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Chapter One

Thank you, Doctor Sel s, the young woman said as she left the psychologists office. While checking her iPhone, she continued, Il  see you again next week.

Yes, check with Ashley and shel  confirm your next appointment, Dr. Juliana Sel s reminded as she held the door for Cynthia Jordan, Cynthia?

The woman looked up from the smal  screen, Yes, Doctor?

Remember, your feelings matter. You have the right to expect validation of your emotions. You and your husband are equal partners in this

relationship.

Thank you, Doctor. Cynthias eyes moistened slightly. She understood the doctors words. But she didnt believe she could fol ow through. After al , shes a sexual submissive, her husband is her master. Her feelings dont matter. She sighed knowing Doctor Sel s would never understand. 


***

Juliana Sel s shut the door to her office and gently rubbed her forehead. She had three more appointments before the day could be checked off and done. Then shed go home to her lavish apartment and enjoy the waiting dinner. Her apartment may be lonely, but it was comfortable and secure. 

When she was there, she was safely secluded from everyone and everything. Closing her eyes from the posh, luxurious, high rise therapy room

which was also her office, Julie continued her ongoing monologue: I dont understand women like that. How can anyone al ow a man or men to treat them like possessions or worse, degrade them like animals? These are beautiful, potential y strong-wil ed women. Yet, they give up their self-worth to bow down to someone, just because he has a cock. 

Juliana took a long drag on her water bottle, col apsed into her large leather chair, kicked off her four inch pumps and wiggled her toes into the plush carpet. She had a few minutes between appointments. Instead of typing her therapy notes, she chose to contemplate her patients. Not al  of them were like Cynthia. Many were typical desperate housewives of greater , with friends too self-absorbed to bother listening to their bitching. That was why these women paid exorbitant fees for Julie to pay attention and help them see their own answers. 

Shed listen while they spoke about: shopping, children, boyfriends and husbands (usual y prioritized in that order). Julie encouraged shopping therapy  her boost to the economy. She confirmed and supported the over indulgence of their childrens desires and tantrums. She even reserved judgment, as they confessed their sins with boyfriends or one night stands. It was when her female clients spoke about control ing, humiliating, degrading and abusive treatment; she found her heart rate intensifying. Some of the behavior, theoretical y, should be reported to the authorities. 

However, it was the reoccurring theme that stopped Dr. Sel s from contacting the police. The women always claimed everything was consensual. 

She did her best to plant seeds of self-worth in these misguided women. Julie only hoped with time, these women would see the light and leave the abusive bastards who dictated every aspect of their pathetic lives. 

It was funny to think she was doling out marital advice, when her marriage only lasted three years. Wel , it was three years on paper, but the last year wasnt much of a marriage. While attending Northwestern for undergrad school they began dating. Marriage was the next logical step in their

relationship. When they announced their wedding Julies parents were ecstatic. Not that she would have a PhD after her name; that she would have a Mrs. preceding it. 

Starting a career and a marriage at the same time was difficult. Both spent large amounts of time away from home. It wasnt like her ex ever told her to be home, or told her to make him a priority. No, he was understanding and supportive of her long hours. Later Julie learned his indulgent

behavior was fueled by his own needs. While working long hours every day on research, he was busy fucking his lab assistant. 

The only man who ever demanded Julies attention was an English professor during her sophomore year of col ege. She stil  remembered the time

he asked her to his office, to discuss a paper. 

As she sat in the chair next to Professor Sims desk, he scooted his chair closer. At first she thought it was to see the paper. He continued to lean closer and closer. She smel ed coffee and felt his warm breath on her exposed col ar bone. His raspy voice brimmed with authority. Juliana, how badly do you want to keep up your GPA?

Naively she responded, Oh, Professor Simms, my GPA is very important for acceptance into grad school. Il  rewrite the paper if necessary.

His hand grasped her exposed thigh and moved under her skirt, toward her wet pussy. At this point, I dont think rewriting the paper can help you.

Shocked, Juliana jumped from her chair and backed away. Stronger and quicker, he sprang. Suddenly, his wide chest pressed against hers. Her

heartbeat accelerated as panic ensued. His arms created a cage against the concrete wal . Professor Sims stood at least six inches tal er and the hardness in his slacks pushed into her hips. Unsure what to do, Juliana began to scream; he covered her mouth, and spoke, You wil  be a good girl and be quiet, is that understood?

Julie was too frightened to answer; she nodded her head. When he removed his hand she obeyed and remained silent as his hand explored under

her skirt. Finding the elastic band of her thong Professor Simms smiled a sadistic grin and commanded, Lift that little skirt, let me see your slutty underwear.

Although every ounce of preservation told her to scream and run, she felt her juices throbbing. Juliana lifted her skirt. It didnt take him long to discover her physical response. You are such a naughty girl. Your sleazy panties are al  wet. What should we do about this?

Juliana stared helplessly at her professor. His hand lingered over the lace thong, so close, yet not touching. I dont know, she helplessly replied. 

Do you want to leave now with a wet cunt and a failing grade on that paper?

She looked down at his bulging slacks and shook her head. 

Good girl, now face the wal  and let me finger your slimy cunt. Like a cheap whore, she did what she was told. When his finger slid inside of her, she moaned. Next it was two, then three. 

Instead of screaming she whimpered. No one had ever talked to her like this, or treated her this way. Fuck my fingers, Juliana. At first she didnt know what he meant, but soon she bounced on the toes of her high heeled boots. 

Please

 was al  she could say. She wanted him to stop, but her words sounded more like a plea. 

With three of his fingers inside of her, his thumb tantalized her clitoris. His actions demanded al  her focus. The whole world disappeared. She turned toward him bouncing, rubbing and pushing against his hand. The more he squeezed and tweaked, the weaker her knees became. Holding

onto his strong sturdy chest for support, she inhaled the scent of his intoxicating aftershave. Julie didnt remember him unbuttoning her blouse, but when he twisted her hard erect nipple, the pain shot through her like electricity. Her moan became high pitched, as the swel  of tension rose within her. She was about to come al  over his hand. 

Just as she was about to explode, he removed his fingers and put them to her lips. The smel  of her own juices, made her forget her orgasm. Shed never even played with herself. Now, he expected her to suck his fingers. When she hesitated, he twisted her nipple harder, causing tears to come to her eyes, Juliana, do as you are told or you wil  be punished. She opened her mouth and accepted the fingers. Use your tongue and get them nice and clean. Somehow this revolting act combined with the pain in her breast made her insides tighten. Soon she was once again on the verge of explosion. She spread her legs and rubbed up and down on his leg. 

Julie sucked his fingers as if they were his cock. With each lick she worshipped and moaned. Suddenly, he pul ed them from her mouth. No. His words were no longer raspy, his voice held total supremacy over her entire body. You may not come yet. It seemed impossible that a man could control her body so completely, but he did. 

With that command, he pushed her against his desk. The paper hed supposedly wanted to discuss now pil owed her cheek as he forcibly held her

head to the desk. He never undressed, but used his other hand to free his swol en shaft from the confines of his slacks. 

Julies only sexual experience was with her soon to be fiancé. It was always missionary style, with her on the bottom. This violation and intrusion made her pant like a dog. 

You are a bitch in heat. He pushed himself deeper into her vessel. Tel  me, bitch, do you want me to stop?

She could hardly speak. Her ful  attention was devoted to the ecstasy of his thick long shaft penetrating deep into her body. No, Sir, please dont stop. It was obvious as he pushed her petite frame into the metal edge of the desk, her pleasure wasnt his priority. However, before he reached his climax, Julie came twice. 

When his cock stopped convulsing and spraying emissions deep inside her cunt, his weight relaxed and he slid his rod out of her. Like removing a stopper from a bottle the removal of his cock al owed the exorbitant amount of semen to flow from her crack and down her thighs. Juliana held tight to the metal desk and waited for instruction. Clean me, slut. A box of Kleenex sat near her head. As she reached for the tissues a sharp slap to her ass redirected her movements, and he commanded, No, with your mouth.

Juliana obeyed and knelt before him. Using only her lips and tongue she licked his cock and bal s. The taste of both of them, together, made her come again. His shaft began to thicken between her lips. As she sucked he pushed her off. We are done.

Julie remembered wanting to say something, wanting him to say something. But she didnt know what. Professor Simms sat at his desk and didnt

look up. Final y he said, You may go. The next time she went to his class she dressed sexier than normal. He never said a word. He even stopped cal ing on her in class. 

The sound of ringing brought Juliana back to reality. Oh god, she wasnt twenty anymore, she was a psychologist, and her phone was ringing. As she reached for the receiver, Julie realized shed been rubbing herself under her skirt. Shit, her panties were wet, and she stil  had three clients before she could go home. At least the nylons kept the wet crotch away from her black pencil skirt. 

Yes? she answered into the receiver. 

Dr. Sel s, your two oclock has been waiting for ten minutes. Is everything alright?

Yes, Ashley. Give me another minute and send him back.

She opened the chart on her computer, Derek Terril . He wasnt her normal client. No, Juliana Sel s was a therapist who specialized in the wealthy women of . However, occasional y, every therapist was asked (thats a nice way of saying required) to donate time to the citys finest. The police and firemen of the city receive complimentary therapy upon request. Derek Terril , however, hadnt requested therapy. His was mandated, due to his involvement in a police action shooting. Today was their last session, and Julie would need to complete a stack of forms indicating Detective

Terril s fitness for service. 

Truthful y, she would have completed the paper work two weeks ago to avoid their sessions. The man made her nervous. She hated to admit it. It

was total y out of character. Usual y, she was a model of strength and poise. Dr. Juliana Sel s debated budgets and philosophies with men and women. She stood up to men who out ranked her in the hierarchy of hospital politics. Nevertheless, there was something about this plain clothed cop which made her insides burn. With sudden horror, Julie realized he made her feel twenty. For some reason, her body responded to him like it had to Professor Simms. 

Wel , thank god this was their last session. She sure as hel  wasnt a scared col ege junior, and she wouldnt be going down that road again. It may have been the best sex of her life, but the repeated humiliation, as he refused eye contact has never lessened. No. Her sex life — or lack thereof –

was under her control. One thing was certain; Detective Derek Terril  would not be a part of it. 


***

Dr. Sel s glanced one more time at the computer screen. Derek Terril , thirty-five years old, thirteen years on the force, three accommodations for heroic conduct, second involvement with the death of a suspect. The first incidence came six years earlier, when a suspect fel  from the nineteenth floor of a hotel. Detective Terril , Officer Terril  at that time, was alone with the suspect in the room. The internal board of affairs ruled Officer Terril did al  he could do to stop the man from taking his own life. No charges were ever filed. 

This most recent incident was more straight forward. A suspect was robbing a gas station and convenience store. Detective Terril  happened to be in the store to buy a power drink. When Derek heard the commotion, he used his cel  phone to text for back-up and observed the scene. He would have remained in the shadows, but the suspect grabbed a young girl, eight years old, black and scared. The suspect thrust the gun into her temple and screamed for someone to get him out of this. The girls mother pleaded as the suspect barked demands. 

It wasnt until the gunman released the guns safety and told the little girl to pray that Derek made his presence known. Up until that point, the suspect thought he was just another patron. The next few seconds were a blur even on security film. Prior to accepting the case, Julie watched al  thirty-nine minutes of the security tape. The gunman started to depress the trigger, but now his sight was set on Derek. 

Detective Terril  didnt have time to think, only react. After he did, the suspect laid on the ground with a single gunshot wound in a puddle of thick red liquid. The little girl and her mother were reunited both physical y unharmed. 

Julie looked up as her assistant, Ashley, led the detective into her office. He wasnt wearing his uniform, but Julie guessed he would look marvelous in dress blues. Today he wore jeans, cowboy boots, a blue cotton button down shirt and a tweed jacket. Through their two months of weekly

sessions he wasnt much of a talker. He answered questions and remained polite, but he was never forth coming with information. Juliana found his attitude condescending and egotistical. 

Slipping her feet back into her high heeled pumps, Dr. Sel s walked around to the front of her desk. Her lab coat fel  past the hem of her skirt, touching the silky pantyhose hugging her shapely legs. Casual y leaning against her desk as he sat in a straight backed chair, she began, Detective Terril , thank you for coming today. She paused, al owing him the opportunity to speak. When no comment fol owed, she continued, Unless you have any objections, today wil  be our last session. Something about his eyes and his expression made Juliana uneasy. She sensed he knew the reason for her delay. She fought the urge to explain, apologize or justify her actions. 

Very wel , I have no objections.

The musky and very masculine scent of his aftershave circulated through her office, triggering a rush of hormones. She tried desperately to ignore the clenching of her cunt. Is there anything about the incident last May you would like me to state in the reports? Anything weve not discussed?

No. Your reports are not my concern. His words were crisp and dismissive. Damn him, why didnt he care what she thought? 

Julie sat in the chair semi facing her patient. Her nylon covered right knee lingered merely inches away from his left. The tight broad waist of her skirt accentuated the ful ness of her breasts. The ripe round globes peered from above the rounded neckline of her white blouse. The outfit would be completely inappropriate, if not for the lab coat hanging unbuttoned from her shoulders. 

Juliana tried to sound authoritative, You dont like me or being required to attend these sessions, do you, Detective Terril ? As soon as the words escaped her lips, she regretted her question. She didnt want to know his personal feelings; what did she care if he did or didnt like her? 

Those are two separate questions, Doctor. The intensity of his blue eyes increased as he continued, I feel these sessions are a waste of my time and taxpayer money. I did what I did to save a child. Id do it again. I dont feel bad or remorseful for the son-of-a-bitch I kil ed. Actions warrant consequences. His actions demanded swift penalties. The outcome wouldve been worse without my involvement.

So, you see yourself as the administrator of justice?

If youre asking me if I believe in immediate punishment for unacceptable behavior, I do. Think how much money and time would be saved if

penalties were administered with a steady head and strong hand.

The palms of her hands were as wet as her pussy. Are we discussing criminals and your role as a police officer?

Dr. Sel s, I believe you know exactly what were discussing.

This was total y inappropriate. He was her patient, and she didnt even like him, his arrogant attitude or his condescending tone. Dr. Sel s stood to walk back to the safe side of her desk. Wel , Detective, perhaps you wil  be happy to hear your sessions have been provided pro-bono and they are now complete

Doctor, sit back down.

Julie stopped midstride and turned toward her patient. Excuse me? Who do you think you are?

Derek stood. His muscular chest nearly touching hers as his tal  solid form dominated Julies petite body. I said to sit. You asked me a question, and I have not answered it. This session is not over. Obediently, her knees buckled and she sat upon the edge of the chair. Who do I think I am? I think Im the kind of man you crave in your self-absorbed lonely life.

His words hurt more than anything he could have done to her physical y. Her neck stiffened as she began to rise, You have no idea what I want

I said to sit. His hand touched her shoulder, launching an intense tingling throughout her body. Her knees once again flexed. You asked me if I liked you, Ive not answered.

She fought to retain her dignified persona, Detective, I do not care about your answer. I believe its time for you to leave.

You cal  the shots a lot, dont you?

She didnt answer, but watched his movements with both fear and anticipation. 

He continued, But it isnt what you dream about. You dream about a man who controls your every move. You get-off thinking about a man violating, humiliating and degrading you. Youre a bitch to everyone around you, because youre so fucking miserable in this rich-ass life, you can barely get up in the morning.

Derek Terril  leaned toward her as he resumed his seat. Inhaling her scent he slowly exhaled. You dont need to answer. I can smel  your wet cunt. 

Everything I said is true. Youve just been too brainwashed to al ow yourself to think like you should. Your desires are innate. Its how females were created.

She wanted to answer and argue, but he was right. His words and tone turned her on. She feared her nylons wouldnt contain the flow of her

excitement. Her tone was different, no longer the doctor in charge. She sounded like a little girl, seeking knowledge that only a superior could divulge. I dont know what you mean.

I think you do. He leaned back in the chair and waited. When Julie failed to respond he added, You pretend to be this al  knowing psychologist, but in reality youre exactly what you were created to be, a submissive female in need of a domineering male.

Stories from her patients fil ed her mind: women seeking their masters permission for clothes, food, bed or even the use of the bathroom; women who not only submitted to, but were slaves to their master. Women who accepted even begged for punishment. Shed heard stories about cages, 

whippings and bondage. It was ridiculous and absurd. She didnt want that. Juliana shook her head and looked down toward the plush multi-toned carpet. 

Doctor, you require verbal answers from your patients, do I deserve any less? He lifted her chin as their eyes made contact. 

I dont know much about what you are saying, Julie swal owed, inhaling and exhaling deeply before continuing, but what I do know - I know, its not what I want in my life. She pul ed away from his touch and regained her composure. Now if you wil  excuse me, Il  complete your file so you may continue with your work. Dr. Sel s stood, albeit on wobbly knees. We are done here. Goodbye, Detective Terril . She proceeded to the safe side of her desk. 

Derek stood, straightened his jacket and removed a plastic card from the inside pocket. He reached for a piece of paper and pen. She

unsuccessful y ignored his strong arm as it reached across her desk. Juliana tried desperately to focus her attention on the computer screen. 

The words on the monitor disappeared, as his sturdy voice regained her attention, I do not believe Im wrong. Wel  discuss this further this evening. 

Here is a room key to the Holiday Inn and Suites. Be there at 5:30. I do not like to wait. As a matter of fact, when you choose to accept your future, you wil  suffer overdue punishments for the tardiness of this as wel  as other sessions. I suggest you do not add being late to this evenings meeting to your list of infractions. I promise itl  be a painful initiation. I have written the room number on the paper.

Julie didnt look up. She reached for the room key and paper and blatantly dropped them into her waste basket. The plastic key made a loud clink as it hit the bottom of the copper receptacle. 

Detective Terril  stopped with his hand on the door knob. Oh, Doctor, when you arrive I expect the nylons and wet panties to be gone. But the shoes, the ones that scream slut, I want them to stay. He opened the door and casual y demanded, Do not be late.

After she was sure he was securely out of her office, Julie remembered to breathe. She stil  had two more patients and couldnt even remember her own fucking name. Who the hel  did he think he was anyway? There was no way in hel  she was going to that hotel, would it even be safe? 

Before seeing her next patient, Julie entered Holiday Inn and Suites into her computer and searched. There were multiple. She reached for the

paper in the waste can and entered the address into Google maps. Shit, it was about ten miles away. At a good time of day, or maybe night, she could get there in twenty minutes. But, on a Thursday, at five oclock, shed be lucky to get there in thirty. There was no way shed make it on time. Her phone rang. 

Hel o?

Ashley, from the reception desk responded, Doctor Sel s, your three oclock is here. She knows shes early.

Alright, Ashley, bring her back in ten minutes. Im stil  working on Detective Terril s file.

Yes, Doctor.

Before the receptionist hung-up Julie continued, Ashley, contact my four oclock appointment. I need to reschedule.

This was completely out of character and undoubtedly surprised Ashley, Yes, Doctor. Is everything alright?

Something came up. It isnt your concern. With increased purpose and sharpness, Just do your job and take care of it.

As Julie hung up, she thought about Dereks words: you are a bitch to everyone

Was she real y a bitch? She never thought of herself that way, but for the first time she considered her words to her receptionist. Dr. Sel s picked up the phone and dialed the front desk, Ashley?

Yes doctor, Im on the other line with your four oclock.

I just wanted to apologize for jumping on you. I appreciate al  you do.

The other end of the line was momentarily silent and then the receptionist answered, Thank you, Doctor. Il  get her rescheduled.

Julie thanked Ashley and hung up the phone. She stared at the computer. Her notes needed to be typed. The question in her head demanding

attention was: are the notes more important than masturbating? She couldnt do both, she only had eight minutes. 


Chapter Two

The hotel was just blocks from the Sears Tower, or what used to be known as the Sears Tower, now the . The distance from her office wasnt a problem. The issues were traffic and parking. Julie debated taking a taxi. But then she worried, if she didnt have her car shed be unable to escape, if necessary. Thank god for GPS. She entered the address onto the screen on the dashboard of her Lexus. Her earlier search on the computer told Julie to take the Eisenhower Expressway, but the GPS knew of traffic congestion and directed her on a different path. It rerouted her onto and then down Canal. Despite the stop lights and rush hour traffic, she arrived at the five story structure with ten minutes to spare. 

