped three very erect cocks, each waiting eagerly for its turn in the woman’s mouth.

“Right, slave. Time to pay homage. Suck them all, one at a time.”

Cheryl knew she could not argue. Instead, she decided, it would be better to jerk them off if she could because it would make them useless for anything else afterwards. With a new determination she set about Pete. He was thick and long and she had difficulty getting him into her mouth. Once there she could hardly breathe but she sucked on him anyway. She licked him and gobbled him until she felt the pre-cum in her mouth. Evidently he knew he was about to explode for he withdrew from her quite quickly, determined she would not play the oldest trick in the book on him.

Mike was agitated and looked ready to burst when Cheryl slid his long, thin cock into her mouth. She slurped on him, better able to accommodate this phallus than Pete’s monster. She slid him in and out of her mouth, all the time sucking on his cock, tickling his balls and being as devoted as a new slave could be. The trick worked for Mike suddenly groaned and she felt the wad of spunk as it oozed into her mouth. She pulled his cock out of her mouth and looked at her husband.

“Swallow it. Not one drop is to be wasted.”

“Fuck you,” she thought silently as she struggled to swallow the semen. When she’d finished she opened her mouth to show it had all gone and then it was Andy’s turn.

Andy had a truly impressive manhood. Engorged with blood, the thick, purple vein stood out proudly along the length of his nine inch shaft. Andy had been circumcised at some point in his childhood, not out of religious conviction but for medical reasons. Now his throbbing, purple-headed meat waited for its entry into Cheryl’s mouth. She shuffled round to him on her knees and plopped his cock into her mouth. Of the three men before her, Cheryl knew it was Andy who had suffered the worst of her teasing over the past few years. Now, she held him in her mouth without moving – her final way of teasing him.

“Suck the meat slave.” Adam Brown’s voice was firm and forceful. Cheryl did as she was ordered, a limp suck that held no conviction.

“More action, slave,” Adam continued. “Mr Dawson, your training may need some refinement. This bitch,” he almost spat out the word, “has yet to learn to suck properly.”

“No problem.” Dawson stepped forward as he spoke. In his hand was the whip he’d brought with him. The whip had a two-foot long leather-bound handle that gave way to the thin leather straps that made up the head of the whip. Dawson brought the straps down on the woman’s back once. She lurched with the pain before taking Andy’s manhood back in her mouth and sucking hard on it. As she sucked she started to massage his balls, rubbing them in her hands, tickling and arousing them. After a minute Andy pulled away from her.

”Not yet,” he said. “We’ve got other plans for you.

Mike had sat down again following his ejaculation. Now, with the thought of what was going to happen he stood up again.

“Come and stand over here, slave girl.” Adam motioned for his wife to sand in front of the desk. “Now, these men are going to take their revenge on your past actions. They are going to teach you a lesson you will not forget. You will do all that is asked of you and not complain.”

“Yes, master,” she feigned submission.

“Good. In that case, bend over the desk with your legs apart and stand on the tips of your toes.”

“Yes, master.” She replied and complied with the demand. Silently, Mike walked round the table and took hold of her arms, stretching them out in front of her so she was pinned to the table, the padlock blocking the way to her cunt rubbing against the woodwork.

“Okay, Andy, you suffered the most. You can give her ten strokes of the crop.” Adam handed the man the long, thin riding crop that had been propped up by the side of the table.

“Err, okay.” Andy

“Never caned a woman before?” Adam asked.

“Err, no. How hard should I be?”

“Whatever you want. She’s your plaything for the moment.”

“Err, okay.” Andy flexed the crop in his hand and then patted the thin end across Cheryl’s exposed buttocks.

Crack! The first stroke landed and Mike had to take a firm hold to prevent the woman from standing up. As he took hold of her with a vice-like grip, pinning her shoulders to the table the second stroke landed. Crack! Crack! Crack! The third and fourth followed quickly. They were accompanied by a howl of pain from the woman.

Crack!

“Yearggghhhhh!” She screamed.

Crack! Crack!

“NNNrrrgggghhhh! Stop, you’re killing me,” she pleaded.

Crack! Crack! Crack! Crack!

The strokes rained into her buttocks until Andy had delivered the allotted ten. Then he stood back.

