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CHAPTER 1
The rain lashed against the windscreen of Greg Dawson’s car. The weather made conditions for what he had to do far from ideal. He’d been sitting in the car for a little over an hour, waiting for the moment to come when he could take his opportunity.

The road was lined with trees and the houses of the well-to-do were set back from the road. The house Dawson had been watching had a double entrance and a swept driveway that circled round some kind of ornamental pond. The house itself was large, detached and secluded. Dawson waited until the man of the house left. The Mercedes swept up the driveway and purred off into the night. It was early evening, nearly seven o’clock, and Dawson knew what would happen next.

Inside the house, the woman had kissed her partner good night. He had an evening job, managing a number of clubs in the area. He would be gone for at least seven hours seeing as it was a Saturday and there was no point in waiting up for him. She closed the front door but left it only on the Yale lock. Then she tidied up the things on the coffee table in the lounge and switched off the light on the way to the kitchen. Two minutes later she turned off that light also and made her way upstairs.

The master bedroom was spacious. There was a plasma screen hanging on the wall opposite the end of the bed. The woman turned the television on, selected the DVD she wanted to watch and waited for it to load. Then she started undressing. She was about five feet seven tall, had a curvaceous body that was, if anything, slightly overweight, long dark hair and was amply provided for in the breast department. That was how Dawson had remembered her from the days he’d spent watching her movements.

For six weeks he’d been watching her, checking on her little rituals, working out the moment of opportunity. He saw the bathroom light go on and then off ten minutes later and decided the moment had come. Picking up the large bag from the back seat of his car he closed the door behind him softly and locked the vehicle. As nonchalantly as he could manage, Dawson crossed the road and approached the house. The driveway was covered in shingle so Dawson stayed round the edge to eliminate the noise his walking would otherwise have created.

Trying not to step onto the soft, rain-sodden soil of the flower borders, Dawson clung to the perimeter of the drive until he reached the side gate. He knew it would not be locked and silently he turned the large, iron hoop that formed the handle. The door creaked as it gave way and opened for him. Stepping through the gateway, Dawson turned, put down the bag he was carrying, and with infinite care closed the gate behind him. The rain was still falling, making the next part of the operation more difficult than it should have been.

The house had a cellar and just ten feet in front of Dawson was an outside trapdoor leading to it. His client had told him about the access way during their discussions some weeks ago. It was not an easy access route but Dawson had figured it was the one way he could get into the building. Quickly he reached into his bag and pulled out the slotted screw-driver he’d brought with him. There was no point, he’d been told, in trying to force the lock. The bolts inside would still cause a problem. The better way was to unscrew the hatch from its hinges. Those hinges were a design flaw, an oversight perhaps, but none-the-less they presented Dawson’s opportunity.

It took him five minutes to remove the well-rusted screws holding the hinge plates to the hatch. With the four hinges freed of their fixings, Dawson braced himself. This was the tricky part, especially with the rain. Everything was so slippery that it took him a further two minutes to get a decent grip on the hatch. Then, and he hadn’t realised it would be so heavy, he dragged the door to one side of the hatch.

To Dawson, the noise of the door grinding against its surrounds sounded deafening. After he’d moved it, Dawson sat back and waited for the occupant inside to react to the noise. He waited for five minutes but there was no movement indoors so Dawson gingerly let himself in through the open hatchway and dropped to the floor, a drop of about ten feet. He’d already lowered the bag through the opening on a piece of rope and now he recovered his belongings.

He found the steps leading up to the cellar door which, he hoped fervently, would not be locked. It wasn’t and in a moment Dawson had emerged from the cellar into the hallway. Only when he opened the cellar door, a thick, solid oak affair, did he fully appreciate why his noise of making the entry had gone unnoticed. The television was on upstairs and the volume was turned up.

Silently, and quickly, Dawson checked the ground floor. He left his bag in the dining room. He selected the few things he needed from the bag and began to mount the staircase, keeping to the edge as he did so, testing each step carefully for creaking sounds before letting his whole weight fall on the tread. In less than two minutes he was at the top of the staircase and edging along the landing towards the room where the sound was coming from.

He knew the woman was on her own, she always was at this time on a Saturday and Dawson knew also that he had time to complete his task before having to make his next appointment. There was no real hurry other than the fact the adrenalin pumping through his body was urging him to get on with things.

Dawson had put the black, latex mask over his face when he was in the cellar. It was a mask that contained a device that covered the mouth so that when he spoke his voice would be disguised.

Dawson paused at the door to the bedroom, peered in through the crack where the hinges held the door to the frame. He saw the woman, in her nightdress, propped up in bed watching the plasma screen on the wall. She had a champagne flute in her hand, and a box of assorted chocolates lay open beside her. The light in the room was dimmed, but sufficient to allow Dawson a clear picture of what was in the room.

Dawson took a deep breath, prepared himself and sprang into the room. The surprise was as instant as he had hoped and before the woman had time to reach above her head and press the panic alarm button, Dawson was on top of her, pinning her arms down and preventing her from raising any alarm.

As he leapt on top of her, the champagne flute was knocked to one side, spilling the remains of the sparkling wine it had contained. In an instant Dawson moved to cover her mouth with his gloved hand. This was more out of instinct than necessity, for the house was detached and isolated from its neighbours.

“Don’t scream, or you will wish you hadn’t,” Dawson said once the woman had stopped struggling. Annabel obviously quickly realised that whatever the assailant might do, he was far stronger than she was and pinned as she was to bed, she was in no great place from which to negotiate a release or anything else for that matter.

She tried to nod her head to acknowledge she had heard him and by way of response, Dawson lifted his hand away from her head.

“What do you want?” She half-pleaded. “We don’t keep any money in the house.”

“I’m not after money.” Dawson’s voice sounded strange and distorted through the device in the mask.

“I have a jewellery box in the top drawer of the dresser. Take it, only please don’t hurt me.”

“I’m not after jewellery, hi-fi systems, videos, or televisions,” his voice hissed.

“What do you want then?”

“You.” His voice seemed to spit out the word.

“Why? What have I done?”

“Plenty.”

“What are you going to do? My husband will be home soon.” She was frightened now – very frightened.

“No he won’t. As to what I’m going to do, you’ll have to wait and see. First, though, to get you away from that alarm.”

Dawson dragged her down the bed and sat on top of her. Her nightdress had ridden up and now the tops of her legs were showing. Roughly, Dawson turned her over onto her stomach and pulled her arms behind her back.. Pulling the handcuffs out of his pocket he snapped them round the woman’s wrists.

“That’s better, now roll over onto your back.”

The woman did as requested. Any hope she had of raising the alarm had now gone and she now went into survival mode, using the logic that if she did what he asked her to then he might not hurt her.

“Are you going to rape me?”

“No, worse than that.”

“Kill me?”

“Not if you stop asking so many fucking questions.” Dawson reached forward and yanked the woman into a kneeling position. “Right, you won’t need this,” he said as he pulled the nightdress over her head and bunched it up behind her where her arms were cuffed.

Annabel had firm breasts, large and dark areolas and pert, sticking-up nipples. Dawson squeezed her breasts harshly with his gloved hands and started to lift her off the bed with his grip.

“Arggghhh, that hurts,” she moaned.

“That’s nothing, bitch. Now shut up or I’ll hurt you for real.” Dawson’s strange voice had a haunting tone to it.

In the background the DVD had reached the love scene the woman was longing to watch. The couple were naked on the couch, him caressing her sweet, young flesh, making ready for the moment when she would whisper the words in his ear, “Fuck me darling.” Right at that precise moment, Annabel was not paying attention to the film. It would have to wait for another night, assuming there would be another night. Right at this moment Dawson was tugging on her breasts, forcing her off the bed and onto the floor.

“We’re going downstairs,” he said. “You can lead and no funny stuff.” His voice went a shade more menacing. He loved this – the control, the complete dominance of this evil woman.

Two minutes later they had descended the stairs without incident. Dawson led the woman into the dining room.

“Okay, this is it,” he said. “You’re going to be punished for a very serious crime you’ve committed. You can either take it the easy way or the hard way, it’s up to you.”

“I think you’re mistaken. I haven’t committed any crime. I think you’ve made a mistake and gone to the wrong house.” She had started crying and was shaking with fear.

“You are Annabel, aren’t you.”

“Err,” she thought for a moment. Could she get away if she denied it? It was worth a shot.

“No, my name’s Laura.”

“Liar!” He hissed. “I have your picture and other information about you. For example, the mole in the middle of your shoulder blades. This is what happens if you lie.” He lifted his hand and brought it crashing down across her buttocks causing her to yelp. “I’ll ask you again – are you Annabel?”

“Yes, all right them, I’m Annabel.”

“Well, Annabel, welcome to your destiny.”

“Sorry, my what?”

“Your destiny. Your destiny is what you deserve and this is what you deserve. Now, as I said you can have it easy or hard. Which do you want?”

“E…e…easy, please,” she stammered.

“Right, lets lose this bloody nightdress, its going to get in the way.” Dawson released her left hand from its cuff and managed to pull the nightdress off her arms. She stood in the dimmed light of the dining room stark naked, her dark tuft of pubic hair providing feeble cover for her sex.

Dawson marched over to the window and pulled the curtains closed and then turned the light up.

“Not bad,” he said, looking at the woman. “Now bend over the back of that chair.”

“Why?”

“Just fucking do it,” he almost snarled pushing her towards the dining room chair.

Annabel bent over the back support and felt Dawson’s hand on her buttocks.

“What are you doing? Hey, get off!” She spoke as she felt his finger rub between her legs, touching her labia.

“Open your legs, whore.” Dawson snarled. When she moved too slowly he brought his hand down on her bare buttocks. “Faster, when I order you to do something. Spread them wide.”

This time she complied more rapidly. Dawson now slid his hand between her open legs and took a firm grasp of her whole sex, yanking her body upwards and further over the back support of the chair until the woman was standing on tiptoes.

“Right, I’m going to give you a dozen swats with my paddle,” he almost sneered at the thought of what her reaction would be. She deserved it, the lying, cheating whore.

“What for?” She still sounded defiant.

“Because you deserve it – it’s your destiny.” His voice was beginning to suffocate her.

Smack! The paddle was about three inches wide and made of thick leather. The swat landed square across her naked, open buttocks and caused the woman to yell out, such was the force of the impact.

Smack! Smack! Smack! The first four blows all landed on the same area within a few seconds of each other. The woman was sobbing now and as the fourth stroke landed she tried to straighten up. Dawson was having none of it and pushed his hand into the middle of her back, forcing her to lie bent over the chair back.

Smack!

“Yarrghh,” she cried.

Smack!

“Hrrmmppphhh,” her reaction was instantaneous. “Wha..a..aat have I done to deserve this?” She pleaded through the tears.

“Plenty. Lying, cheating, stealing, and all things that are punishable in this way.”

“I don’t understand.”

“Yes you do.”

Smack!

“Christ, that bloody hurts,” she complained.

Smack! Smack! Smack!

“Do you understand yet?” Dawson hissed through the mask.

“No.”

“You will.”

Smack! Smack!

“Arrgghhhh!”

The final stroke of the paddle was even more vicious than the others. The woman’s arse was now burning red, the heat from the thrashing turning her pale-coloured skin into something altogether more brilliant in the red/crimson colour range.

“Stay where you are,” Dawson snarled. He put the paddle down and ripped the packaging off the anal plug he’d brought with him. Taking the somewhat large device in his right hand he returned to the upturned woman, prised open her cheeks to reveal her tight little anus and lined up the plug. It looked like it would never fit the tiny hole but as Dawson pushed the end into her flesh the sphincter muscle gave way and even as the woman howled from the pain of the forced entry, the butt plug went into her up to the hilt – all five inches of it.

“There, not so bad was it?” Dawson half laughed at the woman who was obviously in a good deal of discomfort.

“N..n…no,” she stammered, the pain of the forced insertion clearly visible in her voice.

“Stand up.” Dawson ordered her and then slapped her across the top of her legs when she was slow to comply.

“Oh God, it hurts,” she moaned as she straightened. “What the hell have you done to me?”

“Just something to keep on reminding you what a whore you are. Right, no time to waste, climb onto the table.”

“No. That’s a very expensive piece of furniture and I’m not going to damage it by climbing onto it.”

“Fair enough.”

In the same instant as he spoke, Dawson brought the back of his hand across the woman’s face, spinning her round with the force of the blow.

“Just do what I fucking tell you,” he snarled.

“No.”

A second blow landed across her cheek, in the same way as the first had landed. This time the woman buckled under the force and even as she started to fall, Dawson picked her up in his arms and laid her on the table, her buttocks rubbing against the highly-polished table top, forcing the butt plug deep into her rectum.

“Ouch, that bloody hurt.” She yelped as the plug jarred into her body.”

“I said you could have it easy or hard. You just chose hard. Now lie still.” Dawson wasted no time. The table had four corner legs, beautifully carved legs that were as highly polished as the table top. He took a length of rope and tied the woman’s left wrist to one of the legs and then her right wrist to the other leg at what he presumed to be the top of the table.

“That should hold you, bitch,” he muttered as he rummaged around in his bag. “Now, the next bit may be a bit on the painful side so I thought you could use one of these.” He came up from the bag holding what looked like a small ball that had been threaded on a rope. “Open your mouth wide, whore.” His manner was deliberately aggressive.

Annabel, stretched out on her precious dining room table, opened her mouth and Dawson slid the ball in between her teeth. Actually, the ball had a thin strap threaded through it, a strap that ended in a buckle. Dawson secured the buckle round the back of her head, pulling the strap tight to keep the hard, rubber ball in place.

“Okay?” He hissed.

“Mmmmm,” she muttered something that was totally unintelligible through the gag.

“Good. Now, we’re going to get down to business. We’re going to start with your lovely boobs.” Dawson took hold of her breasts and squeezed them. Using his fingers and thumbs he tweaked the nipples until they stood out from her breasts, proud and erect. As he squeezed and teased them the woman moaned. Dawson was not sure if it was from pleasure or pain – he would make sure of that in a moment.

“Excellent,” he hissed through the mouthpiece. When both nipples were erect, Dawson picked up the stud gun he’d brought with him. No slave rings tonight, this was just going to be a painful experience for the woman. Dawson lined the gun up just behind the left nipple and squeezed the trigger. The device fired the stud straight through her tender flesh, causing her to struggle with her securely fastened wrist bonds in a vain effort to escape further pain. Dawson waited while she breathed heavily behind the gag and then turned his attention to her right nipple. Again he lined up the stud gun, again he squeezed the trigger and again he waited while she coped with the pain.

“Good, now you have two studs.” Dawson took each stud in turn and fastened the clips on the bare end of each stud. “Pierced and very attractive too, if I may say so.”

The woman was still struggling on the top of the table.

“You know, I think you’re getting cold without any clothes on. Would you like me to warm you up a bit?”

“Mmm, mmm,” she replied.

“I thought so. Right, open your legs for me.”

The woman opened her legs and closed her eyes in fear. Dawson retrieved the large, black vibrator from his bag. A good eleven inches long and over three and a half inches round the circumference, it was a black beast of impressive proportions. Without ceremony, Dawson parted the woman’s labia and found the entrance to her vulva already moist. He pressed the vibrator into the entrance of her vagina and watched as it disappeared several inches into her body. When the device was fully inserted, Dawson twisted the end of the device and a faint humming sound filled the room as the vibrations began to arouse the woman. Dawson took a length of sticky tape and secured the vibrator in place by fixing the end of the device to the top of the woman’s leg. The vibrator pulsed away and after a couple of minutes the woman started to moan behind her gag, a sound that Dawson took to be pleasure.

“Enjoying that, aren’t you?” Dawson spoke softly now. “Do you like the feel of that inside your pussy, rubbing up against the hard rubber of the dildo up your arse. Does it feel good?”

“Mmm,” she groaned. Dawson could see how much she was enjoying it. Her back arched as the first waves of orgasm coursed through her body, causing her breasts to stand out with the recently pierced nipples standing to pert attention.

The vibrator continued to hum even after the woman came down from the peak of excitement. Dawson waited until her pleasure had started to grow again. Then he took the candle that was sitting on the mantle piece, lit the wick and waited for the wax to start to melt. Walking back to the table he noted the woman was getting near to her next orgasm. Slowly, deliberately, Dawson tilted the candle, allowing the hot wax to drip onto her right breast.

“Mmm, arggh,” she mumbled though the pain was far worse than she could express behind the gag.

“A little something to warm you up,” Dawson smirked. He moved the candle to allow the wax to fall over the nipple, covering the newly-placed stud.

“Arggg,” she gurgled as the pain intensified.

“You won’t lie again, ever, will you?”

“Mmm,” she groaned.

“Good.” Dawson moved the candle to warm up her other breast. The wax dripped onto her pale, soft flesh, bringing more groans of agony from the woman. Again Dawson made sure he covered her nipple and the stud with which it had been pierced.

“Enough. We move on,” he smirked when the stud was covered. “Have you ever had your stomach flogged?”

“Argggghhh, mmmm, arrggsh,” she seemed to complain.

“I thought not. Well, look on it as punishment for cheating.”

“Arrgggooohhhggg,” she gurgled.