Sitting inside the parking garage, she did the incomprehensible. Something she never thought shed do for anyone, much less Detective Terril . 

Juliana removed her fuck-me pumps and shimmed out of her pantyhose and lace panties. With her naked ass on the leather seat, she slid her bare feet back into the tal  black heels. Never in her thirty-one years, had she ever gone commando, especial y in a skirt. As she opened the car door and swung her legs outside of the car, the rush of air tingled her wet pussy. The lips of her cunt tightened in response. 

This was a very bad idea. She knew it. Yet, nothing  even common sense, could stop her legs as she walked proudly through the parking garage, to the elevator and inserted the plastic card. When the doors slid open, Julie stared down the long corridor. With her nerves stretched to their limits, she tried to appear calm. She wondered if the people within the numerous rooms along the hal way could hear her echoing heartbeat. 

Julie glanced at her phone: 5:24 and slid into the womens bathroom. Her reflection looked normal with her dark hair secured behind her neck in a fashionable messy bun. The style brought attention to her diamond earrings, slender neck and simple silver chain. The plain white blouse looked much more seductive without the protection of the lab coat. Her lacey white bra did little to conceal her hardened nipples. She could blame it on the air conditioning, but Julie knew nerves combined with anticipation were the true reasons. Suddenly, she wished shed worn a sweater or jacket. 

Julie applied lipstick and then quickly rubbed it off with a paper towel. She didnt want to appear too eager. Her phone now read 5:28. Taking a deep breath, she stepped from the hard bathroom tile onto the colorful thick corridor carpeting. Bravely, her shiny black pumps moved down the hal to room 522. Should she enter with her key or knock? 

Juliana decided to knock. 

It took a minute, but the door opened. Standing within the confines of the neat hotel room was Detective Derek Terril . Other than his jacket, which now lay across a chair in the corner, the room looked virtual y uninhabited. Resting on top of the jacket was a shoulder holster containing a gun. 

Julie didnt know anything about guns, but she wondered if it was the one that shot the man in the gas station. 

Derek checked his watch and looked back to Julie. His expression was neither pleased nor displeased. Suddenly, Julie worried her phone was

incorrect. Doctor, before you enter this room, are you certain of your decision? Do you understand what you are about to do?

The slender brunette stood confused. Shed accepted his invitation. She cancel ed a patient, drove across town  possibly breaking a few traffic laws, and now he was questioning her intention. Wasnt it implied? She resumed her professional persona, or as wel  as she could with the air

conditioning tantalizing the moisture between her legs. Im here. I know what I am doing.

He stood back and motioned for her to enter. Wel  add dishonesty to your list of infractions in need of correction. Dereks strong assertive demeanor pul ed her forward. 

I am being honest, and I do not need correction. Im a thirty-one year old professional not some little girl.

Julie scanned the room and saw the desk chair sitting in the middle of the room. After closing and locking the door, Derek casual y walked past her to the chair. Tel  me, how did you get from your office to here in twenty-nine minutes?

She exhaled and smiled; she could do this. I rescheduled my last patient and possibly drove faster than posted speed limits. Detective Terril  didnt smile in reply. If anything his expression grew darker. Julie realized shed just confessed breaking the law to a policeman. I real y didnt go much over the speed limit, she quickly added. 

He didnt respond, at first. Then he sat in the chair and spoke with complete power. Juliana Sel s, since you know what is expected of you, he emphasized the word know, assume the position of your punishment.

She stood and stared, perplexed, as he sat straight backed with his legs slightly parted. What did he expect of her? She wanted to sound confident, but she was completely confused. Words didnt form, only mumbles. 

Come now, that wil  be five additional swats for failure to obey.

Swats? Are you absurd enough to think Im going to al ow you to actual y hit me?

Not hit. I hit a man in a fight. Im not fighting with you. Im punishing you. You wil  receive what I deem to be the appropriate corporal punishment on your ass. It wil  start mildly and grow in intensity. The steady increase wil  make it easier for you to tolerate.

And what is my offense? she asked incredulously. 

As we discussed, youre guilty of having an obvious disregard for others as wel  as authority. Prior to three of our eight sessions, you made me wait for anywhere from five to fifteen minutes. You just admitted to rescheduling a patient for your own needs, as wel  as breaking at least one law in our fine state. Would you like me to investigate your wrongdoings for more transgressions in need of correction?

Julie thought back. She did make him wait. But didnt everyone wait at a doctors office? Besides she had her reasons. Derek, I can explain

Its too late for explanations or apologies. The time for those were when the infractions occurred. However, its my experience they are, in general, a waste of breath; a pathetic attempt to reduce the penalty for an offense. I find them to be self-serving lies. In my opinion they only serve as incentive for increased punishment.

She stared at him in disbelief. His image blurred as the tears formed and teetered on the edge of her blue eyes. He real y believed he had the right to sentence her, Dr. Juliana Sel s, for violations against him and others. 

Before she could respond he continued, And from this moment on, you wil  refer to me as Sir. As a submissive, al  males are to be addressed as Sir. When you accept a proper col ar from a Dom who chooses you, he wil  forever be addressed as Master.

Julie found herself backing away from Derek. It was one thing to hear about this from patients. It was quite another to be faced with it  or have it face you. Her quiet words ran together, Im sorry, I shouldnt have come, this was a mistake, I need to go

His tone suddenly made her helpless to do anything but obey. Doctor Sel s, assume the position, he snapped his fingers and pointed to his lap, 

now.

Julie began to remove her shoes. He redirected her movements, No. Keep the shoes on. I told you they emphasize your slut status. Slowly she

walked toward him. Her position wasnt debatable. Despite al  common sense, she found herself contemplating how to position herself across his lap. 

Kneeling beside his chair, she laid herself over his lap. Her breasts smashed against his thigh as she wiggled into place. The lacy bra and light blouse did little to stop her hard nipples from responding to the pressure. He instructed her to put her hands on the floor. Without question she obeyed. Once her hands were in place she realized her naked ass was now at his disposal. While she fought the urge to reach up and pul  her skirt, Derek removed the clips from her hair, and her dark trusses fel  around her face. Her chestnut locks fel  into her eyes and mouth. Juliana knew in order to move it she needed her hands. Removing them from the floor without permission frightened her more than the hair bothered her senses. 

As she debated, Dereks hand rubbed her exposed buttocks. Her pussy tightened as she felt the strength and control in his movements. 

Nonetheless, her fighting side prevailed, Hey, I thought this was punishment? Youre just getting off!

It is about punishment. You are about to experience the connection between pleasure and pain. His hand continued to rub, Ive dreamt of marking this amazing ass.

Juliana wanted to argue, but his touch had her complete attention. 

His large hand continued to caress as he asked, When was the last time you had sex?

Its none of your business, she replied, though her tone was losing strength. While her mind tried to understand this new subjective position, her body moved in response to his touch. 

Youre crying to be fucked and to be fucked right. Your increasingly slutty clothes with each visit and wetness between your legs, confirms my accuracy. The movement of his hand warmed her ass. However, the insertion of his finger into her wet cunt caught her off guard. She screamed. 

The fast slap across her ass made her cry out again. The pain was sharp and intense. Do not make another noise.

She whimpered, I cant help it.

Yes, you can and you wil . Otherwise youl  be gagged. Do you understand? She nodded. His finger once again inside of her, methodical y moved in and out. Words, answer my questions with words.

I understand — I wil  not — scream again. The movement of his fingers made her breathing ragged between words. 

Very good. Youre so wet. You like this, dont you?

Juliana fought her new reality, she could not deny it. But would he know she was lying? Then what would he do? Again his hand contacted her ass. 

She bit her lip to stop the scream. Bravely she answered, Yes, I like that.

Again his finger stroked her wet cunt, tantalizing her clit, but not penetrating. She mindlessly moved toward his hand. His voice refocused her. Now confess the infractions youve committed.

I made you wait.

His hand once again stung her ass. She avoided the scream but wiggled her body. Do not move. You wil  stay stil  and try your answer again, with the appropriate respect.

Sir, Im sorry, Sir. She immediately regretted her apology. He was right. It was only an attempt to lessen his punishment. He responded with another blow to her reddening ass. Sir, I made you wait. I was late for our sessions.

Continue.

I have not thought about other peoples concerns, only my own, Sir. Before he could remind her to continue she remembered her earlier confession. 

And I drove over the speed limit on the way here, Sir.

Now tel  me, are you real y a slut?

No, Sir. Im not a slut.

His hand lashed out with increased speed and intensity, four, five, six more blows. Why then do you tease men with the way you dress? Why do

think you can walk around and make men hard without fol owing through? Maybe you arent a slut, just a cock tease. Is that true?

Sir, Im not trying to be a cock tease. More blows, tears now fel  onto the hotel carpet. The pain was real - more real than shed ever experienced. 

Are you completely stupid or just ignorant to the way you affect men?

Yes, Sir, I know how I affect men.

That is the first honest answer Ive heard. Youl  learn to answer honest and completely the first time. Today it is about learning to submit. Are you beginning to understand?

She was. She truly was. Yes, Sir, I am. Her words were choked between sobs. His hand once again rubbed her skin. It didnt tingle as before. 

Instead each caress possessed a mil ion needles poking into her tender flesh. Again, his finger found her swol en throbbing pussy. This time he used two, then three. The absence of pain on her ass, combined with the delight inside her, made her moan with pleasure. Her body responded. 

She rocked back and forth on his hand. Are you going to fuck me?

Again the pain, the shooting sting as his hand no longer tantalized but tormented her. Slaves do not ask questions. Theirs is only to obey, to take whatever is given with gratitude. You are not here to be fucked, but to learn your place. Two more strikes. Respond.

Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir, for showing me my place. She didnt know where the words came from, but they were there. As soon as they left her mouth she knew they felt right and shed pleased Derek. 

Now, the prelude is complete. Your punishment is as fol ows: twenty-five blows. You wil  count each strike, and thank me for taking the time to administer this much needed correction.

Her mind reeled, prelude? Twenty-five! She responded quickly before an additional blow came her way, Yes, Sir, I wil

do as you say.

The strikes were painful y spaced, and she did as he said. She counted each blow, and thanked him for his time and concern. By the time he

reached twenty-five she could no longer feel her ass. Each strike increased in intensity. Though impossible, she believed the nerves to her

backside were shut down. Stand up. She did and mindlessly straightened her top and skirt. The neck of her blouse had moved, exposing the lacey texture of her pushup bra. Yes, thats a bra of a slut.

She looked down. Dereks erection was visible even through the constraints of his jeans. She wanted to see his thick cock. She wanted to touch it, taste it and feel it. The humiliation and pain moved her to a place shed never been. This made her col ege experience seem like childs play. Her body cried out for more. Sir, please may I suck you?

Dereks eyes were soft but his words were hard. You are a slut. Do I need to remind you again that as a slave your actions are not at your

discretion?

She wanted to kneel before him and apologize, but she thought better of it. Fil ed with shame, she lowered her eyes and replied, No, Sir. I

remember.

What did I tel  you, was the purpose of tonight?

Sir, you said the purpose of tonight was to deliver my sentence for the infractions I committed, and to learn to submit.

I believe weve accomplished our goal. You may go. He dismissed her with his words as he gestured toward the door. 

Go? She couldnt go. Her body screamed for attention. If he wouldnt fuck her, maybe she could piss him off, make him mad and hed spank her

again. Julie couldnt believe her own thoughts, they were ludicrous. The psychologist in her mental y slapped her to reality. He is offering you an escape. Run! Go! Get the hel  away from him and never look back. 

His absent expression reminded her of Professor Simms. 

Wel , the difference was, she had to face Professor Simms in class. She never needed to see Detective Derek Terril  ever again. She grabbed her purse and walked toward the door. This time she wasnt the scared col ege student, she was an adult. She wouldnt go quietly, You are a sick

bastard! I would tel  the department what an asshole you are, but I dont want to have to see you again for anymore sessions. I never want to see you again! I hope the next time you arent the fastest on the trigger! With that she slammed the door and ran toward the elevator. 

Trying desperately to appear composed and contain the sobs in her chest, she reflected on her hateful words. As the elevator doors closed, she thought, I real y am a bitch! 


Chapter Three

Each time she stood to greet a patient, or sat on one of the plush chairs in her office, Dr. Sel s ass cried out, a painful reminder of her recent sentence. The night before when she got home to her apartment, she ran for the shower. The warm water assaulted her skin, brutalizing her tender behind. She washed and rewashed her body, as she tried to convince herself she didnt just al owed Derek Terril  to violate and punish her body. 

Tears of pain fel  from her eyes, as she tried to dry her behind with a thick plush towel. Turning and twisting in the mirror, she saw the marks confirming the torture shed endured on her round firm ass. 

During the night she woke repeatedly in agony, as she tried to rol  to her back. Each time she woke, her hands found her wet pussy. Although the pain woke her, the increasing need for sex kept her masturbating for hours. The next morning, the redness had lessened, deep purple bruises were beginning to form, and she was stil  hornier than shed ever been. 

Somewhere during the night, she rationalized her experience was strictly professional, field research. After al , her patients often spoke of voluntary slavery, bondage, discipline, submission, and masochistic tendencies. Now she could relate. Now she could advise them  run , flee and leave, just as she had done. Then they would be happy, like her. 

At noon she was expected at a budget meeting. Julie knew she couldnt attend the meeting. Somehow the thought of arguing with the male doctors and administrators over numbers made her uncomfortable. It had never been an issue before, but now with her body aching, she didnt feel right questioning male authority. 

Oh, this had to stop! Her entire career would be ruined if she didnt separate the new feelings from her wel  educated thoughts. She rationalized, she just needed time. Dr. Sel s sent a quick email and apologized for her impending absence from the noon meeting. Moments before she clicked

send, trepidation infiltrated her thoughts. Did she sincerely mean the apology, or was she doing what he said? Was she attempting a pathetic plea to reduce the penalties for her infraction? Fuck it! She wasnt going to the meeting, and an apology was the social y acceptable thing to do. 

Luckily, today al  of her clients were women. She searched the computer. Monday she was scheduled to see two men. Dr. Sel s convinced herself

she would spend the weekend self-empowering. She would hide away in her plush condominium and watch chick movies: Thelma and Louise, Erin

Brockovich, Tomb Raider, and anything else she could think of. By Monday, she would be back to her old self. 

When her two oclock session was almost complete and Dr. Sel s was wrapping up her notes, the petite blond across the desk spoke, Oh, Dr. Sel s, Im sorry, I almost forgot.

Juliana looked up from her computer and watched her patient pul  an envelope from her purse. The woman presented the envelope across the

doctors desk. 

What is this? Juliana asked. 

I dont know. As I was entering the building, a man asked me if I was your patient. I told him yes. He told me to be sure to give this to you.

Julie held the envelope. Nothing was written on the outside. Did he tel  you his name?

No he didnt. Doctor, are you alright? You look pale.

The doctor dropped the envelope and tried to finish typing her notes. Im fine. Do you remember what I asked you to do between now and our next session? The two women spoke, as the client recal ed her assignment prior to her next appointment. 

Once Julie was alone, she locked her office door and returned to her desk. The envelope looked benign. However, if her heart rate was any

indication, its contents could be dangerous  perhaps even life altering. If she were a patient, she would tel  herself: the envelope is an inanimate object. It has no control over you. You are in control of your actions and your responses. 

The problem was  Julie wasnt the patient, and she wasnt listening to her own advice. Slowly she opened the flap and removed the page of

handwritten words:

Juliana, your initiation continues tonight. Go straight home after work. Do not cancel your last patient, however leave immediately upon completion. 

Shower, fix your hair down, straightened, and wear heavy eye makeup with red lipstick. You wil  dress in the clothes laid out on your bed. Only wear what is on your bed. Do not add or subtract. Failure to complete these directives wil  result in corporal punishment. Be ready at 7:30. There wil  be a taxi waiting for you in front of your building. The driver wil  know where to take you. Once there, the driver wil  have a note for you to give the bouncer. 

After he al ows you to enter, go straight to Club 3, go to the bar and order a Long Island Iced Tea. Only sip the drink. You wil  receive further instruction at that time. Sir

She stared at the paper. Who in their right mind would fol ow these instructions? It definitely didnt fit into her schedule of self-empowerment. 

Dr. Sel s counseled her next two patients. She knew she did, because she had notes on her computer, yet as she drove toward her condo she

couldnt remember any of their sessions. How could he have clothes on her bed? Part of the reason she paid big money for her luxury condo was for its security. There was a security desk, which must be passed as wel  as a guard, at the garage entrance. The floors were only accessible with keys and each dwel ing had its own security system. The only people besides building security, who knew her code, were her housekeeper and cook. 

It wasnt that she was paranoid. It was just; she was a successful single woman in . You cant be too safe. Besides, sometimes she dealt with

unstable patients. Common sense told her to be cautious. 

When Julie slowed her Lexus to turn into her parking garage, she remembered her dry cleaning. Shed meant to get it yesterday, and wel , her plans

changed. The dry cleaner was only a block and a half away. They have a drive through pick-up, and the entire detour would take less than fifteen minutes. She knew she could stil  be ready by seven thirty. With reassuring self-empowerment she smiled and merged back into traffic. Fuck him! 

She was going to the drycleaners. 

There was no indication of an unauthorized person entering her condo. On the rare occasions a repairman or someone else needed to enter, there were always notes in her mail box. Today there was no note. Slowly she stepped into the marble entry and hit the light switch. The spacious home echoed with silence. There were no children running about, no husband or boyfriend watching TV, not even her cook had been there. Serena only

prepared Julies meals Monday through Thursday. Come to think about it, yesterdays meal was stil  in the refrigerator. 

Stepping through the kitchen archway, she saw her coffee cup where she left it, sitting in the bottom of the sink. Often she al owed dishes to accumulate until Serena returned on Monday. Her shoes echoed on the marble corridor as she made her way to the two heavy trimmed doors that

opened to her spacious bedroom. She lifted the lever and pushed one door open. The thick carpet enveloped her heels and muffled their sound as she stepped through the door and reached for the light switch. A gasp came from her lips as she stared at her bed. 

First, it was made. She never made her own bed. That was Lucy, her housekeepers, responsibility. Lucy didnt clean on Fridays, so who made her bed? But that wasnt the main focus of her shock. It was the outfit laid upon her golden comforter. The dress was black, stretchy, adorned with smal shimmers and very short. The shoes were like the ones shed worn the day before, but open toed, black patent, with even slimmer higher heels. 

Julie moved the dress, no underwear  no panties, nylons or bra. That was when she saw the necklace. It was a simple black ribbon with a silver locket. The locket was the shape of a padlock. Julie shuttered at the implications. Did she dare go out wearing only this ensemble? If she did, what did it mean? If she didnt, what would be the repercussions? Would Derek punish her again? 

Julie checked her bedside clock, 6:05. She stil  had almost one and a half hours as she went to the bathroom and started her shower. 

At 7:12 she assessed her reflection in the mirror. Her long dark hair glistened and fel  to the center of her exposed back. The black dress fit very wel . It was late June, but she feared if she felt a chil  everyone would know. Hel , without a chil , her nipples hardened from the brush of the tight fabric. Julie hated the idea of not wearing underwear. It definitely passed some invisible line. She fought the burning shame boiling below her anticipation. Lifting her arms to secure the black ribbon, she watched the hem of the sparkling dress rise. Pul ing it back down to her upper thighs, she vowed to keep her arms low. As she slipped her bare feet into the open toed pumps she heard her cel  phone ring. 

Hel o

Dr. Sel s, this is Evan at the front desk. I wanted to let you know, your taxi is here, waiting for you.

Julie felt her pulse rate increase as she glanced at the clock, 7:14. Evan, my taxi isnt supposed to be here until 7:30. Please ask him to wait.

I wil , Dr. Sel s. However, he already told me to tel  you, since you had time for the dry cleaning; it was assumed you would be ready early.