“Okay, Andy, now you can take her as we discussed. This is your treat. Open your legs wider, slave girl,” Andy admonished his wife.

She did as she was ordered as the tears of pain trickled down her cheeks as she sobbed at her own, stupid demise. She felt Andy standing behind her and was about to mention the small problem about her being padlocked underneath when she realised with true horror that Andy did not intend to take her in that way. She felt him grab her hips and lift her legs clean off the floor a moment before his purple, hot meat touched the burning flesh of her buttocks.

“Oh God, no, not up there,” she pleaded, knowing her protestations were futile. “Please, not up there.”

The cock pushed between her buttocks and sought out her tiny anal opening. Andy felt huge and she knew she was powerless to resist him. Slowly, deliberately, she felt the pressure of his manhood on her anus grow. He grabbed her more tightly and applied more pressure until she finally relented and with a loud scream as he ripped her anus, he slid inside her.

For a moment he held her there, her buttocks pressed firmly against his stomach, the full length of his cock buried in her backside. Then he began the stroking action. She was slick down there. The blood from the rip in her anus lubricated his cock as he thrust it in and out of her back passage. God, it felt good. She was tight down there, like a virgin having her first sex with a real man. Andy kept up the stroking rhythm, humping the woman, impaling her backside on his rigid pole.

Suddenly the pleasure was too much for him. With a particularly forceful final thrust he ejaculated inside her. She howled with the pain of her burning buttocks making contact with his firm stomach and with the pain of his cock jerking inside her, ripping her anus even more. Andy held her close to him until the explosions of his orgasm had subsided. Only then did he pull out of her to examine his blood-streaked cock, still firm but spent. Andy pulled back from the woman who was still pinned to the table by Mike.

“Okay, turn her over Mike, it’s Pete’s turn.”

Mike obliged, helping the woman onto the table so she cold lie there with him pinning her shoulders down to the table and forcing her hands up and out of the way.

Adam walked in front of the woman, bent between her legs, unlocked and removed the padlock.

“The door is open, Pete, and it’s all yours. But first, you can give her six strokes of the whip.”

“Okay.” Pete sounded confident and was clearly looking forward to what was going to happen. “Mr Dawson and Adam, if you’d both be good enough to take a leg each and spread her wide.”

“Sure,” said Dawson, a thin smile on his face. The two men took up their positions beside the woman, each taking a lower leg in their strong arms and pulling her legs wide open. She was completely helpless, and completely exposed. Pete came and stood between the men.

“Six, wasn’t it?” He spoke softly.

“Yep,” said Adam.

Crack! The leather straps of the whip landed right on top of Cheryl’s pubic bone. She struggled to escape the men, to escape the pain, but she was held firm.

“Arrgggghhhhh,” she complained when the leather straps landed on her swollen, sore sex again.

A third time, Pete cracked the whip and delivered the stinging pain to her sex, then he changed angles. Instead of bringing the whip down onto her pubic bone he brought the whip up, so the straps would lash her on her labia. Crack! The first stroke landed on her labia and Cheryl howled with the pain. Crack! The straps landed again, pushing the rings into her flesh, tearing and ripping at the holes they had made when she had been pierced with them. Crack!

“Yeeeaaarrrggghhhhhh,” she screamed.

“Now,” said Adam, “fuck her like she said she wanted you to that time.”

Silently, Pete put down the whip, motioned for the leg holders to push her legs up and further open and then he took up position.

She felt the warmth of his manhood against her burning pussy a moment before he thrust rudely into her. He showed her no mercy. There was no preparation and no lubrication other than the faint trickle of blood from the tears in the wounds around the ring-piercing sites. Cheryl Brown gasped with pain and surprised as the phallus was pushed deep into her. With her legs pushed up and open, her tunnel was at the right angle for Pete to fully enter her, pushing his manhood deep into her body.

Pete used her like a real slave, ruthlessly entering and re-entering her body. He was not in a hurry and determined to make the most of the opportunity.

“Look, the bitch is starting to get aroused. I can feel it,” he said after a minute. It was true. Cheryl Brown had stopped moaning from the pain of having her cunt so ruthlessly invaded. Instead, she was getting wet from her own arousal.