The whip was a modern form of a cat-o-nine tails. Nine, thin leather straps protruded from the handle, each strand about eighteen inches long. Dawson trailed the straps over her stomach and paused.

Thwack! The straps crossed her belly.

“Wasdyasduiy,” she seemed to say as the pain tried to escape from behind the gag.

Thwack! A second lash cut across her flesh, bringing a very similar expression from the woman.

Dawson delivered a further four strokes of the whip across her stomach and noted with a degree of satisfaction that each one brought a slightly longer reaction in the vocal expression made by the woman. Then he checked the vibrator was still in place and turned it up to full power.

“Won’t be a minute,” Dawson hissed, leaving the woman with her arms strapped to two of the table legs. Dawson disappeared upstairs and found the bottle of sparkling wine in Annabel’s bedroom. He rummaged around in her dressing table until he found the bright red lipstick. He looked around, found what he wanted and did what he wanted to do. It looked menacing, very visible and totally unmissable.

Dawson took the lipstick and the bottle back to the dining room.

“How are we doing down here?” His question was superfluous as the woman was evidently getting very close to another vibrator-induced orgasm. “Oh, enjoying yourself again, are you?”

“Mmmm, agrooggiiee,” she groaned as the wave of pleasure mixed with the pain in her body, creating a very strange sensation as she climaxed. For a brief moment the pleasure of her cunt being stretched by the vibrating beast inside her and the dildo up her anus blotted out the pain in her nipples, abdomen and buttocks and the woman half lifted her bottom off the table to reach her peak. Just as she climaxed, Dawson reached forward, ripped the tape off the vibrator and pulled it out of her vulva.

“Enough pleasure,” he spoke decisively. “Time to teach you why you should never take someone else’s property – we call it stealing.”

“Pete?” She managed to spit the word out from behind the gag as Dawson loosened it before removing it altogether.

“Who?”

“Pete, my ex,” she spluttered.

“Never heard of him, but you are a thief.”

“Bastard. I’ll bet this is Pete. I’ll get him for this.”

“No you won’t, because you don’t know it’s him. You can’t just go around making wild accusations. You could end up in court or worse.”

“Bastard,” she snarled, her mind made up.

“Anyway, we must move on. It’s time to teach you not to steal. Open your legs very wide apart and hang them over the sides of the table.”

The woman did as requested and Dawson secured each leg to the table legs at an appropriate point.

“Very good, now you are completely spread-eagled and exposed. Unfortunately I don’t have time to fuck you properly and give you the kind of seeing to that you really deserve, so you’ll have to accept the next best thing.

Dawson fetched the electric razor from his bag and shaved the woman’s pubic hairs from her body. It took no more than five minutes and when he’d finished her sex was bare, exposed and open, the black hairs that had covered it, lying useless on the top of the table.

“Now I can see exactly what is what I think it’s time for the gun again, only this time I want to hear the delicious pain.”

“You’re not going to pierce me down there,” she protested.

“Well, you’re hardly in a position to stop me, are you,” Dawson mocked her.

“But, I don’t want you to. Please don’t do it.”

“But you have never been concerned about others in the past. Why should I care what you want now.” Dawson hissed.

The truth hit the woman like a cricket ball on the forehead. She slumped back, resigned to the fact that this masked intruder was using her as a plaything, that he could do whatever he wanted and however he wanted and there was nothing she could do to prevent him. She felt his hand on her labia, fingering her.

“Oh well,” she thought to herself, “a stud through one of the lips might not be too painful and I could always take it out later.”

The finger teased her opening and moved towards her pubic bone, seeking out the stiff bud of her clitoris. Teasing the erect bud from behind its sheath, Dawson made ready with the gun. The woman felt the cold metal of the instrument as Dawson located her clitoris into the guide. A moment later she felt the sting of the stud as it was fired clean through her swollen, tender flesh. As a wave of pain seared through her body to her brain she yelled out.

“Oh, oh, oh God, that is so FUCKING painful. Please, please, no more, its killing me. Arrrggggghhhhh, oh God!”

“One,” said Dawson simply. He lined the gun up again, a mere few millimetres from the first location and squeezed the trigger again. “Two,” he said as the woman howled with the pain of the second insertion. “Right, where is a power point?” His question might have been rhetorical. Certainly the woman was in no state of mind to answer him at that precise moment. As the nauseating pain washed through her body, Dawson started looking round the room. He found the mains socket he needed and took the extension cable out of his bag. Having connected up the extension he took the small soldering iron from the bag and plugged it in.

“That’ll take a few minutes to warm up,” he muttered. “While its doing so, I’ll leave you to relax a bit.”

The woman was sobbing now, uncontrollably. When the intruder had said earlier that he wasn’t going to rape her she had breathed a breath of relief. Now, on reflection, what she was suffering was far worse than anything she could have dreamed of. God only knew what else he had in mind.

Dawson was out of the room for about five minutes. Annabel heard the downstairs loo flush and then the sound of running water in the kitchen. Dawson reappeared with a bowl of clear water and the plastic bottle of washing up liquid.

“How are we doing?” He was almost chatty. “Hmm, not so bad I think. Well, it looks like the iron’s hot. Guess what’s going to happen next.”

“I, I, I don’t know.”

“Never mind, you’ll soon find out. Dawson took a pad of kitchen roll he’d brought in with the bowl, dipped it in the bowl and placed it over the woman’s vulva. Then he picked up the soldering iron and a length of solder. He primed the iron and took the tip over to the two studs he had pierced her clitoris with earlier. The solder dropped onto the exposed ends of the studs, sealing them together.

“Argggh, it’s burning me,” Annabel screamed.

“Done. Now, that wasn’t so bad, was it? You now have a doubly pierced clitoris with the ends sealed to prevent removal. That will give your new partner something to dribble over when he sees it.” Dawson smirked as his distorted voice came from behind the mask.

“You bastard,” she sobbed, “you fucking bastard.”

“Manners, manners,” Dawson mocked her. “Well, time is marching on and I have other places to be. So, I guess it’s time to make you ready for when your partner comes home.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, we don’t want him to find you like this, do we?”

“No.” She said flatly.

Dawson untied the woman’s legs from the table and with the ropes still in place around her ankles he pulled her legs over her head. Keeping them spread wide apart he then secured each of her legs to the same table legs where her hands were strapped. When he’d finished, she was doubled up, her buttocks pointing to the ceiling, here swollen labia exposed.

Dawson pulled out the butt-plug and thrust it into her vagina. She moaned when it entered her. Doubled up as she was, the dildo felt huge and uncomfortable in her cunt.

“Now, when I came in you were having a bottle of wine. Good job it was the sparkling variety, otherwise the glass wouldn’t have been thick enough. Now, where did I put it?” Dawson spoke with a light tone to his voice and as she did so he looked around the room. “Ah, here it is. Oh, very impressive – a real champagne bottle.”

He walked back to the dining table and showed the bottle to the woman. Guess what I’m going to do with this?” He muttered menacingly.

“I, I, I don’t know. What are you going to do?”

“You’ll see.”

On the mantelpiece were two, long, thin candles, each in a silver holder. The candles were shaped, wide at the bottom, tapering to the top of the wick over a foot from the base. Dawson picked up one of the candle holders and pulled the candle out. Then he turned his attention to the wine bottle. With a degree of effort he forced the base of the candle into the wine bottle.

“Perfect,” he said as he turned his attentions back to the woman. “Now, this will be a filling experience.”

Taking the plastic bottle of washing up liquid he squeezed a generous dollop onto the woman’s upturned buttocks. The liquid dribbled in between her parted cheeks and onto her anus. Only when she felt the liquid there did she realise, with absolute horror, what was about to happen.

Dawson rubbed the soapy liquid into her anus and then picked up the bottle, holding the thick, glass base against her flesh. Slowly he turned the glass whilst applying pressure. At first it seemed the bottle must be too large to enter her but, amidst screams of agony from the woman, her sphincter muscle finally gave way and the bottle entered her body. As Dawson pushed it into her he noted, with a degree of satisfaction, the thin trail of blood from the ripped flesh that he’d caused with the enforced entry.

“Oh God, oh God” she continued to repeat the words in her breathless state as the bottle was pushed further and further into her rectum. With the butt-plug firmly wedged in her vagina the pain of this latest intrusion was excruciating.

Dawson pushed the bottle a full four inches into her bottom, lashed a piece of twine round the neck of the bottle and secured it round the woman’s upturned waist to prevent the bottle form coming out again.

When he’d finished, he took the lipstick and wrote the letters “WH” on her left buttock cheek and the letters “RE” on her right cheek, leaving the inserted bottle to form the complete word. With his handiwork complete, Dawson cleared up his instruments.

“You can keep the plug,” he said when he’d tidied up his possessions.

Dawson ran back up the stairs to check he had left nothing that could identify him and then returned to the dining room for the last time. Satisfied his identity could not be ascertained he lit the candle protruding from the neck of the bottle in Annabel’s bottom.

“Okay, I have to go now. I figure that candle will burn for about three hours. As it does so, you can watch it and watch the wax as it trickles down the bottle to your arse. I suggest you lie still or the wax will damage the table and who knows, the flame might cause a fire. I was going to gag you, but what’s the point. Have a nice evening.”

Dawson picked up his bag, walked to the dining room door, turned off the light in the room and closed the door. Inside, the woman watched in horror as the wax began to drip down the candle. She watched by the light of the flickering flame, the only light in the room, too afraid to move lest the candle fell to the floor and started a fire. The next few hours would be ones of agony – she was sure of that.

Somewhere in these first moments of the realisation of her fate, Annabel heard the front door close softly as the intruder disappeared into the night.






CHAPTER 2
The rain was still falling as Dawson made his way back to his car. The first part off his evening’s activity was over. He’d been there for barely an hour but the effects of his visit would be felt for years to come. In his pocket he had the digital camera that now contained the proof he would offer his client of a job fully completed. Dawson doubted the woman he had left behind in the house would risk moving until she was released from her ordeal, but if she did move it was of no concern to him. Dawson started the engine and headed for his second appointment of the evening.

Marilyn Lovelace was a middle-aged lady of some considerable wealth and eclectic tastes. She had become a regular client for Dawson and paid him well for his somewhat unusual services. It was with some annoyance that Dawson had altered his plans for the evening to fit he into his schedule but she had only phoned him the day before and been quite insistent that he attend to her. On the other hand, Dawson thought as he drove, she would be able to provide a useful alibi if anything went wrong with his evening’s programme.

At a few minutes to nine o’clock Dawson pulled into the driveway of his client. A man of method and punctilious by nature, he knocked on her front door even as the grandfather clock in the hallway chimed the ninth hour of the evening.

She opened the door, wearing her silky, black negligee that was cut above her knees. Around her shoulder she had a fake-fur wrap and on her legs she wore the usual black stockings and stilettos.

“Greg, thank you for coming,” she purred. “Come in. Would you like a glass of something before we start?”

“No thanks, I’m fine. So, how have things been for you?”

“Not so good, Greg, not so good. I’m afraid I’ve been gambling again, quite a lot too.”

“How much?”

“Five thousand.”

“Five thousand!” Dawson exclaimed, surprised at the amount.

“In one day,” the woman stated. “I think I need help.”

“I think you do.” Dawson sat in his usual place on the settee and motioned the woman to take up her position over his lap. She did so quickly, lifting her negligee so that her naked buttocks were in full view of Dawson. For a middle-aged woman she was shapely and her buttocks firm. Dawson wasted no time in administering the hand spanking. The ritual was familiar to them both and though Dawson started gently he soon built up to a hard, flat of the palm spanking that caused the woman lying across his rapidly-engorging penis to groan with the pain. As Dawson slapped her, so the flesh began to turn pink. After four minutes of the spanking session Dawson stopped. He looked at her buttocks, now a healthy dark pink colour and spoke.

“Right, well that has warmed you up. Stand up Miss Lovelace.” The woman did as she was instructed, her face already flushed with a mixture of arousal and pain. Her eyes were bright and though no tears had appeared it was clear the pain was causing the tear ducts to become productive. When she was standing, Dawson got off the settee and walked round her.

“Hold the garment above your waist,” Dawson ordered. “I can’t see what other treatment is appropriate if it blocks my view.”

“Yes, Mr Dawson, sir,” she replied, lifting the offending garment until her buttocks and naked sex were both fully exposed.

“Open your legs.” Dawson stood in front of her and waited until she had complied with the demand. Then he reached between her legs and grabbed her sex. “Hmm, think we’ll have to give that some treatment in a minute or two, but first I think you should be caned.”

“Yes, sir.” There was a twinkle in her eye.

“In that case, Miss Lovelace, go and stand in front of the fireplace, facing the hearth. Bend over and grab your ankles, making sure you keep that piece of clothing well away from the punishment site.”

Silently she obeyed him and in less than a minute she was head down with her buttocks fully presented for the formal caning.

“We can not tolerate your gambling habits,” Dawson began as he retrieved the wooden Senior cane the woman kept behind the wall unit for such occasions as these. Dawson also knew that in the past her father had often used the implement on her and other unruly members of her family and the household staff. He was a disciplinarian and had taught her much in the use of the cane. “You will receive a dozen strokes of this cane. If you stand up or flinch away from any stroke it will not count. You can cry out but not use foul language or the stroke will not count and a further four strokes will be added. Do you understand?” The question was rhetorical for he knew she fully understood his instructions.

“Yes sir,” she responded anyway.

“Good, then in that case we will begin. Please count out each stroke as you receive it.”

Swish! Crack! Dawson didn’t even bother lining the cane up before he delivered the first stroke. It landed square across the woman’s buttocks and for a moment it seemed that she would lose her footing. She steadied herself and with a pained voice said,

“One, thank you sir.”

Dawson tapped the cane lightly over the site where the first stroke had landed. Swish, crack! The second stroke landed a fraction higher up the buttocks than the first.

“T…t…two, thank you sir.” The woman’s voice indicated she was finding it hard to cope with the pain that was now burning in her backside.

Swiss, crack! The third stroke landed almost on top of the first.

“T..t…t….three, sir,” she mumbled.

“Speak up, louder woman.” Dawson was beginning to enjoy himself.

“Three, sir,” she repeated more loudly.

Dawson looked at the three lines that had formed across her naked flesh. The cane was certainly impressive and he could well imagine the pain and suffering the woman bent at his command would have suffered at the hands of her father in her younger days.

Swish, Crack! The fourth stroke landed and produced a loud gasp from the woman. Again she almost lost her footing but steadied herself.

“F..f..f..four,” she sobbed as the tears finally started to appear on her face, though Dawson could not see them. Dawson delivered two more strokes with the wooden cane and then paused while the woman struggled to call out the sixth count. Dawson looked at the six welt marks the cane had created and observed that the first two had now started to go an ugly purple colour.

“Half way there. Are you beginning to learn your lesson?”

“Yes, Mr Dawson, sir, I am beginning to learn the error of my ways.”

“Good.” Crack! The cane landed a seventh time, this stroke cutting into the flesh at the top of the buttocks.

“Yeeoowww,” she screamed. “S..s..seven, sir!” She added when Dawson waited patiently.

Crack!

“Eight.” The stroke had landed on the fleshy area mid-buttock and Dawson had not made it quite as forceful as the previous strokes. Swish, crack!

“Nine.” The tears were flowing now, but in amongst the pain the woman began to feel something else – arousal. It was what she had experienced at the hands of her father when he had chastised her in such manner when she was living at home after finishing at college.

She often remembered how he’d be waiting for her when she came in past the official locking up time as he called it. He’d be waiting in his study and though she’d come in and close the front door as softly as she could manage, she never got past the study door before her would summons her with the customer,

“Marilyn, my office, young lady.” There would then follow the lecture where she would be reminded of his house rules, the fact that she was supposed to be back home by eleven o’clock for her own safety and that it was now about midnight. She was asked if she had any good reason why, at the age of nineteen she could not understand the reason for such a rule. As always the answer was that she did understand the rule. She was then asked whether she had a good reason for breaking the rule. The one time she pretended a friend had been rushed to hospital and she’d had to go with her, her father had phoned the casualty department, found out she had been lying and doubled her already severe punishment. So, on every occasion she offered no reason. Certainly, on the occasions when she’d been fucking in the back of the car or the cinema she would offer no excuses as to admit to such a thing would have made her punishment far worse. On such occasions, Marilyn always took the precaution of taking spare underwear with her so she could change before getting home to face her father’s discipline.

The tenth stroke landed and Marilyn called out the number, though she was now remembering her first experiences of how the cane had sexually aroused her. It had been one particular evening when she’d been out with a guy called Eddie. She’d been on heat for him for months and was really hoping they were going to fuck that evening. They hadn’t, which had left her feeling extremely horny with nowhere to release the urges that had been welling up in her young body for much of the day. True to form she got back home nearly an hour late and had been summonsed to her father’s study.