Julies stomach did a double flip. Oh shit! How did he know she picked up her dry cleaning? What was the big fucking deal? He told her to be ready by 7:30, and she wil  be. Thank you, Evan. Please tel  the driver we should never assume. I wil  be down by 7:30, our agreed upon time.

Although her words sounded strong, Julie now felt like a child caught in a lie. The note didnt say not to get her dry cleaning. It said to be ready by 7:30. Alright, it may have said to go straight home. But she could explain  it was a drive-thru drycleaners. Technical y, she never stopped. 

7:22 PM, Dr. Juliana Sel s stepped from the mirrored elevator into the entryway of her condominium. Evan, the evening security guard looked up. 

His eyes opened wide and his gaze rested upon her round firm breasts. Julie felt her nipples harden and her pussy spasm. She had to admit it felt great to have this effect on men. 

Dr. Sel s, Im sorry. I almost didnt recognize you. You look great!

Thank you, Evan. Is my taxi stil  waiting?

Dr. Sel s settled into the back seat of a yel ow taxi, and the driver wove south toward the area. Shed only been to this part of town once, and it was daylight. Now with the sun setting and alone, the neighborhoods loomed increasingly scary. As the driver pul ed to the curb in front of the ever popular Creation Inferno, Julie fought the desire to ask the driver to take her home. 

It didnt help when he looked into the rearview mirror and said, Listen, Lady, if youve changed your mind, Il  take you home. This aint a good place to be alone.

Julie wanted to go home. But Derek told her to be here. He wanted her here. Somehow that made it alright. Thank you. Il  be fine, Im meeting someone. How much do I owe you?

Lady your fares been paid al  the way here and al  the way back to your house. Last chance, do you want me to take you home?

Derek was offering her another out. Wel  fuck him! I can do this. Il  show him. No.

Its your funeral, he said as he got out of the car. 

Her lips smiled at the man opening her door, but her terrified eyes spoke volumes. Thank you.

The driver sighed and handed Julie a card. Im not sure why youre doing this. But you dont belong here. Heres my number. Cal  anytime or text, just say this is crazy lady. Il  know its you, and Il  be here as soon as I can. Okay. Is that supposed to make me feel better? Or did Derek tel  him to say that? She smiled, stepped away from the cab, and put the drivers card in her smal  purse. Lady, take this note and hand it to the bouncer. I was told

to tel  you not to read it. Julie took the folded piece of paper and stepped toward the awning covered front of the club. 

There was a line at the door. She walked confidently to the door. 

It wasnt difficult to spot the bouncer. He was black, stood at least six foot seven, weighed more than any footbal  player Juliana had ever seen and wore a perpetual sneer. His chest was wider than two of most people. His expression confirmed she was indeed a crazy woman. The line held half naked twenty-one year olds. Why would he let an old woman like her enter the Inferno? 

She mustered her most confident voice, Hel o, I was told to give this to you.

The man took the paper, didnt bother to open it, and sized her up in a matter of seconds. Who owns the key?

Julie stood, confused. Im sorry?

The key.

I dont know what you mean.

Your lock, bitch, whos your master?

That answered her question. The ribbon with the charm meant she was owned, and unavailable to others. She smiled. It was Dereks way of

protecting her. Detective Derek Terril . The bouncer didnt respond. Juliana spoke louder, Detective Terril  is my master.

The large man opened the note. Julie thought she saw signs of a smile as he unclipped the velvet rope, pul ed it back, and beckoned Julies

entrance. Good luck, bitch, youre gonna need it.

She planned to ask for directions to Club 3, but his last statement made her more nervous than before, if that were possible. The front door opened to a dim hal way. There were men and women leaning against the wal s, some in groups, some alone. Everyone stopped talking or doing whatever

it was they were doing, to evaluate her as she passed. By the time she reached the end of the passage, Julie was certain shed forgotten how to breathe. 

After being in the close dark hal , emersion into the club overwhelmed her senses. The large warehouse looking room loomed behind a veil of

multicolored fog or smoke. Pausing to look around, she saw bright colored lights streaming from different origins. The result was euphoric with moving beams of bril iant il umination. Incense fil ed her sinuses as loud music reverberated throughout the cavernous space. The deafening base could be felt as wel  as heard. She hesitated while her eyes adjusted to the dimness and searched for the signs indicating her way to Club 3. 

She saw semi-circular booths surrounding dance floors or stages. Al  of the women in the booths were dressed like her and accompanied by men. 

Queasiness in the pit of her stomach told her she should have taken the cab driver up on his offer. She couldnt help notice the waitresses wore less than the patrons. Julie saw skirts barely covering asses and half shirts so tight they could second as skin. She quickly turned away from the naked women in the cages. 

This room led to another and another, each with a different theme. 

Julie tried to look around without making eye contact. It seemed the only women without companions were the waitresses or those in cages. The

looks she saw from men made her nervous. She sighed when she final y found the sign identifying Club 3. 

Her ears rang as they adjusted to the softer music in this club. It wasnt as deafening. She made her way to the shiny black bar. The leopard print barstools and Jane outfits of the waitresses led Julie to believe shed found a jungle in the middle of the Inferno. She found an empty stool and waited for the bartender to take her order. 

She tried not to judge as she watched the male bartender prepare a drink. His leather pants, bare chest and leather vest caught her attention. When he presented her Long Island Iced Tea, which she hadnt ordered, her gaze immediately went to his multiple piercings. She had trouble looking

away from the large posts through his nipples and wondered if they were as painful as they looked. 

Juliana hadnt eaten since lunch, and that was only a salad. The Long Island Iced Tea tasted wonderful. She tried to only sip. Truth be told, she wanted to order food. But, the bartender with al  his piercings and tattoos frightened Julie a little. Besides, he hadnt asked if she wanted anything else. He just handed her the drink and walked away. 

With each sip of the tal  drink and note of the soft music, Juliana found herself fascinated by her surroundings. As she watched, she internalized the waitresss behavior. Not only were their outfits revealing, but their demeanor was tel ing. She realized shed stepped into a world of complete male domination or more accurately female submission. Every server was female, and every one of them was subservient to anyone in a chair. Juliana

even saw one of them leave with a patron and return about ten minutes later, looking as though she had been slapped, beaten or at least screwed. 

The patron appeared satisfied and surprisingly so did the waitress. It gave a whole new meaning to the title server. 

Julie checked her watch again, 9:26. Where the hel  was Derek? Why couldnt she be late, but he could? She was toying with the idea of cal ing the nice cab driver to pick her up when out of nowhere a very tal  wel -built blonde man materialized on the barstool next to her. Ms. Sel s, your presence is required in the backroom.

Julie didnt know what to do. Derek said he would see her here. Im sorry. Im waiting for someone.

No. You were told you would receive further instruction. That has happened. Now you must come with me.

I dont know

 Julie stopped mid-sentence. This was a man. She had been told to address al  men as Sir. Excuse me, Sir, this is new to me. I expected Derek Terril  to be here.

Now, Miss, with that the man was up and moving. Julie wasnt sure if she should fol ow. He didnt wait for her decision. She quickly trailed behind him and through some doors to another long hal . Once they passed the second set of doors, Julie heard sounds that immediately made her think of

sex. Other noises made her want to grab the blonde for safety. She thought she heard the sound of leather against flesh, whimpers and muffled

screams. She told herself the moans she heard were from consensual activities, just beyond the doorways in her path. Unfortunately, lying to herself wasnt one of Julianas talents. 

Ahead on the right she saw a door slightly ajar, curiosity got the better of her. Perhaps she was in a state of shock, maybe it was the , but for some reason she stopped fol owing the tal  blonde, long enough to peer through the door. She couldnt believe her eyes: there was a dirty mattress on the floor with a woman chained by her wrists. From Julies angle she could tel  the womans arms were spread wide toward the corners of the mattress. 

Her face was rubbing against the filthy mattress, and she had something in her mouth. It looked like a rubber bal  with rubber straps secured behind her head. It al owed for only muffled moans instead of screams. She was on her knees with her ass in the air. It didnt take long to figure out the man behind her was fucking her in the ass. 

She hadnt been standing in the doorway long, when the man turned and saw her. Dont just stand there, cunt, get in here. You can suck her pussy while I ram her tight hole. Then Il  fuck yours.

Julie shook her head and quickly backed out of the door. Her heart raced as she spun toward the direction shed been going. Before she could start walking, she col ided into the broad chest of a tal  man. Her mouth went dry and her pulse increased. He roughly seized her arm. You real y do have problems fol owing directions, dont you?

Derek! Julie crumbled into Dereks chest. Derek! Oh, I mean, Sir, Im so happy to see you! Why did you make me wait out there?

He held her chin, directing her vision to his face, and spoke low, Do not wander around unaccompanied. Another ten seconds and I wouldnt have been able to save you. Slaves cannot decide for themselves when or with whom they have sex. The only thing that kept you safe in the bar was

Julie nodded her head and finished his sentence, the necklace.

Derek smiled, How did you know?

The bouncer asked who owned my key. I knew then.

Wel , if you answered me, you are good at self-preservation, but I believe I caught you in yet another lie. Julie didnt respond. The tenderness of her ass intensified as she considered the possibility of further reprimand. But, I would like to discuss a proposal to make an honest woman of you. He released her chin and took her hand. First come with me. Theres more for you to see.

They began to walk along the gray wal ed hal  when Derek stopped again and pushed Julie against the wal  with his body. She heard a commotion

up ahead. His arms extended to the wal  on either side of her face as his pelvis pushed against her hips. Goose bumps formed on her arms and

legs as he rubbed against her and whispered, For the purpose of tonight, when in the presence of any other male, he nuzzled her neck, address me only as Master. It was then Julie heard multiple loud male voices coming from the direction theyd been headed. Do not look directly into the eyes of any man, including me. And do not leave my side unless under my orders.

Dereks broad chest obstructed Julies view, yet she could hear the cat cal s from the other men, congratulating Derek  like she was a fresh piece of meat: Nice tits. Dont forget your buddies. Another voice, Yeah, Il  take your bitch for a test drive tonight. She was too shocked to hear Dereks responses. Instead, she concentrated on the neckline of his tight black shirt. And the intoxicating scent of his cologne. The men walked away stil loud and jeering with each other and her master. 

Do you understand?

Julie nodded, looked up to his face and quickly away, Yes, Master, I understand. Thank you.

He pul ed her hair back, causing her head to look up. She quickly diverted her eyes and heard the approval in his voice, Youre a fast learner. Wel see what else you can learn quickly. With that he regained captivity of her hand and led her to his office. 


Chapter Four

The name plate beside the door read Security. By passing a card near a sensor Derek opened the door. Inside the room were numerous smal

black and white monitors. Two men sat mesmerized as they stared from screen to screen. One of the men was the blonde whod come after Juliana

at the bar. The smel  of onions permeated her senses as she noticed the remains of a long Subway sandwich on an abandoned table. She stil

hadnt eaten and the few lone pieces looked increasingly appetizing. 

Forgetting their duties for a minute, the two men turned toward Derek to offer their approval at his new slave. Julie held tight to his hand and fought the urge to hide behind his muscular body. These men wanted to see Dereks possession. Instinctively, she knew she had no choice in the amount of viewing theyd be al owed. Julie lowered her eyes and concentrated on her masters speech. 

Alright, cunt, do a once around for my friends. Julie felt the release of his hand and she slowly spun around. It seemed insane that she was presenting herself as viewing pleasure for men she didnt know. When the spinning completed 360 degrees, Derek seized her hand and pul ed her

close. Thats al  your gettn, boys. I aint sharing tonight! Through her internal shouts of joy, Julie heard their protests. He pul ed her through yet another doorway. 

This room was cramped and smal , holding a desk, chair, a few filing cabinets, two opposing chairs and a ratty looking couch. The desk held a

computer with three large monitors. The smal  space had two vents and the air conditioning cooled the room to the equivalent of nearly frozen

tundra. Julie stood as Derek closed the blinds within the window of his door. 

The last hour in this place had been unreal. The last ten minutes felt like the Twilight Zone. Once the blinds were closed he turned and inspected his sub. I see you were able to fol ow my dressing and styling directions. With that he walked casual y to Julie and placed his hand upon her bare ass. 

This time she didnt complain. She even remembered not to look directly into his eyes. 

Derek kept one hand on her firm behind while he used the other to lift her chin to see her eyes. No other men are around. I want to see your

magnificent blue eyes. Julie exhaled and looked up at his face. Eight sessions of therapy and shed never seen the liquid expression now staring down at her. His voice turned sultry, How is your sexy ass feeling today?

Tender.

Derek smirked, Im glad to know I havent lost my touch.

Sir, Julie understood the implications of Master  it is a forever term. Derek said she had the option of deciding when she would give that title to someone. The only stipulation was that it had to be someone who first chose her. Slavery was consensual. The term of Master, in the presence of others tonight was merely show. Julie wasnt ready to give that title to anyone yet. Why am I here? Whats going to happen?

His voice hardened, Take off your dress.

She started to argue, but his expression changed her mind. The dress came up over her head. Within seconds she stood before Detective Terril

wearing only the ribbon necklace and very tal  shiny shoes. 

He continued, There are three essential directives every slave must know. She must not only know them, but obey them, anytime or anyplace. Il repeat  it is not in a slaves vocabulary to question her master. If a master tel s his slave to go fuck his friend, her response is; Yes, Master, thank you, Master. He leaned against his desk and studied the trembling form before him. Right now youl  learn two important commands: kneel and suck. 

They seem pretty self-explanatory. Lets see if you can handle them. Julie fel  to her knees before him. She started to reach for his belt when his hand contacted the top of her head. Lower. She lowered her head to the floor in front of his feet. My shoes, bitch. Kiss my shoes.

She lifted her head enough to see his leather loafers. As she moved her naked body toward his feet the wetness between her legs increased. Her breasts rubbed the cold linoleum floor until her lips made contact with the soft brown leather. She then repeatedly kissed his shoes. 

Stop. She obeyed and returned her head to the ground. Remove my cock. You may not use your hands.

Julie lifted her naked body until her mouth was even with Dereks waist. Using only her teeth, lips and tongue she undid his belt, pul ed the snap on his jeans, and final y lowered the zipper. The increased tension from his blood fil ed shaft made the process increasingly difficult. Once shed lowered the zipper, she gasped as his manhood unfolded against her cheek. It was bigger than any penis shed ever seen. Right now it was

standing up taunting her. She worried it might be too big; she might not be able to handle it. 

Shed given her husband a blow job a few times. But that was only after he pleaded and begged. She never found it appealing and never did she

swal ow. 

Tentatively, she took the moistened tip between her lips. Instantly, his shaft twitched as the engorged member took on a life of its own. The cum dripped cock tasted musky and tart. She heard a low growl as she teased the tip. 

Oh yeah, thats it, Baby. Derek grabbed her head and directed his enlarged shaft past her tongue and into her throat. At first, she gagged at the length. Take it deeper. When she unconsciously started to back away, his domineering words kept her in place. Youl  swal ow every drop. If you spil any of my cum, your next beating wil  be with a cane. Sitting wil  not be an option the next day.

Arguing wasnt a possibility. Julie tried feverishly to relax her throat. It wasnt until he began to fuck her mouth that she worried about swal owing. By then it was too late, her mouth fil ed with warm liquid as her cheeks expanded. She had two choices, swal ow or spit. Obeying his command, she swal owed and swal owed. Although gagging occurred to her, preserving her ass seemed more important. Once he was done, he told her to lick

him clean. 

Final y, Derek pul ed her hair causing her to rise. Come here. He directed her to his desk where he sat in his chair and pul ed Julie to his lap. She felt his thickening cock, stil  hanging free of his jeans, under her bare cunt. The proximity made her cream. She was afraid her juices would drip on his jeans. She wanted to rub her pussy against his cock but his words redirected her focus. Look at these monitors.

Julie did. Each large monitor was subdivided into nine smal er screens. Turning from image to image Julie did her best to take in al  twenty-seven changing scenes. She could see the main entrance to the club, hal ways, dance floors, panning views of sitting areas, stages, bars, bathrooms and private rooms. There were many squares that looked like the room shed wandered into earlier  mattresses, chained women and domineering men. 

In some of the views the women were bound and being fucked. There were some with multiple men. One woman, stil  wearing the half top of a

waitress, had one mans cock in her mouth and another mans cock in her pussy. 

Julie concentrated on a view of a woman bound by her wrists, toes just off the ground, and a gag in her mouth. The womans body wreathed in pain as each lash of a leather whip descended upon her lower back, buttocks and thighs. Another square held a woman quivering on al  fours as she

endured the repeated whipping of a long wooden rod. As her eyes took in the image, Derek offered an explanation, That is the cane. Its thin solid wood and slices through the air creating a whistling sound just before it makes contact. When it col ides with flesh, the cracking noise is deafening. 

The markings upon a firm ass are magnificent. Sometimes Doms beat their slaves with the cane, for no other reason than to admire their artistic creations.

As Derek spoke about the finer attributes of caning, his cock grew exponential y. His words scared Julie to death. The woman on the screen

continual y fel  to her bel y in either pain or exhaustion. Nevertheless, the growing shaft near her pussy made her thighs glisten with her own juices, as wel  as his new load of cum seeping from his bulbous blue tip. She had been told repeatedly slaves took whatever came their way and knew she wasnt al owed to ask. But every nerve in her body wanted his cock inside of her. 

His hand slipped to her swol en pussy lips. Parting the enlarged labia he felt the evidence of her slutty desires. Do you want me to fuck you?

Yes

 Her voice quivered with excitement. Yes, Sir, please fuck me.

If I fuck you now, I wil  fuck you hard. Nothing about being a slave is about your pleasure. His words sounded harsh, but his fingers slid in and out of her with ease giving her the pleasure she desired. With her legs spread on either side of his knees Julie nodded and bounced with his slightest move. Im going to fuck your tight hole. She stopped moving. The screens in front of her and Dereks words behind her didnt seem real. Fear

increased her heart rate. Her husband had asked to do that once or twice and had been repeatedly denied. Juliana wanted Derek in her wet cunt. It yearned to tighten around his swol en rod. Your ass is virgin, isnt it?

Yes, Sir, it is. Her voice was soft and eyes downcast. She turned to face him. Her demeanor was from fear more than respect. She couldnt stop him, but she wanted him to know that the idea terrified her. 

He lifted her off his lap and placed her chest against his desk. Using his fingers he stroked her cunt, one, two, three fingers. She moaned, hoping it soon would be his cock instead of his fingers. Liquid honey dripped from her hole. 

Julie tried to concentrate on his movements at her cunt, but now he used her cum to lubricate her circular muscle. He rubbed his finger around the perimeter, and then eased in and out inserting a finger, then two. After three fingers loosened the ring, Julie felt the head of his cock against her ass. Immediately, involuntarily she clinched her sphincter muscle. With one hand he began to tease and torment her nipples, the other went to work again on her tight hole. Come on, Baby, a slippery slut like you is begging for an ass fucking. When she didnt respond he slapped one butt cheek hard. The sting combined with the pleasure of his fingers. I told you to beg.

Please, Sir

 she tried to form the words, please fuck my ass.

Julie wasnt sure how he did it, but the next thing she realized, his shaft plunged deep into her. It hurt more than she could have imagined, yet with each thrust her body relaxed and his thick long cock pounded deeper and deeper. His swol en bal s slammed against her tender ass as he

rammed harder, penetrating her virgin cavern. In time, he let out a loud growl and his body col apsed upon hers, flattening her petite frame against his metal desk. 

Knowing hed come, that shed satisfied him, fulfil ed a need which overpowered the pain. She smiled, although her empty pussy cried out for

attention. 

Put on your dress, were going out into the club for dinner.

Julie looked at her dress on the floor and tentatively reached for it. Sir? Derek looked up. May I ask a question?

He smiled, Yes, youre catching on.

May I clean myself before dinner? His cum leaked from her hole. She felt it seeping down her wet thighs. 