“We can’t have a slave that actually enjoys her punishment,” Adam said evenly. “What do you suggest, Mr Dawson?”

“We’ll wait until Pete has finished with her and then I will punish her.” Dawson sounded sincere, his tone of voice indicating Cheryl Brown was to be further tortured.

What the hell, she thought. Might as well enjoy what I can. So, with her mind focussing on the very pleasurable sensations of the cock that was thrusting in and out of her love tunnel, Cheryl Brown came. She could barely move but the feelings of the orgasmic wave that shook her entire body were welcome relief from the intense pain she had been suffering at the hands of the men. She came again just before she felt the tell-tale twitch of the cock inside her.

With a final thrust, Pete groaned and planted his thick, white liquid deep inside the woman. He thrust again after the first spurt of ejaculate had been deposited and again as the next spurt followed it. He continued to pound her with his cock until he was sure every last drop had been passed from him to her. Only then did he withdraw his cock. A dribble of his white liquid seeped out of the hole he’d left and mixed with the traces of blood from the wound sites of the earlier piercing.

The men let go of her legs for a minute.

“As I said, we can’t have a slave actually enjoying herself, and for that slave to have the sheer disrespect to have an orgasm requires me to ask you to further train her, Mr Dawson.” Adam Brown was enjoying himself. He’d waited for a long time to see his wife suffer for her unfaithfulness. This afternoon, in his study, all the wrongs she had committed in the past were being righted.

“Yes, I agree with you,” said Dawson. He stepped over to Cheryl’s face. “You should have learned your lessons earlier,” he said. “Now, you will see what your disrespect has earned you.”

Dawson stood back for a moment to think.

“If two of you gents could take her and put her on the floor, then take her legs and bring them up over her head so she is lying on her back with her bum pointing to the ceiling and with her legs as wide apart as you can manage.”

Dawson had hardly finished speaking before the space on the floor was being made ready to receive the hapless victim. IN less than two minutes the sobbing Cheryl Brown had been hoisted off the table and was lying on her back on the study floor. Her legs had been taken by Pete and Andy, spread open and then pulled up behind her head. Her buttocks were pointing straight up at the ceiling and she was completely open and totally exposed. A towel had been placed under her nether regions to protect the carpet.

From his case, Dawson produced the candle.

“Right Cheryl, you have the collar of a slave, the piercing marks of a slave and now we are going to brand you as a slave.” Dawson lit the candle.

From his bag he extracted the small, metal branding iron. It was a thin pole about six inches long. On one end was a grip, like a screwdriver handle. The other end had been welded to a small, circular plat about three millimetres thick and into the plate had been etched a design. Dawson heated up the plate in the flame of the candle until he was sure it was hot enough. Then he quickly took the plate out of the flame and turned to the hapless woman.

“This may hurt,” he said, “so you may want to grasp her firmly now.” As he spoke the plate was lowered very precisely onto the middle of her left buttock.

“Argghhhhhhh,” she howled as the hot metal made contact with her flesh. The acrid smell of burning flesh filled the air, followed by the hissing sound her flesh made as it was branded and burned.

Dawson pulled the plate back and returned it to the flame.

“I said it might hurt,” he smiled. The flame heated the plate for a second time. “Okay gentlemen,” he muttered as he lowered the plate into the centre of her right buttock.

“Yarrooooooo!” She gasped as the faint smell of burning flesh penetrated the room again. Dawson waited until the hissing sound of the flesh being burned had faded and then he withdrew the plate from her flesh.

“Excellent. The slave is now branded. Now, all we need to do, to complete this lesson in respect is to wax her. Hold her very tightly, please.”

Cheryl felt Pete and Andy grasp her legs even more firmly as they watched, fascinated by Dawson’s methods.

Dawson raised the candle two feet above the woman’s open and exposed buttocks and tilted the candle so the wax began to drip onto her flesh. As predicted, she tried to struggled free of her captors, but they held her fast.

“Arrggggghhhh,” she cried out as the hot wax splashed onto her flesh. Dawson started with each buttock, covering the branded areas with wax. Then he moved the candle so the wax began to fall nearer the middle. He circled her partly open anus, where the blood from the earlier violation was still visible. Then, motioning silently to the two men to take an even firmer grip, he aimed the wax right into the anus.