After the lecture she had been told to assume the position. Normally her father delivered six strokes of the cane but because she’d been sassy in responding to the charges he decided to double the amount. So, she bent over and felt him lift her skirt over her waist, exposing her bright red knickers. Bunching them up into her bum crack so as to expose more of her pale flesh she knew the next few minutes would be really painful Sure enough the first seven or eight strokes cut into her flesh, causing her to howl and sob heartily. Then a strange thing happened. The ninth stroke and the remaining ones felt different. Yes, they caused pain, but suddenly she felt the embarrassment of knowing her knickers were getting wet with her arousal. The evidence went unnoticed by her father who didn’t even notice her stifled climax when the twelfth stroke landed.

Now, with Dawson delivering the eleventh stroke of her current caning,. Marilyn Lovelace was feeling the same way, only this time she was wearing no knickers to soak up her love juices. Crack!

“Eleven,” she gasped as the contractions in her stomach intensified. She knew she was wet now and that in a moment Dawson would know it for sure. Crack!

“Twelve, thank you sir,” she gasped as her pleasure continued to rise.

“Stand up and face me.” Dawson spoke firmly but without menace.

“Yes sir.” The woman straightened, the waves of pleasure still flowing through her. She turned round to face Dawson.

“Open your legs, you naughty girl,” he chided her.

Dawson knew of her arousal under discipline. It was a story she had told him many times in the past. The woman did as instructed and Dawson could see the dampness on her pubic hair. He reached out a hand and felt the moistness. Then he sought out the woman’s clitoris with a finger.

“You know the punishment for arousal,” he chided her.

“Yes sir, and thank you sir.” As he stroked her bud she opened her legs wider to give him greater access. She stood on tiptoes as the first orgasm surged through her body. It helped relieve the pressure, but only for a moment as Dawson continued to stroke her with the rhythm and pressure he knew would soon bring her to a second climax. She wasted no time in coming again for him, this time groaning loudly as she did so.

“Are you ready for your punishment?” Dawson asked her when the contractions seemed to ease a little.

“Yes, Mr Dawson, sir.”

“In that case, lie down on the carpet with your legs wide apart.”

The woman did as he commanded and by the time he had retrieved the two leg-spreaders from the equipment he had brought with him she was open and waiting for him. Dawson quickly secured her legs to the ends of one of the spreaders, using the integral cuffs as restraints. Then he adjusted the spreader until he was satisfied her legs were as wide apart as they could go.

Dawson then used the same technique to restrain the woman’s hands. Cuffed to the second spreader, he again adjusted it to force her arms as wide apart as he could. Then he shifted one of the heavy arm chairs so that one leg straddled the spreader, preventing the woman from lifting her arms in the air. She was naked, totally open and exposed for the next part of her punishment. Dawson knelt down and grasped her breasts firmly in his hands. He fondled them, caressed them and then pinched her nipples between his thumbs and forefingers.

Her nipples stiffened under his touch and then, to increase the sensation, Dawson dropped a few drops of massage oil from his little bottle onto her breasts. He massaged it into her flesh, making sure her nipples were well coated. The reduced friction caused by the oil soon had the woman groaning and panting as another wave of pleasure rose in her body. She arched her back as the climax neared and Dawson allowed her to enjoy the moment.

“What comes after pleasure?” He asked when she had come down from the peak.

“Pain, Mr Dawson, sir.” She was perfect, the young girl’s voice adding to the moment.

“Pain, Miss Lovelace, pain.” Dawson sounded severe as he went over to his bag and then returned holding the nine-strapped flogger in his hand.

He trailed the thin straps of leather across the oiled breasts of the woman and down her abdomen to the dark thatch of pubic hair that offered some protection for her sex. When the straps had fallen off her body onto the floor, Dawson reversed the stroke, bringing them up over her swollen and aroused labia, past her pubes and her stomach to her breasts. Then, in a deft movement he raised the flogger and brought it back down across the top of her breasts. The woman groaned as he repeated the movement half a dozen times in quick succession. Then he shifted position and aimed the straps directly between her legs. Swinging the flogger to come from between her legs into her labia, Dawson delivered another six strokes of the instrument directly onto that very sensitive area of her body.

“Ouch,” she cried out when he had delivered the last stroke. “That hurts.”

“Good, it is supposed to hurt, otherwise you would not learn anything from the punishment. Are you learning anything?”

“Oh yes, Mr Dawson, I think so.”

“And will you need my services again in the future?”

“Yes, Mr Dawson, I think my destiny lies in requiring your services for a good while yet.”

“In which case, I will have to punish you more severely now – to drive the message home.” The woman was, yes wealthy, yes eccentric and yes, lonely. Dawson knew, from experience, what she was after, and he would not disappoint her. The mere way he was talking was having its effect on the woman. The glow in her cheeks and the perspiration on her forehead indicated she was actually deriving a great deal of pleasure from the discipline that was being administered to her.

“Another dozen strokes on the labia I think, but first…” Dawson trailed off as he rummaged back in his bag.

The egg-shaped vibrator was silver in colour and had a long, thin cable leading to the remote-control.

“I think you should experience both pain and pleasure together.”

“Oh, yes, Mr Dawson, sir. That would really drive home the message.”

Dawson wasted no time. He used two fingers of his left hand to part the woman’s labia. She was wet down there, very wet, so he would not need to lubricate her. The egg-shaped device slid into her cunt easily and Dawson pushed it deep inside her with his middle finger. Taking the lead under one of her legs kept it away from the planned actions scene as much as possible. Then Dawson turned the vibrator on. Within seconds the woman started to breathe more heavily as it delivered the pulses directly into her body. Dawson knew how she’d react and a minute later she groaned loudly as the climax swept through her.

Only then did Dawson once again trail the straps of the flogger over her labia. As soon as she felt them there the woman started to pant. Dawson flicked the straps over her sex, the threat of what was going to happen enough to make the woman grunt and arch her back with pleasure.

Swish! The straps came down more forcefully on top of her labia, the pain mingling with the pleasure of the vibrations deeper in her body. The woman now struggled with her bonds, as if trying to escape a sensation that was too much for her.

Dawson knew she’d do this and he also knew the restraints were precisely what would intensify the experiences she was receiving. He swished the flogger again, a little harder than before. The woman struggled for a moment and panted loudly.

“Oh God,” she moaned, unable to resist what was happening to her. “I’m going to come, please God, please God,” she continued. Dawson flogged her cunt again, more purposefully as her pleasure increased. The strange mixture of pain from the whipping and the pleasure from the vibrations deep in her vagina were sending the woman over the top.

“Please, please stop, I can’t go any further,” she protested.

Dawson smiled to himself. She always got this far and no further. Tonight would be different. He ignored her pleas and instead watched as she began to approach the climax. When she was nearly at the peak he simply twitched the flogger, bringing it down dead-centre on her clitoris. It was enough to send the woman over the top.

“Uurgghhh,” she grunted as the most intense sensations she had ever felt in her cunt overtook her body. Even as her stomach muscles contracted, the jet of clear liquid gushed out from her labia onto the carpet. She gasped as the flow continued for several seconds, each spurt of the liquid less in volume the previous. Finally after ten pulses of the liquid the stream became a trickle and then a dribble.

“God, that was so good,” she was still panting hard.

“Yes, quite remarkable.” Dawson had to agree that his therapy had worked well on the woman. “It is what you have been seeking for some time isn’t it?”

“Yes, yes it is. How very clever of you.”

“And, no doubt you would like to experience more of that in the future.”

“Oh yes, I should think I would.”

“Well, that kind of therapy is strictly for people who either a very good all the time, or for people who are naughty and accept the strictest of discipline. The choice is yours. However, I will be keeping an eye on you and if you say you have been good but haven’t then you will get the discipline without the rewards.”

“Yes, of course, Mr Dawson. Well, I am habitually a naughty person so I guess I’d better get used to the discipline and then hope you will see fit to reward me afterwards.”

“Excellent. Shall we give it a week and see what transpires in that time?”

“A week would be fine. Same time?”

“Yes.” Dawson had been removing the restraints from the woman and packing his equipment away.

“Sure I can’t tempt you to anything more tonight,” the woman licked her lips as she looked up at Dawson’s covered manhood which was clearly very erect.

“Err, no thanks. As I said when you phoned yesterday, I’m a bit pushed for time this evening. Next time, maybe – if you are good at taking your punishment. Who knows, I might make it part of your therapy.”

“I can’t wait.” She sat up and examined the pool of liquid that had spurted onto the carpet.

Dawson had cleared up his equipment now and looked at his watch.

“Look, I really must be getting on – things to do.”

“Another client?”

“Not exactly – but I am visiting someone else – family reasons.”

“Oh, nothing sinister I hope. Is someone ill?”

“No, no, nothing like that. Well, Miss Lovelace, I must be making tracks. I will have more time next Saturday – I promise.”






CHAPTER 3
The rain had stopped falling now and it was just after ten in the evening. Dawson sat in his car, flicked the wiper switch to clear the screen and checked his watch again. He had plenty of time before his final appointment of the evening but he had not wanted to waste his energies on the eccentric Miss Lovelace. He had far greater ambitions and bolder intentions for the remainder of the evening.

The bag he had used earlier that evening now reposed in the boot of his car. What he needed next was easily confined to his jacket pocket. Dawson started the car and pulled out into the road. He had nearly ten miles to travel and an hour to do it in. She’d taken some finding but Dawson had eventually located Sharon Freeman. Since leaving her husband, Mike, and taking his publishing company from under his feet, a lot of changes had taken place in the woman’s life. For a start, the publishing company had gone belly up and she’d lost her home. She’d found some part time work doing shifts in a local pizza restaurant and had managed to scrape together enough money to buy a single bed house on the edge of one of the estates. Sharon Freeman lived alone, so far as Dawson could tell, and he knew her shift ended at eleven. From the restaurant she’d walk home, down the high street, past a few roads, cut across the park and then down an alleyway before getting to the road where her little house had been built. She was, if anything, too easy a target for Dawson.

His client, her ex-husband, had been quite specific about the revenge he wanted Dawson to exact on the woman. In fact, the detail had even made Dawson’s stomach turn for a moment, but Dawson had agreed and a suitable fee had been the result. It had taken six weeks to get to this point and Dawson needed little encouragement this particular evening. As he drove to the end of the particular alleyway he wondered how far the candle sticking out of Annabel’s arse would have burned down. It did not worry him whether the candle had gone out or not. He was sure she could not free herself so whatever happened that is how her new partner would find her on his return. The thought of Annabel’s partner finding her bent double on top of the dining table with her arse in the air and a bottle of champagne sticking out of her anus made Dawson smile wickedly. It was, if anything, mild compared to what Mike Freeman had asked him to do to his ex.

Dawson arrived at the end of the alleyway a little after twenty to eleven. With over half an hour at least to kill before any action would be needed, he sat back and relaxed to the sound of the radio. Outside, the rain had started to fall again. The drops fell with a rat-tat-tat sound on the windscreen.

The half hour passed swiftly and Dawson was soon watching out for his quarry. He’d parked so he could look straight up the alley and into the road beyond. He’d have more than enough time to spot the woman as she walked towards him and to take up his position. Then, after another five minutes he saw her walking slowly towards the alley. Switching the car’s interior light off, he opened the driver’s door and climbed out. Softly he padded over to the edge of the alleyway and took up his position beyond the end wall, out of site of the approaching female.

He heard her footsteps in the alleyway some seconds before she appeared at the exit and turned away from him. His reaction was like lightening. With a leap out of the shadows he reached her, pulling one hand round her stomach and the other, which held the pad of material, around her face. Her instant reaction was to fight off the attacker. Lashing out with her feet in an attempt to kick her assailant hard she struggled to get free. Dawson, though, was more than a match for the woman and held her securely with the arm around her stomach, being careful to keep his legs away from the direction in which she was kicking out.

The woman struggled until she had breathed the chloroform into her body. Then, slipping into unconsciousness, she slumped. Dawson acted quickly, catching her as she fell and guiding her to the rear door of his car. Opening the door, he propelled her onto the back seat and slammed the door shut. With the child locks in place she would be unable to escape, even if she returned to consciousness during the journey.

Dawson wasted no time. He ran round to the driver’s door and in a moment the car was in motion. The woman was slumped on the rear seat, unmoving except for the shallow breath that is made by an unconscious person.

It had been easy – Dawson knew it would be, but now speed was of the essence. He drove quickly, but not so quickly as to get noticed by any police cars that just might be out on the road that night. It took Dawson nearly fifteen minutes to reach his secluded country dwelling. The woman was still unconscious so Dawson parked the car in the garage and then, with a degree of difficulty, hauled her out of the car and into his house. Being unconscious, the woman was a dead weight and Dawson struggled to get her out of the car and through the internal door leading from the garage to the hallway. Once inside the house he set to work. Taking her into his “office”, he laid her across his desk. She fell backwards, her head banging against the mock-wood surface. She lay there motionless while Dawson removed her shoes and pulled her dark blue skirt, all part of her uniform, down her legs. He unbuttoned the pale blue blouse that was also regulation wear for her job and then struggled with her lifeless form to completely remove the garment.

Next he unclipped and removed her bra and let it fall to the ground. He looked at her small, firm breasts. The areolas were virtually non-existent and her small, pink nipples stood out like little cherries from her breasts.

Dawson turned his attention to her lower body. He unclipped the silky, black stockings and peeled them off and then removed her knickers. She was shaven down there and her labia were immediately exposed to Dawson as he removed the garment that had been covering them. Finally he removed her suspender belt and the woman lay there on his desk, totally naked. Dawson was aroused, hugely so and began to debate with himself whether he should take her as she was. The thought of her unresisting body being impregnated by his huge cock nearly made Dawson come in his trousers but the discipline he’d taught himself over the years made him stick to the game plan. His time with this woman would come, but there were things to sort out first.

Dawson strapped her arms to the far legs of his desk, binding her wrists tightly and stretching them above her head. He pulled her body down the length of the table until her arms were stretched out and her bottom was almost on the edge of the table. Opening her legs wide, Dawson strapped her thighs to the other legs of the desk, forcing them to remain wide and open for his attentions.

In her position she looked so desirable, her pussy lips opening in a sort of pouting gesture with her widely spread legs. At that moment the woman started to regain consciousness. In a trice Dawson had donned the mask he’d worn earlier that evening, the mask with the voice distorter. When she opened her eyes and realised she was strapped down and unable to move the look of incomprehension in her eyes quickly changed to one of wide-eyed fear.

Instinctively she let out a loud yell for help and Dawson waited until her screams subsided.

“It won’t make any difference. There’s no one within a mile of us, so go ahead and scream.”

“Who are you?” She said with a tremble in her voice.

“Your nemesis.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Because what is going to happen to you is your destiny. You deserve everything that is going to happen – it is your punishment for your past and your destiny for the future.”

“Are you crazy?”

“No.”

“Do you know who I am?”

“Yes.”

“Well?”

“You’re Sharon Freeman and you are here because it is your destiny.” Dawson’s voice sounded threatening and somewhat muffled through the distorter.

“Why is it my destiny?”

“Because it has been decreed as such. Now, enough of your questions. You’re here to be punished and punished hard. You will observe you are naked and unable to resist the punishment. This will be delivered in three parts. Starting tonight you will be whipped and tortured. Then you will be caged for the night. Tomorrow morning you will be whipped again and further tortured and then in the afternoon you will receive the full reward you deserve.”

“You’re fucking mad.”

“No, but you are to talk to me like that in your position.” Dawson walked up to face the woman for the first time. She saw his black mask and screamed again. “That’s fine by me – wear yourself out now if you want, but I assure you you’ll be screaming a lot more in a minute.” She stopped yelling and looked up at Dawson’s mask.

“I’ll be missed,” she mumbled unconvincingly.

“No you won’t. You live alone and tomorrow, being Sunday, is your day off. If you do as you are told and don’t misbehave you will be home tomorrow afternoon. If you misbehave and don’t learn your lesson you will be home later than that. Do I make things clear?”

“Yes,” she sad flatly, realising that her captor, whoever he was, knew far more about her than she had previously thought. This was no random kidnapping, but the result of someone’s desire to get even with her. “What’s going to happen?”

“You’re going to be punished for your past and learn all about your destiny.”

“Which means what?”

“Meaning I am going to punish you for things you have done in the past and then I am going to teach you what your future holds for you.”

“Which is what?”

“You’ll discover that tomorrow. For now, let the punishment begin. Are you comfortable?”

“Not particularly,” she mumbled.

“Good.” Dawson reached forward with both hands and cupped one round each of her breasts. Then he circled round her pink nipples and finally tweaked the nipples between his thumbs and forefingers. Under his touch the nipples began to stiffen. “Good,” said Dawson again. “They will stiffen more in a bit.”

Suddenly, and without warning, he removed his left hand from the nipple it had been caressing and instead placed it over her sex. Her partly-opened labia gave his three middle fingers guidance and he inserted them straight into her vulva. He pulled upwards, exerting a degree of force on her body. She reacted by trying to close her legs so as to repel the unwanted intruder in her cunt, but the straps round her thighs held firm and she was unable to resist him from grasping her sex in the way he had chosen to.

“Ouch, that hurts,” she protested loudly when he pulled upwards inside her vagina.

“That, oh that doesn’t hurt. It may be uncomfortable, but that isn’t real pain.”

“Look, if you are going to rape me or whatever, just get on with it and let me go.” There was real pleading in her voice.