Let me see you. Hesitantly, Julie turned a circle while stil  holding her dress in her hands. You may clean yourself with your hands, but you must lick whatever you remove from your hands. She couldnt think of words to express her disgust, but her expression must have said it al . Very wel , you wil eat as you are. Put on your dress.

The walk past his associates, down long corridors, and through crowded rooms was humiliating and embarrassing for Dr. Sel s. She knew the

others not only could see what theyd done, but believed they could probably smel  it too. Little did she realize Dereks marking was another form of

his protection. That plus the locket made her his property. Another Dom couldnt approach her if he wanted. 

The dining room had a secluded table waiting for them. After they were seated, Derek ordered wine. Once the waitress was gone Julie attempted

to excuse herself to go to the bathroom. 

No.

Excuse me? I have to use the restroom.

No. You just want to clean yourself. I want you to feel me inside and out.

Sir, she whispered low, I real y need to pee.

See that brass looking planter in the corner?

Julie turned her head and saw what appeared to be a planter or perhaps an old spittoon. Yes.

That is a place for slaves to relieve themselves, without leaving the presence of their masters. You may pee there.

In front of everyone? Her voice raised at least an octave. 

Its either that or you wil  pee in a glass, sitting here at the table and drink it.

Determined, Julie rose from her seat, placed her napkin on her chair and walked with her head held high to the corner pot. She careful y squatted and aimed. It took some time to relax the necessary muscles, but soon a steady flow of urine hit the liquid already in the container. She cringed as other men watched approvingly of her high heeled shoes, bent knees, and exposed pussy. Of course, there was no toilet paper. Now, not only did she have cum dripping down her legs, but urine too. 

Degraded, Juliana summoned as much dignity as possible, stood, smoothed her dress and returned to the table. Derek picked up his wine goblet

and pantomimed a toast. Julie obediently lifted her glass. 

A toast, to a very fast learner. After clinking their glasses, they both took a sip of the thick red liquid and returned the goblets to the table. Reaching across the table, he covered her hand, You asked me why youre here. I thought this would be an excel ent crash course on voluntary slavery. Every woman you see in this place is here of her own free wil . Every woman wants to be exactly where she is right now.

I real y dont know if I understand. Im trying, I real y am.

Derek smiled and nodded toward the corner pot, I believe you are.

Julie looked down. She suddenly remembered the no eye contact rule. Why?

Why what?

Why would any woman give-up equality? Why would she give-up herself to be a slave?

Who said equality was ever hers? And who said she needs to give-up herself?

Just then the waitress appeared. Juliana noticed the pretty younger woman wore a leather studded col ar with a lock, a real lock requiring a key. 

She gave Juliana a passing glance, however, her entire attention was directed toward Master Derek. 

Using the waitress as an example, he continued educating Julie. Al  of the waitresses here are slaves. He then turned to the petite brunette, Who owns you, ?

Im a club slut, Master. Mr. Carmichael and Inferno owns me.

Can you leave here any time you want?

She smiled, No, Sir. But, I dont want to leave. Julie couldnt believe her ears. 

Have you been fucked today?

beamed with pride, Yes, Master, three times.

And did you enjoy it? Did you come?

Yes, Master. One time - I came twice.

Have you been beaten today?

bowed her head. Once.

Did you deserve it?

Yes, Master, I broke a glass during training.

Derek turned to Juliana, who felt as though she was watching a scene from a badly written porno movie. The slaves live here in the club twenty-four seven. They are in a continual state of training. When the club isnt busy, their training is intensified. The goal of the club is to keep their slaves in peak condition for service. He returned his attention to the half clothed waitress. A glass, how many were you carrying?

I dont know, Master. I had a tray and Mistress Debbie continued to add glasses. It was my duty to carry the tray around the bar.

You dont know how many were on the tray?

No, Master, I was blindfolded.

Let me see your ass. Savannah turned and lifted her skirt. Julie wasnt surprised to see the woman didnt wear underwear. Her ass held a mixture of bruises and welts in varying colors of age. Derek nodded in satisfaction. Turning back to Juliana, Infernos training is actual y very simple, like training a dog. Slaves are immediately punished for misbehaving and rewarded for good behavior. Simple comforts are considered rewards and

are accepted by slaves like lavish gifts.

, if I told you to pleasure me right now, would you obey?

Her excitement was evident, Oh, yes, Master Derek.

What if I told you to pleasure my companion?

Julies heart stopped, as she realized what hed just suggested. She tried to hide the horror in her expression, as she looked from Derek to the slave waitress. Savannahs expression of excitement did not wane. Yes, Master Derek. Il  make her come for you. Do you want to watch?

He smiled, No, not tonight. Bring us another bottle of wine and then Il  order.

turned and hurried to fulfil  her duty. Juliana couldnt find words to express her thoughts. For a psychologist thats quite a state. Derek handed her a half-fil ed wine goblet. Does that help you understand?

She emptied the glass in one gulp. No, Sir, Im stil  shel  shocked from your suggestion.

His grin widened. It was only meant for you to understand there is nothing a slave wont do for her master. In the case of the waitresses, al  men are their masters.

When the waitress returned with the new bottle of wine, Derek ordered both of their meals and spoke casual y to her about her new nipple clips. 

She raised her shirt to show Derek the torturous devises. They were metal with sharp jagged edges that clamped and bit into the tender skin at the base of each of her nipples. Master Duane told me to wear them.

Why, , what did you do?

He said I was too slow getting his drink. She was successful y avoiding Dereks eyes. 

Did you take too long getting his drink?

No, Master. It was no longer than usual.

So youre saying Duane lied?

Julie watched in horror as fel  to her knees at Dereks feet. No, Master. I didnt say that. Perhaps, I did take too long. I believe his real reason was to cause me pain.

Are you in pain?

Oh, yes. They hurt very much.

And how does that make you feel?

My purpose is to provide pleasure. If Master Duane receives pleasure from my pain, Im content.

Perhaps I should speak to and tel  him you are cal ing customers liars.

s ass rose as her lips fel  to Dereks shoes. Between kisses she begged, No, please, Master. Il  do anything you say. Please use me. Please dont say anything to Master Clinton.

Get up. The waitress rose. Il  decide once Ive witnessed your service. We wil  see how fast you bring us our meal.

Her face brightened, Yes, Master Derek. I wil  not let you down. I promise youl  be pleased.

You may go.

Thank you, Master, she turned and left in a blur. 

Contemplating each scene shed witnessed and hoping for an alcohol buzz, Julie reached for her wine goblet. Before she could grasp the stem, 

Derek moved it out of her reach. You do not eat or drink without permission.

She looked longingly from the wine to Dereks expression. Sir, may I have another drink of wine?

You wil  wait until our food arrives. With that Derek finished his glass of wine and poured himself another. Do you have any more questions about what you have seen?

Julie shook her head, Im too confused to even know what to ask.

When their food arrived Derek used a bread plate to separate about one third of Julies serving from her plate. He then gave her the smal  plate and the partial glass of wine from before. 

Julie looked at the tiny portion and back to Derek. Recognizing her bewilderment, he directed her speech. Now dont be ungrateful. What do you say when someone al ows you to eat?

She inhaled and exhaled, Thank you, Sir, for al owing this unworthy slave to eat.

Derek smiled and began to eat his portion  plus. 

With both of their meals about complete, Derek presented his proposal. Last night you told me you never wanted to see me again, yet here you are.

Julie nodded, eyes reverently diverted. Im offering you a choice. Your first option is for me to take you home to your condo. You can forget

everything youve seen and experienced. We wil  never cross paths again.

She knew that was the smart choice. This was al  too much. But, she needed to hear her second option. Sir, I would like to hear my second choice.

Her careful wording, as to not ask impressed Derek. Very wel , your second option is to give me until Sunday evening at six.

I dont understand.

I have a cabin, an hour out of town. Its secluded and safe. Youl  go there with me tonight. We wil  leave directly after dinner. Wel  continue your initiation into the world of BDSM and voluntary slavery. Your weekend wil  contain both pleasure and pain. I wil  not go easy on you. This is a decision requiring ful  disclosure. It would not be fair for me to sugar coat it, and then change the rules. 

You spend the weekend with me, and if by Sunday night you decide to cal  me Master, we wil  explore the possibilities of a future. If Sunday night arrives and you decide this isnt what you want, I wil  take you home  never to be bothered again.

The things I saw on those monitors, like beatings

 Her voice weakened. Wil  you do that to me?

Yes and more, Derek noticed Julies paling complexion. He reached her hand and squeezed. Ful  disclosure, I wont lie to you. Im also offering you a safety word. If at any time you change your mind, or cannot handle what I deliver, say Detective. I wil  immediately stop and take you home.

returned to their table to retrieve the empty dishes. Julie noticed right away her nipple clips were gone and her nipples were erect. She could see a few spots of blood coming through her shirt, near the center of her left breast. Master Derek, may I please you in any way before you go?

Yes, go tel  I need to speak with him.

s eyes fil ed with panic. For the first time she real y looked at Juliana, her eyes pleaded for help. Julie shared her terror. She had no idea what would do to this poor woman, but she knew it would be far worse than a few nipple clips. Yes, Master, right away.

After she left he returned his gaze to Julie, Whats your decision?

Our service was excel ent.

Thats not an answer to my question.

My acceptance to your proposal, Sir, wil  it have an effect on your conversation with this ?

No. But I want your decision prior to that conversation. Your decision should also not be affected by whats said.

Il  do it. She exhaled, so much for a self-empowering weekend. Please promise Il  survive.

There wil  be no long term effects.

A very broad tal  greasy looking man approached the table. Derek, the slave girl, , said you need to speak with me.

Yes. I noticed on surveil ance earlier this evening the door from the kitchen to the al ey was propped open. I thought you should be made aware.

The long combed back hair on s head moved as he shook his head from side to side. Stupid cunts! Thank you, Derek, Il  take care of the situation immediately.

I knew you would - by the way, the food and service

fantastic as always.

Did you enjoy a bitch on the side?

Looking toward Julie, Derek replied, Not tonight. But offers were made.

Of course, they were. We pride ourselves on complete satisfaction.

Thank you, . We need to be leaving. With that Derek motioned to Julie to rise. She did and took his hand. Good evening.

After they exited the building, Julie exhaled. Im so happy you didnt do anything to cause trouble.

She didnt deserve it. If she did, I wouldnt have hesitated.

Julie didnt doubt he meant it. 


Chapter Five

The wheels of Dereks large luxurious four-wheel-drive truck, slowed as he turned onto the winding secluded gravel road. The summer had been dry. 

Loosened rocks and gravel pelted the undercarriage of his Silverado. The noise combined with the change in speed, slowly roused Juliana from

her sleep state to reality. 

Eyes stil  closed she listened to music in the cab and gravel under the truck. Inhaling deeply, she smel ed the aroma of Dereks cologne. Slowly, she realized she was sleeping within a soft bucket seat of his vehicle with his jacket covering her. Although she had no idea what her future held, his presence and the covering of his jacket fil ed her with warmth. She extended her legs and sensed the coolness outside of her cocoon. Juliana

turned toward the driver and watched Dereks profile. Shed been counseling him for two months and the expression before her was total y foreign. 

His complete aura of control comforted her as much as it relaxed him. 

Julie didnt know how long shed been asleep. She remembered leaving that terrible club. Although it was total y outside of her comfort zone, 

something about this whole unbelievable night, or more accurately unbelievable few days felt very right. Perhaps it was something about using his jacket as a blanket. Maybe it was going into literal and figurative uncharted territory. Possibly it was the need for Julie to completely and utterly trust Derek. She real y didnt know or understand. But as the wheels of his truck bounced along the isolated road, she knew deep within her soul she was safe and secure. 

Did Julie believe she would escape harm at Dereks cabin? No. She even felt exhilaration at the probability of being the object of his physical torment. But that didnt matter. She trusted his decisions. He wouldnt give her anything she couldnt handle, and if he did, hed already arranged for a safe word, detective. Al owing herself to relish in the security of her current position, Julie vowed to not utter that word al  weekend. She would prove to Derek and to herself she could withstand any torment he could invent. 

Straightening herself in the seat she stretched again and respectful y found her voice. Thank you, Sir, for al owing me to rest, I must have been very tired.

The smile she saw as she turned toward Derek melted her heart. His face, il uminated by the glow of the dashboard, looked from her to the road. 

He was in complete control of both of their lives. The personal powerlessness added to her delight. Julie had no choice but to depend total y on him. 

I decided youd need the rest.

Julie reached for her purse but could not find it. I thought I had my purse.

You did. I took it.

You took my purse? Youre a policeman and you stole my purse?

No. I took it. Youl  get your purse and phone back on Sunday. This weekend needs to be total y about you

about us.

Julie stared out the side window. The scene blurred as she contemplated her recent decision. What about her voicemail? What about her patients? 

Ever since she started her practice shed always been accessible. She craved this safe feeling, but it would only be for this weekend. She had too many responsibilities for this to be her life. Thank you, Sir, for taking care of my things for me.

We should be there in less than ten minutes.

“You drive this every day for work?

No. Ive owned this cabin for about ten years. I honestly havent been out here for over a year.


***

When the truck pul ed alongside the rustic looking cabin, Julie peered past the beams of the headlights to see the weathered siding of the large

building. She saw tal  trees in every direction. They truly were in the middle of nowhere. Reaching for the door handle Dereks words stopped her. 

Take off your dress and shoes. Youl  remain without clothing this weekend.

Her training had begun and she was ready. Julie slipped her feet from the confines of the tal  heels. She glanced once to her left to see the

dominating expression of her weekend master. She reached for the material and pul ed it over her head. Tel  me, bitch, how do you feel right now?

The club was too much. Julie sensed an overwhelming need to be honest with Derek. She knew hed saved her from something she couldnt even

imagine. Im nervous, excited, embarrassed, and believe it or not, horny.

Why are you nervous?

I dont know what youre going to do to me.

How does it feel, to have no control?

Julie looked at Dereks wide chest. Her eyes lowered to his crotch and she saw his excitement. It feels exhilarating, because I trust you.

Derek grabbed her hair and pul ed her head sharply back. Julie gasped. His mouth roughly nipped at her col ar bone as he snatched her hand and pushed it against his concealed erection. I dont want any misconceptions. His voice was a low growl and his words were a promise, Im going to

hurt you. Do you understand?

The roots of her hair cried out in pain. Somehow shed taken his behavior at the club to mean he was there to protect her; but hed never promised that. Actual y, hed promised pain and suffering. I understand, Sir. This weekend I am your slave. Do to me what you desire.

I desire complete honesty. Have you obeyed me?

Julie immediately thought about her dry cleaning. I didnt drive straight home this evening. Her body trembled at the realization of her impending discipline. I picked up my dry cleaning.

Why? Were my directions unclear?

No, Sir. Your directions were clear.

So why? And dont tel  me it was for the dry cleaning.

It was to prove to myself I had control over my actions, not you.

What do you think should happen as a consequence of your behavior?

Julie fought the pain in her hair, she knew she deserved correction, she just didnt know how he would chose to deliver. I think its your decision.

Before we go inside, suck me. He loosened her hair and she obediently bowed her face to his crotch. Julie freed his cock and immediately dove upon it. She sucked and tantalized the soft flesh of his hard rod. She licked the sensitive underside and massaged his bal s. She prepared for the ingestion of his sperm, when he pushed her back. Lie down and hold stil . Julie did as he said. Derek used her breasts as he rubbed his hard cock between her firm round orbs. It didnt take long before he began to pant. Julie hoped he would shove his dick deep into her swol en pussy. Instead he continued to rub until his load of cum exploded upon Julies chest and neck. The warm musky fluid oozed over her skin. As his penis continued to emit the thick white gel he purposely sprayed some onto her face and around her lips. 

Derek then told her to get out of the truck and fol ow him to the trees. She watched, standing naked and dripping with his cum, as he used a pocket knife to cut a long thin branch from a tree. He told her to keep her hands behind her back, but the feeling of dripping cum from her body was

unnerving. She longed to shower or at least wipe it off. 

They entered the large living room of Dereks two bedroom cabin. As he turned on the lights, she was amazed at the tal  beamed ceilings and large stone fireplace. The furnishings were perfect for a secluded cabin, rustic yet comfortable. He directed her into one of the bedrooms. When he

turned on the light, Julies whole body began to tremble. 

The room contained an array of items, al  designed to afflict new levels of suffering. The first thing she noticed was a large hook secured in the ceiling with a pul ey and chain hanging down. He didnt need to tel  her to stand stil . She was paralyzed by the fear of her decision. When he told her to extend her arms she mindlessly submitted. He attached thick leather wrist restraints and secured the two restraints with a strong latching chain. 

Next, he directed her to lift her hands above her head and attached the large hook to the chain between her wrists. When Derek pul ed the chain, Julies arms rose and her body lifted. Within seconds she stood teetering on the tips of her bare toes. She would have screamed at the strain in her arms and back if not for the red bal  gag hed fastened within her mouth. Dont be embarrassed, drooling is very common with this gag. No one can hear you scream out here anyway; its just I find hours of pleading tiresome. Julies eyes widened at the word hours. 

First, I wil  whip you for your disobedience. I gave you simple instructions. You may nod or shake your head. Did you understand my directive at going straight home? Julie nodded her blue eyes wide. Did you vary from my directive for an important reason? She shook her head, eyes down cast. Did you disobey for spite? She nodded and lowered her face. 

Doctor Sel s, you wil  watch as I deliver the discipline you so loudly requested. With that he picked up the switch she watched him whittle. Moving it from hand to hand he became one with his instrument. Without warning he swung the thin branch and made contact with her breasts. Julie

screamed. Only a muffled noise permeated beyond the rubber gag. 

She tried desperately to flinch and shield her body to no avail. He had total access, spinning her chain and lashing her back and front. A few swipes even hit the sensitive skin of her pussy. Julie stopped fighting. Discipline is a wonderful thing, Derek said as he delivered another lash. It relieves the slave of responsibility. Once the wrongdoing is given to the master, once he passes sentence, the slave is al eviated of al  guilt. Its why children prefer spankings over talks. Discussions require internalization. Punishment is delivered and the child or slave is guilt free. Your offense is past, not to be revisited. Her body hung limp and drenched in sweat, as she endured Dereks punishment. 

When he decided her punishment was complete, Derek walked away and left Juliana hanging by her wrists. She lost track of time and began to

fade into unconsciousness, until she felt him lowering the chain. With her hands stil  bound and her mouth gagged, he inserted an egg shaped

vibrator into her wet cunt and placed a chastity belt around her waist, holding the vibrator in place. 

As he unlocked her wrists he placed a pad lock on the belt. Its late. Im going to go to bed. While I sleep I expect you to clean this cabin. When I wake I expect the bathrooms, floors, kitchen, rugs and everything to be spotless. Julie couldnt respond, the gag continued to pul  at the corners of her mouth as drool coated her chin. The vibrator is set to go off every twenty minutes for five minutes at a time. You are not al owed to come while youre working. Do you understand?

Julie nodded while her eyes pleaded. She hoped her expression would instigate compassion, it didnt. 

Derek told her to fol ow him. When she started to stand he instructed her to crawl. Oh, I almost forgot. He went to the dresser in the corner. It was where hed found the gag she now wore. It also contained various riding crops, vibrators, dildos and paddles. He reached in and found a leather

col ar. He placed it around Julies neck and attached a chain with rubber padded nipple clips. Lie down on your back. She did. He began to rub her nipples where his dried cum had mixed with her perspiration. The resulting sticky coating made her breasts tacky. His fingers tantalized as wel  as cleaned her soft skin. This wil  al ow the clamps to fasten more securely. These clamps are quite painful. When theyre first attached the pain is excruciating, as time passes the pain subsides until they are removed. It isnt uncommon for slaves to beg for the clamps to remain. The removal can be the most painful part. Tonight theyl  serve to keep you awake in order to complete your housekeeping.

Julie crawled from the torture room to the living room wearing a leather col ar attached to nipple clips, a bal  gag and a chastity belt with an inserted vibrator. The cleaning supplies are under the sink in the kitchen. There are also some groceries I picked up while you slept. They need to be put away. You may stand and walk, however, the pressure on your nipples wil  increase. The choice is yours, convenience with a rise in pain, or

inconvenience with minimal pain. Derek looked at his watch. I dont know how long Il  be asleep. Youd better get busy. Punishment for not

completing your duties wil  be severe.