“Yarrgghhheeeiiiii,” she yelled as the wax touched that most sensitive area. Dawson responded by moving the candle so the wax landed between her anus and her sex. He let it drip there until the wax had flowed onto her labia. Throughout the session, Cheryl Brown struggled with those who held her, trying to break free from the pain that was being inflicted upon her. Finally, the flow of wax stopped and Dawson motioned to the two men holding her legs to release her.

“Right,” said Dawson, as she turned on her side and formed the shape of a beaten up, crumpled ball, “you can get upstairs and clean yourself down, then we’ll try again and see if you’ve learned your lesson yet. You have half an hour – just long enough for a beer I think, if you’ve got any, Adam.”

“Sure. Well,” he said as he prodded his wife with his toe, “you heard the man. Go get us some beer and then get cleaned up.”

“I can’t do any more, Adam,” she pleaded as she sobbed.

“You don’t; have much choice,” Adam reminded her. “Now, do as you are fucking told or I’ll ask Mr Dawson to intervene again.”

“No, no, no, no, please don’t; do that.” She struggled to sit up, her tear-streaked face visible to all in the room. “Why?” She asked quite simply.

“Because you deserve it. I’ve told you time and again about being a slut, so now we are simply treating you like the person you’ve become. Earn our respect and we’ll treat you better. Now, get the fucking beer.” Adam waited while she got up off the floor and left the room. “How is she doing?” He asked Dawson after she’d left them.

“Not bad. Actually pretty good for the amount of time I’ve had to work with her. She’ll need a firm hand for a few more days and then it will all come naturally to her.”

“Good. Ah, the beer.”

The woman entered the room, plonked the tray of cold beers on the desk and closed the door behind her as she went to clean herself up.






CHAPTER 9
The beer was welcome after the exertions of the afternoon and the five men drank several mouthfuls in silence before striking up conversation. It was Pete who asked the question the others had on their mind.

“How did you get into all this, Mr Dawson?”

“Simple really. I got stitched up by my ex-wife when we got divorced and I vowed I’d get even with her. It took a while, like I had to find a place to live which I could customise for my own requirements. I now have a fully kitted out dungeon. Then I had to find the bitch and watch her every move so I would know when I could take my opportunity. Add a bit of kidnapping and taking her to my dungeon and hey – that’s how I got my revenge. Out of that I got some other enquiries and well, it all mushroomed from there. Why did you ask?”

“Oh,” Pete replied, “just curiosity. Any chance you could help me sort out my ex in the same way?”

“Possibly. Is that why you are all here?”

Mike and Andy both nodded their heads in agreement.

“I see. Well, I’d obviously have to take a look at each case individually and it may take some time in preparation. Tell me, Pete, why do you want to get even with your ex?”

“Like you, she took everything when we split up and she told a pack of lies to the judge so he’d sympathise with her. She claimed I beat her, but I didn’t. I reckon as she claimed that she might as well endure the pain she alleges I inflicted on her.”

“I agree – she should be made to pay. What’s her name?”

“Annabel. Is that important?”

“Nope, just like to put names to people. What about you, Andy?”

“Same story really,” Andy put down the beer can. “Only we weren’t married. Been living together for ten years and I came home one day to find she and all the house had gone. I was literally left with a shell and a carpet on the living room floor. All the rest had gone.”

“Mmm, and do you know where she is now?”

“Yep and that’s where things get tricky.”

“Why?”

“She’s a WPC, so I don’t know if you’d want to get involved.”

“A plod, that’s an interesting angle. Where is she based?”

“About thirty miles away.”

“Is she single?”

“As far as I know.”

“And her name?”

“Jane.”

“Do you know where she lives?”

“Not totally sure, but it should be easy enough to find out.”

“Yes, if we know where she is stationed I can soon find out. Okay, next, Mike. What’s your story?”

“Much the same – been cheated out of my life’s work by my ex. We had a small publishing company together, only when we split up she forced me to sign it all over to her and I got nothing in return. I’d worked on it for about four years and we were just beginning to reap the rewards. Now, she’s virtually a millionaire while I live in a bed sit. Can you do anything for me?”