“Oh, Sharon, it’s not that easy I’m afraid,” he hissed. “You have lessons to learn and this will take some time.” He started stroking his fingers inside her, feeling the soft pad of her G-Spot and rubbing it firmly until she started to respond to his touch. First he felt the moisture appear in her vulva. She became quite wet as he stroked her in this way. Then she started to breathe more quickly as she became more and more aroused. When she began to arch her back and Dawson could se the small contractions in her stomach that showed she was approaching her climax, Dawson removed his hand and slapped her directly on her labia six times with sufficient force to make the impacts sting her and take her away from the approaching orgasm.

“Ouch, that hurts,” she protested after he’d delivered the six short, sharp smacks.

“Nope, just discomfort compared to what will happen later. Right, its time to start the punishment proper. I think, as you are in this position, I’ll start with your pussy and your tits. Have you ever had them flogged before?” The woman didn’t answer but shook her head. “Oh well, Dawson continued with a slight hiss in his voice, “there’s a first time for everything.”

Dawson left the woman for a minute and returned with the cat-o-nine tails he’d used earlier that evening. He trailed the nine, thin leather straps up and over the woman’s labia, onto her abdomen and from there to her breasts. He let the straps cross both nipples, still erect from the woman’s arousal, before he lifted the flogger into the air only to bring the straps down hard across both breasts, cutting into the nipples as they landed.

“Argghh,” she cried out as the straps flashed across her tender flesh.

Swish! The flogger was raised again and again the straps landed, this time on her right breast.

“Arrgggghhh, oh God, please stop, it’s hurting me.”

“Hurting you? We’ve only just started. There’s far worse to come yet, so you’d better get used to it and learn how to cope with the pain. Others have had to learn how to cope with the pain you’ve inflicted on them in the past and now it’s your turn. If you keep on yelling I’ll have to gag you.”

Swish! The third stroke landed also across her right breast, the marks of the straps now beginning to show as pink lines against her pale flesh.

“Oh, God,” she muttered but added nothing else.

Swish! The stroke landed across her left breast, bringing more pain and more pink marks. Dawson quickly followed it with two more strokes that landed in the same general area. Each time, the woman cried out and panted loudly.

Then, satisfied her breasts were now sufficiently pink, Dawson reeled off four lashes across her stomach, bringing fresh marks from the straps where they cut across her body. She was crying openly now, her sobs becoming louder with each stroke.

Dawson shifted position and stood at the bottom of the table. In front of him the woman’s exposed pussy awaited the intimate attentions of the leather straps. Dawson wasted no time in acquainting her labia with his flogger. The first stroke landed at the top of her sex, the straps lashing down onto her clitoris and her pubic bone. The woman gasped loudly and her sobbing increased.

Swish! The second stroke flashed down across her labia, the force of the straps parting her lips, exposing the tender flesh within. Dawson then delivered a stroke by flicking his wrist so the tips of the straps flew horizontally into her labia, parting the lips with their force, delivering the stinging pain of their presence right into the entrance of her vulva.

“Stop, please stop, I can’t take any more, you’re killing me,” she howled when the second flick shot cut more deeply into her sex.

“Come on, you can beg better than that,” Dawson chided her as he flicked the straps into her labia again.

“P..pp..ppp..llee..a..se stop, you’re killing me. Do anything, but please don’t use the straps on my cunt again. I can’t take any more.”

“Anything?” Dawson smiled behind the mask.

“Yes, anything.”

“Okay, but if you change your mind you can always have your pussy flogged again.”

Dawson untied the woman’s thighs and then set about releasing her wrists.

“Stand up and don’t try anything. Turn and face the table and then bend over onto it.”

Fearing that if she disobeyed him, the masked torturer would revert to thrashing her between the legs, the woman did as instructed. When she was bent over the desktop Dawson spoke gain.

“Spread your legs wide and stand up on tiptoes.”

“What are you going to do?”

“Cane you. Or perhaps you’d prefer the straps again?” Dawson hissed at the woman.

“Oh God, not the cane. I had that from my father once when I was nineteen. He said it would be useful in preparing me for the adult world. It fucking hurt then and I can still remember it to this day.”

“Well, I daresay what is about to happen will bring those memories back into focus. Now, up on your toes.”

With a sigh of resignation, the woman spread her legs and stood up on the tips of her toes, thrusting her buttocks high into the air, making them ready for the dreaded cane. Dawson wasted no time. The cane was over three feet long, thin and as it cut through the air it made a swishing sound.

Crack! The first stroke landed square across the woman’s buttocks.

“Yeeeooowwww!” She shrieked a moment after the impact.

She made the same, loud noise when the cane landed again ten seconds later. Dawson delivered a third stroke that landed about an inch below the first two. Again the woman screeched and clung on to the desktop with both hands, her knuckles going white with the intensity of her grip. Instinct told her not to straighten up, nor to go down on the balls of her feet. She stoically remained in position while Dawson delivered three more strokes, each cutting cruelly into her buttock cheeks in a slightly different position to the previous strokes. Then he paused to examine his handiwork. Certainly the first three strokes had developed into angry, red lines across the centre of the woman’s buttocks. The angry welts were turning from dark red to purple as the trails of where the cane had landed began to grow where the flesh turned puffy.

Dawson playfully tapped the cane over the punishment site a number of times, causing the woman to wince with the added pain from the existing wounds.

“Six more to go,” Dawson hissed from behind the mask.

“Christ, no, I can’t take that many,” Sharon pleaded, looking up from the desk for a moment. She knew she’d have to take the punishment because her assailant had so far shown no signs of listening to her pleas, but her aching backside forced her to plead otherwise.

Swish, Crack! The seventh stroke landed on her bruised and swollen cheeks, causing her to groan loudly. Fresh tears sprang into her eyes with the fresh cut on her backside.

Swish, Crack! The familiar sound made the woman flinch even before the stroke landed and the fact she stretched upwards a few inches meant it landed just on the top of her legs.

“Yeearrrggghhh!” She screamed as the cane cut into the very bottom of her cheeks, the area that had less padding.

“You shouldn’t move,” Dawson said firmly as he raised the cane again. The ninth stroke landed back across the same area of buttocks that had received most of the punishment. Again the woman screamed as the cruel cane cut into her body.

The tenth and eleventh strokes offered her no respite as they too landed across previous stroke marks causing the puffy flesh to become even more aggravated, even more bruised, and even hotter.

“Right, hold tight for the last one. Do you know about the last ones?”

“They’re always the worst?” She queried between the sobs.

“Precisely. When it has been delivered you will remain in position.”

Dawson lined up the cane and patted her swollen, angry flesh a number of times as he took aim.

Swish, CRACK! The cane thundered into Sharon’s buttocks with such force that it fairly lifted her off her feet. Instinctively she reached round with her hands to try and cover the punishment site but Dawson was having none of it.

“I told you to stay still after the stroke. Put your hands back where they were. You will now receive one more stroke for disobedience.”

He waited until she was once again gripping the edge of the desk in front of her and then he delivered the next stroke. This time the woman howled in pain but kept her position. Dawson put the cane down and went to examine the wounds he had inflicted. Two of the red lines had gone from deep purple to that white, puffy look of severely bruised skin. At two points the skin had broken and a thin trickle of blood had appeared. Dawson checked her wounds carefully, prising open her cheeks to reveal her anus.

“Hey, what do you think you’re doing?” She sobbed.

“You’ll soon find out. Now lie still.”

In between her sobs, Sharon Freeman heard the zipper of Dawson’s trousers. In an instant of recognition of what was about to happen she started to straighten up. Instantly she felt Dawson’s hot, clammy hand on the top of her back, pushing her down onto the desk top.

“I said lie still,” Dawson hissed from behind his mask.

With one hand he prised open her buttocks again and placed his huge manhood at the entrance to her back passage. He pushed on the sphincter muscle and grunted when he found the muscle was closed tight.

“Okay, if you don’t relax it will just hurt.”

He pushed again and found the muscle still resisted his penetration, so he pushed harder. Suddenly the woman let out a loud shriek and the muscle gave way, allowing Dawson to penetrate her anus fully with his phallus. He rammed it home, determined that the woman should now be the recipient of all of his arousal from the evening’s activities. He pumped her long and hard, not caring that his penetration had ripped the wall of anus, not caring that a trickle of blood was dripping onto the cloth beneath her legs – a cloth that Dawson had placed there just in case he did tear her flesh on entry.

Now, as Dawson humped her hard, her pubic bone ground into the edge of the desk causing the woman to gasp with every powerful thrust he made into her body.

“Arrgghhh,” she moaned, “that hurts.”

“I told you to relax. You’ve not done it this way before, have you?” Dawson was getting worked up now.

“No, and I don’t like it. Argghhh,” she groaned again as his cock rammed into her rim once again, tearing her flesh a little more. The trickle of blood increased slightly with each stroke of Dawson’s erect girder that penetrated her still-tense anus.

With a final thrust, Dawson came, his ejaculate spurting deep into the woman’s rectum. When he’d finished he withdrew and told the woman to stand up. His blood-streaked cock was beginning to wane and the woman hoped, for a moment, that his climax would mean the end to her torture.

“Are you going to take me home now?” She asked when she’d straightened up. She rubbed her buttocks, trying to massage some of the pain out of them. Then she saw the blood-streaked cloth on the floor and went pale.

“Good God no. We’ve only just begun. Stand there for a minute while I just clean myself up and then we’ll show you your bedroom for the night.”

The woman stood where she was while Dawson made a hasty visit to the cloakroom. She looked round the office but found nothing that she could use to identify her assailant with – Dawson had taken precautions to ensure such was the case.

“Right,” he said on returning to the room. “It’s getting late and it’s time to show you to your room. Leading the away, he took the naked, bruised and battered woman up the stairs to the ‘guest room’. The room had a small window that was locked. Leading off the room was a bathroom. The bedroom itself looked like a hospital room. On the small table was something covered with a white cloth. The woman walked into the room and lifted the cloth out of curiosity.

“What’s that for?” She asked when she saw the length of plastic tubing.

“All in good time. Now, you have a bathroom over there with everything you will need. The window is locked and so will your door be locked when I leave. Okay, stand at the end of the bed and bend over.”

“You’re not going to bugger me again, are you?”

“No, but you’ve got the right idea. Now bend over and no more questions or I’ll give you another caning.”

Hopeful that her obedience might win some reprieve and she would be allowed to get to bed, the woman obeyed.

“Open your legs,” Dawson commanded as he prepared himself. Above the tray on the table was a hook. Now, unseen to the woman, Dawson lifted the bag of soapy liquid and hung it on the hook. The bag held about three litres of liquid and was much the same shape as a blood bag. On the bottom of the bag was a nozzle with a tap. Onto the nozzle Dawson pushed one end of the plastic tubing before finding the other end and pulling it out into the room to where the woman was bent over.

With no ceremony, Dawson parted her buttock cheeks and located her anus. He pushed the hard tube against the muscle which this time gave way easily.

“Oh God, not that!” The woman shrieked when she felt the tube being passed up her back passage.

“Yes, that. Now stay still for as long as you can. I’m going to time you for five minutes. If you need the loo you know where it is but every second you go before the five minutes is up will affect what happens tomorrow morning. Do you understand?”

“Yes, I think so.”

Dawson placed the big alarm clock that had been sitting on the bedside table in the middle of the bed so the woman could watch the second hand as it clicked round the clock face to the point where she would have to find relief from what was going to happen.

Dawson checked the tubing for kinks and also checked he had a good eighteen inches inside the woman’s rectum. When he was happy, he returned to the large, heavy bag and opened the tap. The soap liquid began to flow down the tube, filling the tube as it went, pushing the air into the woman’s body, causing her to fart repeatedly as it was expelled round the side of the tubing.

As Dawson knew she would, the woman clenched her buttocks, waiting for the dreaded moment when she could feel the soapy liquid pour into her. The second hand reached the top of the dial as the solution approached her rear.

“Time starts now,” said Dawson just before she felt the cold fluid inside her. It dripped into her rather than pour and slowly it began to fill her up.

“Oh, God, that is so uncomfortable,” she protested after twenty seconds.

“Maybe, but there’s loads more to go yet. It may be uncomfortable but you will find it wholly cleansing and a good preparation for the next part of showing you what has become your destiny.

Another twenty seconds passed and the concentration on the woman’s face became more intense as the soapy fluid began to fill up her rectum. Dawson knew she’d only last a minute or two at most and he was relishing the prospect of her hobbling off to the toilet to find the relief she would need by that time.

“God, it’s so uncomfortable,” she grunted behind the mask of concentration. How long have we been going?”

“About forty five seconds so far.”

“Forty five seconds, is that all? I don’t think I can take much more.”

“Of course you can, it’s not as much as you think.”

Dawson went over to the wall and opened the tap more fully, increasing the flow of the solution.

“Shit,” said the woman as the volume of liquid in her abdomen increased. “I can’t take … much … more of thissssss,” she moaned as her stomach started to contract in protest at the invasion taking place.”

“Your choice, but I’d hang on a bit longer if I were you.”

“No, no, no,” she groaned, clenching her buttock cheeks as tightly together as she could manage. “No, no, no, I can’t do it.”

“Up to you, but you’ve only just reached the minute mark.”

Dawson stood back now and waited for the inevitable to happen. The tube up her anus continued to pour liquid into the cavity beyond, which in turn caused her stomach to cramp up with contractions, making the whole experience extremely unpleasant.

Finally, at just one and a half minutes the woman could bear it no more. As quickly as she could manage she ripped the tube out of her back passage and hobbled off in the direction of the bathroom. Dawson noted the time and waited patiently while she found the relief she needed. It took her nearly five minutes for the liquid to pour out of her body before she returned to the bedroom.

“Christ, that was horrible,” she said, looking pale.

“You lasted just over one and a half minutes – not very impressive.” Dawson’s voice was cold. “Such a poor effort will be reflected in tomorrow morning’s therapy. Now, clear up this mess and I’ll see you in the morning.”

When she’d pulled the tube out of her bottom the liquid had continued to flow and it had now made a considerable puddle on the floor.

“You might have turned the bloody tap off,” she yelled as Dawson locked the door behind her.

“Not my problem. Now make sure it’s all cleaned up before you go to sleep. There’s a mop and cloth in the bathroom.” The door clicked shut and a moment later she heard the lock turn. She was a prisoner, a beaten, bruised, tortured prisoner and, from what little she had gleaned of the mad man who held her, she was in for worse the following day.

It did not bode well for a peaceful night’s sleep but, half an hour later when she’d cleaned up the mess on the floor she retired to bed and fell asleep almost immediately. The exhaustion of her labours and the sexual demands made of her took their toll and Sharon Freeman slipped into a deep slumber.

Dawson, after locking the door, returned to the lounge downstairs, tidied up a few things there and sat down with a can of beer. It had been a busy day and the hour was fast approaching midnight.

***
Many miles ay, Phil Landers, husband of Annabel Landers, arrived home. He parked the Mercedes in the garage and entered the house through the front door. The lights were off and the house still so Landers switched on the landing light and went upstairs.

“What the fuck?” He shouted when he saw the message painted with bright red lipstick across the television screen. “Whore in Dining Room” it read. Landers scratched his head and called out loudly,

“Annabel?” Fear filled his eyes when there was no response. Re-reading the message on the screen, comprehension suddenly dawned in his tired brain. Quickly he leapt down the staircase, snapping on the hall light when he got the bottom of the stairs. As quickly he took the four paces to reach the dining room door and then he pushed the door open.

The faint smell of burnt wax filled the air, burnt wax and something much more acrid – burnt flesh. Landers turned on the light and immediately was confronted by the site of his wife bent double on top of the dining table. Her arms and legs were tied up above her head and in her anus was a green champagne bottle which was covered in wax. The candle in the top of the bottle had virtually all melted and a tiny flame struggled to remain in existence. Landers blew it out in the same instant that he read the lettering on his wife’s bottom: “WHORE”.

“Annabel, are you awake,” he uttered, feebly, wondering what to do first.”

“Uh-huh,” she stirred at the familiar voice.

“Who did this to you?” Landers demanded to know.

“Don’t know. Can you take the bottle out of my arse, it’s bloody hurting, only be careful with the wax.”

“Okay, but you need to go to hospital and this is a matter for the police.”

“No,” she screamed, terrified. “We’ll manage to clean me up and I don’t want the police involved.”

“Good God woman, why not?” Landers’ surprise was genuine.

“Because it will make things worse. Now, can you get the bottle out?”

Landers tried, but the bottle was stuck fast with the melted wax adhering to the burned flesh.

“I’ll have to cut it out,” he said.

“Okay, but be careful.”

“You sure you don’t want an ambulance?”

“NO!” Annabel Landers screamed into the night as her husband tried to pull the bottle from her battered body.






CHAPTER 4
Dawson sat back in his armchair with can of lager and let his mind wander over the events of the evening. It had been a busy one and the next day would also be far from restful. Still, the money was good and Dawson relished the kind of sessions he had planned for the following morning.

The can was still half full when Dawson closed his eyes and began to reminisce. He was back in his days at college. He’d not been into domination much at that age – yes, a bit of experimentation maybe, but he’d been naďve and was more backward than forward when it came to women. He as also a loner who had difficulty forming relationships and would often take himself off into the hills at weekends, either walking between hostels or more often than not, camping out on his own.