***

Derek woke from a sound sleep and listened for sounds of his slave hard at work. When he heard only a soft moaning he eased himself out of the

king sized bed. Wearing only boxer shorts he quietly walked into the attached bathroom. He hadnt heard her enter his room, but his bathroom

glistened. Smiling with satisfaction, he relieved himself, and walked toward the living room. 

The table tops reflected light as the windows al owed the morning sun to il uminate his hideaway. He smel ed the fresh lemon scent of furniture polish. Even the wood floors gleamed. He continued into the kitchen where everything was put away, and he was met with more aromas of clean. 

He couldnt remember the linoleum floor ever looking this good. He was only asleep four or five hours, but he grinned in satisfaction at the high and mighty doctor laboring on his behalf. 

It was then he again heard the moaning. Fol owing the sound, Derek walked softly to the back door. There was a smal  alcove which contained a

rack for coats and shoes. Lying upon the floor in the fetal position he found his slave. At first he thought she was asleep, but then he saw her eyes. 

The bright blue appeared foggy. Her eyes were open wide, but her stare seemingly saw nothing. 

Her petite naked body remained covered in the tacky remains of his expulsion and fine red lines displayed evidence of his whipping. He knelt

beside her and softly said her name, Julie. She didnt respond; no recol ection in her eyes. Juliana. Nothing, he tenderly unfastened the rubber gag. 

When he lowered her head to the ground, her eyes remained fixed, and her mouth hung open. 

Hed pushed too hard. Derek felt a rush of rage directed inward. Damn, hed promised her a safety word. But the gag took that away. Hed wanted to dominate her, not crush her. Ever since his first counseling session hed fantasized about control ing her strong wil ed mind and degrading her amazing body. Now hed ruined everything. Shed never choose this life, not with him. 

He went to the bathroom and started to fil  the clean tub with warm water. When it was nearly ful  he went back to his slave and lifted her limp body. 

As his arms began to lift he saw a moment of recognition in her clouded blue eyes, it turned to fear and then her body col apsed against his chest. 

Julie, can you hear me? Her eyes now closed, Derek wondered if shed fainted. 

He removed the chastity belt and vibrator. Then he slowly and gently eased her into the warm bath. Careful y keeping her head above water he

began to gently wash her battered body. As he washed he talked, Im very proud of you. You did a great job with your duties, the cabin looks

wonderful. He noticed her manicured nails, now ragged and chipped. 

It was when he tried to gently remove the nipple clips that Julie woke with a start. Her eyes registered his face, her voice weak with pain, she cried out, breaking down into sobs. I disobeyed you, Sir. I didnt mean to  I just couldnt help it. The words came in bursts, sandwiched between sniffles. 

Derek continued to gently rub the washcloth over her body, taking care around her swol en red nipples. His voice sounded strong, steady and

reassuring, Shh, tel  me what youve done.

She tried to inhale her tears, I came  I, I orgasmed, her body shook with cries as she looked away, twice.

Do you remember what I told you about discipline and slavery?

Im not sure. Im not sure of anything anymore.

I told you the reason discipline is such a wonderful connection between slaves and masters, is that once a slave admits her wrong doing, she gives the responsibility of her behavior to her master. She no longer needs to worry or be concerned about it. You have just done that.

I dont understand. Am I to be punished?

Thats my decision. You no longer need to be concerned. His hand in the warm sudsy water lingered at her pussy. Gently he began washing her

external lips, spreading her labia, and inserting his fingers deep into her vagina. You are a cunt, a female. You have not had time to learn self-control. His fingers were plunging deeper and deeper. I take responsibility for expecting too much from you too soon.

Julie was torn between concentrating on his words and his movements. I

 the words were losing the battle. I dont want to disappoint you. Her tear fil ed eyes were looking right at him. His expression wasnt stern. 

Youre not disappointing me. Right now I want you to close your eyes and let your body go.

But, Sir, I wil  come.

Thats what I want. His hand created a rhythm that started her body moving, while his other hand caressed her tender breasts. The caresses

stopped. He pinched the sore throbbing nob shooting electrifying pain and pleasure through her body. I want you to come now. The authority in his voice freed her of al  responsibility. Julies only job was to obey. She let go as her body shuttered in convulsions. Involuntarily, moans came from her throat. Though the water was warm her entire body became cloaked in goose bumps. The release went on and on. When it final y stopped she held

tightly to his arm, afraid shed drown without his support. 

Tel  me, when is the last time you had sex. When is the last time you had an orgasm like that.

She didnt look up from her embrace of his strong arm and answered, With my ex-husband, before our divorce and I dont think Ive ever had an orgasm like that. She looked up with a smile. 

How long have you been divorced?

Its almost two years, but we didnt have sex for the last nine months we were married.

Unfucking believable.

Julie sat straight, No, I swear, its the truth.

I believe you. I can tel  when someone is lying. I just cant believe some asshole would be married to you for nine months, and not fuck your amazing body every damn day.

Julie settled back into the warm water and smiled. She was used to people complimenting her intel igence, her psychological skil s, but not her looks. Shed never thought of herself as anyone special. Yes, she was attractive. Yes, she worked out and knew her body could affect men. 

However, shed never tested the theory until now. At this moment, completely spent and vulnerable she felt sexy. Thank you, Sir. She shut her eyes and waited for Derek to direct her next move. 

He helped her wash her hair and then helped her out of the tub. She couldnt stop yawning as he gently combed her long dark hair. You need some sleep after your long night. Im not sure if you heard me, but the cabin looks amazing. With that he tucked her into the bed hed enjoyed during the night. She inhaled the scent of him and drifted off to slumber. After she was sound to sleep he removed the leather col ar. 


***

Derek wiped the sweat from his brow. Even under the shade of a large tree, the midmorning sun caused the summer air to rise in temperature. He

set the spike within the large log with a few light taps of the sledge hammer, and then with amazing accuracy he swung the large hammer hitting the spike. The ping of metal upon metal shattered the silence of the secluded forest. Again and again he swung. There were machines that split logs into manageable sizes, but Derek preferred the old fashioned way. It was a good workout as wel  as a great release of energy. 

He contemplated the discussion with the good Doc upon her waking. By removing her col ar hed sent the message: you may leave, you are

released. He suddenly wished they had two cars. The ride back to would be hel . Hed real y thought that by the time he took her home shed be cal ing him Master. Swing, strike, swing strike



The creak and slam of the backdoor caused a deviation in his swing. Holding the hammer he watched Julie come toward him. Her smiling face

coyly searched his expression. Her long hair fel  in waves down her back and over her shoulders. As she neared, he saw the col ar. Shed put it back on. His slave was bringing him a glass of water. 

Julie truly didnt know what to do. She tried desperately to remember stories from her patients. Was bringing him a drink without direction

permissible? As she approached, she tried to read his eyes. Stopping before him, she looked down and tried to sound submissive, Sir, you looked hot, I hope it is alright that I brought you some water. She offered the glass and bowed her head. 

Derek reached for the glass. Yes, now assume the position of a slave. His heart leapt at the sight of her wearing his col ar. He tapped the ground with the butt of his sledge hammer. Julie moved closer, unsure of his order. Kneel cunt. Slavery is about submission, on your knees.

She fel  to her knees. He tapped her head with the handle. Down, put your face down.

Yes, Sir. She obeyed. Her naked ass lifted higher than her head. Her clean hair now lay in the dirt. 

You may clean my boots with your tongue and hair. Julie lifted her body only slightly, crawling to his feet. His boots were dusty from chopping wood, but there was also caked mud from previous outings. Her pussy creamed as she placed her tongue upon the toe of his filthy boot. The dirt had no taste, but she felt the grit as she tried to salivate and swal ow. Once she had his right boot clean she used her hair to rub it dry. Next, she repeated the service on the left boot. By the time she finished, Dereks erection was barely contained by his jeans. Now its time for your lunch, Slave.

Julie looked up at him, she was hungry. She hadnt eaten since their dinner last night and that wasnt much. Thank you, Sir. Im very hungry.

Protein is supposed to be excel ent for the diet. She saw the bulge and understood his words. 

May I use my hands to undo your zipper?

Beg.

Please Sir; please, may I use my hands to free your cock?

Yes. She immediately attacked his zipper, pul ing it down and maneuvering his enormous shaft from his jeans. Raising her body from the ground she took as much of him deep into her mouth as she could handle. She fought the urge to gag and worked the shaft with al  of her might. It continued to thicken and grow. Derek held her head and forced himself deeper. She ignored the pain in her lips and the pressure on her throat. Her

monologue sounded like one of her patients, Obey. He told you to suck

suck! Somehow her needs, food and a bathroom, were no longer important. The only thought in Julies mind was to serve her Master. No, she wasnt ready to cal  him Master. As his cock fucked her mouth, she could only think of him as her dominator. She was a sexual submissive, a role shed unknowingly craved her entire adult life. She hadnt realized it until now. As she swal owed Dereks emission, she fil ed with pride. Shed pleasured him. 


Chapter Six

Fol owing fel atio, Derek didnt praise Juliana. He didnt reward her behavior. No. At that moment Julie was a slave, doing her duty. Praise was unwarranted, slaves obeyed, anything less deserved punishment. When she completed her duties, Derek led her, using her long brown hair as a

leash, crawling back to the house. He al owed her to relieve her bladder on the lawn, just like the bitch, he said she was. Peeing in front of Derek, crouched on the ground, no toilet paper  made her hot. She craved to have her pussy fucked like never before, never in her life had she been so horny. However, she was learning it wasnt her choice. When her master wanted to fuck her, he would. Not before. 

It was early afternoon and Sir wanted food. 

Derek led her to the kitchen, where he told her to prepare his lunch. They were going on a picnic. Julie hadnt prepared a meal of any kind in over three years. She employed a cook, a housekeeper, and others

if she wanted food, she simply bought it. As her knees ached, she crawled next to Dereks stride, and tried to do what he instructed. 

Before he left her alone to make sandwiches, he asked if she would like some water. Despite her cum snack, her empty stomach ached, and

mouth felt gritty from his boots. She eagerly answered yes. Derek removed a cool water bottle from the refrigerator. Julie watched as he emptied the contents into a bowl and placed it on the clean kitchen floor. Tears fil ed her eyes as the shame of lapping the water with her tongue

materialized. 

Her reaction didnt go unnoticed. If youre not grateful for my kindness, perhaps you arent truly thirsty. He bent to retrieve the bowl. 

Julie fel  to his feet and kissed his now clean boots. Sir, Im grateful, thank you, Sir, for the water. Your slave is very thirsty and hungry.

Sit up on your knees, legs spread, breasts out, and hands behind your back. Juliana immediately obeyed. He retrieved another bottle of water and instructed her to open her mouth. Derek then poured some of the contents into her mouth. She swal owed and thanked him. As your Master it is my responsibility to make sure your needs are met. Im also the one to decide when those needs are met.

Juliana nodded wide eyed and watched as he reached for an apple on the counter. Very slowly, he sliced the apple, for every piece he placed on her tongue he ate two. When the apple was gone, he told her she may drink from the bowl. 

Thank you, Sir, she answered immediately and bowed to the floor. Lapping the water was painful y slow, she was so thirsty. It didnt take long for her to figure out she could submerge her lips and suck. 

Derek smiled with satisfaction, You are a smart bitch. His large hand slapped her ass hard. And your sucking skil s arent bad either. He then left her alone to make the lunch. 

Julie removed the bread and found the turkey in the refrigerator, where shed placed it the night before. She located the mayonnaise and spread it on the bread. Some dressing ended up on her fingertips. Her hunger begged her to lick the sauce from her fingers, the pang deep in her stomach wanted her to eat one or two slices of the turkey, but she didnt. Shed been told to make sandwiches, not eat. 

When the sandwiches were made and the basket packed, Julie wondered if shed ever again care about her life as it had been. She couldnt

remember a time when shed gone al  weekend without checking her messages or reviewing chart entries. Sitting naked on Dereks kitchen floor, 

next to a basket of sandwiches, fruit, water and chips she recognized her remarkable transition. She wasnt Dr. Juliana Sel s anymore. Yes, she cared about her patients, but they werent her entire life. At this moment in time, her body ached from abuse and subjection. Her cunt yearned for fulfil ment, and her mind concentrated on one thing: pleasing her master. How wrong she had been to tel  her patients their lifestyle was

unacceptable or that they deserved more. She never realized how much more they had. 


***

There was a smal  lake, a quarter of a mile from Dereks cabin. The terrain was unkempt with long grasses and uneven ground. Derek attached a

leash to Julies col ar as wel  as the chain with the nipple clamps. If she strayed from the correct position, a tug on the leash sent sharp pain to her already tender nipples. Hed retrieved the bag from his training room; the unknown contents scared and excited Julie. Even though he carried the basket, a blanket, and the bag, she had difficulty maintaining his stride on al  fours. He showed no patience or understanding, regarding her issues with mobility. Any misstep resulted in a sharp tug. 

Derek showered while his slave prepared his meal. So when they arrived to the lake he was stil  fresh and clean. His slave on the other hand was not. Her entire body glistened with perspiration covered in dirt. Crawling such a long distance was physical y draining. Her hands and knees were filthy, as wel  as scrapped and bruised. Grass and smal  sticks hung from her now stringy hair. 

Derek unhooked the leash. You may get in the lake to cool yourself.

Julies eyes sprung open wide. No, I cant.

He roughly grabbed a handful of hair and pul ed her to a standing position. Are you refusing an order?

Tears streaked her dirt covered cheeks. Despite the heat of the day her body trembled. I dont know how to swim, Sir. She closed her eyes, Im afraid of water.

When her eyes opened she saw Dereks liquid expression of compassion. His lips were smiling and his tone soft. I didnt know that. Then I believe we need to have a swimming lesson.

Please, no. She continued to weep silently. Nevertheless, she didnt move away. Where could she go? 

Do you trust me?

In a meek and fragile voice she replied, I do. She realized how much she real y did. To the outside world  hel  to her only forty-eight hours ago, this would seem ridiculous. Why would a woman trust a man whod spent the last day demeaning and abusing her? Dr. Sel s understood it was about

control. No one can take it, you must give it. Shed given him complete control of her life for this weekend. She had to trust his decisions. 

After removing his clothes, he gently took her hand, and led her into the lake. The water was cool and refreshing, not cold. She looked down seeing her feet on the underwater terra. When they reached waist deep Julie began to tremble again. Im sorry. I want to do this for you. I just cant.

Yes, you can. He spoke with authority, not cruelty. 

If I say my safety word, can I stop?

He now had his strong arms around her waist. The smal  waves lapped his hips and her stomach. She looked up at him with the faith of a child. His deep voice spoke with concern and power. If you say your safety word you can stop. The entire weekend wil  stop. Il  take you home, as promised. 

The choice is yours.

She lowered her face into his chest. His soft hairs tickled her nose as his heartbeat sounded in her ears. She inhaled deeply. The cool water and movement of her chest caused her throbbing nipples to rub against his torso. She involuntarily moaned in agony. Please dont let go of me. She knew she didnt want this to end. 

Derek didnt let go. He held her tight until they were in about five feet of water. She clung to his body. Slowly he convinced her to relax. He securely held her body in a floating position. Next he held her hands and instructed her to kick her feet. Before long she was treading water on her own. He stayed close. Soon she reached for his comforting embrace. As his strong arms held her, she triumphantly declared, I did it!

He held her tight and smiled, You did. Im so proud of you.

Next he convinced her to put her head underwater. Stil  holding her waist, with her arms around his neck, hed propel them both under and then back up. Each time hed count down, al owing her to hold her breath. 

The cool water eased her sore knees and palms. Walking back to their picnic Julie told Derek about her fear of water. My parents said I used to swim when I was very young, but when I was about six, my best friend drown in her pool. I didnt see her. My parents thought I was too young to go to a funeral. So al  I knew was what I heard. I had nightmares about water taking away my best friend, about it taking away my parents, about it taking me away from everyone. She was now lying next to Derek on the blanket, drying in the sun. Since that time, Ive never been in more than a bath tub of water.

He turned, leaned over her drying breasts, and twisted one of the torturous clips. She closed her eyes, wincing in pain. Open your eyes, Slave. She did. His words were harsh, but his expression wasnt. It was more of the pain and pleasure link. While his fingers tormented her tender flesh, his eyes conveyed pride with her accomplishment. I believe I wil  have my slaves nipples pierced. His hands continued their assault. That way she wil think about me whenever her breasts rub against her clothing. Then he added with a smirk, When I al ow her to wear clothes. Julies pussy dripped with moisture while the sun dried her skin. 

She contemplated the idea of piercings. The image of the bartender at Inferno came to mind. Other than her ears, shed never even considered

piercings. Now the thought of someone else dictating the manipulation of her body made her insides tighten. If he could do that, what else would she al ow him to do? The possibilities were unimaginable to her naive mind. 

Derek reached for the picnic basket. Removing a sandwich he tore off a piece. Open your mouth. She did and he placed the food on her tongue. 

Never had anything tasted as delicious as this turkey on wheat bread. 

Thank you, Sir. Her stomach twisted with ravenous hunger, yet she waited for Dereks permission. 

He took a bite of the sandwich and reached for the black bag. Julies eyes widened as he removed a large dildo from the bag. I thought you could work for your food.

I dont understand. She now lay back, propped up by her elbows. 

Youl  give me a show. Then Il  decide if, and how much you may eat, depending upon how aroused you can make me, and how hard you come.

You want me to use that on myself?

Your hesitation has already lessened your meal. He sat back and continued to eat the sandwich. Julie picked up the large silicone cock. Shed never held or even seen a dildo before. It had a large mushroom head and a shaft that bent slightly. Spreading her legs and lifting her knees into the air, she exposed her wet pussy to her master. 

Gently inserting the tip into her wet vessel, she asked, Like this?

Surely you have done this before?

She shook her head, No Sir, I havent. That confession started his cock to grow. Julie was glad he was stil  naked, she could watch her progress. 

She pushed harder causing a gasp to leave her lips. Oh, how she wanted her pussy fucked. But she wanted the growing cock across the blanket, 

not the lifeless one in her hand. 

In and out, in and out  she found a rhythm, and soon found herself moaning to her own actions. Pushing the silicone cock stil  deeper inside of her, she reached up and twisted one of the nipple clips. The raw nub caused her forehead to perspire with agony. Julie noticed Dereks thickening shaft twitch with energy. She didnt know where the ideas came from, but she al owed herself to go with them. Uninhibited for the first time in her life, she removed the silicone monster from her cunt and slurped it deep into her throat. Her own juices tasted sweet compared to the musky taste of her earlier snack. 

With the dildo in her mouth, she made sucking noises, as her hand found her swol en clitoris and rubbed violently. Al  at once the world went black, and her body writhed in thunderous convulsions. When she opened her eyes she felt the moisture of her perspiration. It was more than that. Her stomach was covered with thick white goo. Julie smiled at the man kneeling above her. May I have a sandwich, Sir?

Oh fuck, yeah, he handed her a ful  sandwich from the basket. 

When he handed her a water bottle, her blue eyes beamed. Shed made her master proud. Thank you, Sir.

Once they finished eating they went back into the lake. This time Julie was more confident, although she didnt let go of Derek the entire time. 

While floating on her back, held in Dereks arms, he removed one of the nipple clamps. The rush of blood, back into her throbbing nipple instigated anguish. Julie momentarily forgot her fear of water, as she fought the impulse to stop him from removing the second clamp. With tears in her eyes she watched his satisfied expression, as he tormented both of her breasts, with her body floating in front of him. 

Back on the blanket he told her to lie on her stomach. The hot sun was reddening her exposed skin. Your ass is amazing. I want to paddle it.

Her cunt twitched as she moved to al  fours without prompting. Sir, am I being punished?

Sometimes a master wil  abuse his slave for the pure pleasure. She could see the paddle hed removed from the bag. It was flat and large. This wil hurt. Remember you stil  have your word, do you want to use it?

