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Chapter 1

 


He'd
studied her and researched her very carefully of course, as he did
with all of them. That was a part of the pleasure, a part of the
enjoyment. There wasn't much that made him happy nowadays. he liked
his football and he was still at even at his age a very active man.
He ran and cycled and swam and was secretly quite contemptuous of
those plump, weak. pasty bodies that he passed so frequently. He
supposed it was his army background. Long ago he'd been taught the
value of regular exercise, of organisation, of discipline and those
hard-learned lessons had largely stayed with him. And so had
several others, subterfuge for one. Right now, for example, he was
shuffling down the high street looking every inch the helpless
elderly old gentleman that he wished to portray. His normal gait
was a firm, sprightly march as benefiting someone who had only
recently returned from a walking holiday in the Harz
Mountains.

He was
quite a big man as well, raw-boned and strong-looking, but he'd
practised walking with a slight stoop and now he was convincing. He
hadn't shaved that morning and with a scruffy-looking cap pulled
over one eye and a grubby Macintosh he looked and indeed felt, ten
years older than his actual age. The plastic bag he carried in his
left hand stuffed with something unidentifiable merely added to the
effect. He wandered along the pavement, pausing only to admire a
selection of slip-on shoes in a window display and at the same time
to check in the reflection that he was attracting absolutely no
attention. Fifty metres down the road he paused outside his
destination and then slowly hauled himself up the small flight of
steps that led into the town's reasonably sized library. He made
his way to the rack of that morning's newspapers, made his
selection and then shuffled over to an empty chair that commanded a
good view of the entire floor. He opened his newspaper and
pretended to read it.

He quite
liked the library, it was warm and welcoming on that brisk autumn
morning. it was also where Gillian lived. That was her name,
Gillian Brown, her colleagues often called her Gilly, although he
had quite another name in mind for her. At the moment Gilly had a
50% chance of being his new girl. It was between her and a
luscious-looking redhead who worked in an office seventy miles
away, named Rebecca. Right now he slightly preferred Rebecca, she
was younger and better-looking and her milky-white skin would mark
quite beautifully in his opinion.

But
there again, there was something about Gillian that appealed to
him. She dressed in a very business-like, professional manner as
befitted the manager of the library, but then so did Rebecca, so
did all his girls in fact, that was a basic requirement. He liked
his young ladies to be authority figures, part of the management
team at least. So much more satisfying that way.

 


Gillian
ticked those boxes, but that wasn't all. She had a cut-glass,
upper-class accent that was used to giving orders and having those
orders obeyed. But, so did her office-based rival sat unaware those
seventy or so miles away. However, what Gillian did have was an
attitude. An innate sort of self-certainty that only breeding and
expensive schools could supply.

This
manifested itself in all sorts of ways, she could be quite short
with the customers, rude sometimes, and quite sarcastic with her
own staff who she clearly looked down upon. Her job had a certain
degree of importance but she evidently saw it as a stepping stone
to something better and therefore she had no need to cultivate or
even befriend her staff. He'd sat and watched her at work several
times in several different guises, so he had a good idea of how she
worked.

But
Rebecca, beautiful Rebecca had piercing green eyes and was fresh
out of university. That's where she'd first caught his eye, tall
and leggy in her cute, short netball uniform. On her way to
practise with the other girls. He'd made a distinct effort not to
stare but it wouldn't have mattered if he had done. The young
ladies probably didn't even notice his existence, and even if they
had he was only someone's sad old, unthreatening granddad. Right?
he couldn't help but smile to himself as he stared out of the
window, turning over the options in his mind.

"Do you
mind...sir?

He
looked up to see Gillian Brown starring down at him, her cold blue
eyes expressionless

The
'sir' was a very last minute decision.


"Erm...I...I'm sorry. What was that...?" he cupped his hand
behind his ear in a convincing pastiche of a slightly bewildered
old gent.

"If
you've quite finished with that newspaper?"

"This
one? I was just about..."

She
leaned down and snatched it from his hand.

"Yes,
that one. One of our regulars needs it. If you don't mind?
Sir."

"I...I'm
sorry, Mrs...erm." He peered at her name badge pinned to her left
breast as if he couldn't quite make it out.

"That's
Miss Brown," she corrected him.

She
sniffed as she took in his dishevelled appearance and then turned
away without another word.

The man
turned slowly back to the view out of the window and slowly
exhaled. He was angry in a sense, annoyed at her sheer
unadulterated rudeness. But also relieved, his difficult decision
had been made for him. Darling Rebecca would have to wait for
another day. On his meandering way back to the train station he
found an un-vandalised telephone box and made a thirty second call.
In the train he went into the bathroom and removed his cap and
overcoat. he replaced them with a smart tweed jacket and a
respectable cloth cap from his bag.

A quick
wash in the sink and a shave with his electric razor and he was
presentable again, a smart, retired, eminently respectable senior
citizen proudly wearing what looked like a Regimental tie. He
removed his blue contact lenses and popped on a pair of
steel-framed, rectangular spectacles that emphasised his hazel
eyes, and hoped that nobody noticed the scuffs and dirt on his
cheap shoes. Finally he put the plastic bag, the coat and the cup
into a canvas bag and then calmly retook his seat. he sat and
stared out of the window. So much planning still to do, but now the
wheels were well and truly in motion.


Chapter 2

 


The
whistle sounded and the game kicked off, he settled back into his
seat to enjoy the big game that night, a derby between the two
giants of Spanish football. He glanced at the match day programme
in his hand, the date on the cover would be etched on his brain
forever. 1300 kilometres away, at that precise moment a young woman
was just climbing into a taxi cab.

Three
weeks later, after a very enjoyable holiday in Spain, the man
returned to his house to find a large, solid box in his garage.
He'd used the same delivery team, they were solid and reliable and
discrete. He'd never met them of course but they did obviously know
where he lived. His first job, even before the almost unbearably
exciting task of opening the box, was to transfer an eye-wateringly
large amount of money via his Bitcoin account. When that was done
he forced himself to make a cup of tea and then slowly drink it
until the ache in his turgid cock couldn't be ignored any
longer.

With his
heart beating wildly he checked that his security arrangements were
all in order before strolling out to the garage. He took a crowbar
and forced the lid. He tore it off and found himself looking at a
pair of terrified blue eyes. She was on her knees with her hands
bound behind her. The frame she was attached by her knees and
ankles was bolted to the solid wooden crate. She was gagged and
that was held in place by a large leather strap that covered her
face from nose to chin. The leather sleeve that was used to bind
her arms was linked to the thick strap.

The man
smiled down at her,

"Welcome
to your new home, slut."


***

She
knelt compliantly at his feet. Clearly the three weeks she'd spent
with her two captors had taught her something at least. She was
still naked and he'd left the gag in. Her arms were still
restrained. tears were sliding out of her eyes and down her cheeks.
A sight that warmed even his cynical old heart. Her head dropped,
but he raised it by the simple expedient of putting a finger under
her chin and then raising it so that their eyes met. There wasn't
the vaguest spark of recognition in them, just more tears. Roughly
he pulled her head down and unbuckled the gag. He left her arms
still bound. She gasped in lungfuls of air and panted.

 


"Please,
please..."


Slaapp!

His hand
cracked across her left cheek.

"Be
quiet, Slut. You will not speak without permission or unless asked
a direct question. Understood?"

She
nodded quickly but then remembered her training just in
time.

"Yes,
sir."

He
smiled, she didn't look quite so snooty now, with her red face
covered in snot and tears. With a certain amount of deliberation
his left hand shot out and slapped her right cheek. She howled and
tumbled to one side. He simply took a firm hold of her blonde hair
and hauled her upright again.