Then he’d met Tania. He was a second year student and she was a post-grad. They’d met, seemingly by accident, in the laboratory where she was doing research and he was trying to make one of the damned course experiments work. She’d offered him a helping hand and he’d accepted gratefully. By way of thanks he’d bought her lunch at the Student Union and they’d gone out for a drink or two later that day.

Dawson had discovered Tania was also a bit of a loner and she was also into the trekking and camping scene. For several weeks they’d gone out with each other, taking one of their cars at the weekend off into the hills where they’d then gone walking and set up camp together.

Then they’d started sharing tents and the relationship developed into a sexual one – a tentative, sexual one. Dawson was shy and fearful, but the woman had been patient and they had got it together. Then Dawson discovered she’d found someone else, someone older and more mature, someone who, Tania told him cruelly, knew what to do in bed. Dawson was stunned, shocked, rejected and hurt and it had been the beginning of his desire to dominate women. Somewhere in the back of his loner’s mind the seed of dominance had been sown.

Dawson wondered what became of Tania and what she might be into now. He did know where she’d gone after college. One of the pharmaceutical companies had sponsored her research through to her doctorate and they’d taken her on afterwards – but that had been a long time ago.

Dawson reminisced over those camping weekends and smiled at how shy he’d been then compared to what he was like now. The beer all gone, he opened his eyes and decided to call it a day.

***
The next morning Dawson rose early. He went and checked on his prisoner and found Sharon Freeman fast asleep. Dawson was in no mood for pleasantries. He’d spent much of the night dreaming about the red-headed Tania, and planning his revenge on the smug way she’d left him for Robert. Damn Robert! If they were still together he’d soon be regretting what he did all those years ago. Dawson pulled back Freeman’s duvet walked up to her sleeping form and spanked her bottom until she stirred.

“Breakfast in fifteen minutes if you want any. We begin your first session of the day in half an hour.”

Dawson left the room leaving Sharon, who’d been dreaming about sun-drenched beaches and long, cold cocktails, in no doubt about the reality of her situation.

“Huh, huh, where am I?” She started as Dawson walked out of the room.

“Learning about your destiny,” he said coldly, his voice hissing through the distorter in the face mask he was wearing.

The woman roused herself and was instantly reminded of the gnawing pain in her backside from the caning and ravaging the previous evening. In fact, in the instant before she moved, she wondered if she’d be able to walk, she felt so stiff.

“What do I wear?” She yelled out.

“Nothing – you don’t need to.” Dawson hissed back at her.

“Oh, fuck!” Reality returned to the woman who was suddenly very much awake and very frightened too.

Half an hour later Dawson was sat opposite the woman in the kitchen. He’d breakfasted earlier, his mask a necessary disguise and something that prevented him from eating or drinking in the woman’s presence.

“Right, its time to start.”

“Start what?” The woman looked up from the mug of tea.

“Time to teach you about your destiny.”

“Which is?”

“As a whore and a slave girl?” He hissed flatly.

“A slave girl? What makes you think that?”

“It’s what has been decreed. By the time I have finished with you, everyone will know what you are when they look at you.”

“But why? It’s not what I want.”

“Maybe not, but others do, and that is what counts with a slave.”

“Who?”

“My client for a start.”

“But why?” She sounded defiant for one in such peril.

“It is your destiny.”

“Again, why?”

“Because of your actions in the past. Now it is time for the past to catch up with you and direct you into the future.”

“Oh, I get it, the bastard.” She snarled back at Dawson.

“It is your past, not someone in it. Now, we must get on. Come with me.”

“Hang on, before we go anywhere, what are you going to do.”

“Teach you a lesson.”

“Yeah, yeah, I know – show my destiny.”

“Exactly. Now come with me.”

“But what is my destiny?” She still sounded defiant but Dawson knew she was simply playing for time.

“As a whore and a slave girl. Now come with me.” Dawson sounded irritated by the delays and he reached forward and grabbed the woman’s arm, virtually pulling her off her chair.

“What are you going to do?” She suddenly sounded frightened again.

“Hurt you.” Dawson said coldly.

“But you did that yesterday.”

“That wasn’t pain – that was just a warm up. Today we get serious. Now,” he hissed, “the quicker you learn how to be a slave girl, the less painful it will be for you.”

Dawson dragged the woman into his chamber and made her stand in the middle of the room with her legs apart. He began by attaching leather cuffs to both her ankles. The cuffs had a metal loop on each one and Dawson wasted no time in attaching the leg-spreader pole to the hoops. Pushing her legs wide apart he locked the extendible pole in the position he wanted – a position that made it impossible for her to close her legs.

Taking her arms behind her back, Dawson used a length of rope to secure her wrists tightly behind her. Open, exposed and helpless she stood in the middle of the room while Dawson picked up the flogger and stood menacingly before her.

“Time to start,” he said simply. The flogger was raised in the air and came down directly on top of Sharon’s right breast. The nine thin, leather straps flashed across the tender flesh and the woman howled from the sudden pain in her body.

Swish! The second stroke landed on her left breast, causing more pain and another scream from the helpless woman.

Swish! Swish! Swish! Swish! Dawson set up a rhythmic action, making each stroke in turn connect with the right and then the left breast. The strokes got progressively harder as the woman screamed louder and louder. The flailing turned her pale flesh pink and then, by shades, progressively darker pink. Dawson continued in this way until the woman had stopped screaming and the tears had started trickling onto her cheeks. Then he put the flogger down and examined the flesh that he had tortured. It was brightly coloured now, tender, burning in places and looking painful. Dawson noticed that her nipples were stiff and erect so he reached between her legs and grabbed her labia. They too were damp. This revelation surprised him for she had been howling like a baby during most of the flogging yet her body had been crying arousal. Still, Dawson figured, the next part of the operation would reduce any arousal she was feeling.

Dawson went to his worktop and rummaged around until he’d found the blindfold.

“It’s always more painful when you can’t see what’s going to happen next,” he commented as he placed the blindfold over the woman’s eyes. When he’d done so he picked up the little tray of acupuncture needles which he took over to the chair and selected the first needle. It was about five inches long, very thin and very sharp.

Squeezing Sharon’s right breast in his left hand so that the nipple protruded strongly for easy access, he pushed the thin needle right through the pink end of the nipple.

“Arggghhh,” the woman protested and tried to back away. Dawson was still holding her breast so she only added to the pain as her sudden movement put added strain on the tensed mammary.

Dawson took a second needle and turning his angle of insertion through ninety degrees, plunged the second needle straight through the nipple, just slightly further back than the first.

“Arggghhhh,” the woman grunted again as the needle penetrated her flesh. “What the fuck are you doing?”

“Piercing you. Does it hurt?”

“Yes.”

“Good – slave girls should expect to receive pain.”

“Arrggghhhh! She grunted again as a third needle pierced her nipple. Finally Dawson pierced her again and looked at her breast. The nipple now had four needles entering and exiting it, so that the needles formed a circle that had been bisected into eight segments.

“Okay, a bit more pain,” he said, taking her other breast and treating it the same way.

Sharon Freeman screamed as the needles entered her second nipple, but her anguished pleas fell on deaf ears. In less than three minutes both nipples had been pierced four times each. Dawson stood back and smiled. Then he picked up the flogger again and started delivering the strokes of the nine, thin straps of leather directly onto the tender area between her forced-open legs.

“Ow, ow, ow,” she yelped as each stroke flicked into her pussy, the ends of the straps cruelly caressing her clitoris, making her want to stand on the tips of her toes in a desperate attempt to escape the increasing pain as her flesh turned pink.

“No, please, no,” she groaned when Dawson increased the pressure of the strokes. “Oh God, no, please stop!” She shrieked when he let off a particularly vicious stroke right into the centre of her labia, forcing the lips open so the inner lips tasted the feel of the leather. “You’re killing me - please stop!” This plea was delivered over three short breaths as the woman panted heavily with the effects of the pain between her legs.

Dawson saw what was happening and stopped. He waited until the woman had calmed down a little before proceeding.

“Good,” he said when her breathing had slowed to something like normal. “Are you learning yet?”

“Learning what?”

“What a slave is all about?”

“No. All I’m learning is that you like to hurt people.”

“Oh come, come, that isn’t pain – not really. I could do far worse if I had to. Now then, the first quality a slave must learn is obedience. Do you understand that?”

“I guess so.”

“Good, because from now on, if you want to save yourself too much pain, you will only speak to me when I ask you questions and then you will address me as Master.”

“If you say so.”

“It’s up to you, but we can make it a lot more painful for you yet.”

“Okay, then – Master,” she almost spat out the last word.

“Good – you’ll soon get the hang of it. Now, the second thing a slave has to do is wear tokens of her state of bondage to her master. In my case, I like rings and collars.”

“Rings, as in a ring on my finger – like some sort of secret sect?” She enquired hopefully.

“You’ll see. The third thing is a willingness to serve. That will come later on this morning. For now, we will begin with some obedience.” Dawson had been releasing the leg-spreader and now the woman gratefully brought he legs back together.

“Hold on there!” Dawson snarled. “Did I say you could move? Did I?”

“No – master,” she sounded fearful.

“At all times when you are standing you will have your legs wide open. If I want to stroke your cunt or whip it I expect it to be on display and available.”

“Yes, master,” she demurred.

“Well…” Dawson was beginning to sound impatient.

Sharon Freeman reluctantly parted her feet and opened her legs.

“Good, little slave girl,” he responded and patted her on her bottom. “Time for some cunt exercises,” he muttered, rummaging around on his work bench for a moment. He returned with two labia clamps attached to a weights pole. He attached one clamp to each of her labia and then added the weights to the pole, stretching her fleshy lips under the weight.

Sharon moaned as each clamp was secured in place and now, with the clamps biting into her flesh as the weights they were carrying made the clamps try to tear away from the lips, she groaned more loudly.

“Twenty squat thrusts.” Dawson ordered her. “Bend your legs and go down, then straighten right up.” Dawson showed her the action he wanted and watched as she began. With the weights dangling between her legs, each squat added further pressure to her labia, causing the woman to groan as she began each upward movement.

After just five squats the clamps were clearly causing Sharon discomfort. She groaned and visibly winced as she attempted to straighten from the thrust. Number six proved even more difficult.

“Christ, you couch potato, you’re bloody unfit,” Dawson smirked behind his mask. “We’d better stop at ten or you’ll be dead.”

“Thanks,… master,” she panted as she started to straighten from the seventh squat. Then she let out a loud exhalation of air as she completed the task.

“Three more then,” Dawson said.

While the woman struggled with the next two squats, Dawson made himself busy around his workbench.

“Arrggghhh,” he heard the woman groan as she straightened up on the tenth and final thrust, the weights dangling from the clamps on her labia swinging like a pendulum, biting into her flesh.

“Okay,” Dawson said when she was standing, “lets take the clamps off.” He did so, and noticed the small puncture wounds where the teeth on the clamps had bitten hard into her pussy lips. With the clamps removed, Dawson untied her wrists.

“Right, go and lie down on the table with your hands by your sides.” The table had a metallic surface and was about two feet wide and six long. The woman did as instructed and winced as the cold metal touched her buttocks that were still aching from the previous evening’s punishment.

“You are learning obedience though you still have some way to go. The next thing to do is give you the signs of your bondage into slavery. This is your destiny now – to be a slave, and you can be sure if you ever fail in that destiny I will be calling on you to remedy the situation. Your body now belongs to others and I, as your master, will be very angry if you let down those who will now possess you when they feel like it.”

Suddenly the angle, the reason, for her punishment had changed. No longer was she being tortured for her past but being prepared for her future – a destiny in which she had no say. The cognition of this change in Dawson’s intentions brought fresh fear to the woman.

“What if I don’t want to go down this path?” She asked lamely.

“You will because you have no choice – it is your destiny.”

“Shit – don’t I have a say in all of this?”

“No. Your past has determined your future and you must learn quickly, for the future will come calling at your door very soon and if you are not ready for it, or you do not satisfy it, you will find me a most intolerant master. I hope you understand. Now, lie back on the table and put your arms by your sides.”

The woman looked at the masked assailant, decided she had no choice and that for her own safety she had better comply – hoping this nightmare would soon come to an end and she would wake up to reality.

She lay back on the table and waited while Dawson placed the strap over her forehead, pulling the strap tight but whatever means he was using to secure it to the table, pinning the back of her head to the cold metal surface.

Strapped as she was, looking at the ceiling, the woman could only guess at what Dawson was doing. She sensed him at the middle of the table and heard the sound of metal on metal before she felt him take her arm, stretch it out sideways at shoulder height and drop it onto a narrow metal surface. Dawson had inserted the arm support into the slots on the side of the table, and then wasted no time in strapping the woman’s arm in position. Then he repeated the action on the other side of the table so that her arms were secured and stretched out in line with her shoulders.

With her arms secured, Dawson placed a final restraining belt around the woman’s waist and secured it tightly around the table, forcing her back into the metal surface.

“Don’t want you to move as we apply the tokens,” Dawson smiled behind the mask.

H picked up the piercing gun and placed the guide around the woman’s left nipple, making sure the point he pierced would be behind the nipple itself. In the instant he squeezed the trigger and the stud was fired through her tender flesh the woman screamed and tried in vain to escape her bonds.

“Yeeooowww!” She howled as the stud pierced her. A minute later she howled again as her right nipple was similarly pierced. With the studs in place, Dawson put the gun down and picked up the first ring. He fed the needle like end of the ring into the small hollow tube at the end of the stud and then meticulously pulled the stud back through the piercing site and with it the nipple ring. Once the ring was fully in place he picked up the small pliers and closed the open ends of the ring. With just a ting gap left he picked up the hot soldering iron and dabbed a small blob of solder onto the ends, sealing them.

“That’s the first one,” he said in a matter-of-fact voice to the woman who was sobbing loudly, both from the pain of being pierced and the heat of the soldering iron next to her breast.

Dawson picked up the second ring, threaded it into the stud and carefully pulled the stud and ring back through the woman’s flesh. She howled even more loudly as he pulled the ring through and howled again when he pulled on the ring as he closed the ends with the pliers. The solder was soon applied, the heat in the ring causing more pain for Sharon. Finally, Dawson stood back and admired his handiwork.

“Very good,” he said. “These rings are a sign of your bondage to me, your master. You will wear them at all times. Actually, it will be bloody painful if you try to remove them. Indeed, if you do remove them and any of my friends who know you are a slave girl, reports it to me, I will be paying you another visit – do you understand?”

“Y…y…yes,” she sobbed.

“Good.”

Dawson moved down her body and again she heard the sound of a metal pole being inserted in a tube. This was followed be a similar sound on the other side of the table. Then Dawson took her left leg, raised it, so the upper leg was just past vertical, twisted it to open her leg and placed her foot on the stirrup. Then he strapped her ankle to the stirrup so she was unable to move her leg.

He repeated the action on her right leg, securing her in position so that she was in the classic ‘woman having gynaecological examination’ position. Dawson then took his leg spreader and strapped it between the woman’s knees, ensuring she could not close her legs. Her vulva was on display, complete with the small puncture marks caused by the clamps he’d used earlier.

“Right, to business,” he said.

Dawson picked up the canister of shaving foam and squirted a large amount over the woman’s sex, covering the tops of her legs and the area just above the labia. Then he picked up the razor and meticulously shaved her all around her sex and on the tops of her legs. With each stroke he removed her hair he wiped the blades on a piece of kitchen roll before starting the next stroke. When he was satisfied the area was clear of hair he wiped the remaining foam from her body.

The speculum is a strange looking device, designed to open up a woman’s vagina and hold it open so that an internal examination can take place. With her now hairless pussy lips exposed and her legs in position for such an examination to take place, Dawson picked up the speculum from his worktop and primed it for entry.

“This will be a bit uncomfortable,” he said as he pushed the device into the woman’s tunnel. Once inserted, he popped the trigger, causing the top plate to rise, forcing it against the walls of her vulva, opening her up so he could look deep inside. The woman groaned when she felt the speculum inside her.

“Ah, very good,” said Dawson, shining a light into her sex. “I think we will plant it there.”

“Pardon?” The woman queried his muttering.

“Your identity chip. All the best pedigree bitches have them, you know. This is a special kind of chip. It sends out a signal every time it is rubbed. This will allow me to keep track of every time my slave girl is used by a man or other implement. As of today you will never masturbate nor have sex with any man that your master does not send you. If you do, I will know about it and you can be assured I will pay you another visit.”

“Fuck off,” she snarled, determined he would not intrude into her private life.

“Not a good thing to say. Okay, lie still now.” Dawson held up the syringe so the woman could see it for a moment. The needle was long and thick. “Okay, now all you will feel is a little prick and the device will be inserted.”

“Yeeooowwwwww!” She screamed as the needle went through the wall of her vagina about two inches inside her body. She felt the surge of liquid as it transported the tiny microchip into the muscular tissue.