They both knew her answer. No, Sir, I dont. Thank you for using me for your pleasure. Im honored. The first blow sent a shock of pain like shed never felt. Her arms buckled, face fel  forward, and tender breasts hit the hard ground. She yel ed, Oh fuck! That hurts.

Get up. Brace yourself. If you move again there wil  be more blows. She obeyed and he struck again. This time she didnt fal  or yel . He continued. 

She lost count as her ass glowed with large red welts. Her tears puddled on the blanket, but she never uttered her safety word. When he stopped, he gently rubbed his hand over his master piece. Why would any man leave you?

She col apsed to her stomach. His gentle caresses on her blistered ass hurt almost as much as the paddle. My divorce was uncontested, it was a mutual decision.

I stil  dont understand. Did you cheat on him?

Julie thought about her answer. Her ex-husband had been fucking his assistant for the last year of their marriage. She was never unfaithful. Wel , except for the one time in col ege, and at that time they were only dating. Not with another man.

Derek rol ed her over to see her face. Her damp hair fanned behind her beautiful trusting face. She winced at the sensation of the blanket against her ass. Did you fuck another woman?

Oh no! The thought reminded her of the waitress last night, and made her snicker, despite her stil  moist eyes. No, that wasnt what I meant. I devoted most of my time and energy to my career, not to my husband. I guess I cheated on him with my work. It was a revelation to her as wel  as Derek. Shed never verbalized it before. My selfish behavior sent him looking for comfort elsewhere.

Did he demand more of you? Did he ever tel  you to concentrate less on work, and more on him?

No. But I should have realized.

How could you? I know you are a remarkably intel igent woman, but females as a whole are ignorant. They need direction, instruction, structure and limitations. If he didnt provide those for you, you cant be blamed for your actions. Julie looked away as her tears continued to flow. You feel guilty about your failed marriage, dont you?

Derek, I mean, Sir. Please  I dont want to talk about this.

I want to hear it. You wil  talk to me. Slaves cannot hide anything from their masters.

She almost reminded him that she hadnt given him that title. But she knew shed given it in her heart, so instead, she answered. I do feel guilty. I mean I am a psychologist who counsels people about their marriages, and I fucked mine al  to hel .

I think its time for you to let go of your guilt. This is big Juliana. It was one of the first times shed heard him use her proper name. She nodded. I sentence you to a punishment worthy of your incompetent behaviors as a wife.

But you just said it wasnt my fault.

Do you believe me?

She considered her answer, No. I stil  think Im to blame.

Exactly, thats why we must do this - together. After you go through your punishment, you can put it behind you. Youl  release the guilt and sadness to me, and you wil  be free.

What are you going to do to me?

Il  use the cane. Julie immediately remembered the woman at the club. Her now ful  stomach twisted in trepidation. She didnt argue. Doing what shed done in the lake, she trusted his decision. 

Derek stood and took Julies hand. He dressed and picked up the blanket and bag. Together they walked hand in hand back to his cabin. 


Chapter Seven

Derek asked Juliana more questions about her marriage and divorce. She didnt only feel a compulsion to answer, but a duty, even tel ing him about Professor Simms. She admitted he was the only man, other than her husband, shed ever been with. Somewhat sheepishly, she confessed shed

never told her husband about the experience. 

You lied to your husband.

No, Sir, I didnt lie. I just never told him.

Concealing information is the same as lying. You know that though, dont you? You probably tel  your patients the same thing. Or do you encourage them to keep secrets from their spouses?

Julie thought about her answer. The overwhelming weight of guilt, over something that happened ten years ago, was staggering. I dont know. I mean we werent married, and if he knew

I was afraid hed think I asked for it.

Did you? Did you ask for it?

I never thought I did. But you sensed something in me that no one except my Professor ever imagined.

I doubt that.

What do you mean? As soon as the words left her mouth she knew shed disobeyed, questioning without permission. With eyes wide she looked to her weekend Master, instantaneously dropping to her knees, placing her face on the ground near his boots. Your slave is sorry. I was wrong to ask a question without permission.

What should and wil  happen?

I wil  be punished. I need to learn to obey your rules.

Derek reached into the black bag and removed the leash from before. Sit like you were taught. She obeyed, knees apart - exposing her now moist cunt, pushing her breasts forward, and placing her hands behind her back. Do you see what your insolent tongue has done?

Fighting back tears she nodded, Yes, Sir. I do. She wanted to apologize again, but knew it would be counterproductive. 

Using the lead of the leash he whipped her exposed breasts, the thick leather struck her tender globes. The staggering sting, as the tether hit her abused nipples caused her to bow forward. It was an involuntary reaction for protection, but Derek interpreted it as further insubordination. 

Grabbing her hair he pul ed her back to position. You wil  crawl back to the cabin the same way you crawled to the lake, being led on a leash. Tel me why you are on a leash?

Because Im a bitch, Sir. Her voice sounded strong despite the tears of humiliation flowing from her eyes. 

What do you do with a canine bitch who barks too much?

Julie didnt know what he wanted. Stil  kneeling in her exposed position she answered, You discipline it.

Derek reached back in the bag and removed a gag. This one was different than the bal  gag hed used the night before. This had a silicone shaped penis designed to be inserted into a slaves mouth. She remembered how strenuous crawling had been. Please, Sir, dont make me wear that. I am afraid I wont be able to breathe.

Julie felt fire on her cheek as his open hand slapped her face. Its a muzzle. Your words have no effect on me. Im going to muzzle you, bitch. Then I wont have to hear your lies or pleas.

Swal owing was impossible without purposely sucking on the penis gag. Derek showed less patience with her speed than he had on their way to

the lake. Whenever shed slow or stop hed pul  roughly on the lead. Her sore knees against the hard ground or breathlessness could have explained her slow movement, but voicing these excuses was impossible. 

Julies heart leapt at the sight of his cabin until she remembered what was to occur once inside. Nothing that had been done to her yet would

compare to the punishment which awaited her inside those wal s. Derek pul ed her leash, told her to sit. His cabin was only yards away. We are stopping here. Once we enter the cabin, we wil  be concentrating on you and your punishment. He removed her gag and unclipped the leash. 

Julies lips engaged Dereks boots. She purposely kept her bare ass high. Thank you, Sir. Thank you for your correction.

He told her to stand. When she did, he pul ed her against him. Looking down at her tear streaked cheeks and moist chin, he used his thumb to

tenderly wipe her face. Julie felt his erection and wanted it penetrating her wet pussy. She knew her place was only to serve and obey. Her desire was unimportant. 

Dereks desires were al  that mattered. And he wanted Julie. He wanted her humiliated, degraded, dominated, and withering beneath him. He

wrapped his fingers into her tangled hair and captured her mouth. His tongue penetrated her lips, forcing her mouth open and engaging her tongue. 

Julie moaned as her master roughly seized her tender ass and lifted her petite body. Her legs wrapped around his waist while his fingers explored her wet cunt. You are a fucking slut, arent you?

I am your slut, Sir.

Beg for it, Slave.

Oh fuck! Please, Sir, please fuck your slave. I am your slut, please use me!

She held tight to his neck as he laid her down on the hard dry ground. Spread your legs, Slut. You do not have permission to come. She obeyed every command he uttered. But when his hard cock slid deep into her dripping pussy she knew she would not be able to comply. 

Oh yes  Sir, thank you. He violently pounded her pussy with increasing speed. Although her tender ass rubbed the hard ground, the friction left her panting. Oh, Sir, I cant stop

Im going to come.

No. She heard his words and her cunt immediately clenched. Al  of her attention focused on stopping the reaction coalescing within her. It was like trying to stop a wild fire after the sparks, underbrush and wind al  united. 

He didnt stop  if possible, he continued to grow, fil ing her completely. The silicone dildo paled in comparison to his engorged cock. She bit her lip, bal ed her hands into fists, and bit her nails into the palms of her hands. It didnt stop the fire. Everything from his denial of this pleasure  until now, to the days of dominance, ignited a fervent blaze. Sir, I cant

 The orgasm hit like a wave, rol ing with fluctuating intensity. During the highs she tried unsuccessful y to contain her high pitched sounds of ecstasy. 

During the lows, guttural primal sounds came that shed never heard, much less made. 

He came inside her, breathing hard and shuttering as his body shook with pleasure. She saw the liquid expression of satisfaction, felt his emission streaming from her vessel, and fil ed with pride. Hed final y done what shed wanted. Her master had final y fucked her pussy and she was in heaven. 

It didnt matter that shed disobeyed, right? He didnt stop when she came. She stayed with him inside of her and waited for him to direct her next move. 

He pul ed out and stayed suspended above her body. Youre a disobedient bitch, arent you? Even though her orgasm had gone on and on, her cunt clinched at the tone of his words. 

Yes, Sir, I am. What are you going to do to me? Julie coyly replied. 

Do you think this is a game?

The coyness gone, No, I am painful y aware its real.

Derek squeezed her tit, twisting the already raw nub. And pain wil  remind you over and over that this is real life.

She resisted the need to free her sore nipple. May I ask you something?

He took her other nipple in his mouth, bit the tip, and then used his tongue to flick it. Is that what you want? To ask questions?

Please… please, Sir. Her back arched toward his menacing mouth. 

Youre begging again. What do you want?

I want to know if this is real life.

Derek pul ed her hair causing her neck to be exposed. He rubbed his stubbly chin on the soft flesh of her col ar bone. Her moan was met with his teeth closing on her ear. Julie immediately wondered if hed drawn blood. Does that feel like a dream, bitch?

I think

more like a nightmare.

Derek grinned, You havent seen anything yet. You stil  have a date with a cane in the cabin.

Julie diverted her eyes. She didnt want Derek to see her fear. But it wasnt up to her to decide what he could and couldnt know. She slowly met his eyes. Sir, Im scared.

You stil  have your word.

I wish I knew what you meant, when you said you doubted that no one else has known what you could sense.

He reached his hand down to her dripping pussy. It is very obvious that you needed and need what I can offer. I doubt it hasnt been sensed by others. But listening to you, I believe no one else has ever acted on it. They were probably too put off by your haughty, bitchy façade.

Unwisely, Julie fished, Façade? I guess that means you dont think thats the real me?

I think were discovering the real you, together. Just like how in a few minutes we wil  work together to relieve you of your guilt for fucking up your marriage.

I never thought I lied

but youre right. I tel  my patients not to conceal things from their spouses. I wasnt a good wife.

I have no idea what kind of wife you were, but I know you need to let it go. Its over. And your caning wil  free you.

Julie swal owed her apprehension. Her ass already ached from abuse. She truly wasnt sure how much more it could take. But she knew  for Derek and for her, she was wil ing to try. Sir, she looked into the eyes of the one man she was wil ing to trust completely. Please help me. Please punish me with the cane, so I can final y be free. She trembled as she added, I beg you, Sir, beat me.


Chapter Eight

Derek explained he could restrain her. She could be hung by her wrists from the pul ey or he could tie her to the four corners of the bed. But that wouldnt teach her control. He ordered her to retrieve the cane from the training room and bring it to him in the bedroom. The act of carrying her own instrument of pain for reprimand and presenting it to her abuser was both degrading and arousing. 

Consensual was the word her patients used. Juliana understood. How could she ever claim abuse when it was her that delivered the cane to

Derek? 

After placing the long wooden cane in Sirs hands, she climbed onto his bed, and waited on al  fours while Derek choreographed her position. 

Spread your legs more. A blend of their cum glistened on her thighs as wel  as in her swol en cunt. Lift your ass higher. She obeyed every instruction. I could gag you, but this is about release. You may cry out, you may scream. No one wil  hear you except me. I promise it wil  not affect our goal.

Julie listened to his words. She wondered what dimension shed entered, where the ability to cry or scream was an indulgence. She also thought about the man shed married. He would never have had the strength to do what Derek was about to do. He never worried about her guilt or remorse. 

Al  he cared about was the young blonde slut now living in Julies big house. The sensation of the cane trailing along her spine and between her legs brought her back to present. 

The way I see it, you deserve six blows.

Her voice was weak, Six. She tried to make it sound like a reaffirmation, not a question. 

Four are for your shortcomings as a wife, one for withholding information from your husband. And then another for your disobedience outside. Did you think I didnt notice your failure to fol ow my directions?

No, Sir. I was sure you noticed. I truly tried to hold back, but Im weak. Thank you for reprimanding me. I need to work on my control.

Derek continued to taunt her cunt with the tip of the cane. Dr. Juliana Sel s, fulfil ment of this sentence wil  completely and permanently absolve you of al  guilt regarding your failed marriage. Without a strike Julies shoulders shook with sobs. She hadnt realized the depth of her remorse. The awareness of its extraction overwhelmed her. 

The whistling cut the quiet country air an instant before the sharp brutal impact. The pain shot through her in a way she could never have imagined. 

The thin wood did not have the momentum of the paddle; instead it was like a knife with power. Her ass involuntarily fel  as her hands started to move in defense. 

Slave Julie didnt need verbal correction. She stopped herself from using her hands defensively, and quickly regained her position on al  fours. Her body trembled as she felt the red welt grow on her already battered ass. 

Dereks strikes were painful y spaced, al owing him to admire the evidence of his correction. The second lash hit the tender inside of her thigh, as the third hit the inside of her other thigh. This skin, virgin to abuse, stung exponential y with each blow. She hadnt intended to scream, but like the sounds during sex, they came without conscious thought. The next two hit rapidly, back again to her firm ass. 

Julie lost count. The only thing she saw was red, through closed eyes that spil ed a continual stream of tears, onto the disheveled comforter. Her mind sought out the one sound that meant imminent pain. It was during that second when the silence shattered with a whistle, that shed

contemplated her safety word. However, the release she was experiencing overpowered her need for self-preservation. She heard Dereks voice

which had been foreign to this scenario. Her trembling increased at the belief her abuse was done. His words began to invade her relief, Slave, if I repeat myself again, it wil  be five more blows, rol  over  now.

Her mind had difficulty control ing her aching body. But obediently, she did as he commanded. Now her prone frame lay exposed to his cruel

weapon. You have one more blow. Because this is for blatant disobedience, and not for sins past, it wil  strike an area that wil  result in immediate agony and future tenderness. This wil  serve as a reminder to you. Spread your legs and thank me for my correction.

Her legs spread and knees rose. She hardly noticed the sting to her victimized ass as the comforter rubbed the raw skin. Julies consciousness fought to obey, as images of her impending punishment besieged her mind. Rapid breathing exposed the panic overtaking her emotions. She tried

to speak despite increased tears and hyperventilation, Thank you, Sir. She inhaled and exhaled. Your punishment wil  help me remember to control myself.

He could have prolonged the prelude, yet merciful y he did not. She heard the whistle, felt the impact and suffered the wound. Juliana screamed and thrashed as the cane struck her tender labia. The intensity instigated a rush of nausea while the darkness of unconsciousness promised freedom from pain. 

You did it. Dereks voice was no longer authoritative. Through closed eyes she felt the bed move. He was now next to her. His hands smoothed her perspiration dampened hair as his lips kissed her cheeks. 

Battered and drained Julie opened her swol en eyes. Thankful y Dereks concerned face was only inches away. Her weak voice wouldnt carry far. 

Whether it was the successful completion of his penalty, the relief of absolution, or the look in his eyes, Julie wasnt sure. Something in this far-out situation brought a smile to her face. I did, didnt I?

She didnt realize her infraction and Derek chose not to mention it. Instead he continued to caress and encourage. You did. Im very proud of you.

Thank you, Sir. Thank you for everything. She turned her face into his broad chest. Derek held her tight in his comforting embrace as she continued to softly weep. 

How long did they lay like that? Juliana didnt know. Her world now spun on a new axis. This new orientation blurred everything shed ever known, nothing was in focus. On the verge of unconsciousness, Julie sensed herself being pul ed back to reality. She wanted to sleep, to take in the warmth of Dereks strong arms, and leave the dimension of pain that pushed her body to its limit. 

Yet, his consistent actions would not al ow her that escape. His lips began to engage hers. Their pressure increased, pushing the blackness of sleep further away. His tongue entered her mouth, probing, exploring and seizing her oral cavity. Her eyes remained closed. The harshness of life could remain dimmed if she kept her visual sense stunted. However, when one sense is lessened, others become heightened. She smel ed his

musky fragrance, heard his deep and rapid breaths and felt his every touch. His lips no longer engaged her mouth. They moved down her battered body. Chil s ignited goose bumps as his kisses massaged her col ar bone. His mouth lingered at her breasts. His touch instigated arousal as his teeth nipped at her abused nipples. Julie gasped, laying stil  and permitting his assault to continue. Whether he chose to inflict pleasure or pain, she was but the canvas for his design. He had complete control over her being. 

When his face nuzzled her injured crotch his domination remained unquestioned. The pressure from his lips on her whipped pussy was agony. 

Swiftly that changed to ecstasy as his tongue delved into her channel. Julie grabbed the sheet. Her bal ed hands twisted the material as he

tantalized her clitoris with his mouth. In time, the reality of his authority pul ed her away from the diversion of unconsciousness. He was again mixing pain with delight, suffering with gratification. Her wil  didnt matter. Instead her back arched and voice whimpered, as her last bit of energy begged to be released in an orgasmic eruption. 

She fought with al  of her might. Control was what he promised to teach, and she worked with al  her might to remain under his subjection. It was when he disengaged his lips from her swol en ones, and spoke the command, that her world shattered. Come, Juliana.

His permission was al  she needed. He lapped the sweet honey as her body exploded and melted into pure liquid. Once the release concluded, he

wrapped her in his arms, and she gave into the gravitational pul  of the dark abyss. 


***

Julie woke to the sensation of Dereks fingers, penetrating deep into her cunt. Even in sleep shed been physical y responding to his advances. She held on to his shoulders and moaned as he once again intermingled desire with agony. Her bruised pussy throbbed as her wet channel constricted on his invading fingers. How could one man elicit such passionate and conflicting responses, over and over? 

Just before she crossed the line of no return, he removed his fingers and al owed her to suck them clean. The nap refreshed her. The blue eyes which now stared up at Derek were ful  of adoration and admiration. He didnt need to tel  her what to do. His slave wil ingly accepted his fingers and suckled them with fervent devotion. 

Its late and we missed dinner.

Food was the least of Julies concerns, but the mention of it made her stomach growl. She didnt respond. He would tel  her what to do and if she would eat. 

Go make us some eggs. I have groceries for a better dinner, but Im hungry now.


***

Dusk caused the blue sky to fade to black. Julie didnt know the exact time, only Derek had access to clocks or telephones. He al owed her a few

minutes in the bathroom to relieve and clean herself. It wasnt long enough for a shower, but she felt much better as she stood at the stove

monitoring a frying pan with three eggs that crackled and bubbled. Two slices of bread were browning in the toaster and a glass of orange juice sat at the one table setting. 

She heard Derek enter the kitchen and impulsively fel  to her knees at his feet. You are a fast learner. He reached for the spatula, next to the stove and swatted her wel -marked behind. Stand up  I dont want my eggs over done.

The eggs were perfect, as was the toast, lightly buttered. She placed the plate on the table and stood behind her weekend master, ready to serve. 

He told her to kneel next to his chair. She assumed the position shed learned, knees spread, breasts out and hands behind her back. 

Throughout the meal he offered her forkfuls of food. She ate everything he presented and respectful y thanked him after each morsel. Occasional y, after removing the fork from her lips hed poke the tongs into her round firm breasts. The minimal pain triggered giggles in response. 

After they were done eating she cleaned the kitchen. When she had it sparkling, she went to the living room where Derek sat with his telephone and knelt at his feet. He didnt acknowledge her presence until he was ready. Suck me.

She crawled closer and removed his limp shaft from his jeans. It took some time, but eventual y she was rewarded as his shaft began to grow. Her lips chapped and mouth hurt, but she continued to tend his cock with devotion and vigor. He told her to lie on her back and straddled her face. Now he had total control as he fucked her mouth, she couldnt back away as he plunged deeper and deeper. She fought the reflex to gag as his enlarged cock reached past her tongue. Once again she needed to swal ow and suck simultaneously as he released more of his warm seed into her mouth. 