"If I
was to but you back in your crate again and return you to those
people who sent you here, what do you think they'd do to
you?"

She felt
her guts turn to iced water. Those two horrible people, a man and a
woman had half-starved her and beaten her and kept her in a cage in
the pitch black. They'd shouted at her and abused her and mocked
her physical appearance. Even when they weren't quite so awful and
gave her some decent food and a bed, they still terrified her. The
man hadn't been allowed to fuck her, although she could tell he
wanted to. His hands were all over her naked body, his fingers in
her private parts, his tongue licking her face. His big cock erect
in his pants and being rubbed against her.

When
they'd strapped her to the bench again and the woman had paddled
her bottom again until it blistered, he'd stood in front of her
with his hand wrapped in her hair and his cock rubbing up and down
her face, leaving slimy traces of his precum all over her cheeks,
smiling at her distress. Before they'd left her to sob on her own
he'd leaned down and whispered into her ear.

"Your
new owner has specifically required us not to fuck you, you slut.
But if I ever see you again , I promise you that you won't be quite
so lucky. Once miss has taken the skin off your backside with her
paddle, I'll fuck all your holes until you pass out. Then the next
day we'll do it again. You sleep well now."

She
could feel bladder release and she soaked herself in her own urine
even before he'd left the room.

"They'd
b...beat me, sir. They'd punish me, please...I'll do
anything...I'll..."

He put
his large, calloused finger to her lips.

"Sssh,
control yourself. I don't want you to do anything much, merely
behave yourself and do as you're told. Can you do that,
slut?"

"Yes,
sir. I c...can, sir."

"All
we're going to do today, slut, is to find you something nice to
wear. We don't want you to catch cold now, do we?"

"No,
sir," she shook her head to confirm the point.

"We'll
have a nice shower, find you something nice to wear, and then we
can begin your first lesson. How does that sound?"

It
didn't sound great as far as she was concerned, but what was she
supposed to say?


"Th...that sounds good, sir," she whispered.

He
removed all the horrible leather straps that she was bound in and
then made her stand in a shallow tin bath in a room while he poured
lukewarm water over her head from an enamel jug. When she was
thoroughly soaked he soaped her slowly and carefully and then
rinsed her. He didn't take advantage of her even as he rubbed her
firmly between her legs and between the cheeks of her bottom. But
neither did he say a word. She took the opportunity to study him
more closely. Despite the humiliation of being washed by a stranger
her heartbeat had returned to something like normal. It raised
again when he produced a razor and some shaving foam, but calmed
slightly when he carefully shaved her pubic hairs from her sex,
leaving her bare down there for the first time in many
years.

He was
surprisingly old, she decided, at least sixty, but he was in good
physical condition. She had no doubt, for example, that he could
easily overpower her if he wanted to. His hands were very large and
strong-looking. His chest was deep and the muscles were knotted in
his arms, His face was impassive though, he seemed to be completely
in control of his emotions. He certainly didn't seem panicky or
even particularly excited. It was then that she realised he'd
probably done this before, taken other people and held them
captive. Probably in this very room, she shivered and started to
gently weep. Perhaps, she thought desperately, he's just a sad,
lonely old man who wants some company?

Within
the hour, that hopeful theory had been well and truly laid to rest.
Once out of the bath and dried, he'd led her to an armless chair
and drawn her over his knee. Wrapping a long muscular leg around
both hers he'd carefully manoeuvred her into the optimum position
before gently smoothing the twin peaks. of her pert little
buttocks. She stifled a little sob, he'd already told her once to
be quiet. She wriggled a little, and then.


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!

A sudden
flurry of heavy, open-handed slaps to her bottom. She was so
shocked that two more struck her in the same place. By the time she
could draw the necessary breath to scream he was into a comfortable
rhythm. Oh God! it hurt so much! She fought and struggled but he
was completely immovable.


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Whacckk!


Relentless and powerful, he just carried on spanking her. She
could hardly believe the pain he could generate with just the flat
of his hand. After a while he stopped but she carried on squealing
and crying. She felt like a chastised 10 year old child rather than
a mature, twenty-nine year old woman Even before she stopped
howling, he took her by the ear and led her to stand in front of an
old-blackboard which, she couldn't help but notice had what looked
like a strap and a cane hanging from a hook screwed into
it.

"Look at
the board."

She
rubbed her eyes with the backs of her hands and stared at it.
Written there was a phrase.

'Slut
always obeys without delay and doubt.'

"Read
it, Slut."

"Slut
always obeys without delay and doubt."

"Read
it, again."

"Slut
always obeys without delay and doubt."


"Again."

"Slut
always obeys without delay and doubt."

She read
it off the board twenty times in all.


"Whenever you read from this board, Slut, I want you at
attention, feet together, chin up, tits out, arse in, and your
hands behind your back."

She
struggled to obey, feeling the sting in her backside as she tensed
her buttocks.

"Not
like that, with your hands clasping the opposite elbow, yes. That's
better. Now that'd how you will always stand, unless I direct you
otherwise, understood Slut?"

"Yes,
sir."

"Read
from the board again."


"Again."

"Slut
always obeys without delay and doubt."


"Again."

She lost
track of the number of times she was required to repeat the phrase.
Eventually, he was silent. She could hear a rustling behind her,
but daren't turn around.

"Here,
Slut." He clicked his fingers and she walked quickly to wear he was
sat in a large, comfortable-looking rocking chair. He pointed to a
spot between his legs.

"Here,
at attention."

She
hoped 'at attention' meant standing stiff and erect with her arms
folded behind her was what he meant. Apparently it was.

"Repeat
the phrase."

"Slut
always obeys without delay and doubt."

He sat
forward slightly so that his chin wasn't far from her recently
denuded sex.

"Tell me
something about yourself."

She
tried to focus her mind on the question. It was the first thing
he'd demanded of her that required any thought.

"What's
your name?"

Well at
least she knew that one.


"it...it's Gillian, sir. Gillian Brown."

The
heavy-handed slap high up on her thigh took her completely my
surprise and she squealed in shock.

"Are you
an educated girl, or a stupid girl?" He asked staring her straight
in the eye.

"A...an
educated girl, s...sir." She half-closed her eyes expecting another
slap.

"Then
why doesn't an educated girl know her own name, you stupid
slut?"

She was
trembling now, unsure of herself, tongue-tied. Such an improvement,
in his opinion, over that power-suited. self-confident harridan
that used to run his favourite library.

"I...I
don't k...know, sir. S...sorry, sir."

His left
hand shot out and delivered a painful slap to her other
thigh.

"One
more chance, slut, and then you'll find out what happens to naughty
little wilful girls who disobey me."

Her
blood ran cold, she had absolutely no doubt that he would do
exactly as he said. The tears ran down her cheeks, but still her
brain refused to engage.

"Too
late, girl. Go to the blackboard and bring me the leather
loop."

Too
scared to argue, she scurried around to the blackboard and returned
with the strange instrument. It was an almost circular leather hoop
attached to a wooden handle. She didn't know what it was, but it
can't have been worse than the wicked looking cane that was also
hanging up on the board. She offered it to him and without a word
he took it and then pulled her over his knee.

She
hardly heard a sound but then felt an agonising jolt of pain, Oh
God! That really hurt! It hurt ten times more even than his heavy,
calloused hand. Another, a second, a third. She was already begging
for mercy, squirming and struggling over his brown corduroy pants.
She couldn't stand it any longer. The pain was so bad, like nothing
she'd ever endured before.

"No...no
more, please...I beg you..." She blurted out before she realised
he'd actually stopped.