“Excellent. Now, to teach you what will happen if you ever masturbate or have sex with someone I don’t send you, I would like to give you a demonstration. As you have just discovered, the walls of your cunt are fairly sensitive to pain. Oh yes, they like to be rubbed, but not pricked – if you’ll forgive the expression.” While he talked, Dawson removed the speculum. “This little chap,” he held up the long thin probe so the woman could see it, “delivers small electrical pricks at random throughout the metal end of the tube. Now, we lubricate it like this,” he continued, “and then we insert it into your cunt like so.”

“Ooohhh, that’s cold,” the woman protested, her voice fearful in tone.

“And then, we turn it on and see what happens.”

“Oooh, arrgghh, oohh, oohhh,” she began as the tiny pricking sensations of the electric current discharging into her vagina started.

Dawson let her get accustomed to that level of power and then turned it up a notch. The current was obviously stronger for the woman’s vocal reactions grew stronger too. At the same time, her pain became mixed with a desire to climax as the prickling sensations began to arouse her. Pinned tightly to the table only added to her feelings of helplessness.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” she called out as the pain was replaced with the throes of the orgasm. The climax made her shudder but as it died down the painful prickling sensations returned, though they in turn caused her greater arousal. After her second climax Dawson turned the power up another notch. Again the woman started by complaining about the pain of the electric current, only for the pain to be swamped by the greater sensations of the arousal taking place in her cunt. She peaked again and her juices leaked out of her vulva onto the table top. Strapped in the position she was in, she was powerless to resist what was happening.

“Now,” said Dawson, “I want to show you what will happen if you break the rules. It is best that you learn now, because it may stop pain in the future.” He turned up the power to 70% maximum and waited for the first of the powerful shocks to penetrate the woman’s vagina.

“Yeeeaaaaarrrrgggghhhh!” She shrieked in the instant that Dawson turned the power back down to ‘trickle’ level. “That hurt, I mean really hurt.”

“I know,” Dawson’s distorted voice replied. “That was seventy percent strength. Now, believe me, if you break the rules I will give you the full hundred – and after that you won’t want anything up your cunt ever again. So, are you going to do what a slave has to do?”

“I guess so. I don’t have a choice really, do I?”

“No, not really. Oh, and if you are thinking the chip doesn’t work – it does. Here.” Dawson brought over a small hand-held device with a small screen on it. He showed it to the woman and pressed a small button.

“There – that’s your read out for today. The first blip is the insertion, the other, longer blips are your orgasms. Let me show you something.”

Dawson took the probe out of the woman’s cunt and a fresh blip appeared on the screen.

“That was the probe rubbing your vagina. See how easy it will be for me to keep tabs on you?”

“Yes, master,” she sobbed. The pain in her vulva was still intense, the shocks delivered by the probe having aggravated her sensitive flesh. The revelation that Dawson would be able, almost at will, to check out her sexual activity was a real blow to the woman. In the moment of revelation her spirit was broken as the realisation of what her future held for her dawned. She had, through no willingness on her part, become his plaything, his slave, his to do with whatever he wished and with whoever he wished. Then the question she knew she’d have to ask came to mind – why?

“Right, said Dawson, it’s time I had a break. I think we’ll leave you lying here for now. I want to test the chip properly so I think what we’ll do is put you into an arousal situation and give you an hour..”

“Yes master, if that is what you want,” she relented to his demands.

“Well, I do and you are hardly in a position to complain.”

Dawson went over to the drawer of equipment, selected a long, thick vibrator and a flat-based clamp and returned to the table.

“Now, you can’t really move the way I’ve tied you down so all we’re going to do is slide Bruno inside you and leave you to his pleasures. Bruno was contoured to simulate a man’s thick, long penis, every ridge and vein a simulation of a well-endowed, virile man. Dawson married the end of the vibrator up to her pussy, pushed it between the labia and inserted it about six inches into her vulva.

Sharon gasped as the device entered her. It was not as painful as the speculum and the stretched walls of her vagina were more accommodating now than they had been earlier. She waited while Dawson clamped the remaining four inches of the device to the base clamp. He adjusted it as he wanted it and then switched it on from the base. The vibrations penetrated the walls of her vagina, sending waves of pleasure through her body.

Satisfied she was unable to escape from the ministrations of the vibrator, Dawson stood up.

“Right, I’ll leave you there for half an hour while I go and have a cup of tea.” He walked to the door as he spoke, noticed the woman was already straining as the first orgasm with Bruno swept through her body, and closed the door to the chamber behind him.






CHAPTER 5
Dawson had just boiled the kettle when the doorbell rang. He’d discarded the mask as soon as he’d left the chamber and the smile on his face indicated he knew who the visitor would be. He walked out of the kitchen and opened the front door.

“Sophie, good to see you. Do come in.” Dawson showed the woman into his lounge. “Tea or coffee?” He asked her politely.

“Tea please, Greg,” she smiled back.

Sophie Halton was one of Dawson’s trainees, learning how to be a Mistress and also learning about the submissive side of her character. It had been some weeks since she had approached Dawson and their relationship had begun to develop.

(For those not familiar with the appearance of Sophie Halton, she first came into Dawson’s life in “Cheryl’s Cumuppance”).

Dawson reappeared with the tea after a couple of minutes.

“So, how is the victim?” She asked coldly.

“Coming on well, actually. She still has a way to go though before I can send her any visitors. Do you want to take a peak?”

“Yeah, okay. Are we doing any of the submissive stuff today or are you just training me as a Mistress?”

“Both. We’ll see how you do as a Mistress first and take it from there.”

“Okay.”

Dawson reached forward, took the TV off standby and flicked the channel until it showed the chamber and the woman on the table, still trussed as if she were having a gynaecological examination which, in some respects, Bruno was still giving her. The picture was silent but the woman was obviously being brought to another orgasm as they watched, for she was struggling with her bonds, trying now to escape from the further delightful torture supplied by the big, black, instrument pulsating inside her.

“How long has she been like that?” Sophie was watching the naked form intently.

“About twenty minutes. Here, have your tea. Now, before we go down there you’re going to have to wear a mask. She’s not a willing slave and I don’t want to run the risk of her identifying you in the High Street.”

“True. Have you tagged her yet?”

“Yes, which is why she is in that position?”

“Are you going to tag me sometime?”

“Well, if you want to come under my control. You know what it involves, don’t you?”

“Yes, we’ve been through it before and well, if I am going to learn how to be truly submissive, I think it would help me to know you are keeping an eye on me.”

“Okay, just for you, but normally I’d only use the chips on people I’m going to make money from in the future.”

“And she’ll make you money?”

“Oh yes, starting next week, though she doesn’t know it yet. I have three customers lined up for her and they will all check what she does in between times for me so I’ll know if she is breaking the rules.”

“Christ, you’re serious about this tagging thing, aren’t you?”

“Sure am. There is no bloody point in having a slave if she can’t be kept under your thumb, kept obedient, and made to obey the rules. She knows the rules so if she breaks them she can expect a visit.”

“Hmm, well I need that kind of discipline so when can you tag me?”

“Later on, after I’ve taken her back, if you have time.” Dawson warmed to the thought of continuing Sophie’s education on into the afternoon.

“I do – nothing else planned for today, so I’m totally yours.”

On the screen, the woman was climaxing again, the table top now wet with the juice that had poured out of her vulva over the past twenty minutes.

“Right, we’ll give her ten more minutes and then go and find out her reaction from having you there as well – it should be interesting. Do you want to get ready for this?”

“Yeah, I guess so. My gear’s in the bag. What about a mask?”

“There’s one in the changing room. Oh, one other thing – when we’re in there I will introduce you as Gemma. Now, don’t forget while we’re in there I am Master to you and you are learning the ropes so do as I say and expect me to punish you if you aren’t up to scratch.”

“Yes, master,” she replied as she stood up, picked up her bag and went upstairs to change. Dawson watched the television and planned the next session.

Ten minutes later Dawson led Sophie into the chamber.

“Hi, Sharon, you have a visitor,” he hissed from behind his mask.

“Urrggghh, asrrrgghh,” the hapless victim on the table replied as she reached yet another orgasm, her tired body responding almost mechanically to the rhythm of the black vibrator in her vulva.

“Well, I can see you’ve had a good time while I was having a cuppa so its time for some more training. If I can introduce you to Gemma, she’s going to act as your Mistress and you will be her slave girl.”

“Uh, great. Hi, Gemma,” the woman responded, still looking at the ceiling.

Gemma was dressed in black. Black, knee length boots, black stockings, mini-skirt and corset-style top. She was wearing a face mask that bore resemblance to a cat’s face.

“Call me mistress, slave,” Gemma replied by way of introduction. “Now, have you enjoyed having this big vibrator up your pussy?”

“Yes, Gem…, sorry, mistress.”

“Good, you learn quickly, don’t you slave?”

“I try to.”

“And you will be a good little slave, won’t you?”

“Yes, mistress.”

Dawson sat down to watch the fun.

“Well, slave girl, do you like it when I twist the vibrator inside you?” Gemma reached forward and took hold of the vibrator, removing it from the clamp she twisted it round inside Sharon’s vulva.

“Yes, mistress, that’s nice.”

“Nice, nice, I’ll show you what is nice.” Sophie switched the vibrator off, pulled it out of Sharon’s vagina and held it up for inspection. Then she lowered it over Sharon’s mouth.

“Lick it clean, slave,” she commanded. She rotated it slowly as Sharon licked every inch of the device, cleaning it of her own juices.

“Okay to let her up, master?” Sophie looked over to Dawson.

“Sure – anything you want.”

“I want to teach her a lesson in humility.”

“Fine by me. Go right ahead.”

Sophie Halton untied the exhausted Sharon Freeman, released her legs and allowed them to hang over the edge of the table and then removed the other restraints.

“On the floor, kneeling, slave girl,” she ordered.

Sharon Freeman did as instructed while Sophie picked up the neck collar from the worktop. She returned to Sharon and secured it round her neck.

“That’s better,” Sophie said, “now you even look like a slave. Time to see how obedient you can be.” Sophie stood right in front of Sharon and in a swift movement she ripped the mini skirt from her waist. She was clean-shaved and naked underneath and she wasted no time in issuing her next instruction.

“Okay, slave, eat my pussy,” she commanded her. “Do it well, or I will whip you.” In her left hand she held a riding crop and as she spoke, she carved a stroke of the crop in the air above Sharon’s head.

“Must I?” Freeman looked pensive. By way of reply the riding crop came down over her head and cut into the flesh of her back, just right of mid back.

“I said, eat pussy, now do it or be punished.”

Sharon shuffled forward and placed her head in the other woman’s sex. She extended her tongue, located Sophie’s labia and used her tongue to part the lips before sliding inside. Sophie was already aroused, damp and the salty taste of the woman’s love juice soon reached Sharon’s taste buds. She licked gently, not sure what was required.

“I said eat me, you stupid slave girl, now do it properly.”

Sharon could sense the crop being raised again and decided to act quickly. Opening her mouth wide she craned her neck up as far as she could to get a better angle and clamped her lips around the woman’s sex. She sucked on one of the sex lips and nibbled it gently.

“Better,” said Sophie, as she began to breathe more deeply with her arousal.

“Mmm,” Sharon mumbled, her mouth full of labia.

“Now, tongue fuck me, slave,” Sophie was enjoying the power.

Sharon obliged. As she continued to suck on the lips she poked her tongue deep into the woman’s vulva, circling it, causing Sophie’s juices to flow.

“Mmm,” Sophie gasped when Sharon’s tongue flicked across her G-Spot. Sharon worked hard, figuring she was stronger than the bitch controlling her. She was wrong. Sophie reached orgasm and pulled away from Sharon’s probing.

“Enough for now,” said Sophie. “Go and stand over there by the wall bars. I think I am going to soften you up a bit – you were enjoying that far too much.”

“No, I wasn’t,” Sharon replied, suddenly realising there was no way she would win.

“I say you were. Look at your dribbling mouth, slave. You’ll be whipped for your insubordination and for trying to pretend you weren’t enjoying it. Now, the wall bars – get there!” Sophie was, thought Dawson, not far from losing control. He moved in his seat, ready to intervene if he had to but breathed with relief when he saw the Mistress take a deep breath herself, brining herself into check.

Sharon Freeman walked over to the wall bars and stood with her back to them.

“Arms up, above your head and your legs wide apart,” Sophie instructed her. Knowing better than to object, Sharon obeyed the commands to the letter, expecting her Mistress to strap her in position.

Instead, Sophie picked up the flogger from the worktop and walked over to Sharon. Even as she walked the final pace she lifted the flogger into the air. Instinctively, Sharon twisted her wrists and grabbed the bars behind her.

The stroke of the flogger was as accurate as it was hard. Swishing through the air, the nine, thin leather straps lashed against Sharon’s right breast and on into her abdomen, leaving a trail of stinging flesh in its wake. Sophie wasted no time before she crossed the path of the first stroke with a second, bringing the straps down across Sharon’s left breast. In this way, and oblivious to Sharon’s pleas for mercy, she flogged her with twenty strokes, each one leaving a stinging, painful set of marks on Sharon’s chest. Throughout, Sharon clung to the wall bars behind her, fearful of what worse punishment might follow if she attempted to resist.

“Keep those legs open,” Sophie commanded after the tenth stroke and her victim moved her legs closer together.

Throughout the flogging, Sharon pleaded for the punishment to cease, yet her cries and then shrieks of pain went unheeded.

“Not such a cocky little slave now, are you?” Sophie was enjoying her position of power and the fact Dawson had not intervened indicated to her that she had not gone too far.

“No, Mistress, I’m sorry for having been insubordinate and for enjoying myself with your pussy.”

“Sorry you will be, now open those legs wide. For enjoying my pussy too much I am going to flog yours.”

“Oh, please no, mistress. I am already very sore down there.”

“Well you should have thought about that when you were taking your pleasure with mine. Open wide.”

Sharon resigned herself to her demise and parted her legs.

“Now squat down so your upper legs are horizontal.”

Sharon did so and the effect was to open her labia and make her whole sex exposed to whatever Sophie did. What Sophie did was to swing the flogger in an underarm action, bringing the straps up between Sharon’s legs directly onto her exposed sex. Her pouting labia offered no resistance as the straps cut right into her vulva.

“Yeeeoooowwwwww!” Sharon shrieked a moment after the straps made their first contact. She made a similar shriek of pain when Sophie brought the flogger to bear for the second time.

“No, no, no, stop it, it’s killing me,” Sharon pleaded. “Yeeooowww,” she added as the flogger connected with her swollen and bruised sex for a third time.

“Okay, you’ve learned your lesson,” said Sophie. Come with me.” She took the slave’s hand and led her back to the table. Kneel on it, legs open, facing away from me.”

Sharon did as she was commanded, wishing she could be free from this siren of pain. In less than a minute she was kneeling on the table, her legs wide apart, sex and buttocks fully exposed.

“Master, do you want this slave or should I continue?”

“Continue for now – I’ll take her later on.”

“Thank you, master.” Sophie took the handle of the flogger and used it to rudely penetrate Sharon’s anus. She pushed hard, knowing the sphincter muscle would be no match for the hard, leather handle of the flogger. She was right and with a scream of pain and surprise from Sharon, the handle ripped into her anus, ripping open the tears that had been made the previous day. Blood appeared around her anus as Sophie pulled the handle out.

“Yeearrghh,” Sharon cried.

“Not enjoying things so much now, are you?”

“No mistress.”

“Lie on your back with your head off the end of the table.”

Sharon obeyed, glad that the punishment to her anus had been brief, though painful.

“Now, slave, lick my pussy out properly and don’t enjoy yourself.” Sophie stood directly over Sharon’s head and lowered her crotch onto the waiting mouth. And while you are doing that I am going to play with your slave rings.”

Sophie tweaked Sharon’s breasts, playing with the rings, teasing, playing and caressing her slave, trying to make her aroused. Sharon, for her part had a mouth full of the other woman’s cunt, a mouthful she was going to have to get to grips with. Sharon concentrated on following the instructions she’d been given and ignoring her own emotions. She licked and sucked Sophie’s fanny, nibbled on her labia and her clitoris, tongue-fucked her and sought out the woman’s G-Spot. She heard Sophie gasp when she found it and so she probed the soft pad of tissue with her tongue, knowing that all the time Sophie was getting excited she would not be concentrating on Sharon’s rings.

Suddenly Sophie was coming. The climax made her clamp her legs around Sharon’s face.

“Oh yes, yes, yes,” she exclaimed as the orgasm flowed through her body. At the point of orgasm, Sharon used her teeth to nibble the clitoris that was sitting in her mouth. It heightened Sophie’s sensations, causing her to peak strongly.

“Keep going, salve,” Sophie commanded, when the climax had subsided. I have something for you next time around.

“Mmm, urrgggghhhh, mmmm,” Sharon’s response was lost in a mouthful of Sophie’s vagina.

“Suck me hard, slave,” Sophie commanded, knowing what happened when she got really excited, “and don’t stop until I tell you to.”

Again the feelings of sexual arousal began to rise in her body. This time, with Sharon probing her insides with her tongue while she sucked on her at the same time, Sophie let the pressure build until she could hold back no further. With a gush of clear liquid into Sharon’s mouth as she ejaculated, Sophie screeched out as the orgasm rocked her entire body.

