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Epigraph:
“Being your slave, what should I do
but tend

Upon the hours and times of your
desire?”

—Shakespeare. Sonnet 57
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ERIKA

 

Erika loves the rain. The harder it falls, the sexier it
makes her feel. It was on a walk in the rain she proposed to me—after bringing
me to my knees with one of her bend-me-backward kisses. Another kiss in the
rain forever altered our marriage—from vanilla with a few femdom sprinkles, to
one of total female control, and openly so.

It happened at Lake Tahoe a couple years ago, that rainy
kiss that was to change me from husband to… well, whatever Erika decrees,
depending on her moods of the moment. (I have multiple roles—escort, houseboy,
maidservant, boudoir slave.) It was a weekend getaway for women managers at
Erika’s worldwide logistics consulting firm. A strategic networking session at
a lakeside resort. Spouses and significant others invited. Lots of guys like
me, second fiddles, married to high powered females.

On a dinner cruise, a heavy mist drove everyone off the
paddlewheeler’s deck and into the candlelit salon. Everyone except Erika—and
me, of course. I wanted very much to go inside, too—not just because it was wet
and cold. I’d spotted a dozen or so husbands holed up in a TV lounge, watching
an NFL game. But I knew better, even back then, than to challenge Erika’s wishes—especially
at corporate shindigs. And what she wanted to do, obviously, was stroll the
dark, deserted deck in steady drizzle, her dutiful husband in tow.

“Isn’t it fantastic, David?”

“I guess so. What am I supposed to be seeing?”

“Just me, David. Look into my eyes. That wild rain look.
Remember, sweetie?”

As if I could forget. Palming my chest, Erika pushed me back
against the railing. Her passionate kiss began with her lips chewing mine,
escalated to a deep-tonguing of my mouth and throat.

Erika is a big gal in every way—a notch or two above my own
six feet in her business heels. She’s part Swede, part Finnish, with
Arctic-blue eyes and a glorious top shelf that requires custom-cupping. Despite
her daily cardio workouts and lap-swimming, there’s no way my bride will ever
tame those hefty Viking curves (and thank God for that). So it’s no figure of
speech to say she pinned me against the railing. About the only muscle I could
move was in my groin—which, I assure you, was at full flex.

“Oh, God, David,” she said, coming up for air, “I wish this
were a real cruise so I could take you down to our room and fuck you blind.”

That, I had to admit, sounded better than watching football
with the boys. Unfortunately, Erika and I were going to have to wait several
hours for our erotic Olympics, till the floating festivities ended, the boat
docked and we could get back to the privacy of our resort condo.

Just then, a dozen paces away, light spilled onto the dark
deck, and a couple stepped out of the candlelit salon, lady first, gentleman
holding the door, both silhouetted against the dark drizzle. She was petite and
hourglass shapely, with one of those power strides, spike heels
clickety-clacking on the deck. The man loomed large behind her, a head taller
and broad-shouldered.

She pivoted quickly back toward him.

Erika and I forgot our own kiss, anticipating theirs. At
least I was. Why else would they have come out into the rain? Instead, the lady
cocked her arm and slapped her large companion twice, to and fro. Each meat-solid
impact produced a yelp from him. Her voice was pitched lower, husky, full of
menace:

“Never, ever, do that again, Bradley. Understand?”

He started a nod, but a third blow snapped his head
sideways. Then the woman grabbed his tie and yanked. The large man dropped to
his knees, grasping her calves on the way down, his face landing on her forward
foot. There were distinct slobbering sounds. Fists on hips, she looked down at
him.

Erika was making sounds, too—audible, I prayed, only to me:
a quick catch of breath, then a soft, orgasmic-type hiss: “Oh, God, yessss…”

This kinky little tableau was making her wet!

Erika’s fingers found my crotch, calibrated my erection,
then clutched my sac—hard enough to squeeze an involuntary grunt of pain from
me.

Down the deck, both faces—Ms. Slap and Mr. Slobber—swiveled
toward us. We stared back in sudden silence. Erika released my scrotum.

An awkward moment, you will agree? What was the corporate
etiquette? Let them slip back inside? Follow after a discreet several moments,
pretend not to recognize them? But the woman had other ideas.

“Up, Bradley.” A barked command.

Leading him by his hand—not his necktie—she approached
through the drizzle. En route, an overhead decklight caught her pixie-cut dark
hair, porcelain complexion, doll-like features. Closer, I saw determination in
the pointed jaw, challenge in the dark-lashed eyes. Erika caught her breath
again. As if she had suddenly recognized the attractive, tightly tailored
woman.

Ms. Slap extended her hand, her voice modulated, cultivated,
absent its drill-sergeant bite: “Erika, am I right? You asked an excellent
question this morning about e-marketing fulfillment?”

“Yes, I found your presentation very informative, Ms.
DeVries.”

“Anita, please. And I must apologize for that little scene.
You realize, it was not meant for anyone else’s eyes. Bradley, my husband,
suffers from occasional lapses in his, shall we say, attentiveness toward me? I
find it necessary, from time to time, to remind him of his duties.”

“Anita, please, no apologies required.” Erika imitated the
woman’s lightly bantering tone. “As it happens, David and I have a similar
arrangement.”

I was flabbergasted by this remark. Slapping and insulting
me in public, yanking my necktie like a leash, expecting me to grovel on her
alligator pumps? I think not! As I was about to deliver a witticism to that
effect, Erika delivered a meaningful kick to my left ankle. The message was
clear: Play along.

So I swallowed my quip along with my pride, and stood mute,
like big Bradley, who should have been thankful that the darkness hid his red
cheeks. From his bulk and demeanor, I figured him for one of those jocks who
had gone straight from the gridiron into corporate sales, whence, perhaps, he
had been recruited by Anita and retrained for her own purposes—like fetching
drinks, carrying parcels and pleasuring her on command.

“Ah, then you do understand,” Anita was saying. “Five
minutes my husband left me standing in the reception, with my wineglass bone
dry.” I saw her arch an eyebrow. “Was I to let that kind of negligence pass—in
public, among my colleagues, in this setting?”

“Absolutely not.” Erika gave me a sidelong glare, as though
I, too, was on trial, and guilty of wanton neglect. “But, frankly, Anita, with
David, I’m not sure what I would have done. We’re just beginning to experiment
with what is possible in public situations.”

“I know! Why is it so complicated? If only we could carry
our cock whips in plain sight, coiled and snapped to our belts and ready to
use.”

Erika laughed in delight at this.

And that fast, in a fit of schoolgirlish giggles, the two
women bonded, and began swapping outrageous ideas for spousal abuse. Bradley
and I, meanwhile, stood there like wooden Indians, swapping furtive looks. I
don’t know how he felt being ridiculed by his wife, but I was getting silently
pissed.

Only when the drizzle became steady rain did they break off
their little tête-à-tête, with an exchange of business cards and a pledge to
get together again soon—”when,” as Anita put it, “we can let our hair down and
really be ourselves.”

Bradley had stripped off his jacket and now held it
umbrella-like over his diminutive wife as they retreated down the deck. A hard
look from Erika prompted me to do likewise. At least she didn’t slap me! Once
inside we were separated, thank God, Anita and Bradley vanishing upstairs into
a private VIP dining area, while Erika and I found our table in the main salon.

“You promised you would keep our games private,” I whispered
to Erika, between mouthfuls of salad plate.

“This is a coup for us, David, don’t you see? Anita DeVries
is a senior vice president. And by confessing what I did to her, I became her
confidante, a corporate ally, instead of someone with potentially damaging
information I could use against her. You should be congratulating me, David.”

“Oh, now I get it. We can all double date—to an S&M
dungeon.”

“Don’t be ridiculous. That was just talk. But Anita DeVries
could do great things for my career.”

“What about our marriage?”

“Really, David, are you afraid people will think you’re
pussywhipped? And what if they do? Is that so terrible?” Erika arched her brows
and smiled faintly.

I didn’t argue, but facts were facts. We’d agreed to strict
limits before we were married: No S&M, no B&D, even in private, and nothing
in public. Oh, sure, over the years, I’d caved on a few things—having my wrists
and ankles tied to the bed with pantyhose, my bottom blistered with a ping-pong
paddle. But only in play, and always behind closed doors. No way I was going to
be turned into Bradley DeVries.

So I got over my indignation, and we did have wild sex that
night, with Erika riding my face to several high-pitched orgasms before taking
me inside her for the final home-stretch gallop.

Just as I was reaching the brink, she bent over me, digging
her fingers into my shoulders, her face hovering: “Ask me, David, beg me!”

“May I… Oh, God… may I please come inside you?”

“Yes! Let it all go, my darling, surrender everything to
me!”

I did as told.

And was rampant and ready to go next morning when I was
awakened by our bedroom phone. Erika reached for it, and I reached for her. She
let me cup one bountiful breast while she spoke a few hurried words, then hung
up and slapped my hand away:

“Get up, David! That was Anita. We’re invited to brunch at
her condo.”

“I vote we have room service—and stay in bed.”

“Don’t be silly. An opportunity like this may never come
again. And, believe me, it’ll be worth it.”

*

Erika and I were in a condo-cluster two miles from the lake.
Anita and spouse were on the water, in a spectacular chalet grouping. A valet
took our car and pointed us down a pine-shaded path to their unit. Bradley came
to the door wearing Dockers, a pink Izod shirt and a muscular smile, then led
us out to a redwood terrace overlooking the huge shimmering lake. We were very
definitely in the corporate big leagues. Several sleek ski-boats bobbed at the
condo dock. Anita greeted Erika with hugs and air-kisses, offering her a
director’s chair—the only vacant chair. I stood there, completely ignored.

“I was having a mimosa. Can I get Bradley to fix you one?”

“That’s perfect. What a fantastic place, Anita!”

“It is secluded with all these trees, and I’ve given the
housekeeper the morning off to go to the casino, so we can be our dominant
selves and play around with our husbands to our hearts’ content. After,
of course, they’ve done all their chores. Speaking of which, I believe Bradley
could use some help serving us breakfast.”

Erika turned to me. “Sweetie, go see what you can do to help
Bradley in the kitchen.”

“Okay,” I said. Or was I supposed to say “Yes, Dear”?

“And don’t forget her mimosa,” Anita added.

*

Bradley wasn’t particularly communicative, which suited me
fine. So, after delivering Erika her bubbly orange juice, I perched on a stool
and flipped through the Reno sports page, while he assembled two breakfasts on
a rolling cart—croissants, preserves, shirred eggs, sausages, coffee. My mouth
was watering.

“I take it we’re not included?”

“You’d be correct.”

I followed him out, poured coffee while he served the
plates, then retreated a discreet distance to wait till needed.

I was close enough to hear Anita and Erika talking shop—lots
of logistics buzzwords like Just In Time and Demand-Flow. They totally ignored
our presence. Until, that is, Anita snapped her fingers. Bradley hurried to her
side, dropped to his knees, opened his mouth. I watched, open-mouthed myself,
as his wife began feeding him morsels from her plate, as you would the family
dog.

“Really,” she said to Erika, “after last night I should make
him eat off the floor, but I’m such a softy.”

“But you say he’s lost weight this way?” Erika asked.

“Twenty-five pounds in six months! It’s really a miracle
diet. I should write a book. I mean, I’ve just discovered Bradley has abs. Let
me show you.”

She yanked her husband’s golf shirt out of his pants, baring
his midriff. “Flex!” She raked her nails lightly down his abdominal ridges.
“See? Six months ago he was a total pork belly. Of course, I work him hard.
Now,” she smiled wickedly, “I showed you mine. You show me yours!”

Erika threw me a glance—apologetic? Or lustful? Then snapped
her fingers à la Anita. “Come here, David.”

So I came, and stood, and had my tummy examined, and my love
handles poked at—by Anita. “Well, he’s not exactly a tubby hubby, but he could
use some firming.”

A moment later I was kneeling beside my wife, eating morsels
of egg and croissant from her fingers. How did I feel? Mostly painful—from
grinding my knees on the wooden deck. When no one was looking, I slid down onto
one hip, leaning against my wife’s chair. Bradley, meanwhile, stayed kneeling
like a monk. How much more of this painful nonsense could I endure, I wondered.
Half an hour? An hour? If so, there’d better be a career payoff down the road
for Erika. And the breakfast hijinks better not get any kinkier.

And then, of course, they did.

Anita asked Erika what kind of discipline she used on me.

“We’re really not that advanced, I’m afraid. And David’s so
eager to please me, I can’t imagine actually hurting him.”

“You mean he’s never been whipped?”

“You make it sound bizarre that I haven’t whipped him. But
it’s true. I’ve slapped him, of course, and paddled his cute butt. But I can’t
imagine using a whip on him. I mean, do you actually—?”

“Whip Bradley? Yes. Bradley is punished every day, aren’t
you, my sweet?”

“Yes, Anita.” His answer was in a monotone.

“And why, pray tell, do I do that to you?”

“Because… sometimes I forget to do things… or maybe
you’re just in a… in a… mood.”

“One of my bitchy moods, exactly! Because I own you, and I
do whatever I like. That’s the point, Erika. For instance, when Bradley and I
got married, I made him take my name, not the other way round. He was
Bradley—what was it again?”

“Pavlicek.”

“Yuck, can you imagine! No way I was going to put up with
that! So now, lucky boy, he gets to be Bradley DeVries. Because I own him, you
see? And males need to be reminded of that on a regular basis, that they have
an owner. Up, Bradley.”

As he stood, Erika reached over and casually undid his belt,
unzipped his fly and unbuttoned his pants, letting them fall to his ankles,
exposing the bulge in her husband’s boxers. “You see, it excites him to be
handled like this by his wife, his owner.” Her red-lacquer-tipped fingers
weren’t finished, of course. They tugged the boxers downwards, letting the
ramrod erection spring into her hands, at full point.

“Husbands must experience total physical surrender to your
will every day,” she went on, her attention on Erika, but pumping his cock,
almost absent-mindedly, “or that primitive male ego will take over and… there
you are, for instance, standing with an empty wineglass—” Bradley began rocking
his hips, eyes closed, mouth clamped, “—while your man is ten feet away,
slouching in a doorway, watching a football game. You see my point?”

“I do, I do. It’s just that—” Erika’s fingers began
nervously twisting in my hair, keeping pace with Anita’s pumping on her
husband’s cock. Bradley was now gyrating wildly, grimacing, reduced to an
oversized toy for his wife’s fancy, to put on display. Erika was staring; I was
trying not to look, yet apprehensive. The likely trajectory of his coming would
be right at me. A part of me—the irreducible male pride part, I guess—wanted to
get up and walk out. Unfortunately, there was a noticeable bulge in my own
pants, which threatened to undermine my outrage.

“I know, you’ve never done it. Really, Erika, it’s quite
simple. If we had more time this morning, I’d demonstrate on Bradley, and then
we could—”

Her cell phone chirped a little melody, and Anita picked
up—letting go Bradley’s cock. He stood there, gasping, as she spoke in her
executive manner, then hung up, making a face:

“I’m afraid something’s come up. An emergency logistics
problem with one of our international freight forwarders. I’m going to have to
cut short our little breakfast and deal with it. Just when things were getting
interesting. We’ll have to chat again, Erika. We have so much to talk about.
Stay, relax, Bradley will take care of you and clean up afterward.”