"Get
back up, at attention." He ordered without any sort of emotion, as
if she'd just asked him his opinion about the weather.


Scrambling off his knees she resisted the temptation to grab
both her bottom cheeks in an attempt to soothe them. That hadn't
been allowed by her two captors, so she doubted very much if it
would be allowed here. She stood as erect as possible, hoping to
make him happy.

"One
more chance, Slut. Another wrong answer and you'll get 6 more
strokes and then 12 and so on. But because I'm a reasonable man I'm
going to give you a clue. Gillian Brown was your old name, Slut.
What do you think your new name should be, Slut? You've got ten
seconds to tell me what this girl's called now."

Oh, God!
What did he mean, what did the mad old bastard want from
her?

"Seven,
six, five... Better think, Slut."

Suddenly
the penny dropped.

"This
girl's new name is Slut, sir."

For one
terrible second she thought she'd made another error. He looked at
her over his spectacles with a grim expression on his
weather-beaten old face. She felt like wetting herself in sheer
terror. he slowly reached down by the side of his chair and fumbled
around. Oh no! He was looking for that dreadful strap thing that
he'd just tortured her backside with! Tears of self-pity rolled
slowly down her cheeks. Suddenly he sat back up. In his hand was a
skimpy piece of white cloth which he tossed in her
direction.


"Congratulations, girl. You've just earned yourself your
first piece of clothing in this house," he said not
unkindly.

She held
it up, it was a plain white T-shirt with one word emblazoned in red
in the centre of it, 'Slut'.

"What do
you say, Slut?

"Slut
says, thank you, sir. For my T-shirt, sir."

He
nodded in a paternal sort of way and gently stroked the side of
one, as yet, alabaster thigh.


Chapter 3

 


Gillian
stood to attention in front of the blackboard. She was getting much
better at it now, her thighs were only thrashed maybe two or three
times a week rather than the six or seven that was common when she
was learning her role. This was supported by the fact that she now
scampered around the room in a pair of tight, pink shorts as well
as her pristine white T-shirt. She'd earned them by first of all
learning and then more importantly, carrying out her second
instruction. The first part was relatively easy, he'd bent her over
her bedroom box and then paddled her bare bottom until it first
went bright red, then blistered and then finally ended up a
subdued, bruised purple colour. Then he'd made her stand in front
of the blackboard and repeat exactly one hundred times the phrase,
'Slut always looks HIM lovingly in the eye'.

When she
was done he directed her to stand in front of him with her hand
held out palm upwards and supported by her other hand. Taking his
cane, he fixed her eyes with his and then brought the cane
whistling down onto the librarian-soft palm of her right hand. She
shrieked and thrust her hand desperately under her armpit to try
and alleviate the dreadful sting.

"Repeat
your phrase, Slut."

Gillian
realised what she'd done straightaway. The shocking pain delivered
by the cane had made her look away.


"P...please, sir...It hurt so m...much, sir!"

"Repeat
your phrase, Slut."

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye, sir."

"You
know what 'always' means, don't you Slut? What with you being an
intellectual? Going to a posh university and all?"

She
nodded, tearfully. She hated it when he referred to her old life so
casually.


"Y...yes, sir. Sorry, sir."

She knew
he liked her to grovel. Sometimes he was lenient with her if he
considered she was truly repentant. She often wondered what had
made him this way, so hateful, so aggressive towards women. Did he
just hate her for some reason she was unaware of, or did he hate
all women? perhaps it was just ambitious, successful women that he
felt intimidated by? Did he resent her university
education?

No doubt
that behind his emotionless mask there was some damaged little man
determined to take out his pent-up frustration on her. Right now
though, it wasn't a discussion she wanted to have. She just wanted
to get though this dreadful business and at least make an attempt
to restart her old life.

"Sorry
isn't any use. I set you a challenge and you fall at the first
hurdle. I can see I'm going to have to punish you again, if only
for your own good."

"Please,
sir...pleeeease, I'm begging you..."

"Shut
up!" He ordered brusquely

He
looked at his wristwatch.

"We're
going to have lunch now. In one hour you're going back over your
box and I'm going to paddle you again. Only much more firmly this
time, it seems that's the only way to make a simple lesson fix
inside your empty little head."

He
leaned forward and tapped her head with a long, calloused
digit.

She
could still remember that second session even now. He'd made her
prepare lunch in the kitchen while he sat and read. He'd watched
her to make sure she ate and drank everything, despite the fact
that her stomach was churning with fear. She looked at the clock on
the wall as if somehow she could will the arms of the clock to stop
their relentless motion. She forced the last remnants of her
sandwich into her mouth and then swallowed it using the last dregs
of the thin orange squash he'd provided for her. In the quietness
of the room she could actually hear the clock ticking, slowly
counting down her fate and interrupted by the occasional rustle as
he turned a page on the book he was reading.

And her
fate was certain, there was no doubt about that. When he said he
was going to do something, he invariably did it. When he promised
one hour for lunch, that's what she got not a minute more or less.
When he told her that after a particular lesson she would have to
write out her given mantra 500 times, that's what she had to do.
When he told her that after those lines she would spend the next
thirty minutes sucking, licking, and adoring his veined old cock,
that's exactly how her time would be spent. There was no way out,
there was no way of avoiding his decision. Weeping and begging, she
realised, only excited him more. The only thing to do was to simply
obey him.

He
looked at his wristwatch again.

"It's
time, girl. Get your pretty little backside back over your
box."

She felt
sick to her stomach. He didn't shout or yell at her, he merely told
her what he wanted. In a way that made it all the more terrifying.
He was clearly used to giving orders and having them obeyed. Even
in the relatively short time since he'd removed her from her old
life, the idea of disobeying one of his commands seemed entirely
ludicrous. Shakily she got to her feet and ran back into what he
liked to call 'the playroom'. He liked her to run everywhere, she'd
noticed. As if she was a small child rather than a grown
woman.

She went
to her box, her brightly-painted, pink trunk complete with bolts,
padlocks, and a little viewing panel. The box was one of the few
things she'd fought him over. She lost that particular battle of
course, a very thorough, prolonged caning generally has the effect.
But the idea of the box genuinely terrified and repelled
her.

The clue
was in the legend painted on the side of it, 'Slut's bedroom'. When
she'd first seen then she was a little confused. What on earth did
it mean, surely he wasn't expecting her to...? Unfortunately he was
expecting her to sleep every night trussed up inside a box with a
lid. How she'd kicked and fought that first night. How she'd
screamed and begged not to be locked inside it. But once he'd spent
half the evening spanking and then caning her into submission, it
was almost a welcome feeling to hear the lid slam, the padlocks
fastened and to be left alone for a while with just her thoughts
and her painful, bruised, backside for company. And although she
still hated the feeling of claustrophobia as she lay there on a
thin blanket, and the indignity of being treated as a pet rather
than a human being she didn't dare refuse him.

For the
time being however she was simply required to bend over it,
elevating her bright red, bare backside to the optimal height. Then
he'd gone to work on her again, this set of strokes if anything
harder than the first. Plus of course the pain from the first set
still hadn't abated. She was being paddled across the blisters and
bruises of that morning's session. She howled and screamed until
her voice went hoarse and her throat felt as if it was about to
crack. She twisted and squirmed but tried to keep her flayed
buttocks in roughly the same spot as he slowly, methodically
thrashed her.

The
paddle itself was a great big wooden one with a number of holes
drilled into it. One stroke from its unyielding, polished surface
was usually enough to make the tears start, the pain from an
extended session like that one was almost unbearable. She knew from
painful experience though that any attempt to avoid a stroke by not
presenting her bruised arse or, God forbid, protecting her bottom
with her hands would result in a fierce caning and then the paddle
being reapplied from stroke one.