“Keep, keep, keep sucking me – every last drop!” She shuddered as she spoke and pulled on Sharon’s slave rings, bringing pain to the person in who’s mouth her cunt continued to ejaculate.

After several spurts of liquid the flow of ejaculate ebbed, leaving Sharon gagging with the salty liquid.

“Swallow it, stupid,” Sophie chided her when she realised what was happening. “Swallow it – every last drop.”

Sophie had relaxed after the climax and now the weight of her body was mainly being supported by the mouth full of her ejaculate.

“When you’ve swallowed it I’ll stand up – now, swallow.”

Sophie felt the movements of Sharon’s mouth as she struggled to swallow the very full mouth of liquid she had been holding back on. After about four gulps Sophie stood up and looked down at Sharon’s face.

“Open!” She commanded.

Sharon opened her mouth to show the liquid had all been swallowed.

“Good,” said Sophie. “So you have learned. “Actually, you make quite a good slave. What do you think, Master?”

“She has promise. The acid test will be the clients she gets in the next few days.”

“True,” Sophie smiled behind the cat mask. “Let’s hope they’re big.”

“They are. They are three very-well endowed black gentlemen with some eclectic tastes for a slave girl.” Dawson spoke frankly.”

“Do you want to take her?” Sophie stood to one side and pointed to Sharon like she was some kind of fishing catch.

“No. We went there last night so I can recommend her to her clients. I think we should clean her up and get her back to her place.”

“The shower?” Sophie looked up and her eyes were bright behind the mask.

“The shower – all over and every orifice.” Dawson sat motionless and let Sophie take control.

“Come, slave,” she said. “It’s time to get you ready to go home.”

“It’s okay,” Sharon’s voice was soft, “I can shower myself off.”

“No way – this is part of your training. Into the back room now and get the water to the temperature you want it to be.”

Sharon groaned with the various parts of her body that were painful. She lifted herself off the table and staggered into the back room. With the shower running, she adjusted the temperature and stood in the middle of the tray, allowing the water to cascade over her tired, battered and bruised body.

Sophie stood to one side and watched while Sharon soaped herself all over, from her hair to her arms, abdomen and legs. When she’d washed the soap off, Sharon made to turn off the shower.

“Not so fast,” Sophie chided her. “A real slave knows you have to wash the orifices as well – it’s part of your hygiene program. What if you’d been taken by someone who’s background you know nothing about? Washing is most important – that and the regular checks at the clinic!”

“The clinic?”

“Of course, once you are actively seeing clients you will need to be checked up on regularly.”

“Oh God.”

“Oh, it’s not that bad. Come on, you just pretend you had an unplanned fling at a party and are worried afterwards.”

“Mmm, okay.”

“Good, something else you’ve learned. Now, take the shower head down, pull off the head and shove it up your pussy – right in, now.”

Slowly and reluctantly Sharon complied. She pulled the head off the shower and opened her legs wide enough for her use a guiding hand to insert the shower hose up her cunt. She flinched as the hot water flowed into her body, gushing out round the edge of the hose as it found its way into the shower tray.

“Deeper, push it deeper into you,” Sophie was enjoying the scene. Actually, it was making Sophie get very wet between her own legs.

Sharon obeyed and inserted the tube another couple of inches. The water poured into her vagina for a couple of minutes, sluicing her innards and, after the initial shock of the hot water, Sharon had to admit it was quite pleasant.

“Enough!” Said Sophie after the two minutes were up. “Take the hose out and hand it to me. You will have to learn to do this for yourself eventually, but for now I will assist you.”

Sharon looked up enquiringly as she slowly removed the hose from her well-washed pussy. She held the hose out to Sophie, water still pouring from the end of it.

“Now bend over and grab your ankles.”

“What?”

“Don’t ask questions, just bend over and grab your ankles.”

Sharon did as she was instructed, knowing she was on her way out of there if she was compliant. It was only when she felt the warm water trickling down the crack between her buttocks that she realised what was going to happen.

“But, he gave me an enema yesterday and he hasn’t been up there again,” she protested.

“Doesn’t matter. I have my instructions. Now, grab your ankles.”

Sharon shrugged her shoulders and bent forward. She felt the hard end of the hose push against her anus and a moment later it was inside her, the water filling her up as it had done the previous day.

Sophie held the hose in place for several seconds, watching Sharon’s discomfort grow as the water began to fill her up. Then, without warning the hose was removed.

“Stand up and shake it around. Then you can go to the loo. When you’ve finished come back into the chamber, but make sure you leave this room tidy.”

Before Sharon had time to respond, Sophie had left the bathroom. Ten minutes later, the effects of the enema had passed and Sharon emerged from the bathroom looking subdued and tired.

“Are you happy with things, Master?” Sophie questioned Dawson. He’d remained seated throughout the time they had been in the bathroom, watching through the open door and the conveniently placed mirror.

“Come here, slave,” he said, looking at Sharon.

She walked over to him and dutifully stood with her hands behind her head, her legs open for him. He patted her moist cunt with his hand a few times and then examined the nipple rings.

“Yes, she’s okay. Now, slave girl, you have three days to get over this before I will send you your first client. He will come to you at nine in the evening. His name is Nashuwa and he is a black guy, about six three tall, built like a boxer and his manhood is about the biggest you will ever have seen. You will do everything he asks of you and if you do not please him you will regret it.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

“And don’t forget, the chip in your cunt will tell me if you have played with yourself or had anyone else in the meantime. That will also earn you a visit.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied slowly.

“One final thing, if you ever tell anyone about what has happened, or set any traps for your clients you will regret it for the rest of your very short life. Now, your clothes are on the chair in the corner. Put them on and I’ll take you home.”

“Yes, Master. Half-nine, three days time. Got it.”

“You will get a phone call in two days as a reminder. Thereafter you will have forty eight hours notice of appointments.”

“Yes, Master,” she replied.

“Remember always, Sharon, that your past has decreed your destiny – and your destiny has just started to be fulfilled.”

“Yes, Master.”

“Well, get dressed, slave girl. Gemma, come over here.”

As Sharon walked over to the corner, Sophie approached Dawson. She stood as Sharon had done, her legs apart and her hands behind her head. Dawson reached between her opened legs and felt the moisture from her earlier arousal on the palm of his hand.

“Time to get you prepared. I think you should experience an hour of enforced arousal to begin with. Then, when I get back from dropping the slave off, we’ll get down to business.”

“Yes, Master.” Sophie was perfect, able to switch from dominant mistress to submissive slave in a matter of moments.

“Okay, come with me over to the wall bars.”

Sophie obeyed and spread her legs wide in the position she knew he’d want. Then she reached her hands above her head, again spreading them wide. She waited silently while Dawson lashed her wrists to the bars behind her. She waited also, while he lashed her ankles to the lower bars, ensuring she was unable to move.

Next Dawson picked up the bar clamp from his work top and secured it to the wall bars about three inches below Sophie’s already moist labia. She was obviously turned on by being forced into this submissive position and she was already thinking about the orgasms that would flow from what she knew was about to happen. Dawson picked up the same big, black vibrator he’d used earlier on Sharon, and pushed it five inches into Sophie’s vulva, filling her up as it penetrated her.

“MMmm, oh, oh, ohhhhh!” She moaned as the initial penetration brought her to her first climax.

Dawson secured the base of the vibrator to the wall clamp, ensured there was no way she could escape its attentions and then turned the device on. The vibrations penetrated the full length of Sophie’s vagina, causing her further pleasure, a pleasure that built as she willingly submitted to the delightful torture. He body shuddered as she came again, her loud gasps of pleasure only heightening her enjoyment. She knew she had a whole hour of this to look forward to but she had been sex-starved for a number of days and she was absolutely gagging for a good seeing to. The vibrator and its persistent attentions would suffice for the moment, though she had hopes for more later – assuming her Master was pleased with her morning’s work.

Dawson reached forward and pulled the cat-mask off the woman’s head. As quickly as it was removed he covered her face with a black, cloth bag through which a mouth had been cut, allowing the woman to breathe.

“See you in about an hour,” Dawson’s distorted voice from his own mask sounded even more eerie behind the cloth bag.

“R8ight, slave girl, are you ready?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Okay, lets get to the car.” Dawson led the way from the chamber to the garage via the internal door. He ushered the woman to the front passenger door and made his own way to the driver’s seat. As he walked he fumbled in his jacket pocket.

Sharon Freeman was still fastening her seat belt when he reached across her and clamped the damp pad over her nose and mouth. She struggled for a moment until the chloroform took hold and then she stopped, her semi-conscious body making her look awake yet she was unaware of what was happening. Dawson ripped off his own mask, started the car and reversed out of the garage. Back in the chamber, Sophie was enjoying another, pussy-busting orgasm, her craving for sex, making her try to force the vibrator ever-deeper into her cunt, in the hope it would touch some new area causing her even more arousal.

Her groans of pleasure remained confined to the chamber and as she peaked again, Dawson drove the other woman back to her house. It took him just over ten minutes to cover the distance. He parked outside her small one-bedroom house and helped her to the front door. She was groggy, almost drunk and he knew she would not be able to recognise him. He’d already found the front door key in her bag the previous evening and it took just a few seconds to open the door. He helped the woman indoors and sat her in her armchair. He unbuttoned her blouse, exposed her breasts and then parted her legs wide open. She looked just the way he wanted her to so he stepped back and took a picture of her – the slave girl in training, after her first session. It would look good for any clients he might arrange for her.

Dawson did, of course, have hours of footage from the training sessions themselves, every minute of what had happened having been recorded on CD so he could send pictures of the woman to whomever, whenever.

When he’d finished, Dawson left the printed sheet of A4 on her small table. ON it was neatly typed the words:

 

Remember:

This Is Your Destiny Now – to Obey Your Master

 

Dawson closed the front door behind him and began the journey back to his home and the next training session on his agenda for the day. He was going to teach the impetuous Sophie Halton a lesson she would not forget – she too was going to discover her destiny.






CHAPTER 6
Dawson drove slowly on the way back. On the way he found a lay-by, pulled in and made the phone call to Nashuwa.

“Hey, Nashuwa my man, it’s Greg. How’s you?”

“Good, man, good. You got news for me?”

“Sure do, Nash. The slave is ready for you. Like we agreed, yeah, and you tell me if she causes any problems.”

“Okay, man, when and where?” The voice was deep, rich, Afro-Caribbean in tone and the man behind it oozed power, even over the mobile phone.

“Wednesday, nine o’clock in the evening. That all right for you?”

“Yeah, man, can’t wait. And you say she’ll do anything?”

“Yeah – if she doesn’t then let me know and I’ll make sure she does in the future.”

“All right to take a couple of mates with me?”

“Yeah.” Dawson gave the man the address where Sharon lived. “And don’t forget,” he added, “if she’s no use to me after you’ve finished with her then I’ll be onto you. You know the rules, Nash.”

“Sure thing, man, and no problem – just a couple of mates wanting a bit of a party.”

“Okay Nash. Give me a ring afterwards and let me know how it went – and have a good time.”

Dawson ended the call, smiled to himself and continued the journey back to Sophie Halton. As he drove back, he wondered what Sharon Freeman would think about having three black men knock on her door the following Wednesday. Dawson had no doubt that it would be an evening she would never forget and it would be quite an initiation into her new destiny as a slave.

***
Dawson pulled the car into his garage and pressed the button on the remote to close the door behind him. He went indoors and made himself a cup of tea before going into the lounge. He switched on the television and located the channel that gave him the picture he wanted of the chamber. He sat there and sipped his tea while he watched Sophie responding again to the intimate attentions of the black vibrator inserted deep in her vulva. Even though her head was covered by the dark, cloth bag, and Dawson still had not fixed the sound part of the transmission, it was evident that the woman was still getting off in a big way. Dawson sat back and watched for a further ten minutes while he drank the tea. She was coming at regular intervals, her sex-starved body demanding more and more climaxes.

Finally Dawson stirred himself into action. He’d made his plans and his cock was rigid like a metal pole tearing at his pants. Dawson strode purposefully into the chamber.

“I’m back, he said. How’s your pussy?”

“Fine, God this is so gooooooood!” She tensed her body as her vulva contracted again.

“Good, well I think it’s time to teach you some more.”

“Yes, master,” she agreed with him.

“To begin with,” Dawson walked up to the woman, “we’ll loosen your top.” He found the Velcro pads on the shoulder tops, pulled them apart and let the corset-styled garment fall to the ground. Under it the woman was naked, her own nipple rings glistening in the same way as they had done the day Dawson had fitted them for her.

“Next, I’ll teach you how to flog a slave.” He picked up the flogger and brought it swishing down across the woman’s left breast. “You have to get the pain bit just right. You do that by making sure the ends of the straps connect with the tissue, and not the flat of the strap.

“Yeeeoowww,” she moaned as the sudden connection between the nine straps of the flogger and her soft breast tissue took place.

“Like that,” Dawson said. “All it takes is practice. You were just making too much contact with the flat of the strap. You see how easy it is with practice.” He swished the ends of the straps across both the woman’s breasts, bringing tears to her eyes though she only moaned and did not yell out again.

“And that,” Dawson added as he brought the flogger to bear again a couple of times. “Now, do you want me to train you as a proper slave?”

“Yes please, master, if you will.”

“Very well, but you realise it will place you in the same situation as Sharon who was just here. I would expect you to repay me by seeing clients who are after slave types.”

“It would be an honour for me to consider you think I am fit for that purpose, Master.”

Sophie Halton had come a long way in a short space of time. From discovering her more submissive side, to exploring her dominant side and deciding she liked both – to now wanting to be Dawson’s slave.

“I have no doubt you will make an excellent slave – it’s just most don’t do it willingly.”

“Oh, but I am willing. Please test me to the limit – I’ll show you how willing I am.”

“Very well,” Dawson said as he brought the flogger down on her bare breasts again. He delivered another six strokes, turning her pale breasts bright pink as each flail added more colour to her skin.

After he’d flogged her chest, Dawson removed the vibrator and clamp. Then he removed the cover on her head, untied the woman and waited while she massaged the circulation back into her arms.

“Come and stand in the middle of the room and open your legs. Then squat down so your upper legs are horizontal with the floor.” Dawson waited while she took up position then placed his stool in front of her. “You can use the stool to maintain your balance.”

Dawson located the labia clamps from his worktop and attached one to each of the woman’s labia. She was dripping wet from her earlier arousal. With the clamps secure, and she only gasped quietly when the teeth of the clamps bit into her pussy flesh, Dawson attached the weights bar to the clamps, and then added the weights, stretching her labia down towards the floor.

“Excellent, now we’ll make them swing a bit,” Dawson smiled. Dawson pulled back the short pole carrying the weights and set it in a pendulum motion in line parallel to the woman’s legs. She groaned as the weights began to stretch her labia, making her position more and more uncomfortable.

“Good,” said Dawson, hearing her discomfort. “Now, we’ll keep that going while you take my cock.” He unzipped his pants, discarded them and stood in front of the woman, straddling his stool. His cock, large and hugely erect stood stiffly to attention in front of his face.

“Lick,” he commanded. She obeyed without question, her tongue seeking out every millimetre of his manhood, so determined was she to prove her worth as a slave. Dawson waited until she had licked his shaft from tip to base.

“Now, suck me,” he commanded.

She shifted position slightly to get his cock in her mouth. Sliding the head of his cock into her mouth she grunted a muffled cry when Dawson rocked her body with his arms so as to make the pendulum swing more violently. After the muffled cry from the added pain she pushed the length of his shaft into her mouth until she could feel the tip touching the back of her throat. She held him like this and began to suck on him, rhythmically increasing and decreasing the pressure on his manhood as she sucked and then released the vacuum she was creating. Dawson let her attend to him for a couple of minutes. She was certainly good – there was no questioning her willingness and her compliance. As he stood there with his cock in her mouth Dawson began to wonder just how good she could be. He felt his cock swell under her attentions and knew he was fast approaching his orgasm. Instinctively he braced himself for the explosion. As he felt the first tell-tale twitch of his cock as the moment of culmination arrived he instinctively put his hand behind Sophie’s head to prevent her from pulling away from him.

The first spurt of come shot to the back of her mouth. Far from attempting to pull her head away from his member, Sophie pushed him further into her, devouring his manhood as he swelled and pulsed into her. She took the tip of his cock into her throat and resisted the urge to gag on it. She felt his semen slide down her throat in pulses and she held him there until his orgasm was over. Only then did she release her grip on his manhood, sliding it out of her mouth slowly, licking the come from the end of his member as she finally let him slip out of her. She was smiling slightly, but immediately looked up to him for approval – a true slave who knows her place.

“Not bad at all,” said Dawson, a comment which Sophie took as high praise indeed from her Master. “Now, I think we should tag you, don’t you?”

“Yes, Master, if you think I am worthy of it.”

“Oh, yes, definitely. Right, over to the table and lie down like you saw Sharon when you first arrived. I don’t think I’ll need to tie you down for this but we will need the stirrups in place.”

“Yes, Master,” she stood up and waited while Dawson removed the clamps from her pussy. “Thank you,” she responded when they had been removed.