And she took off, on her cell phone before she was out of
sight. Bradley, meanwhile, chest and shoulders heaving, had stuffed himself
back into his shorts and pants, was zipping up. Erika looked down at me: “I
think we should go, David.”

I jumped up, in complete accord, stiff from sitting on the
ground, hoping my subsiding erection didn’t show as we walked out of there.

Back in the car, under way, I glanced over at Erika, and
said, “I feel like we just left Oz, and the Wicked Witch of the West.”

“East. But it was a little more than I expected.”

“A little? Daily whippings? Come on.”

“A total turnoff, is that what you mean?”

“Yes.”

“Then answer me one question, David.” Erika placed her hand
down my right pantleg and patted the stiffy I had tried to conceal. “Why are you
so hard?”

“I don’t know. Maybe, uh—”

“Maybe because you wish I’d take control over you totally…
just like Anita does Brad.”

“No, absolutely not. Not that way.”

She began to massage me, harder. “In what way, then?”

“I don’t know.”

“You belong to me, don’t you, David? Say it, darling?”

And so I did. In fact, she had me unzipped and screaming it
as we drove along the lake. Just like Bradley, I was ready to spurt all over
myself. But, for the first time in recent memory, she stopped short and left me
on the brink, even after I begged for it.

“Jesus Christ, what are you doing to me?” I asked.

“I’m just playing Anita’s game. Don’t you like it?”

*

Our life together, Erika’s and mine, didn’t change too much
after that weird weekend. In fact, Erika didn’t even mention Anita in the weeks
after, perhaps knowing my reaction. The only immediate effect on our lives, due
to the Anita influence, was an increase in some of the femdom games—teasing and
orgasm denial, mostly, making me beg for it. And may be a little more frequency
and intensity in her paddling of my bottom, and playfully slapping my cock and
balls, all of which were okay with me. Femdom games were exciting, I never
denied that, it was obvious. As long as everything stayed playful—and behind
closed doors.

Then, several weeks after our return, Erika came home
flushed, opened a bottle of French champagne we’d been saving for our
anniversary, and proposed a toast:

“Congratulate me, David. You’re married to the next company
vice president.”

“You’re kidding. Seriously?”

“I’m serious!” She was flying high, fully empowered—giddy
with it. It all came out in a rush—the promotion, a raise that would more than
double her salary with extra perks, like a company car, vastly increased
expense account.

“How? Why?”

“Because I’m a damned good executive.”

“I know that, but—”

“I’m going to be working in matrix management with the
international Leadership Team.”

“That’s Anita’s group, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“But—but she’s in San Francisco, you said.”

“That’s where the job is, silly. She’s already been looking
for a townhouse for us—can you imagine, David. San Francisco! It’ll be
fabulous—of course, I’ll be traveling all around the world.”

“But—” It was like I was irrelevant to the decision. “What
about—”

“What about what? There’s nothing keeping us here. I mean,
you could do some of your freelance consulting up there—not that it would mean
much. It would hardly pay for my cab fare.”

There was no way I could stop her—she was spinning,
euphoric, towing me upward, like hanging onto a rocket. My real objections, my
real fears, were not my job as a loss of status. What would I do with my time,
as a kept husband? Like Bradley. And, the center of everything, was Anita.
Anita had indeed arranged all this. If Anita was her protege in work, so would
she be in private life.

I remember only the two of us draining that Merlot, me
drinking mine from her, joining her in her intoxication, trying to drown my
fears, and being overpowered by her in our bedroom, the lights out, having her
riding my face to a grinding orgasm, then masturbating me.

I fell asleep, it seemed like the bed was whirling around
slowly… and something else. I couldn’t move my arms and legs. At some point,
for the first time, Erika had knotted my ankles and wrists to the bedframe with
pantyhose.

*

The townhouse was spectacular, a duplex a few blocks above
the Marina, below Pacific Heights. The rent was horrendous—but the company was
helping out. We could afford it. We were—if not rich, moving into the
neighborhood. Definitely.

And Erika radiated power, and status. While I, well, I felt
very much the absence thereof. Owned, as Anita had said of Brad. In the weeks
leading up to this move, the changes had been subtle—Erika was still
affectionate, but there was a difference, things she said, the way she treated
me. Financial decisions were made unilaterally—she sold my car, gave away most
of my clothes, took me shopping for a new wardrobe, then had me fetching and
carrying for her.

Closed our accounts, opened new ones in San Francisco bank—but
I didn’t get a checkbook. She was taking over the finances. She gave me a
credit card—on her account. Told me I needed to get her approval for any charge
over twenty dollars and turn over every single receipt for her to double check.

I felt myself in freefall, with no way to stop it. She had
begun tying me to the bed routinely now. Flexing her dominant muscles in
public—ordering for me at restaurants, snapping unnecessary commands in my
direction in department stores and boutiques.

So, as she showed me through this two-bedroom, two-story
townhouse, in a revamped Victorian, with a view of the bay, cloudy now over
Alcatraz, and Sausalito, with a Lexus in the garage below for her commute to a
downtown skyscraper, window office, I remember finally reaching the breaking
point.

I sat down, and began to shake, fighting off tears with all
my might.

“What’s the matter?”

“I feel like I’m dying…” I said. “That I just passed away.
That I don’t have my own soul—like it belongs to you. Why don’t you just get me
a leash and a collar, you can walk me when you come home.”

“Aww, Davie,” she said, stroking me. “Sometimes in my
excitement I forget about your needs, don’t I? Look, it’s not like that. I
adore you, I want to take care of you. I’ll always take care of you. You belong
to me. Don’t you worry.”

She had me look into her eye, and checked my erection, which
of course sprang to life at her touch.

But I shook my head. “You don’t understand. I’m nothing now.
I have no job, only you.”

“Listen, sweetie. It’s true, I’ll want you available to
attend to my needs, but I’ll hire someone to clean up. You know that spare
room? Remember how you talked about someday, maybe when you retire, you want to
take up watercolors?”

“Yes.”

“Well, that’s my present to you. You’re going to be able to
have time to do that now. You can take lessons or just paint. Of course, you’ll
have to take care of a few chores first—”

“Great—clean the house, wash the clothes, slop the hogs,
then I get to paint—”

“Don’t be sarcastic. I don’t want to waste you doing all the
housework. I can afford to hire someone to help you with that, and also cook.
No, I was thinking of more intimate chores for you. Maybe hand-washing my
undies. You’ll like that, you know you will. And I’ll have you take some
classes—cosmetology, massage, learning to give me pedicures and manicures. I
want you to get really good at those things. But you’ll be working out, too.
You are getting a little soft. Anita’s shared some of Bradley’s workout
program—”

My alarm bells went off. Bradley’s program also included
daily floggings, as I recalled, and God only knew what else! But she gushed on:

“So you’ll be pumping iron, doing aerobics, along with your
watercolors. I’m going to very proud of you, darling, just like you’re proud of
me. And you know, I’ll have many opportunities to show you off. You’ll be
traveling with me, too. We have offices all over the world, David. You’ll have
a fabulous life.”

Again, when she got euphoric, I couldn’t stay down. And
then, as rain rattled the windows, she got her rainy look. She got us
outfitted, hurried out—and there we were, walking the hills of Frisco in a
heavy drizzle, getting soaking wet, umbrella-less, giddy. Stopping for a hot
cholocate at Starbuck’s.

Then hurrying back through a downpour, both of us eager to
get our wet clothes off for a hot shower and a naked romp on our giant new bed.

But it didn’t exactly work out that way. Erika had gotten
herself so worked up that, the instant we were back in our townhouse and had
shed our raincoats, dripping water on our Spanish-tiled foyer, she was all over
me. Next I knew I was backed up against one of the floor-to-ceiling mirrors,
being mauled by a gorgeous lioness— a lioness with a tawny mane. I started to
say something, but her tongue promptly filled my mouth and kept on probing,
while her hands were peeling off my sweatclothes. I knew the only thing I could
do when she got like that was simply surrender, be willing prey to my powerful,
predator wife.

Then she wrapped her hand around my rigid cock like a pump
handle and started yanking and wanking me like it was a timed contest, and I
tried to make her at least slow down.

Erika stopped all right, but not because of me. The door
chime echoed suddenly in the foyer, an unfamiliar four-tone carillon.

I froze? Who the hell could it be?

With one hand still on my cock, Erika yanked me toward the
big door and flipped open the peephole. Then she giggled in apparent delight
and—incredibly—began opening the door! Sure, she had on her designer
sweats, but had she forgotten that her husband was bare-ass naked and sticking
out like a bowsprit?

“Christ, no!” I started to say—

But it was too late. The door had swung inward, and there
was Anita DeVries on our doorstep in a lavender-velvet lounge outfit, with an
empty cup and a little whip coiled on her belt.

“Can I borrow some sugar, Sugar?”

“Of course, come on in,” Erika said, her hand still on my
rampant cock. She turned to me. “I forgot to mention, David, Anita and Bradley
are our new neighbors—they have the adjoining townhouse. We’re all going to
have so much fun together!”

 

THE END
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Part One
“Kenny, I want you to interview Ms. Dorset, and you have to
hurry.”

That was the sentence that changed my life. Paige, who runs
our county agency’s PR shop, had just given me a routine assignment to
interview, then write a short article about one of our many alpha-female
department heads.

Even among this dynamic management group, Ms. Dorset was
something special, as Paige reminded me. The woman had been recruited to L.A.
all the way from England, in the wake of a newspaper-exposed scandal involving
cronyism and financial shenanigans in one of our financial units, Applications
Development & Support. (Please don’t ask me what that means.)

The impressively credentialed Englishwoman had been given a
year to clean house and get AD&S operations back on track. She’d done the
job in six months, sacking or demoting “five male nincompoops,” according to
Paige, “then installing her own management team—all estrogen-powered. The CEO should
kiss the ground she walks on. But at least he’s having her prominently featured
in next month’s newsletter. That’s where you come in.”

As I was rushing out to the interview, Paige tossed out a
final, off-the-wall warning: “Better be careful, Kenny. You may be just her
type.”

Ms. Dorset was definitely my type, I decided at once,
as I was ushered into her spacious corner office. She stood at ease behind a
cherrywood desk, extending her hand. As I came forward, I was seized with a
wild impulse to kiss it passionately and kneel in fealty

She was regal looking, with a sculpted, patrician
face in a feathery frame of shoulder-length chestnut hair. “Svelte” is the word
that came to mind, for in her cream silk blouse and tweed skirt, Ms. Dorset
managed to be both slim and curvaceous—and she was surprisingly young, I
thought, for such a high-powered executive. I guessed mid-thirties.

“Kenny?” Ms. Dorset smiled as she said it, and I wanted to
melt on the spot. It wasn’t just the melodic English vowels, or the aristocratic
bearing, but an effortless blend of charm and condescension as she pronounced
the syllables of my name. Did Ms. Dorset have theatrical training?

Actually she did remind me of an actress. I couldn’t
recall the name, but it was that delicious vixen Ralph Fiennes and I had both
fallen helplessly in love with in The English Patient. Here before me
was that same effortless poise and sexy, high-voltage presence.

A sparkle of large gray eyes and a twitch of her lovely
mouth suggested she was quite aware of, and even amused by, the effect she was
having on me. As I was to find out later, Ms. Dorset encouraged adoration from
the males under her command, in the workplace and in her private life.

I will skim past the rest of the interview, which dealt
mainly with departmental issues, noting only a few things:

It was conducted with Ms. Dorset comfortably seated and me
standing, a posture of respect she required of all male subordinates I was to
learn. The chairs and a love seat in the adjacent conference area were for
females only.

Paige had called ahead to apprise Ms. Dorset of my likely
ignorance of AD&S and its operations, so the “interview” was actually a
solo virtuoso performance by Ms. Dorset. She did all the talking, covering the
main points, then supplying several humorous anecdotes and even a made-to-order
pull-quote to Paige’s specifications.

Like other high-powered women managers I’d interviewed at
the Agency, Ms. Dorset spoke in complete paragraphs, without hesitation and
with impressive command of her subject matter, relevant statistics included.
Fortunately I had learned never to interrupt these powerful women with
irrelevant comments or questions; indeed, Ms. Dorset complimented me later on
my silent attentiveness.

It was only after I was dismissed, and out in the sun-baked
asphalt acreage of the Agency’s vast parking lot, that I suddenly recalled the
name of that lovely English actress—Kristin Scott Thomas.

Yes, Ms. Dorset definitely had that same swan neck and
sparkling eyes, the killer cheekbones and delicious, mocking mouth. But, even
in her prime, the actress’ figure was a bit boyish, or perhaps that of a
balletic sylph; while Ms. Dorset, as I was privileged to observe when she
strode round the desk to escort me out of the office, was bountiful and shapely
all the way down to her strap-sandaled toes.

What I wanted, I suddenly realized, more than anything in
the world… was to belong to her. More specifically, I wanted to be owned by
her.

That, at least, was the prevailing train of thought as I
wandered off, half-dazed, from that first brief encounter. I wanted nothing
more from the rest of my life than to be Ms. Dorset’s.

(A brief aside here: I’ve had submissive-to-female fantasies
since about the age of three, each inspired by an encounter similar to my interview
with Ms. Dorset. From even before kindergarten through high school and on into
college, there’d been a parade of goddesses, each of whom had claimed my soul,
though they usually didn’t know it.)

But what exactly did that mean, that I wanted to be hers?
Did I want to be her husband or lover? No, I was not worthy of such exalted
status, I knew that deep in my marrow. Much lower, I thought. More like her
pet.  Her slave. Her toy. Her plaything.

The problem was, I was not likely to see Ms. Dorset again.
So much for my improbable fantasy.

So back to reality. The article ran, and Ms. Dorset emailed
me a perfectly proper thank-you. But that was not quite the end of the story.

The following month Ms. Dorset was scheduled for an award
presentation at the weekly meeting of the County Board, which governs the
Agency. I was involved in a minor capacity; I scripted most of these silly
ceremonies from notes Paige provided.

In her dark power suit, Ms. Dorset added more than a touch
of class to the dim proceedings in that dowdy conference hall. Certainly her
modulated tones were the most elegant sound ever to emanate from those
speakers. Her remarks were ex tempore—she didn’t use one word I’d
scripted—and elicited general laughter, applause, and, at the very end, a chorus
of “Oh, no’s!”

That’s because she’d announced that, with AD&S now
reorganized and in capable hands, she would be leaving the Agency at the end of
the month to return to her consultancy in England.

When the final gavel sounded, Ms. Dorset was quickly
surrounded by well wishers, mostly male, I noticed, from my perch on the
sidelines. I cursed my bad luck There was no way I was going to be able to say
an up-close goodbye. Besides, Paige had a ton of work for me back in the
office.

Then, as I was about to make my way out, through a gap in
her wall of admirers, I found myself staring straight into Ms. Dorset’s
compelling gaze. Looking straight at me, she tapped her wristwatch and mouthed,
“Wait for me.” An instant later the ranks closed back around her.