When it
was done he left her to cry and squirm for a while. She could hear
the whirr of a camera as he filmed her frantic gyrations.
Eventually she was led by her ear to her place in front of the
blackboard and made to read her mantra again, and again, and
again.

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye."

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye."

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye."

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye."

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye."

''Slut
always looks HIM lovingly in the eye."

The
second time around she forced herself to keep looking at him as he
caned each hand three times, six agonising cuts that felt like
lightning strikes. Evidently she passed that test because he,
begrudgingly it seemed, threw her the pair of shorts that she was
now allowed to wear to accompany her white T-shirt.

 



Chapter 4

 


Now
after a little rest and recuperation she was back on her accustomed
spot. Feet together, head up, hands folded neatly behind her back
reading her third mantra out loud.

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

Her mind
wandered a little as endlessly repeated her demeaning little line.
Rest and recuperation in this insane house didn't extend to
literally resting or recuperating. It involved not paddling,
strapping, or caning her backside until her buttocks had healed a
little. The still left the front and back of her thighs, her
calves, her hands, and her breasts available to chastise. An
opportunity her master wasn't reluctant in any way to take
advantage of. The little leather flail had made an appearance. This
was half a dozen thin leather straps attached to a wooden handle
which, in the hands of an experienced practitioner like her master,
stung atrociously and could safely be applied to all parts of her
naked flesh with some gusto without causing any serious
damage.

It also
involved her being more and more involved in the sexual games that
her master evidently enjoyed. For a relatively elderly man, he
still had an enormous sexual drive. He looked like the sort of
entirely unthreatening, asexual middle-aged gentleman that made up
a good percentage of the clientele she had served in her former
life in the library. Like someone's benign grandfather or an old
family friend. The reality though, was far from that image, very
far indeed. He was a cruel, sadistic sexual predator without an
ounce of empathy or pity.

She'd
been taken for the sole purpose of satisfying his twisted,
perversions and his apparently endless sexual hunger. She'd gone
from refusing to give her boyfriends a blowjob to having to give
one at least twice a day. She'd gone from consensual sex on the odd
Friday or Saturday nights to being fucked every day. She'd gone
from an anal virgin to an experienced anal whore.

This new
mantra was typical of her master. Just kissing him wasn't enough,
neither was excessive enthusiasm. She was being told to kiss a man
old enough to be her grandfather as if he was her first ever lover.
He was just so vile, so horrible, and yet he seemed to know just
which buttons to push. What used to be a bit of a game for her,
teasing boys, giving or withholding her sexual favours had all been
a display of her power as a woman. She made the decisions regarding
sex and her own body, not some random man she'd just hooked up
with. It was a demonstration, as far as she was concerned, of just
how in control of the situation she was. She was the boss in work,
and she was the boss in bed. It suited her self-image to be in
charge.

Her
master though had seen through all that. It was weird, as if he
knew her in her previous life. She'd thought about that of course,
was he someone she'd fallen out with in the library or someone
she'd argued with in the street? He clearly wasn't a former lover,
he was way too old. And nor did she recognise him from any social
situation that she could recall, so in all probability she was just
a nameless victim plucked off the street. It was uncanny though how
he'd attacked her confidence and self-esteem, the very things that
she believed defined her. Now instead of being in charge she was
very much under the thumb. Rather than making decisions she was
subject to his. Rather than carefully choosing and enjoying her
sexual experiences she was fucked whenever and however he
chose

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

"Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"


Repeating the same demeaning phrase over and over again
seemed almost rational now. How else would she be able to fix the
idea in her head?

Just
then she felt him behind her, just the size of him compared to her
was so intimidating. She tried not to recoil as he licked her
ear.

"Over
your box, you little bitch. let's see if you've learned your
lesson?" He whispered.

That
familiar feel of icy fear slid into her stomach once again.
Hurriedly she obeyed, what other option did she have? She stuck out
her bare bottom again so that it was easy for him to apply whatever
instrument he had chosen. She felt the touch of something thick and
flexible on her exposed cheeks and knew at once it was the leather
strap.

"After
every stroke, repeat your mantra for me."


Thwaaackk!

Almost
before she could think, the first stroke bit deeply into the meat
of her backside

""Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"


Thwaaackk!

She
howled at the force of that one but nevertheless recovered quickly
enough.

""Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

Seconds
passed by, a minute. She could hear herself panting, her heart
racing, her buttocks roasting as if they were on fire. Was that all
he...?


Thwaaackk!

She
flung her head back and shrieked. That was the hardest of the
lot!

""Slut
never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by HIM!"

Oh God.
That hurt so much! As if the skin was being slowly peeled off her
bare bottom.


Thwaaackk!


"Aaaaarghh!" The shriek was dragged from her throat. This was
unbearable.


""S...slut never speaks UNLESS specifically demanded by
HIM!"

She
managed to squeeze out despite the tears rolling down her
face.

She
heard a rattle and then she felt a firm grip on one of her
pigtails. She was spun around on her knees so that she was facing
him. He'd opened his fly and his erect penis thrust out of it. he
pulled her onto his bulging cock and she could immediately taste
the mixture of sweat and arousal that she'd come to know so well.
The force of it jammed it into the back of her throat and she
gagged momentarily but recovered before incurring his
displeasure.

He
rammed in and out aggressively without a care for her, intent only
on emptying his balls into her reluctant mouth. He took her by both
of her foolish little pigtails and simply fucked her mouth until he
came in great gobs of thick, stinking semen. he withdrew leaving a
strands of the stuff all over her flushed, tearful face.

Laughing
he walked to his chair and retrieved another single piece of
clothing which he threw at her face. It hung there a second before
she could retrieve it. She realised it was a single white sock, the
sort of things she might have worn for PE at school.

"Wipe
your ugly face with those, slut. You're a mess."

She
obeyed his humiliating demand and then waited, still on her knees,
expectantly.

"What
are you waiting for, stupid? You've earned another piece of
clothing. Now put them on before I change my mind!"


Hurriedly she obeyed, stumbling a little as she dragged it on
and then stood there feeling and no doubt looking quite foolish in
just one, calf-length white sock. He looked her up and down with a
derisive smirk.

"You'll
do slut...for now at least."

 



Chapter 5

 


She felt
his hand brush the top of her head again, smoothing her blonde hair
almost lovingly. She made a determined effort to ignore it,
certainly not to shy away from it as she had done once or twice.
The first time she'd done so he'd paused. She didn't know him very
well then and she thought, for a second, that she'd dissuaded him
from taking that sort of liberty.

When she
thought about that now, the idea almost brought a smile to her
lips. The idea that she could in any way dictate to this man, her
master, seemed ludicrous. She was entirely in thrall to him. Rather
continuing to stroke her, he'd simply hauled her from her kneeling
position by her hair and dragged her around the room for a while
before depositing her over her box and securing her to it. That was
the first time she'd been caned. Six very slow, agonizing cuts that
made her writhe and beg. But, she realised, he was quite
implacable.

Now,
whenever she was in her customary position, kneeling by the side of
his chair with her little breasts pushed out and her arms bound
behind her back, the idea of trying to prevent him doing anything
she wished never even entered her head. In fact while he was
stroking her hair or playing with her ear, or inserting a large
finger into her mouth for her to suck on like a pacifier, he wasn't
actually beating her. Which in her new existence seemed like
something of a deal.

His
finger wrapped itself around a lock of her hair and pulled on it
gently.

"Tell me
a little more about yourself, Gilly," he demanded in his deep
baritone without bothering to raise his head from the book he was
reading.