Two minutes later, Sophie Halton was in position on the smooth metal table. Her legs were wide open, feet supported in the stirrups and her cunt exposed for whatever Dawson wanted to do. What he did was exactly what he’d done to Sharon earlier. He took the speculum, inserted it into her vagina and then opened it up so as to have a good view of her tunnel.

“Okay, this will hurt a bit, but try and be brave.” The syringe needle was long and broad enough to be used to eject the microchip the fluid in the syringe was transporting. “Now, brace yourself,” he muttered as he pushed the syringe into her vagina. He located the muscular wall and pushed the needle into it. The woman flinched as it entered her body but other than griping the sides of the table she gave no other reaction. She felt the cold sting of the liquid as the microchip was carried into the muscle wall.

“Done,” said Dawson as he removed the needle and then the speculum. We’ll give that a minute to settle down and then see where it is.”

“Thank you, Master. So, when do I start working for you – to repay the debt I owe you for this device?”

“As soon as I am ready for you. Like Sharon you will have to wait until I have a client for you, but it won’t be many days. Actually, as well as sending you the dominant types I could also direct some subs to you as well – you have what it takes to bring them into line.”

“Sort of Personal Services, then?”

“Yes and no. What you do is strictly not for cash so you can’t be accused of anything. Right, let’s see where the chip is.”

Dawson picked up the small scanner and played it across her stomach and pubic area. Finally he got the tag identifier to display and a blip that related to the point of insertion.

“Okay, that’s you sorted. Now I can keep an eye on your activity too.”

Dawson helped her feet out of the stirrups.

“I don’t know – what a day,” he muttered. “One enforced slave and another who’s so willing it’s just not true. Still, that’s life.”

“Is there anything else you require of me, Master?”

“Yes, actually there is, but I need a cup of tea first, so you can have a rest in the cage for half an hour.”

Dawson opened the cage door, Sophie climbed in and heard the grille close behind her. Dawson pushed home the padlock and left Sophie to have a rest.

After the previous night’s exertions and the events of the day so far, Dawson was feeling tired. He was also determined to see just how far he could push Sophie Halton, to find out just what she’d do. He needed the rest first, though.

***
Dawson retired to the lounge to have the drink. As he sipped the tea he relaxed a little and let his mind wander. The arrival of Sophie Halton and her revelation had spurred him into forwarding plans that had been festering in his mind for some time. He was convinced there were more Sophies out there – closet submissive types, he called them – just waiting for the opportunity to fulfil both their own desires and also to satisfy those who would dominate them. He brought his dream back into focus – a camp where such women would be auditioned and then, if successful, they would be trained in the art of satisfying very particular and demanding customers. Of course, they would be well paid as an incentive, but the initial problem he had always faced was finding such women in the first place. Sophie was the first and she had come to him on the basis of a recommendation. Perhaps, just perhaps others would follow, until he had enough to make a start on the venture.

His mind drifted to the conversation he’d had with Nashuwa a few weeks back. Nashuwa was someone who had particular tastes and a particular fetish he wished to be able to live out. In Sharon Freeman, Dawson hoped Nashuwa would begin to fulfil his fantasy of being the black man in charge of a white slave. Indeed, thought Dawson, Nashuwa and some of his friends would be perfect clients for the camp he was planning. Dawson had no feelings for Freeman – she was a woman who’d lied and cheated her way through life to get what she wanted. She’d then squandered what she had purloined and now she was so scared of what might happen to her in the future that she would do almost anything asked of her. Indeed, at about this time, Dawson thought, the effects of the sedative should be wearing off. She’d be waking up and realising she was at home, realising someone had taken her there – had access to the house even. She’d be looking down at the nipple rings and her swollen and bruised sex, remembering the torture of the past night and day, realising that her life had suddenly taken a turn and that she was now someone else’s plaything.

Of course, she would believe the lie he’d spun on the microchip. Other than being a standard chip used to tag animals, it gave Dawson no more information other than identifying the woman when a scanner was placed over her stomach. The fact was, she didn’t know that and Dawson could use his remote scanner to simulate any pattern of activity he chose. One day, he thought, he’d pay her a visit as a client, say he’d been asked to scan her and then question her about some make-believe sexual activity that showed up.

It was all in her mind, and while it remained there, Dawson knew she would not dare masturbate or indulge in any sexual activity that was not sanctioned by himself. After all, she would assume that any such activity would lead to more torture – far worse than anything Nashuwa and his friends would inflict on the woman when they visited her in just a few days time.

Good old Nashuwa, Dawson mused. A gentle giant if ever there was one, until it came to expressing his sexual fantasies and wanting to enact them. Then, and only then, did his large nostrils flare as his cock stiffened, ready to inflict suffering and pain on the white girls he so longed to get revenge on.

***
The tea break over, Dawson went back to the chamber. It was now late afternoon and he still had a busy evening ahead of him. There was one other client who demanded his attentions that day – a client he could not resist visiting if only because part of her training involved a long, prolonged all-over body massage using fragrant oils and hot towels. She gave the massage and depending on how good it made Dawson feel the harder he spanked her afterwards. Indeed the rules were, the better she performed, the harder she got spanked. It had seemed strange to Dawson at first, but he had grown to know the workings of the woman’s mind and could now accept her need to serve in a loving way and to then be spanked as her reward for a job well done.

The chamber door opened as Dawson entered it for the last time that day. Sophie was still crouched in the cage and she looked up demurely as Dawson approached her.

“What is your intention, Master?” She spoke softly.

“Crawl out of the cage,” Dawson spoke as he removed the padlock. Sophie responded silently and crawled into the middle of the floor. “I almost hat e having to do this to you, but I need to know how far you can go. You are at liberty to ask me to stop at any point you choose. If you pass this test then I have something to offer you, in addition to some clients and a pay-packet.”

“Yes, Master, I understand. What do you want me to do?”

Kneel where you are with your legs wide open.” She complied. “Put your hands behind your head.” Again there was no protest.

Dawson wheeled the narrow trolley in between her legs. On the top of it was a large screw and attached to the screw was a clamp. The clamp was at the bottom of the screw. Into the clamp Dawson inserted a white candle, about six inches tall. He lit the wick and then position the low trolley between the woman’s legs. Then he pressed a button on the side of the trolley and the screw started turning. As it did so, the candle started to rise slowly, the flame getting closer with every passing second to the woman’s sex.

“The idea is to see how much heat torture you can take. The candle will continue to rise until you ask me to stop it.”

“Yes, Master,” she murmured, beginning to feel the warmth from the candle on the insides of her legs.

Dawson stood back and watched as the flame was raised on the turning screw. He figured she’d be able to withstand it until the flame was quite close to her sex and so he stood there ready to intervene. He watched the flickering flame intently as it rose inexorably towards the woman’s labia, its heat threatening to burn her flesh. So engrossed was Dawson that he did not notice the woman had closed her eyes and was now breathing in short, shallow breaths, a picture of serenity as the flame grew every closer to her flesh.

After a minute the flame had risen nearly two inches. The tip was barely an inch below her pouting lips and yet she remained calm and detached from what was happening. A further half minute passed and the heat from the flame was now beginning to burn her wispy pubis hairs. They curled and sizzled as the tip of the flame, the hottest part, touched them. Still she remained calm, as if determined that the flame would not hurt her. It rose upwards, the flame now licking at her pussy lips.

Dawson could smell the start of freshly burnt flesh as the woman failed to respond. It was more than he could cope with. With one kick of his shoe he kicked the candle out of the way, extinguishing the flame as he did so.

“Enough!” He shouted in frustration. “How the fuck did you resist that? No one ever survives the rising flame, it’s just too painful.”

“I am a student in hypnosis. When I knew you were going to really test me I simply focused my mind on something else.”

“Interesting. Can you do that for anything you want?”

“Pretty much, yes. I used it the first day when I met you. It helped me overcome my worst fears – though now I don’t have to use it as the feelings make me so horny and my body desires to explore this way of life ever deeper.”

“Hmm, okay, one final test. Get up off the floor and go and kneel on the table, again with your legs wide apart.”

She complied readily, while Dawson sorted out the sorry remains of the candle. Then, he took up position behind the woman – her facing away from him. With his right hand he felt momentarily between her legs, parting her labia and then, with his left hand he inserted the butt-plug fully into her vulva.

“Ooohhhh,” she gasped at the rude intrusion.

“Let’s see if you can focus off the pain with this,” Dawson sneered.

He parted the woman’s cheeks, lined up her tightly shut anus with his erection and thrust deep into her without ceremony. Her sphincter muscle gave way as he entered her, but not quick enough for the muscle not to be torn.

“Yeeeoooowwww,” she shrieked at the intense pain. The shriek, though, was short lived. By the time Dawson was half into her rectum she was backing onto him, encouraging him to fill her up.

“Come on then, Master, show this little slave what a real man you are. That’s right, fill me right up. That’s a good master, make your slave know who’s boss.”

Dawson stood there perplexed. This was not part of his game plan. She was supposed to scream and plead for mercy, supposed to beg him to remove the member that had so rudely ruptured her. Instead, she was lapping up the pain, driving her arse back onto his cock as hard as she could, the sensation of the butt-plug up her vulva rubbing against the cock up her backside bringing her to climax after climax.

“Come on, Master, I know you want to fill me up – so do it!” She panted hard as she thrust back on Dawson’s penis.

She was revelling in the moment so Dawson decided to reciprocate. Grabbing her thighs he started thrusting hard an firm into her bum. The thin trickle of blood dripped onto the edge of the table below where he had ruptured her.

She was tight though slick and Dawson was rapidly getting closer to his second orgasm that afternoon. He punched his phallus deep into her rectum time after time, pounding her as she reached one climax after another. Suddenly, just as Dawson was getting ready to fire his bolt deep within her, Sophie gushed the clear liquid of her own ejaculation out from the edges of the plug in her cunt.

It was the end for Dawson. Unable to hold back any further, he grabbed the woman’s hips and plunged his cock even deeper into her, causing her to gasp as the end of the shaft opened up her anus even more. With his cock buried in her backside, Dawson came violently. As his orgasm erupted inside her, he pulled her back so strongly that he felt her buttocks move sideways as his body crushed into hers. His pubic bone was now right up against her anus, his cock jerking wildly inside her as he shot his semen deep into her body.

After five or sic spurts Dawson withdrew, sated, momentarily exhausted and utterly bewildered.

“Christ,” he panted, “ you make one helluva good slave.”

“Thanks, Master,” she gasped back. Did I pass the test?”

“And some,” Dawson replied, still breathless from the exertion.

“So, do I get my clients?”

Lucky bastards, whoever they are, Dawson thought.

“Yeah, you get your clients, just as soon as I can find them for you.”

Dawson wondered if the mighty Nashuwa would be able to crack this particular white girl – he doubted it, but decided to make the offer one day.

***
It was evening and Dawson was enjoying the much-needed massage that Melanie was offering him. Mel was about thirty years old and had a particular fetish for massaging a man all over. She’d first contacted Dawson a few months previously as a result of a conversation with a friend. Mel wanted to taste corrective action therapy as she had always wondered what it would be like to receive a good old fashioned spanking from a real man. Her friend, Kate, had been subjected to such a spanking as a result of her husband contacting Dawson and asking him to attend to his errant wife’s rear. Dawson had been happy to oblige and Kate had given testimony to the fact that Dawson was a real man and had punished her severely in their front room while her husband had sat back and watched. Actually, such punishment had taken place on three occasions and each time Dawson had just done what was asked of him – a good old-fashioned over-the-knee hand spanking, though on the third occasion he had also used a ping-pong paddle to increase the corrective action therapy.

When Kate had told Mel about the spankings Mel had got very aroused. For a reason unknown to her she had asked for Dawson’s number, had phoned him and told him she had always longed to find out what a good old-fashioned spanking was like. Dawson had obliged and at the end of the first meeting in her studio flat, her buttocks had glowed a healthy pink colour after a session with Dawson’s hand.

Then, Mel had made a strange suggestion. She had always had a fetish to massage a man all over. Could they link that with her desire to be spanked? The better the massage the harder the spanking?

Heck, Dawson had thought, it takes all sorts to make the world go round, so he had agreed. They had formed an agreement that he would visit her every Sunday evening at eight o’clock. He kept careful records of the session – the massage, content, depth, relaxation quality and other ephemeral nonsense and then the number of spanks delivered and their intensity, in which position and whether by hand or other implement. Secretly Dawson had decided to make each session slightly harder and more painful than the previous one and sod the quality of the massage. He knew she’d always try to improve on the previous session so he wasn’t complaining – all he had to do was deliver the requisite punishment afterwards.

Now, Dawson lay on his stomach in the middle of her single bed. He was stark naked and his skin glistened softly in the soft light of the room fro the oil that had already been rubbed into his back.

Melanie knelt over him, her fingers massaging the tension out of his shoulders and away from the nape of his neck. This, thought Dawson, is what a real slave should spend her time doing. Her fingers probed into the shoulder muscles, seeking out the tight knots and kneading them until the knots softened. When she’d finished with the shoulders she moved down his back, taking it a bit at a time, massaging and stroking every inch of him until she reached his buttocks. Then she stopped and started using the gentle chopping motion of her hands across the area she had massaged, before smoothing it once again with her attentive finger tips.

Then she started on his legs, massaging each in turn, using a little oil to ensure she did not cause too much friction between his and her skin. When she’d finished with both legs she lifted a foot and began to massage the ball of the foot with her fist. She was firm but kind, knowing Dawson was enjoying the experience.

“Is that good,” she asked as she pummelled the ball of his foot with her fist..

“Mmm, yes, really good, you naughty girl.” Dawson had lifted his head to speak and now let it drop back onto the pillow.

‘Okay, turn over,” she whispered in his ear some minute later. Dawson had almost fallen asleep with the effects of the scented oil and her gentle massage. He rolled over, revealing a huge erection, one doubtless brought on by the exquisite attentions he had been receiving for over ten minutes.

“We’ll start the front with your head.”

Mel positioned herself on the bed, squatting just behind Dawson’s head. He felt her fingers as they worked into his forehead and then around the temples and his cheeks. He closed his eyes and relaxed while she performed her work of art on his body. He felt her hands on his chest and then his abdomen, massaging, soothing, caressing. She was definitely pulling out the stops for him, determined he would spank her hard.

Then her hand was on his cock. She massaged the full length of his erect girder, softly at first and oh so slowly. Her hand glided up his shaft, gripped him more firmly and stroked him as it slid down his thick member. She carried on doing this for some minutes, waiting for him to moan with pleasure. Indeed, the pleasure built within him so much so that when she blew cool air over the tip of his penis he moaned for her.

Still stroking his cock, Melanie leaned forward and licked his balls. Dawson parted his legs as she went down between them, tickling his testicles with her tongue, wetting them all over, before taking each in her mouth in turn and nibbling playfully on it. Then her mouth turned its attention to his manhood. Sliding it inside her mouth she sucked long and hard.

With all the attention he’d been given, Dawson could hold back no longer. With a twitch of his cock he came in her mouth. His semen spurted into her mouth and dribbled out round the side of his shaft, dripping back onto his stomach. The woman waited until his orgasm had subsided before swallowing what remained in her mouth and then licking up what had dribbled onto his body.

“Did you enjoy that?” She asked, straightening up to observe that Dawson had his eyes closed, still seemingly enjoying the moment.

“Uh-huh,” he mumbled, opening one eye to look at the woman who was still hovering over his body. “Yeah, that was really good,” he added as he slowly returned to normality. “You should take that up professionally.”

“What, the oral sex bit?” She laughed gently.

“No, though that was good – I meant the massage bit. Now, I suppose you want your reward.”

“Ooohhh, yes please Mr Dawson, sir,” she went into naughty schoolgirl mode – something she did whenever it was time for her to receive her spanking.

“I think a hand spanking followed by a good all-over-arse paddling tonight. We could even progress to the cane if you wish.”

“Oooooo, whatever you think I deserve, Mr Dawson, sir.” She replied, licking her lips. “Where do you want to punish me, sir?”

“Well, seeing as we are up her already, I see no reason not to do it with you over my lap whilst I sit on the edge of the bed – at least for the hand spanking bit.”

“Very good, sir,” she commented, “shall I get into position for you now?”

“Yeah.” Dawson sat up, shuffled to the end of the bed and waited for the woman to completely undress. It was one of her habits. Dawson only required that she presented a bare backside for her punishment but she always chose to strip totally naked for him. When she was naked she came over to him, positioned herself over his lap, feeling his semi-erect cock against her flesh, and waited for him to start.

He started by feeling her buttock cheeks all over.

“Now,” he said, “you have been a very, very naughty girl and you will be severely punished.”

“Yes, sir,” she said quietly, waiting for the delightful first contact of his hand on her pale buttock flesh. She knew he’d turn her bum bright red and that the stinging pain needed to do that would make her climax time and again as each fresh stroke brought her the release she so craved. The paddling would more heat to the punishment site, bringing her even greater pleasure. As for the caning, she imagined being bent over double with her sex and arse exposed to Dawson.

“If only,” she thought to herself, as she felt his hand rising into the air, “he’d take me up my bottom when he’s finished punishing me.”

 

The End
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