So I waited, while the menfolk kept on streaming past with
their cheap suits and sweaty palms. Ms. Dorset endured, she charmed the savage
beasts, she even laughed when absolutely necessary. Five minutes passed, then
ten. Paige had left, but now returned, annoyed to discover me motionless
against the wall.

“What the hell are you doing here, Kenny? You know I’ve got
work for you.”

“I’m waiting for Ms. Dorset. She—she told me to—to wait for
her.”

Paige stared back at me in a kind of puzzled amazement. I’d
ever talked back to her before, or done anything but acquiesce. I don’t think
either of us quite believed that I had not acquiesced this time to her implied
command and hurried back to the PR office. And there’d been a kind of odd,
robotic tone to my response, as though my brain had been reprogrammed and was
now under the control of Ms. Dorset.

Finally Paige shook her head in resignation. “I might have
known. Okay, ten minutes more, Kenny, but no more.”

Five minutes later, finally free of the all-male scrum, Ms. Dorset
made her way over to where I stood. Her look penetrated right through me. She
said “I like the way you waited for me. I like obedience in my males.”

I preened under this compliment, and, as before in her
presence, I had the urge to go down on one knee, or both. “Thank you, Ms.
Dorset. I’m glad that—“

She cut me off: “Look, Kenny, we can’t talk here. They’re
having a little reception for me upstairs, the usual cookies and punch. Why
don’t you join us?”

“I can’t, Ms. Dorset. Paige already barked at me because I’m
not back at my desk.”

“Well, then, you do as she says. She’s not only your boss,
Kenny, but your superior as a female. You must always do what superior women
tell you. Never forget that. But don’t look so devastated.” She tipped my chin
up with a forefinger. “Pay attention now. I’m going to give you a direct order
of my own.”

She told me she was having some people over on Saturday and
she wanted me there. “You and I need to talk. I don’t know what to do with you,
Kenny. And it’s not made any easier by the obvious fact that I can basically do
anything I want with you. Isn’t that so?”

Again she seemed to look right through me, as though I
wasn’t there. “Yes,” I said.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Ms. Dorset.”

“Very good! You must always address me with proper respect.
Doesn’t that feel right? Anyway, this is not an invitation, Kenny, it’s a
direct order from your superior. And you’re never to refuse me, Kenny, is that
clear?”

“Yes, Ms. Dorset.”

“Very good. I’ll email you the particulars.” And with that
she was gone.

*

Waiting for Saturday to come was like the last few days
before Christmas when I was a kid. Endless, excruciating, full of
stomach-churning anticipation.

Did Ms. Dorset really mean what I thought she meant? My mind
kept replaying phrases…

“I like obedience in my males…”

“You must always do what superior
women tell you…”

“I can do basically anything I
want with you…”

“You’re never to refuse me, is that clear?…”

Did Ms. Dorset want exactly what I wanted? Did she want me
to be hers… her servant or slave? How else could you construe those words? I
couldn’t be making it all up, could I?

Over and over I argued the matter with myself, till I could
focus on nothing else, or form any other consecutive thought. My sleep was
troubled, my appetite nonexistent. Three days of this left me weak, jumpy,
borderline neurotic. Classic symptoms of a lovesick guy, you might say. Only I
wasn’t lovesick. Was there even a name for what I had?

One phrase in particular ran through my addled consciousness
in an endless loop—“I like obedience in my males.” Plural. Not men, but males.
Ms. Dorset had sounded like a connoisseur, or a collector, talking about her
showdogs or thoroughbred horses. Lower life forms.

Is that what males were to her?

I now strongly suspected that she thought so. That I and my
gender were suitable for breeding and stabling, kenneling, perhaps, even
neutering. It was pretty scary stuff, actually; so why was I so helplessly
drawn to her?

During those few feverish days I couldn’t help myself in one
regard. I masturbated over and over to my imaginings of my new goddess. That
should have purged my longings to be at her feet, but did not. Nor did several
long walks, as I tried to oxygenate my brain and exorcise the perverse images
that teemed within. Images of being shackled by Ms. Dorset, and whipped
mercilessly till I cried out, then crawled to her feet.

And all this, I reminded myself, was based on what? Twenty
minutes in her company, most of that consisting of her dictation about AD&S
organizational issues. Really, everything else derived from our brief encounter
after the Board Meeting, a few suggestive words that had turned my world upside
down.

*

According to Ms. Dorset’s email instructions, I was to
report at three to an address in the wall-to-wall millionaire enclave of San
Marino, southeast of Pasadena and close by the palatial Huntington estate. Her
place turned out to be a Tudor mansion, somewhat smaller than Hampton Court,
with a semicircular drive chock-a-block with luxury cars. I parked my five-year-old
Toyota down the street and hiked in.

“It’s very impressive,” Ms. Dorset had informed me in her
email, “but not mine, alas. The Thorndykes are old friends, and when they heard
about my assignment in La La Land, they insisted I stay in their guest house. You’ll
find swarms of local Brits at the party, but don’t be put off, Kenny. Help
yourself to food and drink and fight your way to me and I’ll give you your
instructions for the rest of the day.”

“Your instructions…” another one of those loaded
phrases that set my imagination spinning. I found the party aswarm on the side
lawn, a few dozen guests plus catering staff, no kids in sight, and no one in
the pool, despite festive Caribbean music.

I drifted about in my usual awkward way at parties—I’m okay
when somebody starts talking to me, but can’t seem to initiate. I was relieved
to see no one from the Agency. Whatever happened, or didn’t, I didn’t want any
gossip getting back to Paige. I was handed a white wine by a waiter, but
switched it for a 7-Up. Ms. Dorset hadn’t given me permission to drink alcohol,
and I was afraid to presume too much.

But where was she? Then, from quite nearby, came the same
throaty chuckle I’d first heard in her office, and again during her remarks to
the Board.

I found her only twenty paces away in the shade of a
flowering jacaranda, as always, it seemed, surrounded by people. Actually what
I saw was one of those enormous brim hats and a lovely feminine form beneath in
a lacy peasant blouse and knee-length skirt. I knew it was Ms. Dorset, even
before the big straw brim tipped up to reveal the magical face I’d been
dreaming of the past three days and nights.

She saw me, too, and, as she had in the Board Room, signaled
me in subtle pantomime. A tiny beckoning motion of one forefinger this time. It
took a few minutes to maneuver myself into her periphery, where I waited, too
timid to force my way into her immediate circle.

After a few minutes, Ms. Dorset took matters into her own
hands. She called my name, then summoned me to her side and introduced me
around as a “sweet young man” who’d written a flattering profile of her for the
Agency’s newsletter. “Sweet young man” sounded odd. I was easily ten years Ms.
Dorset’s senior. And yet, in her presence, I felt a child. She inclined a
delectable cheek to be kissed, which I did politely, wondering what bewitching
scent she wore and how much it cost per ounce.

I would happily cash in a CD to buy her a bottle, I thought.

Ms. Dorset wasted no time. “Sorry, darlings,” she said to
her circle. “You’ll have to give me a moment. Kenny tells me something’s come
up at the office, and I need to give him some quick instructions and send him
on his way.”

Ms. Dorset drew me apart a little ways and spoke with
whispered urgency:

“Here are your instructions to be obeyed. Do not fail me,
Kenny. See that latticework pool fence, the one with all the vines? Good. On
the back side there’s a pool house, with a door, which is unlocked for the
moment. I know because I checked. Step inside and lock the door behind you. Don’t
worry, I’ve got a key. The pool house is full of inflatable toys and children’s
floaties and whatnot. Get past that and you’ll find a door to a small closet.
Now listen closely. I want you in that closet, Kenny. You may have to
squeeze yourself in, it’s crammed with old tennis rackets and cobwebs and more
miscellaneous junk, but you can do it, and you will do it, because I’m ordering
you to. Once you’re inside, close the door and wait there till I come for you.
It will be at least two hours, Kenny, before people start going home, maybe
more. But you are not to look at your watch or your cell phone to check the
time. I’ve removed the light bulb, so it will be pitch black in there. And you
are to make no sound. This is an important test of your devotion to me, Kenny.
Think of it this way—your entire future depends on it. Did you get everything I
just said? Do you understand exactly what is required of you?”

“Yes, Ms. Dorset.”

“I hope so, for your sake. Now let’s see, what else? You may
go into the kitchen over there, if you have to, right now and use the restroom,
but that’s all. Do not go back to the catering table and stock up. I want you
in that dark closet inside five minutes, waiting for your goddess.” She fixed
me with those talismanic gray eyes, then gave my cheek a half-slap that turned
into a sliding caress and jellied my knees. She chuckled in her special way at
my unsteadiness before turning back to her group.

Ms. Dorset was immensely pleased with herself, I thought.
She was enjoying this.

As for me, my mouth had gone dry, and I suddenly longed for
another soda. But I did exactly as told. Drifted casually around to the back of
the pool enclosure fence, then, seeing no one about, slipped quickly inside the
pool house, locking the door from the inside.

Party sounds had receded, so that my hammering heartbeat was
almost audible. A small, dust-smeared window provided just enough light for me
to make my way through the clutter to the closet door. I opened it and smelled
mildew, saw a jumble of aluminum lawn chairs, croquet mallets, a badminton net,
all stuffed in any which way. I’d have to crawl inside under all the debris, I
thought. From the low ceiling there was a dangling light fixture without a
bulb, just as she’d said. She’d planned this whole thing to the last detail.
I reached out and felt cobwebs.

And was suddenly filled with terror. I wasn’t going in
there!

What the hell am I doing here? I asked myself. This
is complete insanity. Turn around and walk out of here and get in your car and
drive the hell home!

Then Ms. Dorset’s modulated voice whispered in my brain: 
“This is an important test of your devotion to me, Kenny. Think of it this
way—your entire future depends on it.”

I don’t know for sure which voice was the devil, which the
angel, but I know which one carried the day and claimed my soul. And the battle
wasn’t close.

I dropped to my knees and wormed my way inside the closet,
beneath a stack of cushions and Styrofoam pool noodles, then reached up and
around and pulled the door shut.

It was pitch black, as she’d said, and I could barely move.
I spent the next few minutes pretzeling my body around in various ways, trying
to get comfortable. No posture worked. The concrete floor was cold and hard. It
abraded my hips, my tailbone, knees and elbows. Yet I knew, as surely as I had
ever known anything in my life, that I was not going anywhere until that door
was opened by Ms. Dorset.

It’s actually happening, I thought. My lifelong
dream of being owned and ruled by a strict, superior woman, it’s actually
coming true. It was fantastic, but not a fantasy, but reality. Despite the
discomfort, I was so excited I could barely breathe, barely get enough oxygen
into my lungs. And I sure as God didn’t need to worry about getting hungry.
With my stomach breeding swarms of butterflies, I couldn’t even think of
swallowing food.

I do remember thinking this: Why was I made this way?
I didn’t know the answer. Perhaps Ms. Dorset did. She certainly knew me as no
one else did, or likely ever would. I had hidden my true nature, my submissive
soul, for all these years, letting out only a few hints here and there. But
somehow Ms. Dorset had seen through my pretenses from the first, as I stood
before her desk. She had seen me for who I really am, a pathetic boy-man who
longed to grovel at her lovely feet. Did she feel contempt for me, or pity? Was
it possible she actually liked me a little? Or did she simply find it amusing
to exercise her superior female powers and toy with hopelessly inferior male
creatures like me?

I might never know, and perhaps it didn’t matter. But
whatever happens next, I thought, at this moment I am happy and fulfilled,
huddled in this dark closet like Harry Potter in his below-stairs cupboard at
the Dursleys.

*

Much later, the music stopped. Voices became more subdued,
then inaudible. Was everyone leaving? But the way parties worked, I knew, there
would be stragglers, sitting around sipping their drinks and watching the sun
sink slowly behind the pine trees. Or maybe the sun had already set, and they
were sitting there watching the mosquitoes fry in the bug-zapper or something.

I had no idea how many hours I’d been imprisoned. I badly
needed some ibuprofen, to alleviate the stabbing pains, especially in my lower
back and hips, but I endured. My whole future depended on passing this test,
and it all boiled down to one word—obedience.

And then, suddenly, my long ordeal was over. The door was
opening. My owner was standing there, a glorious goddess visible only in dark
silhouette, but I knew she was looking down at me. My heart was ready to burst,
like a dog liberated from a kennel after an eternity of waiting.

“Kiss your mistress’ feet, Kenny,” she said imperiously.
“Whenever I return to you, you are to bow low and kiss my feet.”

I crawled forward, suddenly careless of pain, and planted my
face on the front of her strap sandals. In the faint light I could not see her
toes, but I drank in the puissant scent of her lovely feet, then tasted their
salty warmth as I covered them with kisses. An instant later I was dizzied by
an upwelling of intense emotion and began to sob uncontrollably.

“There, there, little subbie,” Ms. Dorset’s voice soothed
from above. She gently turned my head with her foot, then placed the sole of
her sandal on my cheek, pushing my face flat against the cold cement. “Ms.
Dorset is here now. Everything will be all right in your little world. You may
thank me, Kenny.”

“Thank you, Ms. Dorset.”

“No, my title changes. From now on, you are to address me as
My Supreme Ms. Dorset. Always that and nothing else. Now thank me again,
properly.”

“Thank you, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“Very good. Now, as soon as you are able, little Kenny, get
up on your feet and follow me. It’s too far to crawl.”

*

Ms. Dorset led off, swinging the big brim hat at her side as
she directed me to stay a step behind and to her right. Through a gap in the
trees I saw that all the partygoers were gone, and the caterers had evidently
cleaned up. We circled around the back of the huge property to a miniature
Tudor house tucked away among the trees. She motioned me ahead to open the
guest house door, then preceded me inside.

“You’ll find a bottle of Pinot Grigio in the refrigerator,
Kenny. Pour me a glass then bring it into the bedroom.”

I returned with the glass of golden wine to find her
reclining in a chaise lounge and kicking off her sandals. It was my first real
glimpse of her gorgeous legs, starting with a luscious slice of thigh where the
ruffled trim of her peasant skirt rode up a bit, then her athletic calves
twined at the ankles. Ms. Dorset must be a runner, I thought, or a dancer, to
have smoothly muscled legs like that. She lifted an eyebrow at my obvious
idolatry as she accepted the glass, but when I glanced down again to admire her
narrow, exquisitely tapered feet, a fingersnap brought my attention back where
it belonged.

She pointed to the floor beside her. Instantly I dropped to
my knees.

“You are always to kneel in my presence, my little subbie,
unless instructed otherwise. You understand? You are my inferior, Kenny. Never
forget that. You will learn many rules in my service, but that is the first
rule. Now lean your face forward so your goddess can slap you for forgetting
your manners and staring at my feet without permission.”

I did as told and was slapped harder than I’d ever been
slapped in my life. My cheek burned and my head rang with the stinging blow. I
must never make that mistake again! I told myself. Ms. Dorset spoke again,
and in a command voice she had not used before. I found it suddenly
frightening, knowing how utterly I was in her power and how quickly and
ruthlessly she was prepared to exercise that power:

“Take off your clothes, subbie! All of them! Now!”