Gilly!
She almost wet herself with the sudden shock to her nervous system.
How the hell did he know that's what the girls at work sometimes
called her? And they were the only ones that took that liberty.
She'd always been a Gillian, right the way through schools and
university. She didn't really approve of the shortened version of
her name. It sounded too familiar, common almost. But she'd
reluctantly put up with it for the sake of workplace
morale.


Workplace morale was something she'd learned about in
college. She had no real concept of the idea of teamwork or of
creating a pleasant working environment until she'd sat through
several lectures on the subject. In her mind she was always going
to be the boss of whatever situation she found herself in. And
since when did being the boss involve being subordinate to one's
own staff? As a sort of concession, she'd allowed the, rather
common, women in her team to call her Gilly and hoped than none of
them wanted to be actual friends with her outside the working
environment.


"I...erm...I..."

Perhaps
it was just a coincidence? Yes, that was the most likely reason.
Her name, after all, was Gillian. Shortening it to Gilly, well that
was a fairly natural contraction. He might know another girl called
Gillian and call her Gilly. So that's what he did to her? That
sounded perfectly plausible...didn't it? But then, the cold feeling
in her stomach returned, he'd never, ever called her by another
name apart from slut of girl. Why would he suddenly call her by her
pet name from her place of employment?

She was
dumfounded for a second. The fact that this man whom she lived in
constant fear of might have known her in her previous life was
quite shocking. What did it mean? Did it mean that he knew her? Did
it mean that he was a former customer of hers? She certainly didn't
recognise him as such. He was quite distinctive, big and gnarled
like an old oak tree. he had the sort of face that was used to
giving orders and also having them obeyed.

If she
had to guess, she'd say he'd been in the army, or some branch of
the armed forces. There was just something about the way he carried
himself and his no-nonsense approach to everything. But surely, if
he was so distinctive, wouldn't she have noticed him earlier?
Recognised him perhaps from a previous meeting perhaps. What
if...


Smaack!

His hand
slapped against the side of her head. Evidently he was becoming
impatient.


"Well?"

Gillian
had heard that tone of voice before and shivered slightly. It was
the ominous sort of voice he used just before inflicting some
humiliating, painful punishment on her.


"S...sorry, sir. I...I'm from London, sir. I had...I have a
flat near the library I work in, use to work in...sorry
sir."

"What
was the address of the house you used to live in?"

She
sobbed a little before she told him. Used to live in, that was
awfully final sounding.

"And
which library did you use to work in?"

She told
him again. Surely, if he knew her previously he wouldn't have to
ask where she worked? But in that case how did he know her name at
work was Gilly? His hand took a lock of her hair and twisted in
slightly.

"What
did you do there, Gilly? Tea-girl?"

The
spluttering, choking noise he uttered was, she realised, his
approximation of a laugh.

"N...no,
sir," her hesitance highlighted the fact that she was unwilling to
challenge him in any way despite the fact that she knew he was
wrong.

"What
then?" He tugged her hair slightly harder. "What did you do all day
in this little library of yours?"

"I was
the...the manager," she felt herself blush as she said the words.
Although she was very proud of her achievements and her seniority
at such a relatively young age, she knew that her current
appearance made her claim seem laughably unlikely.

He
pulled on her hair that little bit more aggressively.

"The
manager? A silly little slut like you?"

The look
on his face made her quiver. She was desperate to break eye contact
with him, but she simply daren't.


"Y...yes, sir...the manager," she replied in a voice a little
over a whisper.

Kneeling
submissively by his side and looking up at his impassive yet
frightening face, Gillian had the strangest inclination to claim
that she actually was the tea-girl in the pleasant little office
that she used to run. Perhaps that fake admission would make the
terrifying old man happier with her? Because that's all that she
really wanted, for him to be nice to her, to stop beating her. it
wasn't too much to ask was it?

She
watched as he shook his large head slowly, dismissively. He was
becoming angry, she could tell, and all because she had been in
charge of the library. it didn't seem fair somehow. he leaned over
slightly and stroked her cheek with his large hand. She trembled
slightly but she didn't think he noticed. She tried not to cry but
could feel herself perilously near to doing so. His thumb ran
backwards and forwards across her lips, before slowly, insistently
pushing between them and into her mouth.


Fortunately she knew that he wanted his calloused digit to be
licked. He tasted a little unusual, like fish maybe? he watched her
dispassionately as she suckled on his thumb.

"Were
you a good manager do you think, Gilly?"

Gillian
hesitated. That was a terribly loaded question. Either a yes or a
no was potentially leaving her open to some sort of punishment. She
could feel her heart rate begin to increase as she contemplated the
answer. She blinked a little to keep the tears from her eyes.
Slowly he removed his thumb from her mouth which she realised was
the signal to speak.

"Yes,
s...sir. I think so, sir."

"You
think so?"

"Yes,
sir."

"What
makes you think that, my little over-promoted airhead?"

A single
tear ran down Gillian's cheek. She'd tried so hard not to cry, but
he was such a horrible man.


"I...erm...the library committee seemed quite happy with me?
And...um...my staff seemed to like me."

"Do you
think so, Gilly? Do you really think your staff liked you? That you
were popular?"

She was
crying properly now, sobbing, her shoulders heaving. He slipped his
thumb back into her mouth like some sort of bizarre
pacifier.

"Have
you ever been truly popular, Gilly? You seem to me to be a bit of a
bitch. A rude, condescending bitch."

Gillian
shook her head slightly, daring to contradict him. he smiled back
down at her, confident in his superiority.

"Cast
your mind back to your schooldays. How could a know it all bitch
like you be popular? University? Do you think arrogance and
aloofness was the way to win friends? was that your
plan?"

His
voice in these situations didn't even sound angry or threatening,
just sort of enquiring. As if his questions were entirely
reasonable. Gilly looked up at him, her lower lip trembling. He was
right, she had found it difficult to win friends or even to get on
with the majority. She tried hard enough, but as the old man
suggested she was never actually popular with her peers. But the
thing was, how would he actually know that? He couldn't possibly
guess such a thing, but in that case, how did he know?

She was
absolutely desperate to know, but clearly she couldn't just ask.
Had he not drummed that into her ? Slut never speaks UNLESS
specifically demanded by HIM. He'd done it like this for a reason,
to test her obedience. He'd left her with a puzzle that she'd have
to work out by herself without his assistance. He removed his thumb
ad got to his feet. Gillian never liked to see him do that,
invariably it meant he was going to deal with her in some
way.

As he
rose, Gillian made herself look at his face. Slut always looks HIM
lovingly in the eye. His gnarled old hand went to the zip of his
trousers. The noise it made as it descended sounded unnaturally
loud in her ears. His penis flopped out but she still kept her eyes
on him rather than it. He took her by the hair and roughly pulled
her forward to impale her mouth on his rapidly hardening
erection.

"Now,
Slut, I want you to think about your job. How you got it in the
first place and how you really performed it."

He
thrust in and out, ignoring the slightly panicked look in her
eye.

"Because
now that I know where you worked, it would be very easy for me to
find out the truth. And if I find out that you were lying to me
then..."

He
didn't complete the sentence.


"Gak."


"Gak."


"Gak."

Because
both of them knew that he didn't have to.


"Gak."


"Gak."


"Gak."

The
speed and intensity of his aggressive thrusting slowly
increased.


Chapter 6

 


The key
rattled in the padlock to announce another new day for Gillian
Brown. The lid of her box was flung open and his hand reached in to
grab her by her hair. Brusquely he hauled her to her feet. She had
already painted a smile onto her face and was trying to ignore the
burning feel in her scalp as he manhandled her out and onto the
floor. Her legs shook a little as they normally did. She was stiff
and cramped after spending the night in her little wooden
prison.