Chapter Nine

As a psychologist Juliana had been taught to question. She had learned answers were present, she only needed to make the right enquiry, look for the right clue, or probe a little deeper. But as a slave, shed been taught to graciously accept whatever came her way. 

How had eight years of education been so quickly replaced by three days of instruction? Although a good question, Julie didnt ask it, not even to herself. Instead, she did as Derek commanded. Through the windows of the cabin she saw the moonlit landscape. The pale white light il uminated the trees, creating unknown shapes which moved with the summer breeze. 

Julie thought about those visions as she stood in the center of the room holding two lit jar candles. He didnt give her more instruction, or pay any attention to her for at least an hour. The candles grew warm in her hands and emitted a sweet vanil a aroma. She wasnt al owed to sit or to set the jars down. The mundane exercise tested her endurance and obedience. Smiling at her achievement, Derek directed her to take the candles to his

training room. It was when she stepped through the doorway, that she grasped their meaning. Minute trembling was the only outward indication of the fear which flooded her being. Until that moment his intentions never occurred to her. 

Candle light provided the only il umination as Julie looked around the training room. She listened to his voice and obediently presented her wrists for restraints. Her eyes pleaded for information, as she watched him place the leather cuffs around her slender wrists. This time he attached each one to a peg protruding from one of the wal s along the floor board. She wil ingly relinquished her legs as he seized each ankle and cuffed it with similar leather bands. He then attached her ankles to tethers secured to additional pegs. The result was Dereks slave positioned spread-eagle on the cool wood floor. With little slack for movement Julie nervously awaited his next move. 

Her anxiety increased as he placed a blindfold over her eyes. Despite the dim surroundings, the total loss of sight fil ed her with dread. Please, dont blindfold me. She pleaded. 

I wil  not gag you. You can always use your safety word.

Dont make me use it. I dont want to leave you

 She fought the sobs that snuck out between phrases. Please, I need to see what youre doing. This was different than her voluntary blindness earlier in bed. Then she could feel his movements and sense his desires. In the coolness of this room, her fears heightened with her lack of vision. 

A slaves needs are not my concern.

She tried desperately to utilize her other senses. The aroma of the candles overwhelmed her sense of smel . Swal owing her fear and impending

sobs, she stil  tasted his earlier emissions. The sound of the summer breeze rattled the windows and created a background din to the sound of his footsteps. She attempted to visualize his movements. The cold floor beneath her body shook slightly with his steps. 

It was the intense heat which caused her to scream, as without warning her skin began to burn. The screams became whimpers as the hot wax

contacted her skin and pooled between her breasts. As Derek trickled wax, her entire world exploded in heat and agony. When she thought she

couldnt take anymore, the wax would cool and tighten on the scorched skin, and the anguish would wane. Without the luxury of sight, the next

explosion occurred without notice. This slow recurring torture continued for what seemed like hours. His targets varied: breasts, crotch, stomach, pussy. 

When not concentrating on his wax creations, he inserted different items into her different channels. She recognized the dildo from before, but other items were foreign and more mysterious. Some would remain in place for a while, like anal beads, while others were thrust in and out to stimulate excitement. Often she was forced to suck her own cum from an object, which previously tantalized her endurance. As soon as this activity instigated arousal, hot wax quenched her desires. Over and over this pattern repeated. No climax was al owed as hot drippings redirected her focus, and her pussy clenched with need. 

Increasing her anxiety during the entire exercise was Dereks virtual silence. She didnt know if he approved of her responses. She wanted to please him. Did he want pleas? Did he want tears? Did he want compliance and acceptance? As Dereks abuse continued, she forgot about responding

appropriately. Her entire attention centered on her heightened need for fulfil ment and the next onslaught of molten paraffin. She submitted total y to the master who had her body and wil  at his disposal. Giving in to his dominance, she even stopped flinching and shuddering, al owing him

unrestricted access to his slave. 

Fol owing this session of bondage and domination, Julie learned the best way to remove wax from skin is submersion into a cold bath. He fil ed the cool tub and instructed her to get in. She whimpered as her foot stepped into the icy liquid. Her weekend master showed no sympathy, instructing her to completely submerge her body. Once only her face remained above water, he slowly removed each piece of wax from her skin. The slow

painstaking process left her shivering and her skin marred. 

Once she was wax free, Julie was al owed to get out of the water, and dry herself. He continued to watch her every move. It may have been

subconscious, but when she lingered with the plush towel wrapped about her breasts, Derek pul ed the towel from her body, Are you trying to hide something from me?

No, Sir, what could I possibly hide from you at this point?

Do you think your degrees make you something special?

Her wil  gone, tears escaped with her words, No, Sir. Im a slave to your wil . Im nothing special.

Dont minimize your credentials. You are a fuckn doctor. You earned that. It is impressive.

I am. But in this situation you are in charge.

Derek threw the towel to the floor. I am, for now.

Sir, Im here to please you.

Youre wrong about being nothing special. I think youre more than special and now Im going to fuck your special round ass. Im going to fuck you raw, and make you wish that youd said no when I asked you here for the weekend.

Julie didnt argue. She didnt complain. Any fight she may have possessed a day ago was gone. Her only need was to be used, to please him. 

Please, fuck my ass, Sir.

He complied. Bending her over the side of the bed, he plunged deeper and deeper into her tight hole. His thick cock stretched the snug muscle, penetrating the barrier without the aid of lubricant. Friction intensified with each painful rub, with each push and pul . Her pussy once again seeped with cum, but he didnt grease her anus. Instead, he fucked mercilessly, pushing deeper and deeper with each thrust. Theyd engaged in multiple encounters during the last day. It took him a while to final y come. The pain increased and her hole burned as he prodded and dominated her once virgin opening. Final y, he came, fil ing her with his semen. The emulsion soothed her raw flesh. 

Once he pul ed out, he dismissed his slave. We are done for tonight. You wil  sleep on the floor. With her wrists secured behind her back and leash attached to the post of Dereks bed, Julie slept. He explained, Masters usual y fuck their slaves on the bed, but sleeping on the floor reinforces your inequality.

She didnt think the inequality needed reinforced. She was sure it was painful y obvious. It could be seen, as wel  as felt: red patches disfigured her skin, her muscles ached and her empty stomach cramped. That didnt even bring into account her col ar and restraints. 

Sleeping on the hardwood floor with no pil ow and a thin sheet for covering should have been difficult. However, Juliana slept more soundly than she had in years. Once her master told her to sleep, her eyes closed and immediately she surrendered to blissful slumber. 


***

Morning came with initial disorientation and ful  body aches. It wasnt until she tried to move her arms that she remembered her situation. She

listened to the sound of Dereks breathing and contemplated her impending decision. Today she would need to decide if he would be her Master. 

Her mind went over the last few days. As a psychologist, she questioned how she could feel so free and uninhibited under total submission. Her heart swel ed at the memories of her caning. It real y did absolve her guilt. Years of carrying that burden, and now in one weekend it was gone. Did she provide that service to her patients? Of course, she used other forms of therapy, yet many of her patients spoke of resolution. 

These thoughts led to thoughts of her phone, and unanswered messages. What if she had patients who needed her? She thought again about her

decision. Had Derek shown and told her everything about BDSM? Her decision was due by six this evening. What more was there for her to

experience? That question scared her as much as it aroused her. 

She now knew why her hands were restrained. If they werent, she would masturbate right there on his floor. At this moment the need was even worth risking reprimand if caught. She involuntarily groaned with need. 

Dereks words surprised her. Whats your problem, bitch? Do you need something?

Yes, Sir. I need you.

You know your needs dont matter. His words made her pussy clench. Didnt she tel  her patients their partner should support and encourage them? 

Why then did his degrading, cruel words ignite arousal? 

I do. But maybe I can help with your needs. Julie replied coyly. 

He pul ed her head up sharply by her hair. Dont try to manipulate me. Do you think Im not smart enough to know what youre doing? My needs wil  be fulfil ed on my schedule.

No, Sir, tears fil ed her blue eyes. The cause wasnt the pain from her hair, but from the sense that shed displeased her master. Im very sorry. I wont do it again.

Derek unclipped her leash and removed her wrist restraints. You have five minutes to shower, wash your hair, and do whatever you need to do. 

Then get to the kitchen and make my breakfast. She shakily stood and began to move toward the bathroom. He grabbed her arm, stopping her

movement. Their eyes engaged. Under no circumstances are you al owed self-pleasure. Is that clear?

Julie stuttered as her pussy clenched, Yes

yes Sir. I understand.


***

In the kitchen, Julie again made three eggs, two pieces of toast, and this time she added multiple pieces of bacon. Frying food without clothes was hazardous. She needed to watch the pans and be sure the grease didnt splatter. When it did, it stung her already tender bare skin. 

She sat one place setting, complete with orange juice and coffee. When making the coffee, she made extra, hoping shed be al owed some. Julie

would lap it from a bowl if it meant a caffeine fix. 

When her weekend Master entered the kitchen, Julie fel  to her knees, pushing her lips to the top of his feet. He directed her to stand. When she placed the food in front of him, he surprised her. Slave, get yourself a plate and setting. Julie didnt question. She obeyed. 

After placing the plate, napkin and silverware at the new place setting she hesitated, until Derek directed her movement. You may sit. I wil  give you your breakfast.

Julie once again fel  to his feet. Thank you, Sir. Thank you for al owing your slave to eat with you. The words poured from her mouth even though forty-eight hours earlier she would have never thought of, much less uttered such things. 

Now she understood the significance of his gesture. Al owing her to sit at the table and eat with him, it meant so much more than it would have three days ago. It was a gift. Julie sat as Derek placed one egg, one piece of toast, and two slices of bacon on her plate. You may also get yourself something to drink.

Thank you, Sir. Tears fil ed her eyes as she poured herself a cup of coffee  such a great reward. How could anyone understand this without

experiencing it? 


***

They had approximately nine hours before Julie had to make a decision. She wanted to experience as much as possible before voicing her verdict. 

Her heart and head were in a tug-of-war. The next nine hours could push her one way or the other. She just needed to stay open and vulnerable. The rest was up to her master

no, her weekend master. 

Staying open wasnt a problem. Sitting at the table eating her egg and toast, Derek directed her posture. Sit straight and spread your legs.

It didnt matter what he did. His words alone made her cream until the evidence was dripping from her wet cunt. The slave in her complied, her legs spread under the table revealed a hungry pussy longing for fulfil ment. 

Are you wet, bitch?

Yes, Sir, I am.

Show me.

Juliana inserted her fingers into her cunt and presented them to Derek. He grinned, Good girl, now clean your fingers before you finish eating.

Smiling, she complied without hesitation, sucking her fingertips and then continuing to eat her breakfast. 

Once her breakfast was complete, Derek ordered her to her knees. She assumed the position hed taught her: knees spread, breasts out, and

hands behind her back. She obediently provided the vessel for him to mouth fuck. This time he held her head in place as he inserted and

positioned his cock. Julie welcomed his enlarged shaft, already glistening with pre-cum. 

He petted her head as he al owed her to clean emissions away from his shaft. Shed done what every slave craves, satisfied her master. It didnt matter if her pussy cried out in deprivation. 

Next, he directed her to the room where the night before shed experienced tortuous training. She stood apprehensively while he searched his

cabinet. The grin on his lips instigated a grip of anxiety as she watched his hands. The clips she saw werent the padded ones hed used before. 

These were al igator clips, like the ones the girl, , wore at Inferno. I love watching your breasts in torment. He noticed her paling complexion. Do you have anything you want to say? A word, perhaps?

Yes. Derek immediately stopped, raised his eye brows. I want to say thank you, Sir. Thank you for showing me how to please you.

You are a good bitch. He stretched each nipple until it stood erect and then eased the teeth of the clamp onto the tal  nub. The clamps bit into the sensitive skin. Beads of perspiration appeared on her forehead as she braved the piercing pressure. Now clean my kitchen. The floor needs

scrubbing.

But I just

yes, Sir. She went straight to her duties. Derek watched from the doorway as Dr. Sel s bare ass moved and her brutalized breasts swung. She

crawled and scrubbed from place to place. Quietly, he reached for the margarine on the counter, lubricated his fingers and snuck up behind her. 

The greasing of her tight hole caught her by surprise. Before she could scream, he shoved her head onto the wet floor and pressed his engorged cock between her ass cheeks. The margarine eased some of the pain in her tight sore muscle. It was understandably raw from repeated violations. 

She moaned as he pounded and pounded against her. Her tears of anguish mingled with the water on the floor. 

Masters enjoy seeing their slaves degraded. Tel  me how it feels, being a fucking psychologist lowered to a fucking slave?

I need to serve you.

He slapped her ass hard. I asked you how you feel. Answer me, or you wil  regret it.

I feel used

humiliated.

He pushed and pushed. Just before he came he pul ed out of her and exploded on the wet floor. Clean it up, cunt.

Julie reached for the scrub brush. No bitch, with your tongue.

She couldnt take her eyes away from the white lumpy goo on the linoleum. I cant.

He let go of her, the decision was completely hers, Lick or say your word.

Julie knew he was pushing her, forcing her to make a decision. She wouldnt say her safety word. Shed made it this far, she could take anything he invented. Bowing her face toward the floor, she began to lap his come. He watched as his counselor licked every drop from the kitchen floor. 

Her complete surrender not only aroused him, it melted his heart. She was everything he wanted. The fact that she could be a strong independent woman around others, and al ow him to bring her down this low in private, fulfil ed his every desire. He had eight hours to influence her decision. He decided they were going back to the lake. 


***

The bright blue summer sky glowed from the streaming hot sun. They fel  into calm conversation walking through the trees to the lake. Julie thought about Dereks influence over her decision. One moment he could be cruel and domineering, the next he would al ow her to see his kind and

protective side. Both Dereks worked together to make her doubt her future. She had so many responsibilities and control over so much. This

weekend was like a rebirth. Surprisingly, it comforted her to release everything to another person, a man, a master. He instinctively knew how to use both cruelty and comfort to prompt her obedience. She wanted nothing more than to make him happy. To this end, she would do or endure

anything he devised. 

During two months of counseling Julie didnt learn as much about Derek as she did on their ten minute walk to the beach. She asked him one

simple question. Theoretical y, she wasnt al owed to ask questions, but she needed to have information for her decision. She must have caught Derek in a soft moment. Have you always known al  about domination? I mean, you seem to have al  the answers. Her true goal was to learn more about this life and what would be expected of her, if she chose to share it in her future. She learned much more. 

No. Today I believe in BDSM completely. Its just not the way I was raised. I didnt know anything about it until my ex-wife introduced me to it and to Inferno.

You were married? For how long? Julie realized once shed spoken shed overstepped her bounds. She was no longer the counselor, she couldnt ask the questions. She fel  to her knees, Sir, I apologize. It is not my place to question you.

Derek stopped walking and pul ed his slaves hair back. She looked up into his eyes. It isnt. However, I understand old habits die hard. Im proud you recognized your infraction. You can contemplate your future punishment for breaking this rule. 

Yes, Sir, I wil . Julie diverted her eyes. She realized thinking about a punishment was worse than enduring it. She wouldnt know when or how it may occur, only a promise that it would. In the meantime, she decided to pursue her need for information. I have questions, may I ask them?

Look at me. Julies eyes met his. You may ask about slavery and about BDSM, not about me. You did enough of that for over two months.

Yes, Sir. She didnt have time to mince words. Ive heard stories, mostly from patients. Is it true slaves must have relations with anybody, if their master bids they do so?

Stil  holding her hair, he pul ed her back to standing. Their bodies pressed together. If by relations, you mean sex. Yes. She looked away from his stare. Slaves must obey their master. However, not al  masters believe in sharing. Julie searched his face for the answer she sought. He continued, 

Most do. To most, a slave is only a possession, like a car. A master can al ow anyone to drive their car.

Thank you, Sir, for your honesty. Her heart sank. She craved Dereks sex within her, but she couldnt fathom the idea of servicing others at his whim. 

They continued to walk toward the lake in silence when Derek volunteered more information. When my ex-wife mentioned slavery, I thought she was crazy. Why would she want me to treat her the way she described? It wasnt until she came to me one night, told me she was pregnant, and she

wanted an abortion, that I began to understand.

Julie glanced toward his face. She never saw such a true honest reflection of his emotions. He continued, I told her no. I wanted children. That was when she told me I might not be the father and introduced me to Inferno. Shed been working there without my knowledge. She explained she liked the degradation and abuse she endured there. Apparently, it was my fault. I didnt give her what she needed at home. 

Unbeknownst to me, while working, shed been having sex with different men. Of course, I was furious and went to Inferno. I found a whole new world. 

It brought out a part of me I never knew existed.

The counselor in her wanted to reaffirm his feelings and encourage him to expand on his thoughts. The new found submissive slave remained

silent. If her master wanted to offer more information, he would, when he was ready. 

They continued to walk through the woods. When the trees parted and the lake shore was visible, Derek added. She told me she didnt have the

abortion. She miscarried.

Julie momentarily thought about the young girl Derek saved during the police action shooting. Suddenly her heart fil ed with sadness. Of course, hed

do anything to save that child; he hadnt been able to save his own. Im sorry for your loss.

I truly dont know if it was my loss. He looked at his new slave. She held tight to his hand and squeezed. Derek continued, We divorced after the miscarriage. She needed more than I was ready to give. He straightened his shoulders. I didnt understand how comforting the confines of slavery could be for a female. Since that time Ive learned more about BDSM and had multiple experiences. However, I havent wanted a slave for my own,

he looked down at Julie, until now. You are the first woman Ive taken to Inferno. Thats why so many men reacted to your presence.

They reached the lake. Julie knew she needed to capitalize on this opportunity. The inability to ask questions, severely limited her ability to find answers. Thank you for sharing with me. Im stil  not sure I ful y understand, apparently there are specific rules for al  slaves and masters.

The only rules to BDSM and slavery are that it is consensual and above al , the master is in control. 

I think I understand.

Do you? The stories youve heard are al  dependent upon the individual masters. Ive learned a lot while working security at Inferno. That doesnt mean I agree with it al .

Julie waited. What was he saying? She needed to know his answer regarding sharing. Shed only been with two other men in her life besides

Derek. There was no doubt she craved him like shed never craved anyone before. But the idea of being with others, of having no choice

wel   it pushed her toward her safety word. 

If Julie werent naked, wearing breast clamps, and a col ar, they could be just like any other couple spending a hot summers day on a beach. 

Together they lay on a blanket and bathed in the sun. When they became too warm they went into the lake for more swimming lessons. This time he didnt bring sex toys. 

Every activity was at Dereks discretion. He staked claim to every inch of her body, using his hands, mouth and cock he explored every orifice. The breast clamps were removed. At one point he discussed using them on the lips of her cunt, but never did. More than once he told her how

impressed he was with her endurance. He played with her long dark hair, kissed her soft skin, and told her she was beautiful and sexy. His kind words were often combined with twists of her nipples, slaps on her ass, or pinches of sensitive skin. Pleasure and pain  forever intermingled. 

It was a new form of domination. He had complete control, but it came without discipline. The most pain Julie experienced was the yearning in her pussy for fulfil ment from his cock. Although he satisfied that desire more than once, her right to come was also at his discretion. She ached for more. 

They went back to the cabin in the late afternoon, and she made a salad as he barbequed steaks. At five-forty they showered together. It was there, under the warm spray, with Julie kneeling at his feet, that Derek removed her col ar. 

After drying, she secured her long wet hair into a messy bun, and entered his bedroom. Derek wasnt there. On the bed she found her dress, shoes and purse. Slipping into her dress and shoes she applied some make-up from her purse. The woman in the mirror wasnt the same one shed seen

a week ago; she also wasnt the same one from earlier in the day. 

Julie turned on her telephone. The time read 5:59 PM and the message icon blinked violently. She touched the screen, twenty-six messages. The

sound of Dereks boots on the wooded hal  caused her to look up. As he entered his bedroom she couldnt help but see his anxious expression. 