“Sure. What’s her name?”

“Sharon. What is it with the names?”

“Just curiosity. I take it you know where she lives.”

“Sure. I can give you all the info you need.”

“Okay, gentlemen, I will take them all on, one at a time. As she is the easiest to find with I’ll begin with Sharon. Then I’ll take on Annabel and finally our plod, Jane. I’ll need some more information from each of you, and my usual fee to cover expenses. Then we’ll just have to see how things unfold and take it from there. I guarantee only that eventually I will sort all three of them out. Are you in agreement, gentlemen?”

They all confirmed their agreement with Dawson’s plan. Dawson sat back and took another swig of the beer. It had been a good afternoon’s work for him, to gain three new clients. He had much to thank Adam Brown for and to show his appreciation he knew Cheryl Brown would regret the rest of the afternoon for the rest of her life.

“Where are you, Cheryl,” Adam called out when the beer had been drunk.

“I can’t,” the plaintive voice came from upstairs.

“You will. Get down here and now, slave.”

“I can’t take any more, Adam,” she pleaded, but she appeared at the top of the stairs, battered, bruised and dishevelled.

“You were sent upstairs to get cleaned up. You’ve had time to do that, now get down here and present yourself.”

“Must I?”

“Yes. You are keeping us waiting. Do you want Mr Dawson to inflict further training on you today?”

“No.”

“Then do as you are told.”

“Two minutes, then, please.” She had obviously spent much of the time crying and she was still sobbing.

“Two minutes and you’d better be down here, or I’m bringing everyone upstairs.”

“Okay.” She turned and disappeared into one of the upstairs rooms.

Two minutes later there was a knock on the study door.

“Come in,” Adam called out in response.

The door opened and Cheryl stood there. Remarkably she had washed her face and the wax had gone from her legs and sex.

“Sorry I’m late,” she began.

“Doesn’t matter,” said Adam. “Turn round so we can all look at you.”

She turned round slowly , allowing the men to look at her bruised backside, the branded flesh looking angry and burned.

“What do you want of me?” She looked at Adam with pleading in her eyes.

“We’re all going to take you one more time. If you don’t get aroused then that will be the end of the session for today. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Adam. How do you want me?”

There was no fire left, her spirit had been broken. At that precise moment Adam knew he’d won the battle over her. He could have done anything with her and she would have complied. Oh well, he thought, better be sure.

“Come here and lean over the table. You can suck me off while Mr Dawson takes his reward from behind. Then we’ll hand you over to our guests and you will do whatever they want.”

“Yes Adam,” she said softly.

Adam stood up from his chair behind the desk, dropped his pants and motioned for the woman to lie across the table. She did so and a few moments later had his erect cock in her mouth as she sucked him slowly and deliberately, determined to give him the pleasure he was expecting. She wanted no more pain, no more torture, and no more agony. She felt Dawson behind her. She felt him part the cheeks of her buttocks as he approached her. She felt his hand on her sex, fingering her, stroking her, teasing her. He found her clitoris and stroked it softly and then more vigorously but she didn’t respond to his touch.

“Excellent,” he said after a few minutes. “She has learned control.” Dawson removed his fingers and slid his cock into her. She was open, only slightly damp and as a consequence, quite hard to penetrate. Dawson started slowly, pumping in and out of her, waiting to see if she got aroused. She failed to respond and Dawson’s own desire continued to grow. He started thrusting in and out of her more forcefully.

Cheryl Brown continued to suck on her husband’s cock. As Dawson thrust into her from behind so she would be pushed onto him. Using Dawson’s energy she allowed herself to be rocked on the table. Adam Brown’s cock was at just the right height to allow her to slide him in and out of her mouth easily as her body was pummelled from behind. As her husband’s cock was thrust into her mouth she would suck on it, releasing the pressure as her body returned for the next thrust from behind.

The pressure was building. Dawson’s thrusts were becoming longer and more purposeful as his cock approached the moment of release. Inside her mouth, her husband’s cock began to hit the back. With one hand she reached forward and grabbed his testicles, squeezing them firmly to add to his pleasure. He was almost there, as was Dawson, judging by the increased activity from his end. Now, as he thrust into her, her swollen, painful flesh, hurt as it was pressed by his. She felt like crying out but could do nothing with the eight inches in her mouth.