She was
naked, as she usually was when she was put away for the evening.
hardly pausing he steered her towards the bathroom. he stood and
watched, towering over her as she squatted on the small, plastic
potty in the centre of the room. When she'd finished peeing into
it, he released her and she immediately went to stand in the
shallow, tin bath in the centre of the room. She looked at him
expectantly. In return he slapped her thigh painfully.

"Knees,
you silly little slut!"

She
obeyed, sinking quickly and carefully to her knees with her hands
behind her back and her head bowed. he liked this submissive
posture, she'd realised and therefore she was quite happy to adopt
it. She waited as he gathered the necessary things together and
then, without any warning, he simply emptied a bucket of cold water
over her head. She gasped and then coughed and spluttered. He liked
to keep her guessing. Sometimes the water was warm, sometimes it
was merely lukewarm, this time it had been cold.

She knew
better than to complain though. The first time he'd poured cold
water on her, she'd shrieked and almost fallen out of the little
bath. Once he'd finished thrashing her naked wet body with the loop
of leather that looked innocuous but in reality hurt like hell,
she'd learned her lesson. Just to test if she had or not, the
following morning he'd pissed on her as she knelt but she'd been
smart enough not to react. Although the feeling as his warm urine
slowly passed through her hair and down her back and shoulders was
one of her most shameful experiences to date.

She felt
her chin raised so that she was looking straight ahead and then he
began to soap her, slowly and methodically. Everything he did, she
realised, was methodical. He had routines and rules that he always
adhered to. Which made her think that her abduction had also been
planned in meticulous detail. He didn't seem like the sort of man
who'd take an unnecessary risk. For example, although he had her in
his control, it wasn't him that had carried out the
kidnapping.

From
what little she could recall, the taxi driver had been Asian, a
small, thin unassuming little man. The next thing she remembered
was waking up in that frightening cellar with those two terrifying
people. Although she'd tried to shut out her experiences with them,
she could hardly forget the two of them. He was a huge, muscular
white guy with jet black hair and deceptively soft brown eyes. She
was a small, wiry white woman with a foreign accent and cold,
almost bright blue eyes.

They'd
beaten her, caned her and humiliated her. Both seemed to take a
perverse delight in what they did. Her mind tried to skip over the
number of times she'd had her mouth fucked by the man or how many
times she'd been made to orally pleasure the evil young woman. But
the point was that neither of them were the old man. The old man
hadn't taken the enormous risk of abducting her, he'd presumably
paid someone else to do it. He clearly had time on his hands, and
evidently he had the money to facilitate such a deal.

That
fact didn't necessarily make her feel any better. In fact she found
it more chilling somehow. He didn't act impulsively, he planned.
She felt his hand on her head again, but this time it was to rub
shampoo into her hair. That was something else he liked to do,
which made Gillian think did he have a wife or a girlfriend
somewhere? He wasn't with her all the time. Sometimes he locked her
in her 'bedroom' during the day while he went out. Sometimes he was
absent in the evenings.

The
thought of him living a normal life outside the confines of the
room seemed bizarre somehow, but she knew it must be true. He must
have to get the shopping, her food, the various toiletries etc. But
the idea of a monster such as the old man circulating among normal
people just seemed so wrong. Did people ever suspect what went on
behind his urbane facade, she wondered? Did he have relatives or
friends, did anyone suspect anything at all?

He
raised her arms and washed underneath them. He scrubbed her neck
and her ears and then spent a number of minutes carefully washing
her breasts. He was quite intent in his work, a man of routine as
he seemed to be in every other aspect of his life. He told her to
stand. Gillian didn't like this part of it, but it was hardly her
choice. Obediently she parted her long legs to give him easier
access to her. She felt his two hands on her wet bottom cheeks,
squeezing and fondling, before soap was rubbed into
them.

He
washed down the backs of her thighs which made her wince a little.
Last night he'd used a short leather paddle on them. Not because
she'd done anything wrong, he was quick to tell her, but because
he'd recently purchased it online and was keen to try it out. Last
night he'd scorched her tender thighs, this morning he was
carefully washing them for her. Then he manoeuvred himself so that
he was in front of her. He washed her belly and then slipped his
hand down to her sex.

This was
obviously his favourite part. He spent a lot of time lathering
between her thighs and all around her sex, working the soap and his
fingers, into her every crevice. it was demeaning of course, the
whole exercise was designed with that in mind. But in another way
it was quite comforting. If she concentrated she could imagine this
sort of thing being done by a young, handsome lover rather than a
perverse, ugly old man.

Then it
was time to dress her again. She had four pieces of clothing now,
her white T-shirt with the word 'slut' in pink emblazoned across
the chest. Her pink, skin-tight gym shorts and two, pristine, white
calf-length socks. He liked to dress her himself, as if she was
incapable of doing jt. That was all a part of his desire for
control of course, and to impress upon her the fact that he still
considered her a child despite her mature years.

He
washed her, he dressed her, he fed her, he decided her daily
routine, he chastised her on a regular basis and he put her to bed
whenever he deemed it necessary. In other words he completely
controlled her life from the moment she woke up to when she
eventually fell to sleep. There was nothing she could do for
herself apart from obeying his every order and trying to anticipate
what it was he wanted from her every single day.

He even
dressed her in his own particular way. First the vest, then the
sorts. Making sure that the T-shirt was properly tucked in. And
then finally the socks. Only once her socks were both pulled up to
an identical, matching height was she ready. She had both socks
now. She'd won the second one by learning her fourth
mantra,

Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover.

She
particularly hated that one. She'd spent the entire day learning
just how the old man liked to be kissed. How he liked to
aggressively insert his tongue into her, exactly how long he liked
to keep his wrinkled old mouth clamped to hers. The particular
taste he had that toothpaste couldn't quite mask. A sort of vague
metallic tang and a faint smell of bad breath.

All in
all, an almost completely unromantic proposition. But as she knew
well by now, what she thought was irrelevant. The mantra's he made
her learn were always about his pleasure rather than hers. They
were always about him, and ultimately his control over
her.

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

She'd
had to stand, arms behind her back in front of him and repeat the
phrase over, and over again. Whenever she transgressed he'd slap
her face for her. Her back wasn't straight enough? Slaap! her chin
was too high or too low? Slaap! Her voice didn't sound happy
enough? Slaap! Was that a note of insincerity that he could detect?
Slaap!

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

It went
on and on. The mantra repeated until he considered it acceptable.
Then a long, long session of practical application. Her mouth
invaded by his uncaring, unwelcome tongue. She having to pretend
that she was indeed kissing him like her first lover. Then a short
break for food while she sat in her special chair and he fed her
whatever he'd made her that morning,. This time it was bland
innocuous rice, which he fed to her with a short, plastic spoon,
and a Sippy cup of what she thought was prune juice.

Then
something different. He wanted to know what Slut's first lover was
called and what he was like. This caused Gillian something of a
dilemma, on the one hand, the only slight shred of power she
possessed over the evil old man was her private thoughts. So she
was very tempted to spin him a pack of lies, to make the lover's
name up, to keep her secrets to herself.

But
there was always that dread in the back of her mind that somehow
he'd find out that she was lying to him. She wasn't sure how, and
she couldn't rationalise it, but she just knew that he's somehow
find out that he was lying. That was why she'd never consciously
lied to him. She lived in fear of his cold demeanour and his utter
lack of sympathy towards her. Was he a psychopath or a sociopath?
To be honest she really didn't know the difference.