Instinctively, she dropped to her knees at his feet. If only she could tel  him the answer that screamed in her head and heart. 


Chapter Ten

Derek lifted Julie to her feet and waited

her words didnt come. It was after six and there was only one word for her to say



Julies shoulders fel  and head bowed, Im so sorry, Sir. The round globes of her breasts heaved with the weight of her words, as sobs resonated from her chest. It would seem mascara was a fruitless effort. The black solution ran down her cheeks. 

Derek expression remained stoic. Get your purse. I promised to take you home, and I wil . His curt tone revealed his disappointment. He left her alone. 

The weekend was marvelous and horrific. Before leaving his room, Julie glanced back at his bed. The col ar, black ribbon and her purse laid

abandoned on the comforter. Though physical y and mental y depleted, she used her last bit of strength and dignity to pick-up her purse and trudge forward. Turning off the light and straightening her shoulders, Dr. Sel s readied herself for the walk to Dereks truck. It was the one last hurdle in the race which had been her weekend. The prize at the finish line was now determined to be the continuation of her life. 

Neither master nor slave uttered a word during the first half of their drive. Final y out of frustration and desperation, Julie made a valiant attempt to explain. May I please give you my reasons?

I am not your Master. You dont need to ask my permission. She didnt know if it was his words or his cold flat tone, something in his statement reduced Julie to tears. 

It took a few minutes, but she regained her resolve. You cal ed me a selfish bitch. I never thought of myself that way, but this weekend taught me many lessons Il  never forget. She waited for an indication that Derek was listening. When he showed no sign of responding, she lumbered on, I want to be with you and to be your slave. Its just

 Her words began to fail. 

Derek looked toward her. Perhaps it was an il usion or mirage, but Julie thought she saw compassion in his blue eyes. She continued, You gave me my phone.

Complete disclosure. I wont lie to you.

Fine! I have twenty-six messages! There are people who need me. If I give in to my desires, to my wants and dreams, what happens to al  of those people? If I agree to cal  you by that title, I abandon al  of those patients. If I do that  I am being exactly what you cal ed me, a selfish bitch. Her tears turned to anger. You expect too much, too fast. I need more time before I can just walk away from my life and responsibilities. She stared at the stone faced man behind the wheel. His frustration could only be seen in the white knuckles gripping the defenseless steering wheel. The rough

gravel road caused the truck to bounce. Her bare pussy burned with the heat of her emotions. So now you arent going to speak? Dont you know I want you! I want to suck you and feel your cock deep inside of me! I would serve you forever, but I just cant

I cant

 Her body wilted against the door. She couldnt finish. 

Time passed, the truck found pavement and headed northeast toward . Julie thought about asking if he knew her address, but of course he did. She drifted between tears and a suspended form of sleep. 

The tal  buildings now outnumbered trees. Julie hugged her purse and wondered about her decision. He said if she used her word he would be

gone forever. Did that also apply to not giving him the title of Master? She couldnt imagine spending the rest of her life without him. Didnt he know he was her master? She just couldnt give that title to him, or anyone else. 

The now familiar streets told her, her apartment building was near. Julie wondered what Evan, the security guard, would think, her walking in on Sunday evening obviously wearing a dress meant for Friday or Saturday. Truthful y at that moment, she didnt care. Closer stil  to their destination, Derek asked, You cant what?

It took her a minute to process his question. There were so many things she couldnt do, but only one stood out in her mind. You also asked me if I was a slut. Sir, I am for you. I honestly have never behaved or responded to anyone like I have this weekend, with you. I am your slut. But I am not a slut. Besides you, I have only been with my husband and one other man  who raped me. The thought of being whored out, at your whim, does not

excite me. It scares me to death.

Did I tel  you I would whore you out?

I asked about masters and slaves

you said it is common. You said a slave is like a car. She couldnt read his expression. 

I also told you the only rules in slavery are consent and omnipotent control by the master. You obviously made the right decision

youre not ready or wil ing to relinquish control. I was wrong about you.

His words cut through her like a knife. He wasnt wrong, she wanted and longed for his control

it was just

He pul ed his truck in front of her building. Goodbye, Dr. Sel s. I wil  not bother you again.

She wanted to beg, to ask again for more time, but her remaining dignity reared up, as her cunt cried in desperation, Goodbye, Mr. Terril , your reports have already been filed. I presume we have no further business. Juliana successful y avoided using the word detective al  weekend. She wasnt going to use it now. She opened the door, lowered her high heeled shoes onto the sidewalk, and concentrated on each step as her feet

propel ed her away from her hearts desire, and into her safe secure building. 

Julies resolve remained strong until the large glass door, separating the lobby from the street, closed. The instant the street sounds dimmed and the soft music permeated her ears, Julie shattered into a mil ion pieces. She tried to subdue her weeping until she reached her lonely apartment, but Evans expression revealed the transparency of her emotions. 

That night she showered until her skin pruned and the water heater cried for relief. She listened to her messages and made notes. It seemed that neither Thelma and Louise nor Erin Brockovich was available on On Demand. However, her wine cooler held multiple excel ent bottles of nicely

aged Cabernet Sauvignon, from . Juliana poured herself a glass, or two, or three. 

Sleeping was even more difficult than fil ing her lonely wake hours. The bed was too soft, in desperation she laid on the floor with only a sheet. 

There she slipped away to a restless slumber. Each time she woke, a whirlwind of thoughts swirled through her mind. 

Julie tried to remember her reaction at learning of her husbands affair. Even that did not compare to the depth of heartbreak and misery currently overwhelming her. She rationalized her relationship with Derek happened too fast and too furious. Her mind replayed scene after scene of pleasure and pain, love and domination, ecstasy and torture. She plunged her fingers deep into her cunt. The memories made her wet, yet her self-induced orgasms failed to provide relief. This was normal, the psychologist in her reasoned. Enduring the letdown of such a passionate relationship was bound to be intense. 

Final y, about four-thirty in the morning, she gave-up the idea of sleep. The wine induced coma only lasted a few hours. Besides, she usual y spent the better part of the weekend reviewing notes and charts. Her first patient wasnt until nine. If she were to resume her life as Doctor Sel s, she needed to be prepared. Going into the office now would give her plenty of time for analysis. 

The streets of were peaceful y quiet at 5:20 AM. The drivers al  shared the same sleep deprived patience as they mindlessly moved from

intersection to intersection. Above the tal  buildings, red hues of dawn obliterated the dark night sky. Her office building shared the same calm before the storm atmosphere. She regal y walked from the garage stairs to the office elevators. The early morning guard acknowledged her

presence with a kind, Good morning, Dr. Sel s. Youre early today.

She thought about the comedian who said something about signs

this genius definitely deserved one. However, her weekend retreat reminded her of her persona. She quickly adjusted her attitude and beckoned a non-bitch response, Good morning, Paul. You know what they say about early birds?

Yes, Doctor, it sucks for the worms. The balding man laughed at his own humor. 

So true, have a good week. Im trying to get a few things done before the masses ascend. The ding of the elevator saved her from further

conversation. She stepped into the mirrored cubical. Her white cotton tailored slacks, black silk button up blouse and closed toe pumps al

screamed professional. They also concealed the physical markings of her weekend. Assessing herself after her very long shower she decided

maximum clothes coverage would be necessary for a while. 

Later in the day, her four inch heels wouldnt dent the symphony of sounds within the hal s of this building. But at this hour, they echoed through the empty passage ways. Juliana reached her office and slid her identification card into the reader. The door opened without need for verification. Oh wel , it had been a while since shed opened up shop. Perhaps security changed the procedure. Honestly, she wasnt sure of anything  her office and becoming Dr. Sel s would give Juliana her identity again. 

She hated florescent lighting. So during the construction of her office, Dr. Sel s required soft and natural lighting. The rapidly lightening sky provided minimal bril iance through the waiting room windows. As Julie fumbled for switches to provide warm soft indirect incandescent il umination, she instinctively became aware of another presence. Hel o? Is someone here?

Her heart beat in double time, as she watched a tal  dark haired man stagger from her private office. His mussed hair and stubbly face combined with wrinkled shirt and khaki slacks hinted to the fact hed been in her office for a while. The overpowering aroma of liquor spoke volumes. But the smal  black gun held loosely in his right hand was the loudest visual clue to this mans psychological state. Wel  hel o, Doctor Sel s. It is so good of you to join me for this fucking party.

Julianas insides twisted as she stared at this stranger. Who was he? What did he want? I am not sure who you

Shut the fuck up! His hand contacted her right cheek as he waved the gun around the room. You are a fuckn female and you fucked up my whole life!

She tried to stay steady, backing away from the intruder and side stepping her way to her receptionists desk. The builder told her she was

paranoid, a panic button wasnt necessary in a doctors office, but she insisted. There were stories of enraged patients. After al , didnt she deal with

the mental y unstable? 

Julianas finger depressed the silent alarm as the mans hand seized her arm. He pul ed her into her private office. Youre not cal ing for help nobodys going to help you! This place isnt open for hours. He shoved her into the inner room. You can scream al  you want bitch, no ones gonna hear you in here. He pinned her against her desk. His muscles hard from adrenaline, tensed and pushed her tender frame against the wooden

structure. She smel ed the overpowering stench of whiskey on his breath and tried not to inhale. You put al  those damn equality thoughts in my bitchs head. Im going to teach you females arent equal. When Im done with you, youl  know your fucking place!

Her mind spun. She remembered her messages: six from her patient, Cynthia Jordan. First, she asked for Dr. Sel s to cal  and then a few rambling about not being able to come to anymore appointments, the next two were comparatively calm and concise. In them Cynthia thanked Dr. Sel s for

her time and asked to be dismissed as a patient. It was the last one which bothered Julie, but honestly in her personal y detached state she hadnt al owed it to make its necessary impact. The last message was difficult to understand, Cynthia was near hysterics. Only a few words could be made out

Julie planned to listen to it again today. 

She stayed calm knowing her abductor wanted fear. Are you Mr. ?

He seized a fist ful  of her hair and shoved her to the ground. You cal  me Master, bitch.

This wasnt happening. She tried to tel  herself it was a nightmare. But if it were, it was the worst kind  the real kind. Kiss my feet, cunt. Im going to show you how females behave and what theyre good for. He yanked her head up, The answer is fucking and punishing. You fil ed Cynthias head with ideas and now shes gone. My wife, my bitch, is gone. His tone changed as he undid his belt with one hand and held the gun with the other, Now you are going to be punished. You wil  learn how to be a good bitch. He pointed the gun at her temple, Tel  me what I want to hear.

Julie swal owed her fear, Master, I wil  be a good bitch.

First, youre gonna suck me and then Im fucking you every which way

next Il  decide if you get to see another sunset, if Il  let you live. He cackled a sadistic laugh. Yeah, you might pray for the gun, because if I let you live, it wil  be as my slave. I wil  train you like a dog, bitch, youl  beg for mercy. Julie watched as his eyes dazed with thoughts of torture. Hel , I might keep you alive just to watch you die, a little each day. Youre a fucking doctor. I bet you know how long a cunt like you can live without food. It was a question and a threat. He kicked her stomach and she fel  back on her ass. Tel  me, bitch, how long?

I dont know.

He slapped her face, Respect cunt

try it again.

Where was security? Shed pushed the button. I dont know, Master.

Take off your clothes! When she moved too slowly, he reached for her blouse and pul ed. The buttons were no match for his strength. 


***

Dereks talents focused on narcotics. Being that was one of the main distribution hubs in the , the drug trade was booming. The narcotics division of CPD dealt with low level dealers, as wel  as mid and a few high level traffickers. These perps came from , or even to , the closest big city to . The borders werent as secure as Homeland wanted everyone to think. 

His working hours varied depending on his current work load. Nonetheless, he usual y was able to devote twenty plus hours a week to Inferno, on top of CPD. Sometimes Derek wondered how many of the clients at the club would show up on his wanted for suspicion warrants. He could

honestly say he never witnessed drug use at Inferno. There was plenty of alcohol consumption and a few of the consensual activities may be

borderline legal. But as a narcotics detective, he enforced the no il icit drug policy. 

Sunday night didnt provide much rest for Detective Terril . His weekend was great. It was the conclusion that sucked. God, he wished that thought were literal, but it wasnt. He real y thought Julie would choose to stay with him. Wel , what the fuck? It was the first time hed put himself out there since left. When he thought about the forty-eight hours of dominance his cock stiffened. It definitely had its advantages. But the empty cage in his laundry room and unused sex toys in his dresser reminded him what a complete failure it truly had been. 

He signed into his shift on the laptop in his unmarked car, and began his rounds. Summer in meant no down time for trafficking. Even at six in the morning there could be large or smal  transactions happening in . Detective Terril  knew the faces and their body language. He could spot a deal from half a mile away. The radio in his car broke his concentration. Possible hostage situation, 127 , office of one Dr. Juliana Sel s, al  units be advised.

Being not far from her office, he swung his unmarked car into the increasing morning traffic and headed north toward . Derek reasoned Julie

wouldnt be in her office this early. If there were a problem, it was probably the cute blonde receptionist or maybe a crazy patient. 

Parking il egal y he joined the uniformed police on the scene. Looking around for a familiar face, he spotted an old friend, Jason Randolph. Jason, what the fucks happening here?

Do you know Doctor Sel s? Jason didnt wait for a response, he continued his assessment. A real piece of work, shes a cold bitch alright. I guess

she pissed off one of her crazy assed patients, and they went al  ape on her this morning. Derek started to run for the door when Jason yel ed, Hey man, its over now. Theyre bringing down the bodies.

Derek stopped in his tracks, staring at his friend, Bodies? Dead?

No man, two injured  gun shots. Derek ran passed the tape and sprinted up the stairs. More uniformed cops flowed in and out of Julianas office. 

A few of the uniforms knew him. The homicide detectives on scene gave him the eye. It meant, Not your division, get out. Derek continued to push into the polished overfil ing office. His heart remembered to beat when he saw Julie sitting in a chair, wearing her lab coat, with her head bowed talking to a female SVU detective. It was completely out of line, but he interrupted their discussion. He knew the other detective. Detective ?

Detective Terrel , I dont believe this is your jurisdiction.

He wasnt interested in a pissing contest. He just wanted to talk to Julie. At the sound of his voice, her head spun, and her blue eyes met his. She immediately fel  from her chair. Her goal was prone at his feet. Derek caught her shoulder and lifted her up. Dr. Sel s, are you alright? Do you feel faint?

Her mind focused. She couldnt kneel at his feet in front of al  of these people. Yes, thank you, Mr. Terril . I guess I am stil  in shock. His strong hands held her shoulders, her body yearned to press against his sturdy chest, and feel his growing cock. 

Detective s voice broke their trance. Do you two know one another?

Juliana looked up to her master, al owing him to speak. Dr. Sel s counseled me fol owing the shooting last May. When I heard the run on the radio, I was nearby and wanted to be sure she was alright.

Finding strength in his presence Julie addressed the female officer, Detective Shively, Ive told you everything I can remember. Could I please speak to Mr. She cleared her throat, Detective Terril  for a moment, alone?

It was obvious Detective Shively didnt want to leave Dr. Sel s, but she hesitantly agreed. Julie asked Detective Terril  to fol ow her. They wove through the crowd of CPD, Homicide, CSI and SVU personnel. She directed him to an empty office about thirty feet down the hal  and took him

inside. 

Shutting the door she fel  to his feet. The sobs of relief bubbled out of her. Derek lifted her again and pul ed her close. Are you alright? Did someone hurt you? What happened?

She retold the story shed told Detective Shively, with one exception. This time she began the story with, Yes, Master, I am alright

.

The man who accosted her was the husband of one of her patients. Juliana divulged to Derek her patient was this mans slave. When Julie

counseled this woman, she didnt understand the idea of consensual slavery. She encouraged the patient to work on changing their relationship. If that didnt work, Julie recommended her patient leave her husband. Apparently, this weekend, she tried. This man, her patients husband, wanted revenge for Julies influence. He wanted her to pay for her role in his wifes subordination. 

Derek asked, Did he rape you? Is that why SVU is here?

No, Master, he did not. He ripped my blouse, but stopped.

Why? Why would he stop? Derek knew the amazing view under her blouse. He couldnt imagine anyone stopping at that point. 

Julie didnt answer. Instead she opened her lab coat and revealed the torn blouse. On a long silver chain, nestled between her firm round globes in the nook of her black lacy push-up bra, was a silver lock. Shed left the ribbon on his bed, but took the silver charm. 

Why would you wear that? You told me no.

Master, I didnt tel  you no. I didnt cal  you Master. I needed more time.

So why are you wearing it now?

Her cunt creamed as he held tight to her shoulders. Juliana wanted to rub her pussy against his jeans and feel his erection. She longed to take his long shaft deep into her mouth, her cunt or her ass

anywhere where the two of them would be connected. Because, in my heart youl  always be my master.

What about your patients and your concerns about sharing?

Sometime during the night, while I lay there alone, I realized I trust you. Derek looked deep into her blue eyes. Julianas chest heaved as she fought the sobs of fear. She prayed her honesty wouldnt act as a wedge. I trust you completely. I want to be with you. If that means giving up my practice or being with others, Il  do whatever you say. I truly have no choice.

He leaned his lips to her ear, I want to fuck you so bad.

She smiled, I want to be fucked badly! Their lips met as Julies opened wil ingly to al ow his tongue to mingle with hers. The hands on her shoulders

now encircled her body and her pelvis rubbed against his jeans. 

Suddenly, he pushed her back, Wait, who was shot?

Paul, the building security guard, he cal ed for help and then came up here alone. Mr. heard him and they started yel ing through the door. Im not sure who shot first, but the police said neither injury is life threatening. Julie laid her head on his chest. At first, I thought it was you. I remembered tel ing you I hoped you wouldnt be the fastest trigger. I was so afraid it was you who was shot.

Derek hugged her tight. Im fine. He continued to hold her tight, I was afraid it was you. I meet up with an old friend downstairs. He told me there was a shooting. He pushed her back to see her eyes, Apparently you have quite the reputation as a cold bitch. His lips turned upward, Tel  me are you a bitch?

Julie smiled as she al owed her body to melt into his. Yes, Master, I am your bitch.

About that title

you are about fifteen hours late.

I am. I seem to continual y have problems with tardiness.

Yes, you do. What do you think needs to be done about that?

Oh, Master, her cunt quivered with excitement, I need to be punished.

That is only the beginning, bitch. You also need to learn my rules.

I promise, I wil .

He lifted her chin. One very important rule for you to always remember is your master does NOT believe in sharing. If I ever learn of you screwing another man, or anyone fucking with you

Julie could barely contain her joy, Thank you, Master. I promise I wil  be only yours. She lifted her lips to kiss his cheek repeatedly. What else do I need to know?

We have plenty of time to go over my rules while you are being punished.

The thoughts of various punishments ignited a yearning in Julianas cunt. She wanted to be fucked, abused and disciplined. Yes, Master, thank you for correcting your insolent slave.

Derek held her close as his hand brushed her throbbing nipple. She moaned momentarily at his touch. He seized her chin, demanding his slaves

focus as he spoke, One more important thing. Ful  disclosure, remember? Juliana nodded as Derek continued, Wait for my decision before quitting your practice. Julies expression turned to surprise. You deserve what youve accomplished. You do amazing things and help people. I told you slavery isnt about giving up yourself. Its about giving control over to someone else. Youve done that. Let me evaluate how it wil  al  play out. 

However, I do require being your top priority.

She wrapped her arms around his torso. Thank you, Master. You definitely are! And if I somehow forget, I know I can depend on you to remind me.

You can count on that, he answered with a devilish grin and a slap to her ass. 

Juliana melted into his chest and wiggled in her now wet panties, I love you.

I love you too, and I cant wait to introduce you to a few things at my place. There is a cage with your name on it.

Julie smiled, Oh, Master, I promise to be a good bitch, I wont need a cage. Her grin and tone promised otherwise. 

Dereks smile beamed, I think Im going to have my hands ful  with you.

His slave looked at the growing bulge in her masters jeans. I know I do with you!
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