Then she tasted the salty, white liquid as Adam reached the point of no return. Cheryl tried to keep his cock in her mouth but her body was being controlled from behind. She managed to keep at least the tip in place on the next stroke, a stroke which had Adam shoot his come to the back of her throat, causing her to gag on him. Focused on what she had to do, she fought to keep him in place until the spurts had turned into a dribble, then a drip and then it was over. Adam pulled back from her and spoke.

“You’d better have swallowed that,” he said.

“I have,” she said as Dawson rocked her from behind. Going at her like a steam train, Dawson was determined to make the bitch suffer. She was not well lubricated and his cock rasped irritatingly inside her cunt. Finally, with perspiration forming on his forehead, Dawson reached his climax. Grabbing her by the waist and forcing her back onto the full length of his manhood, Dawson ejaculated deep inside the woman. He shuddered as he came, the sexual energies of the day being concentrated into one final act of pleasure for him. Dawson came long and hard and he was still hugely erect when he pulled out of the woman, his cock covered in semen and her own secretions. He walked round the table.

“Clean me up with your mouth,” he ordered.

Obediently, Cheryl opened her mouth and took his member inside. She licked and sucked him until she was sure he was clean. When she’d finished with Dawson Adam spoke.

“Okay, gentlemen, its over to you now. Cheryl, you will do exactly what these men want without question.”

“Yes, Adam.”

Pete stood up and walked towards the table.

“I’m up for it,” he commented. “Turn over and lie on your back, woman.”

Cheryl did as instructed and in a moment Pete was between her legs. He stood close to her, his cock rapidly becoming erect while he felt the three rings protecting the entrance to her cunt. Some of Dawson’s juice was dribbling out, enough to lubricate her. Pete plunged two fingers into the hole and stroked the woman roughly.

“Time to see how big you are,” he muttered, withdrawing the fingers before plunging the whole of his open hand into the entrance. He rotated his wrist as he pressed against her swollen flesh until he felt her give, then suddenly his whole fist was inside her. She groaned with the stretching pressure his wrist created, glad now that she’d spent time in her youth experimenting her sexuality by using large objects. In fact, as she lay there with the feelings of being stretched by Pete’s hand inside her, her mind flashed back to one of those times.

It had been a hot, sunny day, one of those days when you couldn’t cool off, no matter what you tried. She’d just done her final school exams and was hanging around the house on her own. As the heat had increased so she’d stripped down to her underwear in a desperate attempt to get cool. Somewhere along the line she’d taken four beers from the fridge and drunk them, one after the other, until she was more than a little tipsy. When she was half through the third can she rubbed it against her sweaty forehead. Then she’d trailed the cool can over her chest and her stomach. Still caressing her body with the cool can, she took it and the last full one up to her room to put on a CD. With the strains of Sinead blasting through the house she lay back on the bed and idly caressed her body with the can. Eventually she reached her pussy and it felt good to have something cold down there.

Without really thinking about it she began to finger herself and, in her semi-drunk condition soon got aroused. Being alone she decided to live out one of her stretching fantasies. She finished the can and turned it round so the base was against her flesh. She pushed the can against her body until her labia opened and the can was against her inner lips. She pushed more, feeling the sensations of the stretching the can gave her. She pushed more, but the empty can did not feel heavy enough so she swapped it for the full one, the one that was still cold. God it felt good as the can pushed into her flesh and stretched her. It felt good as her flesh gave way and it entered her, one inch, then two, the stretched vagina arousing her incredibly.

Then, as she began to get off on the can, she plunged it deep into her without thinking. She laughed to herself when she remembered her embarrassment of having to explain how a whole can of beer was sprayed across her room. The reality was, she’d had to pull the can out by the ring-pull and in so doing the can had burst open, but she’d made up a much more plausible story for her parents by they time they’d got home to find their daughter as drunk as a skunk and virtually naked.

Now, with Pete’s hand inside her she began to tense her muscles to see what it would feel like.

“So, she stretches well,” said Pete. “I think it’s time for some action. Mike, Andy, will you come and take her legs. I want to give her a good pounding and I don’t want her to be able to move.