What she
did know, however, was that he'd punish her very severely for
lying. He slapped and spanked and caned her already. Even though
she tried ever so hard to please him. He was a sadist, there was no
doubt about that, a woman-hating sadist. So that brief idea about
trying to hide her private past from him now didn't seem like such
a good idea.

"Andrew
Jennings, sir. My first lover's name was Andrew
Jennings."

For a
second, Gillian thought she could see some sort of emotion flit
across his face. Amusement, anger, she couldn't be sure. All that
she knew was that she'd opened herself to him again, given him more
ammunition to work on her increasingly fragile psyche. He opened a
notebook and wrote something down, presumably Andy's name. Then,
inevitably, he wanted to know everything about the boy that she'd
loved all those years ago. How old he was at the time, where he
lived, what he looked like and so on.

Then
abruptly that stopped and he made her repeat her mantra for twenty
minutes while he just sat and looked at her, stroking his penis
through his brown, corduroy trousers. She had to stand as she'd
been told and smile as she repeated her mantra in an acceptably
upbeat tone of voice. While at the same time trying to ignore what
he was doing. Even when he unzipped himself and took out his
tumescent, veined old cock in his hand and played with it in front
of her she daren't let her face betray her emotion or let her voice
waver in any way.

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

"Slut
always kisses like HE is her first lover."

When he
did finally ejaculate, he did so all over the wooden floor of the
playroom. A click of his fingers was all it took to have her on her
knees, slurping at his disgusting mess until she'd managed to make
all traces of his seed disappear.

Once
that was done she knelt up on her haunches looking up at him
expectantly. Please let him be satisfied, please let him be
satisfied. He smiled back down at her and then, like a rabbit from
a hat, produced the second sock from behind his back and threw it
towards her without another word.

She
remembered laying awake that night, once she'd been fastened into
her box, with almost a sense of gratitude towards the old man.
She'd earned her piece of clothing at very little physical cost to
herself. Yes, she'd been horribly humiliated and he'd slapped her
face a little. And yes, she'd been made to reveal a little more of
her private self to perverted old monster But she knew from bitter
experience that it could have been a whole lot worse.


***

Once
she'd finished her meagre breakfast he sat her on his knee and used
one of the large, wooden-backed, oval hairbrushes for the purpose
it was originally designed for. To comb her hair into two matching
pigtails tied with pink ribbons. He made her stand between his legs
and examined her closely, which involved a good deal of fondling
and groping. When he was completely satisfied, he took her by the
hand and led he back into the playroom. In his other hand he
carried the large hairbrush. As the two of them approached the
blackboard, her heart started to sink.

On it
was yet another mantra. She'd half hoped that now she was dressed
after a fashion, that the mantra's would end. That she would have
nothing left to painfully learn. As they got nearer, she could read
it.

'Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out.'

Oh dear!
Was he serious? How on earth was that even possible? And why would
he want her to do that anyway? What was the point of it all?
Gillian could feel little tears of self pity beginning to form on
her eyelashes. Hurriedly she blinked, the old man didn't like
public displays of emotion. Something he'd told her several times
before, along with giving her a sound slapping for her
disobedience.

"Read
it."

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


"Again"

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


"Again"

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


Sometimes Gillian wondered how long she'd go on repeating his
demands, an hour? The rest of the morning? A whole day? Whatever he
wanted, she supposed. What could she hope to gain by refusing
anything? A very sore backside was probably the best she could hope
for.

"Do it
now."

She
obeyed immediately, her mouth as far open as possible and her pink
tongue squeezed out just as far as it would go. he watched her
dispassionately as if she was an exhibit rather than a frightened
young woman. He stepped nearer to her and took a hold of her tongue
between thumb and forefinger. he pulled on it a little, probably to
test if it was as far out as it would go. And then squeezed it
painfully until it brought tears to her eyes.


Eventually he released her, but she knew him well by now. She
stood stock still with her mouth still open and her dry tongue
lolling out as if she was some sort of half-wit. She could tell by
the look on his face that he was enjoying watching her like this.
How much he liked to inflict this sort of humiliation on her. More
proof, if it was ever needed, of the absolute control he now
exerted over her life.

Once
again she wondered why her? What had she done that could possibly
make him treat her in this demeaning fashion? Yet again she tried
to place him. She had the opportunity to stare at him, Slut always
looks HIM lovingly in the eye. And then, just for a second, she
thought she recognised him from...somewhere. She didn't even know
what it was, maybe the curve of his very strong jaw line? Yes,
maybe that was it? A part of him that couldn't be
disguised?

She
licked her lops in concentration and then realised immediately what
she'd done. She half closed her eyes, expecting a slap but instead
he simply took a hold of her wrist and pulled her over his
lap.


Craackk!

The
wooden surface of the hairbrush struck her firmly in the centre of
her buttocks. She squealed and kicked her legs, but it was more a
reaction to the sharp pain rather than a desire to escape. Where
could she escape to after all?


Craackk!

The old
man didn't believe in letting her get used to the pain in her
backside. He simply used the full power of his arm to deliver
stroke after painful stroke until she was howling and begging him
to stop. Eventually he lifted her to her feet and half carried her
to the blackboard. He made her stand looking at it and then pulled
her shorts to her knees.

"Read
it!"

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


"Again."

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


"Again."

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


Craackk!


"Owwwwowow!

Do not
disobey me. Never disobey me!"


Craackk!

"Read
it."

"Slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."


Craackk!


"Again."

"S..slut
always keeps mouth open, tongue out."

Grabbing
her by one of her pigtails he propelled her back to stand in front
of him by his chair. Immediately she stood as required, arms folded
behind her back, mouth open and tongue out. He nodded and then
slipped his hand between her slightly parted thighs. Gillian stood
trembling and trying to ignore the incredible sting in her bottom
cheeks, thrusting her hips towards him slightly to make it easier
for him to play with her sex. She daren't annoy him when he was in
this sort of mood.

She kept
her eyes fixed on his. It was like trying to discern some sort of
reaction from a fish. Cold, hard, unblinking pupils staring
straight back at her. Where did she know him from? That jaw line,
the way he held himself. She sort of recognised him, but from
where? surely not from her schooldays. He wasn't a father of anyone
she knew. And not from university either, he was probably too old
even to be one of her former lecturers.

She'd
had three jobs since leaving university. Had she met him in one of
those? And then, out of the blue, it hit her. It was the library!
She could visualise him sat reading a newspaper in her library. He
even knew her name from the library. She hadn't been called Gilly
by anyone, anywhere else. That had been nagging away in the back of
her mind and now she knew why. The sadistic old man was a former
customer of hers from the library. That's where she'd seen him and
that's where she knew him from!

She
could barely suppress a shudder of excitement. Despite everything,
despite the way he'd treated her and degraded her, she still had
the wherewithal to remember him and where she'd last seen him. She
groaned slightly, his fingers were working away at her. Stimulating
her, making her moist. She noticed a little change in his
expression as she pushed against his invasive hand. He was enjoying
playing with her, making her hot and wet. It was yet another
display of his mastery over her.

She
bucked and writhed as he toyed with her clitoris. He was actually
smiling now, amused at her desperation no doubt. It had been a long
time since she'd been allowed to have an orgasm, and right now
that's what she really wanted. She panted and pushed herself
against him, unconcerned at the spectacle she was making of
herself. She just didn't care, all she wanted at that moment was a
release.

But then
rather than granting her that, he paused. She tried to stimulate
herself against him, but he just laughed and picked her up before
laying her on her back. He looked down at her with a smile as he
removed his clothes. She was looking back up at him, her eyes were
on his as required. She didn't have her mouth open or her tongue
out however, in direct contravention of his instructions. That
would have to be remedied later. Right now he had other, more
pressing things, on his mind.