Wriggling about on the floor, I fumbled at buttons and belt
buckle. I’d never undressed while on my knees. It took at least a minute, maybe
more, before loafers, socks, shirt, belt, pants and boxer shorts lay in a
puddle beside the chaise. Ms. Dorset ignored my obvious erection.

“Now, Kenny, you are to kneel up.” I hesitated, confused by
the unfamiliar command. Ms. Dorset repeated it, more sharply. When still I
hesitated, she launched one bare foot forward, as though kicking a soccer ball.
Her toe slipped under my pointing penis, catching me squarely in the ball sac.
I grunted and doubled up in pain.

“When I say ‘kneel up,’ you straighten your thighs and come
up on your knees before me, subbie! Now kneel up and approach the throne.” I
did so, despite the deep, throbbing ache in my groin, kneewalking carefully
closer. “What happened to subbie’s nice respectful salute?” My erection had
collapsed instantly after the scrotal kick. “Let’s see if we can wake him up.”

Ms. Dorset scooted forward on the chaise, till her reaching
hand was able to encircle my penis. A very few up-and-down strokes stiffened it
to attention. “Well, at least somebody around here respects my authority.” Ms.
Dorset’s hand then slid down to cup my testicles. I trembled with apprehension.

“Doesn’t this feel right, my sweet little subbie, to be
totally at the mercy of your superior, quivering in her power grip? You seem to
be out of breath, so you may simply nod. Don’t worry. It’s perfectly natural
for you to be shaking and trembling like a leaf, under the circumstances. It’s
pretty overwhelming, don’t you think, with total vulnerability on your part,
and total female authority on mine? Now here’s the question. What am I going to
do with you, my little subbie? Do you have any ideas, or is your brain all
mush?”

“No, My Supreme Ms. Dorset. I—I want to belong to you.”

“Do you? I take it you are unowned? Uncollared?”

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“Have you any experience—being owned, totally owned and
controlled, by a superior woman?”

“No, My Supreme Ms. Dorset. But I’ve dreamed of it all my
life.”

“Dreamed? Have you never been whipped? No? Seriously?” She
sighed theatrically, and it nearly made me laugh in spite of her intimidating
power grip around my testicles. “You may be more of a project than I’d
imagined. You definitely need to belong to someone, that’s obvious. But moi?
I just don’t know. So… would you like me to take possession of you, Kenny? Of
your frail little body, and your throbbing little heart… and your perverted
little mind… and your submissive little soul? Would you like that?”

“Oh, yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset!”

“Why am I not surprised? Now I have to tell you something.
The reason we’re here, having this intimate little chat—in fact, the reason
that I commanded you to come here today, it’s not because you’re such a cute
little puppydog or so irresistible. No, it’s because of a sad event that happened
recently thousands of miles from here. A sixty-year-old Frenchman passed away
of prostate cancer.” Ms. Dorset paused and stared at me. “You show no reaction
to this story? Have you no sympathy for what the poor man must have suffered?”
As if to emphasize her point, Ms. Dorset gave my ball sac another squeeze. I
dropped and rolled on the floor, groaning. This time, miraculously, my erection
survived the shock.

“He was a good and loyal sub, who had the great and good
fortune to serve three different dominant mistresses in his servile career. For
the last ten of those years he served a dear friend of mine, a distinguished
woman who is a presiding judge in a Parisian district court. My friend is in
deep grief, as you can imagine. She will never forget her slave’s decade of
devoted service; but she must also face facts. Think how difficult it is, for
example, after the death of a good and faithful dog, to think about replacing
him with another, even though you know it will have to be done. It is just so with
my dear friend. She mourns his loss but she needs to be served and obeyed and
catered to, you understand? She is a supreme goddess, and she needs to exercise
her supremacy over a lowly male on a daily basis. She needs and deserves—“

“Oh, please, Ms. Dorset, please don’t make me—“

Her left foot kicked out again, connecting solidly again
with my ball sac. I screamed, toppling sideways, clutching my groin. When I was
finally able to catch my breath and glance fearfully up, her hand was already
in motion. Her open palm cracked on my cheek, snapping my head sideways.

“You forget yourself, Kenny. First, you forget my title—”

“I’m sorry, My Supreme Ms. Dorset, I—“

“But worse than this, far worse, you dare to interrupt me
when I am speaking! That is never allowed. Do you understand?” I flinched as
her wrist cocked again, as if for another slap.

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset. I will never—”

“Shut up!” I put my head down, truly sorry for having
angered Ms. Dorset, and found myself staring at those lovely feet. Even in my
in distress, I couldn’t help but notice their perfect contours. Ms. Dorset was
exquisitely made, I remember thinking, like a designer original; whereas most
of us, by comparison, were mere factory seconds or thirds. Even the tiniest
detailing, like the tiny arc of her toenail cuticles, seemed to have been
executed without flaw.

“I know what you were thinking, Kenny, and what you were
trying to say. You were going to beg me not to ship you off to serve some
strange, cruel dominant woman in Paris, n’est-ce pas? Well, the truth
is, if I wanted you to do that, you would have no say-so in the matter. You
think you would, but you wouldn’t, believe me.  But calm your fears. That is
not what I am saying, as you would know by now if you had not interrupted your superior.”

The story involving the superior French lady judge was
indeed a bit more complicated than I’d assumed, as Ms. Dorset went on to
explain. Yes, the woman was in the market for a replacement for her deceased
submale. But, as it happened, for the last several months Ms. Dorset had been
circulating emails to a select group of dominant women, mostly on the
Continent, trying to find a new placement for her own current houseboy, a
muscular young man she had named Freckles.

There was nothing wrong with Freckles, according to Ms.
Dorset, except that she had grown bored with him. “It happens,” she explained.

But, after all his years of devoted service, Ms. Dorset
couldn’t bring herself simply to dismiss him. Once effectively broken to
milady’s whip and milady’s service, she explained, a submale was no longer able
to function as a free male in “normal” society. He needed to be collared by
another dominant female, at least until he was of no further possible use. Now,
fortuitously, because of her sudden loss, the lady judge had expressed interest
in acquiring Freckles, and seemed pleased with the initial photos and reports
Ms. Dorset had emailed her.

“It’s not a done deal by any means,” Ms. Dorset told me,
“but it’s looking pretty good, and we’re going forward to a trial placement.”

“What about Freckles?” I asked.

“You mean, what does he think about it?” She arched one
eyebrow, as if this was a peculiar sort of question to be asking.

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“He’s devastated, poor baby, but he has no choice in the
matter. He will do as I say, and he will learn—believe me, he will learn—to
obey his new owner. Which brings us to you, little subbie. It appears that I
may shortly have a vacancy in my servant quarters.” Gray eyes flashed at me.
“You begin to see, perhaps, the incredible opportunity that could be yours?”

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“But, alas, you have no experience! Why should I think you
could possibly fulfill my myriad needs? Be my house servant, and my boudoir
servant, and, of course, my whipping boy? It’s presumptuous of you, to put it
mildly? Do you really think you deserve to be considered for this opening?”

“Yes, my Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“How arrogant and stupid you are! You answer without
hesitation and without thought. You actually feel pretty cocky, don’t you,
little subbie?” Ms. Dorset’s near foot began swinging to and fro in a pendulum
arc that brought it each time a little closer to my genitals. I tried not to
watch it.

“The truth is, only after I have broken you and remade you
to my specifications, will you begin to be of proper use to me. But I suppose
there’s some precedent. After all, Jesus turned simple fishermen into his
Apostles. Are you prepared to drop everything, my little wannabe, and follow
me? Like an Apostle his Lord, or like a puppydog claimed by a new owner?”

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“Hmm, still no hesitation. Tell me, have you been thinking
about this a lot? Perhaps in your dark little hidey-hole the last few hours?
Hmm, yes? I thought so.”

*

Ms. Dorset commanded me to stand before her. When my posture
was to her satisfaction, she proceeded to give me a thorough physical
inspection. And I mean thorough. It was a cross between my annual checkup and
the way the judges check canine competitors on those Westminster Kennel Club
shows on TV. She had me open my mouth wide and inspected my teeth and gums. She
dug strong fingers into my abdomen, felt my legs, tweaked and twisted my
nipples painfully. Then she actually produced a latex glove, tugged it on and
inserted a finger into my rectum—far deeper than any doctor had ever done.

“Relax, little subbie, you’re fighting me. I need to probe
deeper.”

I tried to relax, but couldn’t. It felt like her whole arm
was inside me. Then it did go deeper, and I gasped at the further violation.

She chuckled again, that delicious throaty noise I loved.

She saved my genitals for last. From a side pocket of her
peasant skirt she whipped out a little wooden ruler, unfolded it and measured
my once-again erect penis base to tip. She made a note on her cell phone, then
slapped the ruler against the underside of the shaft, causing my erection to
collapse and me to cry out.

“Don’t be such a baby,” she scolded. “Now concentrate on my
ownership of you. I want to see how fast I can get it hard again.”

It took only a few strokes for her to achieve this,
evidently noting the elapsed time on the phone’s stopwatch. I felt more and
more like an overgrown sock puppet in Ms. Dorset’s hands. What part of me could
she not control?

She put away the phone and grabbed my ball sac again,
bouncing it lightly in her palm and fixed me with a look of critical appraisal.

“You passed preliminary inspection, in case you’re curious.
But you have definite limitations, and I can’t ignore them. The most obvious is
age. You’re easily twenty years older than Freckles, and nowhere near his equal
as a male animal, not to mention in penile measurement.” She glanced
dismissively at my erection, of which I’d been so proud only a few seconds
earlier. “I’d be definitely trading down in that regard. Frankly, Kenny, I’m
starting to have second thoughts on this.

“But you have advantages, too. The main one is… well, no, I
won’t tell you about that one. But the other significant advantage is that he’s
already broken to my will, and you’re not. That’s mostly why I’m bored with
him. There’s simply no challenge left. Whereas you are, in terms of being taken
down into deep submission, practically a virgin. I look forward to dismantling
your male ego, piece by pathetic piece, degrading and humiliating you, Kenny,
seeing just how far down into the dust under my feet I can grind you.”

Ms. Dorset began squeezing my scrotum again, studying me
avidly as she gradually turned up the pressure. By about the tenth squeeze, I
abandoned all attempts to suppress my reaction and cried out. Once again, the
pain she was inflicting was frankly shocking.

“If it hurts so much, Kenny, why don’t you tell me to stop?”

“I—I’m afraid to do that, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“And wisely so. But why not ask me, or beg me, to stop?”

“Is that permitted?”

“Why not try it and find out?” She squeezed even harder.

“Please,” I gasped, “My Supreme Ms. Dorset, please stop!”

She let go and smiled sweetly. “See? Your goddess can be
kind as well as cruel. You never know. Perhaps you can tell that I’m enjoying
our little game and I wouldn’t mind playing with you for a few more hours. But
alas, I have a dinner engagement. So, I’m afraid we’ll have to wrap things up.
Is your cell phone in your pants? Okay, better get it and turn on your voice
recorder, Kenny, just as you did in my office. I’m going to be speaking even
more rapidly than I did then, and give you some very detailed instructions, and
you are to transcribe it all later and follow it to the letter.”

Ms. Dorset dictated for almost twenty minutes this time,
according to my voice recorder app. When she was done, and I’d switched off and
tested the playback, she ordered me to refill her wine glass and bring back an
empty glass for myself.

When I returned, she took a sip, then stood, folding up her
peasant skirt to her waist, then hitching over pink satin panties. She held the
empty wine glass carefully against her crotch and, after a pause and a giggle,
began spurting golden liquid into it. When it was perilously full, she handed
it to me and we clinked glasses.

“To the goddess who rules you,” Ms. Dorset said, and sipped.
I emptied my wine glass in a series of gulps, then finished by licking first
the rim, then my lips.

“Well, well, aren’t you an eager boy? I bet you’d like to be
my human toilet, wouldn’t you, little subbie? Perhaps you’d like to drink from
me directly someday? It’s definitely something to dream about.”

Then, after consulting her watch, Ms. Dorset remarked that
there was time for just one last thing. She left the room and returned with a
small tan metal box of Twining’s Earl Grey Tea. Prizing off the square lid, she
lifted free a small clear plastic apparatus, and I felt my stomach instantly
constrict. I’d never seen one of these in real life, but I’d seen plenty in
photos on the ‘net. On femdom sites. The clear plastic tube was made to fit
over the penis, while the attached plastic rings fastened under the scrotum. It
was a male chastity tube. Ms. Dorset held it up, turning it this way and that
to admired it, then told me to stand close beside her to be fitted.

Never had I experienced so many emotions all at once as I
did at that moment—a whole spectrum, from dread to a kind of exaltation, if
exaltation is possible for an inferior male. This was almost like a collaring,
I thought, a ceremony of ownership. Ms. Dorset was making me hers!

And she did just that, after she slapped away my erection,
so she could stuff my flaccid member down the plastic tube. “It has to fit, I’m
afraid, because it’s the only one I’ve got, and I’m sure not going to order
another.” With a little more fiddling she had the device the way she wanted it,
snapped the lock shut and dropped the little brass key into that same side
pocket of her peasant skirt from which she’d taken the ruler.

“This stays on, my sweet little subbie, until we meet
again—in London town.”

*
















Part Two
Six weeks later, after an overnight flight from L.A., I
landed at London Heathrow with one small carryon, all I was permitted by Ms.
Dorset to take along on my new life.

The preceding six weeks had been the most hectic of my
life—and the most exciting. I’d been rushing around day after day, attending to
the many required items on Ms. Dorset’s tasklist. I felt wonderfully young and
adventurous again, like a boy preparing for a great quest. Like an expedition
at the ends of the earth, or joining a secret religious order, or shipping off
to a battle zone. Dangers awaited, but also a Great and Powerful Queen, a
She-Creature born to rule.

This Queen—My Supreme Ms. Dorset—was ever-present in my
fevered thoughts. Her smile—regal, mischievous, all-knowing—was imprinted in
memory and hovered in imagination. Her psychic possession of me, intimate and
irresistible, was embodied in the chastity tube fastened and locked around my
genitals.  It served as constant reminder that I was no longer a free man, but
the property of a superior woman thousands of miles away.

It bothered me, of course, that molded plastic contraption
that only she could remove. But it also gave me a sense of mission. And the
secret pride of being owned. The truth was, I actually pitied each day’s
passing parade of males whose manhood was not shackled and claimed by Ms.
Dorset.

“You need a cover story, Kenny,” she’d told me in her
rapid-fire dictation, “something to explain to the Agency, and your landlord,
and friends and family, why you’re taking off so suddenly. I suggest adolescent
wanderlust, long delayed. Make up a convincing story about how you never got
around to seeing the world in your teens or twenties, and now you’ve got this terrible
itch to do it before it’s too late. A bucket list kind of thing, you know. It
fits your essentially childish makeup, and it also explains your disappearing
for… well, as long as it takes.”

Since any “suggestion” from Ms. Dorset was to be treated as an
order, that’s exactly the cover story I used, with minor variations. It would
have helped my credibility if I’d been collecting travel brochures or even
talking about faraway places, but most people bought the story. Only Paige was
openly skeptical. Could she, I wondered, have some inkling of the truth? But it
didn’t really matter. Only one person’s opinion mattered.