“Oh, shit,” Cheryl muttered. She remembered what a good pounding from Pete would be like. She’d discussed it with Annabel who had often been the subject of one of Pete’s poundings. Knowing Pete had come earlier, he was going to be able to exercise more control than normal, so this pounding would be hard, really hard.

Inside her mind, Cheryl tried to prepare herself mentally for what was about to happen, even as she felt the two men take her legs, raise them and part them at the same time, so her vulva was fully open and exposed, the poor, puffy, swollen labia about to receive further treatment.

Pete stood in front of her, his hard, thick cock anxious to enter her portal. Pete took aim and plunged himself deep into her tunnel. He grasped the woman’s hips to make sure he could get as deep inside her as possible and shifted his position until his cock was buried in her vulva up to the hilt.

For a moment Pete stood there motionless as he gathered up his energies, then he began the rocking motion that partially withdrew his phallus before it was plunged, a moment later, back into her cunt. On the in stroke his pubic mound crashed into her sex, jarring the three rings Dawson had pierced her with earlier that day. In this way, Pete set up the pounding motion, his body crashing into her body every few seconds as he humped her savagely with the control he had acquired over many years.

For a big man Pete was surprisingly athletic. For a small woman with her legs held open and high, Cheryl could offer no resistance as the continual pounding between her legs went from forceful to painful to agonising as each time he thrust into her body he jarred the rings her labia were adorned with.

“Argghhh,” she began to complain at the pressure being applied to her genitals after she had been entered over twenty times. Her vocal complaint made not one iota of difference. Her husband sat back and watched the action as the three men got their revenge for the times she had so mercilessly teased them in the past.

“Spread them wider,” Pete asked, the sweat forming on his forehead. “I want this bitch to be opened wide up for me.” The two men obliged, parting her legs even further yet maintaining her position so the man’s cock could be rammed right up her vagina.

“Arrgghhh,” she moaned at the next thrust after her legs had been spread further apart. “That bloody hurts, you’re tearing me apart. Please stop, please.”

“Not yet,” Pete panted. “Okay chaps, when I give the word I want you to lift her off the table and take her weight while I finish her off properly.”

“Keeping this position?” Andy queried.

“Yeah,” Pete gasped. “We’re just moving into the room and making her suspended in air. Okay – now.” As he spoke, he thrust deep into her and then as they lifted the woman clear of the table they walked back in unison, his cock rammed into her cunt.

When she was clear of the table, Pete spoke again.

“Okay, drop her head end down a bit. That way I can rub my cock against the top of her tunnel.” The men adjusted their positions and in a moment Pete was thrusting wildly into her again. Then he felt his cock enlarge as it does in the final moments before the climax. Grabbing the woman’s hips he thrust one final time into her body, shuddered as he spurt his hot, white spunk into her body, and then, in a final act of revenge, he transferred his grip to her breasts, tugging on her nipple rings to add to his pleasure and her torture.

Cheryl screamed as he came, his cock pushing harshly against her inner walls, stretching her far beyond her experiments of earlier days. She screamed again as he tugged on the rings, fearful that he was going to rip them from her body.

Finally Pete withdrew and the two men holding the woman lowered her to the floor.

“On all fours, bitch,” Andy had taken control, wanting his piece of the action.

“Please, I need a rest.”

“No rest for you, slave girl,” Adam interjected. “Do what your masters command you to do.”

Cheryl turned over and went onto her hands and knees.

“Stick your face on my cock.” Andy was kneeling before the woman, his long, hard cock ready in front of her face so that when she lifted her eyes, her vision was filled with the dark-purple, menacing phallus.

Without a doubt that she would be severely punished if she refused, Cheryl put her lips round his cock and started to suck on him. As she did so, Mike took up position behind her.

“Open your legs, slave girl,” he sneered.

Almost without realising what was happening, Cheryl did as commanded. Better that than to risk the further wrath of her husband and the torture of Greg Dawson.

She sensed Mike kneeling behind her, pushing her legs wider apart and she knew that she was going to have to take both men at once. Suddenly she felt the man’s organ pushing against her buttocks. Her anus had already been stretched that day but it had closed tightly again. Now, it was being opened again and with no preparation or lubricant. With a mouthful of cock, Cheryl could only half-scream as the penis broke through the anus and entered her body. She gasped with the shock of it and almost choked on what she had in her mouth.