 



Chapter 7

 


The
elderly man shuffled up the stairs to the library. He hadn't been
there for quite a while, but in his opinion enough time had passed.
He paused by the main door. Attached to it was a tired-looking
poster. On it was a faded picture of his favourite library
employee. or rather his favourite former library employee. Miss
Gillian Brown looked back at him unblinking.

'Have
You Seen This Woman', demanded the poster. 'Miss Gillian Brown,
aged 29 has been missing from work since the 4th of October and her
current whereabouts is unknown. If you have any information please
contact the police or call the following number.'


Surreptitiously the old man took a photograph with his small,
very high tec camera. He had plenty of information, but he wasn't
going to call the police or indeed inform anyone of the current
whereabouts of Miss Brown. At least for the time being. Instead he
wandered across to the newspaper stand and slowly chose the one
that he wanted to read. He moved along to one of the comfortable
chairs and allowed himself to sink into it.

As he
wriggled his backside slightly in order to make himself just that
little bit more comfortable, his mind drifted back to the guest in
his house. He doubted very much if the slut was even slightly
comfortable. He'd locked her into her box before he left of course.
That's what he always did. The fact that he'd caned her beforehand
and made her wear a ring gag was immaterial. She'd quite clearly
earned both. There was no room for negotiation as the silly bitch
seemed to think. She'd broken a rule, he'd punished her, end of
story.

He'd
told her quite clearly that the next time he caught her with her
mouth closed or her tongue not extended then he was going to cane
her. She couldn't argue with that, could she? if anything he'd been
rather too reasonable with her. He'd given her fair warning and
then she'd let him, and herself, down. That sort of behaviour had
to be nipped in the bud before it got out of hand.

He'd
stripped her this time, watched as she'd been made to remove every
last stitch of clothing and then bent her over the box. She'd
howled and screamed of course, but that was hardly a matter for him
to concern himself over. To be honest he was struggling to see her
point. He'd carefully explained the rules to her, he'd even made
sure she'd memorized them for goodness sake. And then she'd broken
the rules almost immediately. Clearly he had no other option, he
had to punish her. He'd told her he was going to cane her, and he
had.

It was
only like dealing with a pet or a child. One had to carry out
whatever punishment that had been promised. Doing anything else was
simply a sign of weakness that could be exploited later down the
line. Like a pet, a foolish, headstrong young woman simply had to
learn her lesson. And he was making it easier for her by
constructing a set of rules and regulations for her benefit. In
that way she knew exactly where she stood and would think twice
before disobeying him in the future. It was really quite
obvious.

He
looked around him, the library was pleasingly familiar. it had been
at least three months since he'd last been there but everything
still looked the same. The same scene, the same people, the same
staff buzzing around. Well, that wasn't quite true was it? He
smiled to himself as he pretended to read his newspaper. There was
one unfamiliar, older woman behind the library counter. He wondered
if she was the new manager. She seemed sensible enough, confident
and authoritative, but without being overbearing like her
predecessor.

Idly he
wondered if any of his fellow customers were policemen or women
sent to look for likely abductors? That's the sort of thing he'd
done had he been in charge of the local force. Or at least set up a
camera to film customers coming into and out of the building. The
odds though were very, very small. That's why he was here now. He'd
calculated that enough time had passed, that pretty Gillian Brown
had already started to fade from people's memory.

Apart
from the poster he'd already seen, there was just one similar one
more pinned to the counter. He knew that there was very little
chance of his slut ever being discovered and that every day that
passed made it that much more unlikely. Once again he'd won, yet
again his superior mind had allowed him to get away with something
that the vast majority of the human sheep couldn't even contemplate
never mind plan and execute.


Reminiscing about what he'd done always gave him a little
rush of adrenaline. he knew from experience that feeling would
continue for quite some time, weeks, maybe months even. Reinforced
by what he'd done to his slut and what he intended to do to her.
The thought of her now, beaten and defeated, curled up in her
little box, half hoping to be released but fearful of his return
was enough in itself to make him excited, to get him erect.
Surreptitiously he rubbed himself through his grubby
slacks.

The
Gillian Brown project had all gone very well. Maybe too well? He'd
identified her, scouted her and had her abducted all without even
the slightest danger to himself. His nice, ordinary looking house
in its quiet, wealthy, suburban street was entirely above
suspicion. The entire series of cellars underneath the house
soundproofed and known only to him and the long-deceased builder.
He himself could wander the streets entirely unnoticed and
completely unremarked upon.

There
was a certain satisfaction in that, the particular pleasure that
comes from a job well done. But was it enough? Having the slut
under his thumb, having her completely under his control was
undeniably exciting. But already that sense of accomplishment was
starting to fade. Starting to fade before some of the other ones he
noticed, with a vague sense of disappointment. His mind slipped
back to a couple of his favourites, that foreign student last year
that nobody at all seemed to miss. And the one before that, what
was her name? Kelly, that's right.

Kelly
took a little time to train fully. She was a redhead with the
corresponding bad temper that her colouring implied. He'd enjoyed
his regular thrashings of that girl. He'd broken her in the end of
course, as he always did. But now his experience had given him a
greater range of tools with which to pursue his hobby. His mind
drifted back to Kelly. In a way he missed her. He'd sold her to an
Arab who liked red-haired English girls and sometimes he regretted
it.

He'd
enjoyed the foreign student as well, she was quite resilient and a
very good sexual partner. But he didn't particularly miss her when
she went to that couple of sadists up in Scotland. And what about
Miss Gillian Brown? She'd keep for another couple of months, but
then he'd have to start making enquiries within his group of
like-minded people.

There
was always someone willing to buy what he was selling. He supposed
he'd made a bit of a name for himself in the game. He'd never had a
complaint regarding one of 'his' girls. The Arab who bought Kelly
already owned one of his earlier girls for example. He didn't doubt
that Gillian's combination of age, appearance and compliance would
make her easy to sell on to the next customer.

He put
the newspaper down with a sigh and made his way over to one of the
computers over in the corner. As he did so the new member of staff
asked him with a smile if everything was okay and did he need a
hand at all. He thanked her and told that everything was fine. Once
she'd turned her back he logged in with his fake details and then
quickly looked in social media. She was still there of course, her
details still available to everyone. Even people like
him.

Another
red-head. Perhaps he should have gone with his original choice?
Gorgeous Rebecca with her beautiful pale skin and her emerald eyes.
he wondered if she still played netball? Apparently she still
worked for the same life assurance place seventy miles away, which
was convenient. He flicked through the pictures of her in clubs
with her girlfriends, her holiday snaps and...what was this? There
was a man on the scene now. A tall, dark man of a similar age to
her with a trendy haircut and a well-groomed beard.

As he
made a note of the man's name a sudden, exciting thought struck
him. A thought so outrageous and so dangerous that even he was
momentarily shocked by the audacity of it. He was, although he was
loathe to admit it, becoming slightly jaded. Although he'd enjoyed
Gillian enormously, her subjugation had been almost too easy. What
about setting himself a challenge? What about planning and
executing the double abduction and training of a couple, of two
reluctant people rather than just the one?

The man felt his heartbeat raise with just
the mere thought of the plan, the various possibilities it might
provide. Eagerly he jumped to the man's name and the link,
thoughtfully provided by his girlfriend, to his own social media
account. He was a year older than Rebecca and apparently they'd
first met in university and then rediscovered each other back in
their shared home town. he smiled to himself, careful to keep his
excitement within his own breast. Could it be done? In his head he
quickly calculated risk versus reward. There was no contest really.
He exhaled slowly and then typed a particular, innocuous web
address into his anonymous computer. Sit ludos incipere.

 


The End
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