And My Supreme Ms. Dorset had also offered a few
“suggestions” for taking care of my financial and personal affairs before
coming to her.

“I don’t expect you to liquidate all your assets, Kenny, or
to disengage from all friends or family. At least not yet. What I do demand is
that you come to me free and unencumbered for the first two months. During that
trial period you will live in total dependence on me and at my mercy, in
complete isolation from the surrounding world. You are to receive no personal
visits, no emails, no phone calls. And should you get any, you won’t know it as
you won’t have access to cell phone or a computer. I leave it to you to arrange
these things. At the end of the two trial months, if you pass all my tests, and
if I am still interested in you, we will discuss how to proceed.”

With all those myriad tasks and details finally behind me,
and my future looming ahead like some monstrous tsunami, I trundled my rolling
carryon down the escalator to Heathrow’s Underground depot. Forty minutes later
the Piccadilly Line deposited me at Leicester Square in London’s West End,
where I transferred to the Northern Line for the final leg up to Hampstead.

My fellow travelers looked bored and anesthetized. Maybe I
looked the same way to them—hunched over, staring at my shoes, rocking sleepily
as the car whipped its way through the dark miles of tunnel. Inside, however, I
was a nervous wreck. In fact, I couldn’t recall feeling any other way.

The weeks-long overload of my fragile nervous system,
however, had also helped me check off the last item on my must-do list. Ms.
Dorset had directed me to bring my weight down to 175 pounds; since I’d been
above 200 that day in her guest house, that meant 25 plus pounds in two months,
or a pound every other day! Had I failed at any item, Ms. Dorset had warned, I
was not to come.

Other requirements, such as taking classes in massage and
nail care and pedicures, were routinely checked off; but my weight proved
stubborn. In growing panic that final week, I had simply stopped eating. It was
a very near thing. Before closing my apartment to catch the airport shuttle, I
had stepped on my bathroom scales for a final confirmation and watched the
digital readout fluctuate and finally coalesce at 173. Thank God—or, rather,
the Goddess. My Supreme Goddess.

So hunger remained my close and constant ally. I was hoping
to please Ms. Dorset by dropping another pound or two or three en route to her.
At any rate, I was too nervous even to swallow by the time I rode up two long
escalators at Hampstead Station and emerged into a chilly gray morning on
Hampstead High Street—just a few doors away from a small, storefront MacDonald’s.

No, thank you, I thought in response to a big sign in
the window, I’m definitely not supersizing!

Ms. Dorset’s street, Flask Walk, began a few doors farther
down on the left as a stone-flagged pedestrian arcade. After a short block of
quaint shops flanking a public house called The Flask, the passageway sloped
downward and widened into a one-way lane of vehicle traffic with three-story
brick terrace houses on both sides. I knew this block exceedingly well from
compulsive visits via Google Earth. Indeed, I had become a virtual stalker, the
modern equivalent of Freddy Eynsford-Hill, hanging out “On the Street Where You
Live,” with Ms. Dorset in the starring role of My Fair Lady.

The houses on the right opened directly on the sidewalk; but
the left-hand houses were several steps up from the street, with more elaborate
facades and plantings and wrought-iron gates. It was on one of these, just
ahead now, that my attention was fixed.  No. 26 Flask Walk had a recessed door
of Chinese red with a glass fanlight above.

My heart was pounding like Ravel’s “Bolero.”

I had reached the end of an incredible journey, six weeks
and six thousand miles. Steps away from the beginning of my new life. On the
exact date specified and within the specified three-hour window. As if in a
dream, I reached out and depressed the doorbell beside the Chinese red door. I
felt like Alice about to step through the Looking Glass or tumble down a Rabbit
Hole.

I wanted to fall, and fall, and fall…

Muffled Westminster chimes within. Into Thy hands I
commend my spirit. Jesus’ final words on the Cross. I wasn’t consigning
myself to God, of course, but to a living Goddess, spirit and body. And I had
wanted this not just for six weeks, but all my life. Ms. Dorset had come out of
nowhere, to give my worthless life meaning by claiming me as her chattel—all of
me.

I waited, pulsing with the enormity of this moment, ready
for an instant knee drop. Please hurry! With every excruciating second that
passed, standing upright was becoming more and more difficult.

But nothing happened. I pressed my ear to the door.
Silence.  I gulped a deep breath, another. I was debating whether to push the
bell again or try a polite knock—when the door opened abruptly.

It was not Ms. Dorset. A young guy was standing there, looking
me over, not smiling. Freckles, of course. Okay, I thought. He’ll get Ms.
Dorset, and then I’ll prostrate myself.

“You’re Kenny, right?” The accent was working class, or
maybe Cockney, and his tone, like his face, wasn’t particularly friendly.

“Yes. And you’re Freckles?”

He nodded. As Ms. Dorset had said, he was easily twenty
years my junior, maybe more than that. But where were the Freckles? I couldn’t
see any under the short, wiry blonde hair. I did see a lot of muscles under the
torn t-shirt and jeans, both paint-spattered. He caught me checking him out and
folded his arms, bunching his big biceps, and gave me a crooked smile and an
Elvis sneer. Did Ms. Dorset consider him good-looking, I wondered? Or did looks
even matter to her in a male? Maybe a slave was a slave was a slave.

Whatever, I thought. I could put up with Freckles for a few
more minutes, or even a few hours, till he was shipped off to Paris.

“You know Madame is not here, right?”

“No, I didn’t know. When is she getting back?”

“In about a week. She’s away on business.”

“A week? I—I don’t understand. I thought—”

“It doesn’t really matter what you thought, does it? I’m
telling you how it is.”

“Did she—did Ms. Dorset say—“

“Call her ‘Madame.’

“Sorry. Did Madame say anything about what I was supposed to
do?”

“Yeah. I’m supposed to train you. Didn’t she tell you?”

“Well, in a way. She—she mentioned some kind of manual. Of
procedures and—”

“Yeah, there’s a Manual, and it’s got Rules and Procedures.
The Rules you’re gonna memorize till you can repeat ‘em word for word. As for
the Procedures, they pretty much cover the basics of serving Madame and taking
care of her house. That’s where I come in. You’ve got a shitload to learn, and
a week to do it, which is not nearly long enough, trust me on that. So what are
you waiting for?”

Freckles stepped back barely enough for me to squeeze past
him.

How often I had visualized this doorstep moment, throwing
myself down before My Supreme Ms. Dorset! Instead, I was supposed to take
instruction off some insolent asshole. For a whole week! I hoped his next
owner, that French lady jurist, was a man-hating sadist with a strong right
arm, because if any male deserved regular bull-whippings, it was Freckles. And
yet, for now, he spoke with Ms. Dorset’s authority. I had no choice unless I
wanted to walk away from my new life.

I rolled my bag over the threshold.

*

Despite the hostility in the air, I got a euphoric rush as I
entered Ms. Dorset’s Hampstead townhouse. I felt her elegant presence
everywhere I looked. At the black-and-white tiled foyer, buffed to a high
gloss. At a Country French-looking oak table on which stood a large ginger jar
vase with an intricate arrangement of dried flowers and wheat grass. If Ms.
Dorset was in residence, came the unbidden thought, there would also be fresh
flowers here daily.

My temporary host interrupted these reflections by
unbuttoning his fly and dropping his jeans around his ankles. Then he kicked
these off and yanked his torn t-shirt over his head. Which left him stark
naked—no briefs, no Jockeys—except for his plastic chastity tube just like
mine, only of larger caliber.  I seemed to recall Ms. Dorset having hinted at
Freckles’ being a lot better hung. Now I really hated the musclebound bastard.

“You may as well learn Rule No. 4,” he told me. “‘Unless
directed otherwise, males are to be naked at all times in Madame’s house.’  I
just put on clothes to answer the door.”

“But Madame’s not here.“

“Doesn’t matter. Her Rules are always in effect.”

“Okay, I got it. But since I just arrived, is it okay if I
change in the bathroom?”

“Who said anything about ‘changing’? You get naked—like I
read you in Rule No. 4—and you do it right here, like I did. The only privacy
in this house is for Madame, and hers is absolute. But for me or you, forget
it. The minute you stepped through that door, you became Madame’s chattel. You
know what ‘chattel’ means?”

“Of course.”

“Then get rid of those stupid clothes. Now!”

I tried to think of a clever comeback, but instead, under
his rude scrutiny, I took off my Dockers and Nikes, sweatshirt, socks and
underpants. He even made me unstrap my watch and stuff it in the running shoes.
Which left us standing there about a foot apart, two naked guys, like back in
high school gym class, except we were both wearing chastity devices. Pretty
weird, pretty awkward—and, as I suddenly realized, I was already getting
goosebumps.

“Are you cold, Kenny?”

“Aren’t you?” I replied.

“Better get used to it. It’s Rule 71: ‘Whenever Madame is
away for more than a day, the furnace is to be turned down.’ Just leave all
your shit there and follow me.”

As my naked guide turned away, I found myself staring at his
muscular glutes. Well, not so much at them as the liberal sprinkling of
Freckles that covered them. So that’s where his cutesy slave name came from!
There was something else about his backside, too, or rather the absence of
something. There were no tattoos, no slave branding. Ms. Dorset, apparently,
was not one of those dommes who mark their male slaves as a sign of ownership.
Which should have been a huge relief. Except I’d been having these sick little
fantasies about what I’d do if Ms. Dorset did require me to do something like
that. I’d actually visualized her standing over me while I lay curled fetally
at her feet, bound and gagged. These fantasies usually faded out just before
the red-hot iron came down, searing her initials into my flesh.

“Never refuse me, Kenny.” That’s what she’d told me after
that Board Meeting, and I’d never forgotten it. So it didn’t really matter how
scared or grossed out I might be at the idea of being pierced or punctured or
otherwise mutilated. The issue was already decided. If she wanted to do it, she
would. And I would submit.

Oh, I might plead and whimper. In fact, I’m certain I would.
And I might even protest—but not out loud, not in her hearing. And when the
permanent marking or mutilation was over, I’d crawl to My Supreme Ms. Dorset
like a worm, just as I had before after being locked in that pool house, and
kiss her extended foot in tearful gratitude.

So much for my manhood!

“Look up there.” Freckles was pointing straight up at the
living room’s two-story cathedral ceiling. Tall front windows flooded the white
walls with light. “I painted that whole bloody ceiling. Madame let me do most
of it with a roller on a twenty-foot handle. But the cut-in around the edges,
she made me do that by hand, perched way up there on top of an extension
ladder. I’m a housepainter by trade, by the way.”

I nodded, as if suitably impressed. I was impressed by Ms.
Dorset’s living room, though. It was like an elegant gallery space.
Paintings—mostly abstracts—were hung high above a right-angle staircase that
led to an upper floor. The only ones I recognized were decidedly not abstract,
however. Along the walls of a two-sided mezzanine that overlooked the living
room were a half-dozen large Georgia O’Keeffe floral prints with their
explicitly vaginal imagery.

Looking up at all that flagrant female iconography gave me a
sudden feeling of male insignificance. How appropriate, I thought.

I could imagine a party here, distinguished guests,
colleagues, business types, maybe even a few celebs (Hampstead, I’d read, was
thick with ‘em). And she’d have Freckles circulating among them in white shirt
and bowtie, offering hors d’oeuvres. Then I got another flash—this time with
Freckles in bowtie and birthday suit, performing additional services for a more
select group, Ms. Dorset and her domme girlfriends. He’d be perfect with his
pectoral bulges and sixpack tummy. I could do the first kind of party, I
thought, definitely not the second. Cast me as a Chippendale boytoy and she’d
be playing it strictly for laughs.

“Come on,” Freckles said impatiently. He was already across
the living room and beckoning me to follow. A moment later we stood in Madame’s
high-tech, Spanish-tiled kitchen, being blinded by high-polished, stainless
steel appliances.

“Here it is.” Freckles snatched a three-ring binder from a
butcher-block island and began flipping through pages of printed lists. “This
is your bible. By the time Madame gets back, I strongly suggest you know this
stuff forwards and backwards.”

“How many Rules are there?”

He flipped pages, ran his finger down a list. “One hundred
sixty-three for now. But there are quite a few more I never got around to adding.
Mind you, those are just the Rules. Most of the pages, as you can see, have to
do with Procedures. All the stuff you have to do, every day, every week,
whatever. But the thing is, most of how Madame wants all that stuff done also
isn’t written down yet.”

“Why not?” I asked automatically. And then wished I hadn’t.

Because he gave me a funny look and his eyes got funny. Like
maybe he was starting to tear up, thinking about how he’d failed Madame. Oh,
Christ, I thought. Quickly, then, I started babbling to break the awkward
silence: “Oh, well, there probably wasn’t time, you know, with all that stuff
to do?”

“Right,” Freckles said. “So what I’m gonna do instead is
tell you a shitload of stuff that’s not in the Manual, with a lot of
details—how you iron, how you dust, how you hoover and mop, and exactly how
Madame wants her towels folded and her undies hand-washed and like that. And
what you’re gonna do is take a shitload of notes. Got it?” He’d regained his
tough guy look. “Sure you’re up for this, Kenny?”

I nodded, but the truth was I was getting less sure all the
time. In fact, I was starting to get panicky feelings again. So I gave myself a
quick pep talk. Even if Freckles’ flaccid cock was bigger than my hard-on, I
told myself, I must have him by 20 or 30 points in IQ. How hard could it be to
memorize all these Rules and keep up with all these household routines? And
document them afterward, which Muscleboy had never gotten around to?

As the days passed, I was proved right in this—at least as
far as memorizing the Rules. They were written in a kind of legalese—obviously
dictated by Ms. Dorset, unless she’d had the help of a previous slave with a
higher education. Some of the Rules, especially those dealing with punishments
and penance, were frankly scary. But by the third day I could recite the first
30 verbatim. (Example: Rule 29: “With the exception of tapwater and the dry
foodstuffs mentioned in Rule 40 above, slave will not drink or eat anything
without Madame’s expression permission. He is to subsist entirely on Madame’s
leavings, liquids and solid. These are to be consumed, without utensils, either
a) directly from Madame’s plate or bowl after slave has removed these to the
kitchen; or b) at Madame’s feet, doggy fashion, whenever she sets her bowl or plate
on the floor and directs him to clean it.”).

The hard part, as Freckles had indicated, was learning how
to do literally hundreds of household chores according to Madame’s exacting
standards. Even simple tasks, like polishing a pair of Madame’s pumps (out of
the many dozens in her walk-in closet), required several do-overs before
Freckles grudgingly pronounced the result acceptable.

Wiping down Madame’s shower proved another formidable
challenge. This was to be done “promptly after every use,” according to the
Manual, “then scrubbed weekly, to prevent mold and mildew, with a solution of ¾
cup bleach to 1 gallon water.”

I asked Freckles for a spray bottle and a sponge. He snorted
in derision and told me where I could find a five-gallon bucket and a long-handled
sponge mop. Then he made me scrub the entire cubicle over and over. I got a
diluted Clorox shower mopping the ceiling directly over my head, but it came
out spotless, as did all three walls. I staggered out of her bathroom with
burning eyes and an aching back, about to pass out from the fumes.