Mike trust into her from behind while Andy thrust his cock in and out of her mouth.

“Double entry?” Mike asked after a moment.

“Yeah,” said Andy, “why not. You happy in there?”

“Yeah.”

Andy withdrew his cock from the woman’s mouth and lay on the floor. Without taking his cock out of her arse, Mike shoved the woman towards the floor until her vulva was on top of Andy’s manhood. Then he entered her. The feeling of two cocks inside her was more than Cheryl could take. The effect of two poles of meat rubbing at the thin gap between her front and back openings was something she had always wondered about and even fantasised over, but now it was happening and, despite her tortured and battered body clamouring for an end to the day’s events, she found this new position exciting.

She started panting as the two men treated her tunnels roughly, as their cocks rubbed against each other while in her body. In vain, the woman tried to conceal her growing excitement. In vain she tried to stave off the inevitable – this was blissful torture to her and heck, so what if she enjoyed it, they could waste her afterwards if they wanted, she no longer cared.

With a great cry of pleasure as her orgasm took over her body, Cheryl came and came hard. Inside she felt the pressure build until she could contain it no more and then, with a great tensing of her muscles she ejaculated the stream of clear liquid out from around Andy’s cock.

As he felt the warm liquid surge past his phallus, Andy could hold back no more. He started coming too. Behind her, Mike was clearly on the cusp of completion and after a couple more strokes he too tensed in the moment before ejaculation.

Dawson and Adam Brown watched from where they were seated as the three people in front of them reached the peak of sexual pleasure. Dawson looked at Brown as the woman leaked the ejaculate from her vulva, as if seeking instructions.

“Who said you could have pleasure, you slut!” Adam Brown was furious. It was one thing for his friends to take their pleasure with the whore of a wife, it was quite another matter for her to also enjoy the moment.

“I, I, I couldn’t help myself. Honest Adam, I didn’t mean to, I just got carried away. You know I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to have two men down there and I’m sorry, but it was just so good I couldn’t help myself.” She sounded frightened, confused, defeated. What had one moment been the height of sexual pleasure for her had, a moment later, become a very real source of danger to her. Even as she pleaded, her husband stood up and took off his leather belt.

“You just don’t learn, do you? You are here because you are my slave and you will do exactly what I tell you – that’s the deal.”

“Yes, Adam, but I can’t help the way I react.”

“Which is why we went through this weekend – to train you otherwise.”

“I know, and really, Mr Dawson did a great job. I just can’t help the way I am.”

“Get out.” Brown’s voice had reached fever pitch.

“No, Adam, please, no. I have nowhere to go. Please don’t do it.”

“Well, come up with an alternative suggestion then, and do it fast and make it good.” Brown swung the end of the belt through the air a couple of times.

“Thrash me, Adam, teach me not to enjoy myself, and anything but don’t throw me out. Get a hundred men to bugger me senseless, strap me, beat me and do what ever you want with me, but PLEASE, don’t throw me out.”

“Offer accepted. You can stay. Now, we’re all spent so there will be no further punishment today, but you can expect more tomorrow and for several days to come. You will do exactly what you are told. You will not get aroused and you will take whatever I decide to give you. Agreed?”

“Yes, Adam, and thank you.”

“Right, get upstairs and get cleaned up, then you can make all of us supper.”

“Yes, Adam.” She left the room quickly, leaving the other men with their mouths hanging open.

“How the hell…” Pete stammered. “I, I, I mean, how did you get her to accept all that?”

“Easy,” said Dawson. “I simply had to break her spirit and eventually I knew she’d react like that. It took a lot of effort though, far more than I expected. You’ve got a good one there, Mr Brown, a good.”

“I have, haven’t I,” said Adam Brown as he licked his lips relishing the prospect of dominating his wife over the next several days. “And you, Mr Dawson, did a very good job in training her.”

“You’re too kind,” said Dawson, “and I couldn’t have made such progress without all of you here today. Now, I’ll be in touch about your own individual problems in the next day or so.”

 

The End
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