For many, if not most of the Procedures, I had to learn the
critical details by doing, and doing over and over. There were enough household
tasks to fill every day of the week from morning to night. And maybe beyond,
Freckles warned, unless I learned to push myself a lot harder and faster.
“Believe me, just to keep up with Madame’s daily schedules, sometimes you’ll be
working all night and even into early morning while she’s sleeping.” And I’d
still have to rise by five-thirty, he reminded me, an hour and a half before
Madame did, in order to prepare her breakfast and bath, serve her in bath,
boudoir and kitchen, lay out her requested business outfit plus an appropriate
selection of underthings, and take care of any last-minute ironing and shoe
polishing and a dozen other things that made up the slave’s morning routine on
a workday.

Even when sleeping, I’d be on call—by buzzer or shock
collar. Obviously, if the slave was privileged to spend the night on the floor
in Madame’s second-floor bedchamber, response time wouldn’t be a problem. But
if the slave was on his sleeping mat in the basement slave quarters, time
became a critical factor. In such case a delay of twenty or thirty seconds
might be excused, but anything more than that would result in severe
punishment.

To emphasize his little sermon, Freckles read me something
Ms. Dorset had written at the beginning of the Procedure section of the Manual:
“The slave should be very tired at the end of each day because of his chores
and seeing to the needs of his Goddess. If he is not tired, he is not working
hard enough toward these goals. Slave’s every waking minute should be geared
towards making himself a better servant through his absolute submission to his
Superior.”

So I did work faster, but evidently not fast enough to suit
Freckles—or Madame. “Look at all these,” he said, flipping the pages of the
Manual. “There’s no fucking way we’re going to get through half of them—in any
detail, I mean. And I need to take you down to the High Street and show you
where to shop for food and household supplies, not to mention Madame’s personal
supplies and cosmetics. And every time you finish a job, instead of rushing to
do the next thing, you want to take a fucking break!”

“I’m trying,” I said, “I really am. But I can’t keep up with
you. In case you haven’t noticed, I’m not a young stud anymore.”

“Then why don’t you go home, old man?”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

“Yeah, you’re fucking right I would.”

So there it was again between us. Not only were we
physically naked before one another, but emotionally as well. We both knew
that, over and above the requirements of training, he’d been pushing me beyond
what I could endure, wanting me to fail. This was his last hope. Even if I somehow
lasted through his “hell week,” I’d be too exhausted to meet Madame’s needs,
and she’d have to send for Freckles to come back from Paris—and send me
packing.

The second-to-last night before Ms. Dorset’s return, I did
collapse—while scrubbing down all the kitchen walls, floor to ceiling. I just
couldn’t go on. Freckles walked in and found me sitting on the floor and
started yelling like a sergeant major. I was too tired to look up. “Okay,” he
said after a long moment, and in a tone that reeked with contempt. “Hit the
sack, if you can get there. Looks like this whole thing was a mistake, doesn’t
it? Like I’ve been saying since day one. Maybe you should call it off now,
Kenny boy, before Madame gets back. She deserves a real slave, not an old
fart.” He paused. “I can explain it to her.”

“Maybe you’re right,” I heard myself agreeing, still too
tired to raise my head. And he was right, I thought. I couldn’t hack it. Better
to pack my little bag and go home right now than fail Ms. Dorset miserably and
be thrown out.

Maybe Ms. Dorset had had serious doubts about me from the
first, and that was why she’d arranged this weeklong overlap for Freckles and
me—not just for training, but to give me a last chance to change my mind.

I staggered down to the little basement storeroom and had
just enough strength to unroll my sleeping mat and collapse. Ms. Dorset
dominated my tormented dreams; how could she not?  In at least one fragmentary
episode, I recalled vividly running away from my Goddess; but, in the classic
manner of such dreams, I was unable to make my legs go fast enough to elude her
relentless pursuit. And, I thought upon waking, that is precisely the fate I
devoutly desired. So, that next morning, I staggered up out of my bed, like a
battered pugilist coming off his stool to fight one more round.

What drove me to do so I’m not sure. Part of it was a fierce
resolve to prove myself worthy of being Ms. Dorset’s slave. But another part
was a dogged resolve not to let this not-so-submissive asshole run me out of
there. Most of all I thought about something Ms. Dorset had whispered in my ear
just before consigning me to that dark closet in the pool house:

“Think of it this way, Kenny, your entire future depends on
it.”

When I made my way to the open doorway of the slave
quarters, Freckles looked up in genuine surprise—and disappointment.

“I thought you’d be dressed,” he said.

“Why would I be? That would violate Rule No. 4.”

“You’re not leaving?”

“No way,” I said. “I’m ready to get to work. What’s next?”

By the end of that grueling day, I believe I’d won a kind of
grudging respect from Freckles. Sure, he was still trying his best to break me,
so his life could go back the way it was. But, instead of quitting or begging
for a break, I kept coming back for more. And maybe he was starting to think
that, for all my age and obvious frailties, I might have the “right stuff” to
be Madame’s No. 1 slave after all.

Between mouthfuls of a midday kitchen snack, he asked me if
I’d ever been whipped. It was the same question Ms. Dorset had asked in that
memorable interview in her guest house. When I answered no, he shook his
head—almost sadly, I would say. “You have no fucking idea what you’re getting
into. I mean, absolutely no fucking idea.”

I told him that Madame had slapped me harder than I’d ever
been slapped, and kicked me in the balls several times—not with all her
strength, but hard enough to make me roll on the ground and nearly black out.
But whipping? No, not yet.

“What you’re describing,” he told me, “those are like
Madame’s fun punishments. When she gets serious, I mean if you ever disrespect
her, or disrespect any woman, and she goes to her toybox and takes out her
leather strap or her whippy little cane, or her little horsewhip, man, you
won’t last a fucking minute.”

“Yes I will,” I heard myself say with quiet conviction. I
waited for Freckles to fire back then with another smartass crack, another
putdown. Instead he just looked back at me a long moment. Was he thinking maybe
that I could last a whole minute under Madame’s lash—and maybe even
longer?

I think that’s when my feelings for Freckles also began to
change. I began to see how deeply he was committed to his superior. Even with
his heart broken, knowing she’d grown bored with him, here he was still devoted
to carrying out her directives. Even to the point of training the old fart who
was replacing him. If he couldn’t drive me off, he was going to do his damndest
to make sure Madame got a slave worthy of her service. When he made me do
several tasks over that last day, it became obvious. It wasn’t to break me;
he’d already lost that battle. It was because he cared, and cared deeply, that
each task be done the right way, Madame’s way, and that her smallest possession
be treated with great reverence. And he wanted me to realize the sacred
privilege that would be mine in serving a Superior Goddess.

The ex-housepainter’s rough exterior concealed a tender
soul, I thought. Even though his whole world was being shattered, he would
serve and obey his goddess faithfully right to the end.

I thought a great deal about these things on our last night
together in Ms. Dorset’s house. As male rivals for the same servile place at
her feet, we could never be friends. Because of that fierce rivalry, however,
we also shared a unique bond. My first awareness of this had come a week
earlier when Freckles made me strip in the entryway. I shouldn’t have been
surprised to see him wearing the same model cock-lock (albeit mine was
smaller). All the same I felt a stab of intense jealousy. That secret pride I’d
cherished of being owned by Ms. Dorset was no longer mine alone!

But I did not dwell on this slavish kinship. My last
thoughts, as I succumbed to a numbing fatigue, were of profound relief that our
hellish time together would end the following morning, and my new life serving
Ms. Dorset would finally begin.

*

I was awakened by a series of sounds coming through the wall
three feet to my left, from Freckles’ slave quarters. The red numbers on my
digital travel clock showed 2:42.

The sound came again, a faint, drawn-out cry of whimpering
pain that peaked and faded. After a quick catch of breath, it repeated, the
same heart-rending rise and fall. It sounded, weirdly, like a woman straining
for orgasm.

It could only be Freckles, of course. Heartbroken—as the
last hours of his enslavement to Ms. Dorset ticked away. And I felt an oddly
exact reciprocal of his terrible loss—an upwelling of excitement at the same
imminent prospect of prostrating myself in total surrender to her supreme
female authority.

I would have her all to myself!

We’d both known this moment was coming. All week long he’d
lorded it over me, glorying in his privileged status and his insider knowledge
of the Rules and Procedures. Now the reversal of fortune was at hand, and
Freckles was about to get his overdue comeuppance.

But instead of triumph, I began to feel sorry for the guy. I
could measure the depth of his pain by my own savage joy.

I was the last man able to console him. But his plaintive
keening had given way to sobbing now, and I couldn’t lie still any longer. I
got quietly to my feet and tiptoed out. A rose-colored light leaked into the
corridor; the door to the slave quarters had been taken off its hinges, as had
my door, in keeping with Rule No. 47: “The slave has no right to privacy
anywhere in the house. This includes in his bedroom and bathroom. Slave is not
permitted to close any interior doors without permission, or to open any closed
doors without permission.”

Closer toward his open doorway, I smelled incense smoke. Was
he performing some kind of slave ritual? A few more silent steps and I was able
to peek around the door frame. Freckles sat cross-legged on his mat, his broad,
muscled back toward me, silhouetted in the flickering glow from a semicircle of
red-glassed votive candles. But he wasn’t just sitting, he was rocking slowly
to and fro, shuddering and sobbing as he did so, and pausing on the forward arc
to prostrate himself before a strange altar.

Several objects were placed on the plush seat of a Queen
Ann-style armchair, the room’s only real piece of furniture (not counting a low
storage chest). The chair was not there for Freckles’ use, of course, in
accordance with Rule 45: “The slave is never to sit on any item of furniture
without permission, nor is he to seek such permission.” It was obviously there
for the sole use of Ms. Dorset during her visits to her slave’s quarters. The
purposes of such visits might be fairly well imagined from the presence of
several ringbolts I’d seen attached to walls and ceiling; and, I guessed, by
the contents of the locked storage chest. I hoped soon to learn of these
intimate mysteries from Ms. Dorset herself.

But the armchair was positioned now squarely before the
grief-stricken slave. In fact, his teary gaze was fixed on its seat cushion. A
pair of Madame’s sexy, red-leather strappy sandals were enshrined there, with
spike heels at least four inches high. Unfolded and draped against the sandals
was a lace-trimmed black brassiere, with large demi-cups that confirmed my
suspicion that Ms. Dorset’s breasts were quite substantial. Just these two
items of apparel and nothing more, or so I thought.

Had she loaned them to her adoring slave, sanctioned this
ritual use of them?

For perhaps a minute I lurked there in the doorway, barely
breathing as I watched him rock to and fro before his sacred shrine in a cloud
of incense and candle smoke. Until a sudden faintness came over me, and I had
to grab at the door jamb to keep my balance.

Freckles heard this sudden movement behind him and whipped
his head around. That’s when I saw that he wore something on his face, a
drooping veil of black satin. He had masked himself in a pair of Ms. Dorset’s
sexy panties, doubtless from the worn hamper. Through the garment’s legholes I
could see his look of injured outrage. “Get out!” he yelled.

And I did, scurrying back down the hall to my room. He
didn’t pursue. Nor did I hear any more of his piteous cries the rest of that
night.

It was all my fault, sneaking and peeking at him like that.
The poor bastard probably thought I had come to lord it over him in his abject
suffering. I needed to apologize to him, but not just then. It could wait till
we said our brief goodbyes. And if he chose just to slip out without a word to
me, I wouldn’t blame him.

But I couldn’t get back to sleep. I was haunted by that
eerie tableau. The half ring of candles, the sweetly noxious incense, the
fetishistic collection of Madame’s apparel, and the muscular slave, whimpering
and bowing, over and over, in a pathetic attempt to conjure his goddess.

But perhaps he’d succeeded. That was the really eerie thing,
as I thought back. I’d had an overpowering sense of Ms. Dorset’s presence in
that little room. Perhaps it was that sense that had led to my faintness. But
then, hadn’t I felt her powerful presence pervading her house from the moment
I’d stepped inside a week ago?

Certainly No. 26 Flask Walk was not an ordinary address.
Behind its unassuming facade lay the domain of a supreme goddess, a
contemporary woman who contrived to rule her household as absolutely as
Catherine the Great had ruled her St. Petersburg palace, or Elizabeth I her
many palaces. Like these imperial women, Ms. Dorset’s word was absolute law,
her power supreme, her vassals’ obedience unthinking and instantaneous.

But, I wondered, curled on my sleeping mat beside the cold
furnace, how does a vassal, a slave, achieve such instant reflexive obedience?
Wasn’t that was the real lesson Freckles had been trying to drive home, day
after day? That it was not enough to pledge an oath of fealty, or merely to do
one’s utmost. No. It was necessary for the slave to live in a constant state of
readiness, fueled by an abiding fear.

“Don’t worry, Kenny boy,” Freckles had said to me once,
“Madame will teach you to fear her, and to know your lowly place. And you’ll
feel the sting of her cane every day until you do.”

Living in constant fear of a female creature whom you also
worship is not a condition normally encountered in modern life. But that was
Freckles’ life, or had been, and soon it would be mine. I had indeed stumbled
over Madame’s threshold into a topsy-turvy world, but more Gothic than
whimsical. I was the human sacrifice, forced into the service of a devouring
Goddess. For as long as I was privileged to survive, I would tiptoe around her domain,
the Lair of the She Creature, at pains always to please her and thereby avoid
her wrath.

And, Goddess help me, I craved this lowly life, beneath her
feet, beneath her whip. I couldn’t wait for my Goddess to arrive and claim me
for her own.

*

On our last morning we breakfasted together in the
kitchen—tea and biscuits and mandarin orange slices. Freckles did not mention
the events of the previous night, and I certainly wasn’t going to bring it up,
even to offer an apology.

Finally Freckles broke the silence:

“You did okay, Kenny boy. And you don’t need to worry,
because that’s what I’m gonna tell Madame. As to whether you can actually do
the job, day in and day out, like I have, well, that’s up to you, isn’t it?”
With that he got up and walked away, giving me a last shot of his naked,
freckled ass.

I heard him padding downstairs. Probably he needed some
alone time. But Ms. Dorset could come back any time now, and Freckles had said
both of us were to be waiting for in the foyer, on our knees—“just like always,”
he’d said, “only both of us, with our noses on the ground and our asses in the
air.” And we couldn’t wait for the doorbell to hurry into position, he’d added,
because Madame might use her key and come straight in.

What should I do? Get into slave greeting position now!
came the answer. Don’t think, just do it. So I quickly cleaned up the
breakfast dishes, then hurried out to the foyer and assumed the position on the
black-and-white tiles just inside the door. I was prepared to stay there,
unmoving, for as long as it took—hours, if necessary. The prospect of My
Supreme opening the door and not finding me there and in proper position, ready
to kiss her feet, was simply too frightening, especially after all these weeks
of preparation and training.

There was never much traffic on this block, but every car
that did approach, slowing for the dead end at the Flask Walk arcade entrance,
galvanized me with anticipation. Ms. Dorset would probably take a cab, I
figured, one of those boxy black Austins, but how exactly did they sound?
Several more cars came and slowed and passed by, turning left or right at the
T, silence returning each time. I did not budge. My heart was racing, or at a
very high idle, and I was shivering, as much from excitement as from my nakedness
in the cold. Why hadn’t Freckles turned up the thermostat with Ms. Dorset’s
approach at hand? Then I heard it—a taxi motor, I was almost certain. It slowed
and stopped—but right outside, I thought, not down at the intersection. A door
opened, and then another, and one closed, ka-chunk.

She was here! I felt a jolt of pure adrenaline, but didn’t
move. I heard running footsteps—not outside, but inside. Freckles was suddenly
sprinting past me, his big bare feet slapping the tiles. I peeked and saw him
at the side window, peeking out, then spinning away and hurrying back to crouch
beside me:

“It’s Madame!” He spoke in a fierce whisper, his face close,
eyes inflamed. “I beg you, Kenny, you’ve got to do this for me. Just hurry down
to the slave quarters and wait for her there. Let me meet Madame alone just one
last time—to say goodbye. Please, Kenny, it’ll mean everything to me, and you
know I’m giving you a good report, if you’ll just do this one last thing,
please! Hurry, Kenny!”

It was a trick—it had to be! The bastard had planned it all
along, a last-minute stunt to sabotage me. I’d be downstairs while he was all
alone at the front door, and then he’d lie through his teeth about me to Ms.
Dorset. He’d do anything to win her back, and get me dismissed for failing in
my very first assignment.

But, like a doofus, I went, yielding to the desperate appeal
in his face and voice. Halfway down the back steps, I heard the front door open
and high heels clicking on the tiled foyer. Then came her well-remembered
voice, heard for the first time in many weeks, and there was that throaty
chuckle, taking me back to our final interview in her guest house when she had
held my genitals in her fist and toyed with me and stolen my soul forever. Oh,
God, how I wanted to be in her presence!

I froze in place on the stairs, straining to hear. Would
there be a long scene? Or would she take him elsewhere, upstairs to the
Mistress Bedroom suite or down here to the slave quarters? I couldn’t make out
her words, only trace the lilting magic of her voice. Whatever she was saying,
it was having its effect, for I heard Freckles crying again. Not merely
whimpering, but out-of-control sobbing. Her voice came again, incisive,
imperious, barking out a command. Followed by a flurry of sharp reports, each
punctuated with an outcry. He was getting his face slapped, hard and fast!

It excited me! I began to get hard, picturing it. My Supreme
Ms. Dorset here in the flesh, the ruler of our universe! We grovel before your
supreme power!

Shamelessly, I crept up near the top of the cellar steps,
desperate to hear what she was saying to him. The hard slaps had stopped his
sobs, and now she was speaking again, but quieter now. No, not just quieter,
but with a different tone—tender, soothing. The way a mother comforts a
distraught child. Oh, Christ, I thought, this could be very bad!
I pictured Freckles, the perfidious bastard, kneeling at her feet, his brawny
arms around her thighs, looking worshipfully up into the face of his goddess.
Would she reach down, ruffle his stubby hair, take his chin in her palm and—

Christ, no! I wish I could kill him! He’s telling lies and
choking back his tears, so she’ll believe him!

Suddenly I heard footsteps—not hers, but his, moving quickly
over the tile floor.  My heart surged in panic, and I went down the stairs as
fast as I dared without making a sound, terrified that I’d be discovered
eavesdropping.

I stopped abruptly at the open doorway of the slave
quarters. Did it still belong to Freckles, or was it mine now? Did I dare go in
with him still in the house?

No, I thought. I did not dare. I went on to the smaller
storeroom, turned on the overhead bulb—I wanted her to see me, if she came
down—dropped to my knees on the cement and prostrated myself till my forehead
rested on the cold floor.

And waited. For my Goddess to claim me—or banish me forever.

*

I waited forever. That’s how it felt. Like a replay of my
dark vigil in the pool house closet. Only longer and much worse. That had been
an ordeal, but this was second-by-second torture, because of the unbearable
suspense. I was a pitiful soul in the anteroom of heaven, waiting for a
verdict—her verdict—from which there would be no appeal.

At some point the furnace fired to life, the metal housing
resounding once like a struck kettledrum, its way of announcing the triumphant
return of Ms. Dorset. In a very few minutes the vent began breathing warm air.

But heat didn’t matter anymore. Nor did the pain on my knees
and shins and ankles. Only one thing mattered—Ms. Dorset’s verdict on my fate.

At last I heard her descending the stairs—confident,
self-assured steps, a series of sharp reports like her volley of face slaps
just moments ago. This was my sovereign coming, and my heart went wild with joy
and trepidation. I felt exactly like a puppy on seeing its mistress, wagging
its tail and wetting itself in submissive excitement. I made sure my
prostration was total, my eyes shut tight as I listened to the tick-tock
ultimatum of her approaching steps.

She was coming down the passageway now. Her footsteps
stopped at the entrance to the slave quarters, then resumed, louder now for
several more steps, then stopped again. She was here!

My Supreme Ms. Dorset was here at last, standing in the
doorway. Regarding her naked slave, her chattel.

I nearly passed out.

*

“Well, well, well,” she said huskily, “what have we here?
You send one slaveboy packing and here’s another pathetic male worm cowering in
my basement. I should really call the pest control. Oh, well, what can you do?”
Several more steps. She must be right beside me. And, yes, there it was, the
smell of leather! I squinted my eyes open and saw her foot. It wasn’t a pump or
a boot, but a sexy hybrid, a peep-toe, spike-heeled, black-leather bootie, now
right under my nose.

“Kiss your mistress boot, slave,” she said. “And, as a
special favor, I’m going to give you permission to slobber.”

The next few seconds were, to that point, the crowning
experience of my life. This was only the fourth time that I had met Ms. Dorset,
as I realized later. There had been the initial interview in her office at the
Agency, arranged by Paige; then several weeks later the Board Room
presentation, where she gave me my first instructions; then the garden party in
San Marino, which led to the meeting in her guest house where she’d formally
claimed me as her slave; and now this incredible moment.

Taken all together, I had been in the presence of Ms. Dorset
for perhaps an hour and a half, maybe a bit more. On each successive occasion
her power and sway over me had increased exponentially. Until now, as I
groveled at her feet, she had become my entire world, and I trembled before
her. And, indeed, I was slobbering over her peep-toe bootie, holding it
reverently as I kissed and licked every part of it, including the sole when she
flexed her toe to make that possible.

This was insanity, as measured by the world, or perhaps by
any measure. Yet I knew I was exactly where I wanted to be. I had come home at
last. And, as she had more than once pointed out, it was an incredible privilege
for an inferior male to be able to worship and serve her.

“Are you crying, Kenny? If you are, you’re going to have to
stop, because I really can’t tolerate any more of that today. Perhaps you’ve
had enough excitement.” She withdrew her bootie and stepped back. “I can’t have
you fainting on me, and I don’t want to have to call an ambulance and explain
the presence of a naked American man having a heart attack in my basement.”

Ms. Dorset was rather enjoying herself, I could tell,
relishing the moment—as was I, though I still worried about what Freckles may
have told her. “All right now, you seem to have calmed down sufficiently.
Follow your mistress now, little subbie. No, don’t get up. Remember your place!
Crawl after me!”

I lifted my head in time to get my first full glimpse of her
as she turned gracefully on her heel. She was wearing a sleeveless gray knit
sheath dress that clung to her curves, and she moved with a theatrical grace.
Coming or going, Ms. Dorset was a vision of such regal loveliness that I was
flooded once more with submissive longing. Without looking back, she crooked a
forefinger. I crawled after her as fast I could, out the door and down the hall
and into the slave quarters.

My new home, at last. Or so I hoped.

I crawled inside. Ms. Dorset was seated in the armchair,
legs elegantly crossed. How fitting, a queen on a Queen Ann throne. On the same
cushion that last night had hosted Freckles’ shrine.

She bid me crawl up to her, then prostrate myself
full-length and sideways at her feet, face down. The room was comfortably warm
now, but the cement was still cold against my nose and forehead. Still seated,
Ms. Dorset placed one bootie on my neck, skewering the spike heel into my
flesh. I grunted at the sharp pain, but, to tell the truth, I was in ecstasy to
be stepped on by my ruler. With that one imperious gesture she had dispelled
all my doubts about my fate. This was to be my room now, I told myself. My
heart rejoiced.

“Learn your place in my home, slave,” she said
conversationally. “Always at my feet. Where you belong.” She kicked off the
bootie and let me kiss her naked foot and lick it. I tried not to weep, mindful
of what she’d just said, but I could not help myself. She did not object. When
the tears had subsided, she ordered me to kneel, then gave me permission to
embrace her calf, just as I had pictured Freckles doing. She even tousled my
hair, as I had imagined her doing to Freckles, then let me bury my face for
long precious seconds in her lap, till she pushed me away. My tears were flowing
again, as she saw now, but I couldn’t help it, I just couldn’t. She spoke
soothingly, as to a child, the maternal voice that had driven me into a jealous
fury when I’d overheard it minutes ago:

“Now, my sweet little subbie, tell me, why did you do it?”

“Do what, My Supreme Ms. Dorset?”

“Yield your place at the door to Freckles? And risk
disobeying one of my commandments and incurring my wrath?”

“Oh, please, My Supreme Ms. Dorset, I’m so sorry! It was a
terrible mistake!”

“I didn’t ask you if you were sorry, subbie. I asked why you
did it.”

“He begged me, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.“

“Okay, that’s what he told me. I’m going to make an
exception to the Rules for you in this case, subbie, and in this case only.
Don’t ever fail to meet me in slave position at the front door again, or you
risk consequences that you do not even want to imagine. But,” she paused,
ruffling my hair again, “I think it was very sweet and submissive what you did.
Believe me, Freckles was very grateful. He wanted to be alone with his goddess
one last time. Poor little urchin.” Ms. Dorset sighed deeply, then went on.
“So, tell me, Kenny, how did you two get along?”

“It was, well, difficult, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.“

“I bet! He tried to break you, didn’t he? I told him to. He
said that he almost did. He gives you good marks for not giving up, by the
way.” She paused, then put her palm on my face. I tried to kiss it, but she
slapped me hard, then pushed my head forcefully backward, then downward, till I
was again lying prone at her feet. “But I will break you, Kenny,” she said,
placing one bare foot on my cheek, then rising from the chair till her full
weight was flattening my face against the cement. “I will break you completely,
just as I did Freckles and many other males. Do not ever doubt me!”

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“Remember, little subbie, you have placed yourself willingly
under my foot, and I will crush you utterly. And you will love it and crave my
power. Am I perhaps exaggerating a little, subbie?”

“No, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“It’s not possible to exaggerate my power over you, is it?”

“No, My Supreme—“ I cried out before I could complete her
title. She had just placed her other bare foot on my ear and was standing with
her full weight on the side of my head. I just managed to convert a scream into
a porcine grunt. Then, mercifully, she stepped off and rolled my face upward
with a nudge of her toe.

“Oh,” she said, smiling down at me like an angel, “I am
going to have so much fun with you, little Kenny! But tell me, is there anything
you would like to ask me, now that you’ve thrown away your entire life and come
thousands of miles to be my little slave?”

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“Well, then ask it. I give you permission.”

“Is he really gone, My Supreme Ms. Dorset?”

“You mean Freckles?”

“Yes, My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

“Yes, he’s gone. I held my cab and told the driver to take
him to Victoria Station. He should be in Paris by tonight.” I visualized a
naked Freckles getting into a cab, then realized he must have had a set of
clothes in the foyer closet, and perhaps his luggage as well. “I suspect, my
brand-new little slave, that you’re not too sorry that he’s gone and that you
have me all to yourself, are you?”

“No, My Supreme—“

“I thought not.”

*

Freckles was gone, but his placement with his new owner was
still provisional. Ms. Dorset was awaiting word from the French lady jurist
that the new candidate was acceptable. Until then, by prior agreement among
these superior slave-owning females, there could be no formal collaring, no marking,
of a replacement. This news gave me a certain unease, but Ms. Dorset was quick
to reassure me. She pointed out that she had basically owned me ever since
Paige had first sent me to her.

“I could see at once in your face—your sensitive, repressed
face—that you needed to be owned, to be the property of a powerful, ruthless
women, who would bend you to her will, humiliate and degrade you. I knew you
could not resist me, that I could do whatever I wanted to do with you. The
question was, simply, did I want to?”

Despite this reassurance, for several days I lived in quiet
fear and trepidation that a call or an email would announce that Freckles was
being sent back, and that I might lose my place till Ms. Dorset could find
another mistress for him. Which could take months. Or forever. And I was aware,
whenever I stood naked before Madame, how inferior my sluglike form was to
Freckles’. She must have been attracted to his muscled physique at some point,
at least a little; what if that old feeling came back?

The thought was terrifying to me.

On the third night after her return, I was asleep in my
slave quarters, completely naked, of course, but quite comfortable with
thermostat at its normal setting, and inhaling her musky, intoxicating aroma
with every in-breath through my new sleeping mask, a pair of her soiled satin
panties. When suddenly the lights came on. Panicked, I sprang up from my mat.
Ms. Dorset was standing in the open doorway, regal and commanding despite
wearing a knee-length lavender nightgown with sphaghetti straps.

She strode past me, fiddled with the lock on the low chest
beside my mat, lifted the lid and pulled out a little riding whip. She had
showed it to me once, along with a leather strap and her cane. But she had not
used any of them on me, only hand slaps and once, playfully, a hairbrush.
Biding her time, I realized now.

What had changed?

Her lavender, lace-trimmed bodice rose and fell as she stood
before me, the whip held just beneath her swelling bosom. I dropped my gaze so
as not to stare at her magnificence. She spoke, a little out of breath:

“Listen closely, slave. My dear friend Nicolette—My Supreme
Madame Beauvais to you, should you ever have the honor of kneeling at the feet
of this superior women—my dear friend has formally accepted Freckles.” Ms.
Dorset paused, taking a long breath, then composing herself to continue. “Look
up into my eyes now, slave, I give you permission.” I obeyed, trembling with
anticipation. “So, my sweet little subbie, the day you have long dreamed of has
finally arrived. You are so damned lucky. You are now mine, my Kenny, and I’m
going to claim you with my whip.”

With that, she seized my erect penis and tugged me to the
nearest wall, where she spun me around till I was facing it. From the open
chest she now produced a pair of fleece-lined leather cuffs, buckling one to
each of my wrists. Then, yanking my hands roughly over my head with surprising
strength, she used carabiners to attach each wrist cuff to a separate ringbolt
in the wall.

My cock was rock hard now, but something told me that
wouldn’t last long. She circled me slowly—inspecting her property—trailing the
three leather tails of her little whip lightly across my butt cheeks. Then she
started talking to me, almost baby-talking, soft and sexy. My pulse was
pounding in my chest and in my head, so that I had trouble focusing my mind or
hearing her words. My new life was about to begin, that I knew and nothing
else. Then I suddenly remembered, oddly, something Freckles had pointed out the
day of my arrival when he’d first showed me the basement. In the insulation
space behind all the walls and ceilings, thick foam soundproofing baffles had
been installed, the same kind, he’d said, used in the finest London recording
studios.

And then it began in earnest. In those first few seconds of
stark terror, I knew that I had truly become her property.

*

I look back on that first whipping now with nostalgia. I
have learned so much since then. Ms. Dorset has kept her promise to me many
times over. I have been broken and remade to her specifications. I live now
only for her. I expect nothing, think of nothing, but her. My adoration for,
and worship of, My Supreme Ms. Dorset is unending.

I don’t know, of course, how long I will keep my place at
her feet. I know I am too old for my privileged position. I can’t kneel
properly for endless hours. I can’t endure the long hours of drudgery as well
as a younger male could. But I will endure for every second that she permits
me. And each morning I pray that I will have one more day in her service.

Fortunately for me, there is one task I can do far better
than Freckles could, which she has admitted to me. And that is to swallow every
drop of her golden nectar, whenever she chooses to honor me in this way,
directly from its divine source. Indeed, she now slaps me hard for every
droplet that escapes my open mouth.

Nothing fills my slavish heart with more pride than that
special title she has bestowed on me, “My sweet little toilet slave.”

*

There is one last scene that belongs in this narrative,
though much else will be left to the imagination. It occurred about four months
after my collaring. It was a Sunday morning, so Ms. Dorset was at home, and
used the occasion to give me a severe disciplining. Not for any transgression,
as I recall, but simply because it helps me to remember my place. As she has
often observed, severe chastisements have a salutary effect on my response time
for several days afterward.

It never got easier. I never seemed to experience that
submissive “high” that would supposedly make being flogged and caned an erotic
experience. As usual on that morning, I sobbed and screamed and begged for
mercy. Finally, and definitely not because of my pitiful pleas, Ms. Dorset
paused from her exertions and allowed me to sag in my bonds, sweat-soaked and
gasping for air myself.

Then the doorbell rang. After a quick glance at her watch,
Ms. Dorset went out, still holding her whip. It must be someone she knew and
was expecting, because Ms. Dorset was very discreet about her lifestyle and
always circumspect in the neighborhood. I was most definitely not walked naked
on my leash outside the precincts of her house, though she’d often teased me
about doing so.

I heard the door open, then footsteps in the foyer. Not high
heels, so it could be either gender. It could even be Freckles come home, which
gave me a little surge of apprehension. Then I heard a distinctly female voice,
a throaty rich laugh. An oddly familiar laugh, in fact. And more words in
rapid, female volleys, a delightful music that I have learned to adore, in
reverent and appropriate male silence.

Now both women were coming down the stairs. An instant later
they swept in together, and I realized why I knew that laugh.

It was Paige!

My former boss, whom I had rarely seen out of tailored power
suits, now stood before me, looking sporty and oh-so-pink in a fleece pullover,
leggings and running shoes. She had to be astonished at what she was seeing, if
not who. After all, she’d obviously been prepared in advance by Ms. Dorset. But
the expression on her familiar face was pure girlish delight. Plainly she
approved—Paige always was the bossy type, after all—and considered my being
chained to the wall in mid-whipping in Ms. Dorset’s dungeon an appropriate and
amusing display. As for me, I felt like I’d just been stun-gunned. But I tried
to stand up straight, though my arms were still being held above my head.

“I had to see it for myself,” Paige said, tossing her curly
mane in wonderment. “Kenny? Is it really you?”

“Yes, Paige.”

“Ms. Paige,” came my owner’s severe reprimand. “Remember
your place, slave. She is far above you, and always has been.”

Paige shook her head again in wonderment. “Remember, Kenny,
I warned you, right after I sent you on the interview. I said ‘Be careful, you
might be just her type.’”

I remembered. “Thank you, Ms. Paige,” I said.

“For what?”

“For sending me to My Supreme Ms. Dorset.”

Then it was Ms. Dorset’s turn. “The truth is, Kenny, Paige
had already talked about you to me, at the Agency’s women’s management conference. 
She knew my taste in males, you see, and she had just made a little discovery
about you. Wasn’t that it, Paige?”

Paige nodded, running mischievous eyes up and down my naked
form. “It was really your fault in a way, Kenny. You wrote an erotic story on
company time, you see, and on the company computer. Even worse, and really
stupid of you, you printed it out—on our departmental laser printer! You’re
lucky it was I who discovered it, and not Mrs. Simonson. If she’d told me, I
would have had to fire you. I should have anyway. Instead I did you a favor. A
very big favor, it seems.”

I couldn’t remember the specific incident, because, to be
honest about it, I’d secretly typed out many submissive fantasies during slow
times at the Agency. And printed them out. But how could Paige have seen one of
these? I was always extra careful.

“I don’t understand,” I said honestly. “I couldn’t have left
one of my stories on the printer.”

Paige chuckled. “Maybe not. But there must have been a paper
jam, perhaps after hours when you were all alone, which of course, being a mere
male, you never learned how to fix, but always left to the clever and
conscientious women to take care of. The way you always expected them to fill
the paper trays and replace the used cartridges. I discovered the jam in the
morning. Opened up the cover and fished a torn page out of the rollers. It was
only a single page, but it was enough—way more than enough, believe me. I
showed that page to Ms. Dorset here. And the rest, as they say, is Herstory!”

How did she know the page was mine? I almost asked. But, of
course, the answer was obvious. Everyone in the office knew I liked to write
stories, though I mostly talked about mysteries. And certainly no one else in
the department wrote fiction of any kind, and certainly not that kind of
fiction. And I was the only guy in the department.

“Well,” Ms. Dorset said now, “I don’t usually allow Kenny to
speak to visitors, and, according to protocol, he’s really supposed to drop and
kiss your feet. Which I will have him do when his punishment is done and I
unbuckle him. Speaking of which, how would you like to whip your first male,
Paige? I assure you, it’s great fun—and you’ll get a good cardio workout.”

“Oh, no, Stephanie, I could never whip Kenny! He’s such a
sweetie pie. And I’m sure he’ll make a wonderful slave to you. But you know, I
was just thinking,” Paige paused and winked over at me, “maybe I would like to
watch.”

 

THE END
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THE OFFICE MANAGER

 

“So you enjoy working for me, Peter?”

“Very much, Ms. Knudson.” It was my first closed-door
interview with our new office manager, a disturbingly attractive,
French-braided blonde, perhaps five years older than my twenty-six. Her tightly
tailored gray suit, with frilly pink silk blouse, did more to delineate than
conceal her abundant figure. To my inflamed imagination, Elsa Knudson’s
bounteous curves belonged on the figurehead of a sailing ship, or maybe in a
Vegas topless revue. And her regal face, with ice-blue eyes under arched, sable
brows, exuded a Viking-princess hauteur that turned me to instant pudding.

“Aren’t you a bit premature, Peter?” Ms. Knudson’s voice was
a husky contralto, her delivery melodious. “I’ve been in charge here scarcely
two weeks. How can you possibly judge my accounting methodology or office
management?”

“You’re right, of course, Ms. Knudson. It’s only that I—I
admire you.” It was a foolish thing to say, I realized at once. Fortunately for
me, the door was closed. My three female coworkers occupied cubicles just outside,
and all had keen ears.

“Admire me? Professionally? Or is there something else
about me that you admire?”

“Perhaps I’ve said too much already, Ms. Knudson.”

“Perhaps you have, Peter.” She chuckled. “But don’t worry.
Last time I checked, gratuitous admiration was insufficient cause to file a
complaint of sexual harassment. Besides, I find you refreshingly transparent.
But you are certainly entitled to the privacy of your thoughts. So long as you keep
them private and your behavior circumspect. Do we understand each other?”

“Absolutely, Ms. Knudson. I swear it won’t happen again.”

“Good, Peter. But I’m keeping you from your receivables,
aren’t I? That will be all for now.”

Only it wasn’t. As I rose to leave, Ms. Knudson
detained me, reached into her handbag, scribbled something, then handed me a
folded square of paper—all without comment.

When I opened the paper back in my cubicle, her CPA card
tumbled out. The listed address wasn’t our office. The paper unfolded into a
laser-printed shopping list. At the top were grocery items—salad stuff and
vegetables, pasta and tomato sauce. But my eye traveled down to “1 bottle
Mumm’s champagne,” above which was added in pen, “chilled.” Then lower yet to
some feminine toiletries, including pantyhose and tampons. Beneath the last
item was hand-printed: “7 p.m.”

Dizziness swept me. Taken separately, the card and the list
appeared entirely innocent. But with the list delivered into my hand by Ms.
Knudson, I could only infer that I was being invited, or instructed, to purchase
all the items and deliver them to her address at 7 p.m. And, of course, she had
prepared this list before summoning me to the closed-door meeting,
apparently pretty confident that I would show up. The question was, would
I?

Of course I would. I thought of nothing else the rest of
that interminable afternoon. Especially whenever Ms. Knudson strolled past my
cubicle, pointedly ignoring me as she chatted with one or another of the women
with whom I shared bookkeeping tasks.

At five-thirty, I was the first one out of the office.

By six forty-five—showered and shaved and carefully groomed,
with two grocery bags beside me—I parked on a quiet street in an upscale
neighborhood flanking a country club. Ms. Knudson’s number was on the top floor
of a sprawling, Mediterranean condo complex. My heart was hammering.

And it kept hammering till, at precisely seven, I climbed
her stairs and pressed her doorbell.

A full minute elapsed before the door opened. Ms. Knudson
wore a white-knit dress with heart-stopping decolletage. Her platinum hair,
unplaited, tumbled about her shoulders. Her Arctic-blue eyes gave me a cool
appraisal before she smiled. “Come in, Peter.” She pivoted to lead me into her
luxurious, white-carpeted lair. “Put the groceries on the kitchen table, then pour
us some champagne. I’ll reimburse you later.”

“I’m happy to buy them for you, Miss Knudson.”

“Never contradict me, Peter.”

“I’m sorry!”

A moment later, she was smiling at me over the rim of a
crystal champagne flute. “To conquest!” she said in purring tones. The
intoxication I felt had nothing to do with the champagne.

“Why, Peter, you’re trembling like a schoolgirl on her first
date. You’d better sit down before you faint.” She preceded me over to a
gray-velour sectional sofa, exposing a generous slice of thigh as she tucked
her legs beneath her. I started to sit beside her—then caught myself. Ms.
Knudson was pointing downward—at the carpet.

I knelt quickly, trying to hide my embarrassment. My new
posture placed my face almost in Ms. Knudson’s lap, beneath her thrusting
breasts. She patted my head.

“Peter, I forbad your staring at me—in the office.
But here in my domain I give you leave to admire me to your heart’s content. In
fact,” she savored a long sip, “I encourage you to revel in your feelings of admiration.
But perhaps that is not the extent of what you feel toward me. Might we find a
somewhat stronger word? Nod for yes. Ah, I thought so. Might adoration
be a little closer? Or worship?” Each time I nodded.

Ms. Knudson reached down into her briefcase, which was
propped beside the couch, and came up with a yellow legal pad and an ivory
fountain pen. “But I don’t wish to put words into your mouth. I want you to
tell me, Peter. In fact, let’s see how many pages you can fill while I whip up
my famous Caesar salad and Fettucine Elsa.”

“What shall I write, Miss Knudson?”

Placing the pen in my hand, she leaned over, her heavy
breasts pillowing against my neck and shoulders. “Why don’t you start by
describing exactly how you feel when you look at me? Don’t edit your thoughts,
Peter, just let them flow, no matter how graphic or revealing. Normally, I
dislike crudity in language, but on this assignment I’m going to make an
exception. I insist you hold nothing back. Remember? I like transparency in a
man.”

But I couldn’t make a start. Not with Ms. Knudson draped all
over me. The pen trembled in my fingers.

“Poor baby needs his privacy.” She tousled my hair again,
then sprang up and walked off toward the kitchen. Halfway there, she spun back,
catching me “admiring” her exit. “Why don’t you begin by describing my derrière
then, since it seems to inspire you?”

When she was gone, I turned to the pad and began to write.
Exactly as she had decreed, the words poured out of me.

*

Twenty minutes later I was summoned into the dining room.
Ms. Knudson sat at the far end of a chrome and glass table, her flat palm
extended to receive my assignment. There was no place set for me. I handed her
the pages—seven and a half, written in white-hot erotic frenzy.

“Where do I sit, Ms. Knudson?”

“Where you’ll always sit in my domain, Peter. At my feet,
like a good puppydog.”

Instead of feeling humiliated, I experienced an odd
euphoria, felt exactly like a compliant puppy, wagging his tail for his
mistress. This absurd contentment persisted throughout the meal, which I spent
kneeling on Spanish tile, staring at elegant ankles in gold-strap sandals, at
tapered, nylon-sheathed calves, which I longed to embrace, inhaling her
puissant, erotic scent. Far above, glimpsed through plate-glass, hovered the
face of my exalted goddess. Ms. Knudson, however, except for feeding me an
occasional scrap from her fingers, ignored me. She was occupied turning pages
and chuckling as she perused my impassioned, intemperate words.

“Peter,” she commented at one point, “do you really imagine
I would be shocked to find out that you wish to crawl under my desk at work and
bury your face between my thighs? That is not only a very healthy desire on
your part, it is an altogether appropriate one. You belong precisely there, my
pet. Unfortunately, in our office environment, it’s a bit too risky. But don’t
worry. We’ll contrive something.” And she lowered a morsel of anchovy for me to
nibble.

But I was in far too much turmoil to eat and only with
difficulty slurped and swallowed all the fettucine noodles that
subsequently dangled my way. When she finally set her plate on the floor, I was
relieved to find only a half-eaten cannoli amid the pasta sauce.

“Now,” she said when I’d licked the plate clean, “follow me
into the living room. You may as well walk. I want to have a better look at
you.”

She curled elegantly on the sofa as before, but this time
instructed me to stand. “Remove your clothes, Peter. Don’t bother to fold
anything, just drop them on the floor.”

I was totally unprepared for the command and the utter
casualness with which it was delivered. Big mistake! Ms. Knudson’s look—and
voice—instantly hardened:

“When I tell you something, Peter, I expect instant
obedience. Remember, I’m the boss—in any venue where you may encounter me.”

So, with apprehension added to embarrassment, I began
quickly to disrobe, profoundly glad for all the hours I’d spent in the health
club and on the jogging track. Awkward moments later, I stood before her in my
jockeys, which were splotched with precum and bulged by my erection.

She only glared and clapped her hands. I yanked my shorts
down, and my erection sprang forth at full attention.

“Come closer, Peter. Closer, I said! Now don’t move a muscle
and keep absolutely silent. I must concentrate.”

So I stood like a pet poodle being inspected for purchase.
Ms. Knudson’s hands explored my entire anatomy, before homing in on my crotch.
My cock quivered at her touch, yet she handled me almost clinically. For the
next ten or fifteen minutes, while I trembled and gasped for breath, her
fingers took complete command of my genitals. By skillfully manipulating my
penis from root to glans, and simultaneously massaging and squeezing my
scrotum, Ms. Knudson was able to make me alternately stiffen and subside in her
hands. Three times I was brought to the shuddering brink of orgasm, only to be
denied. The last time I nearly screamed. An instant later as she gave my
testicles a vicious twist, I did scream—and leapt forward, away from her
fiendish hands.

“What on earth is the matter, Peter?”

But I couldn’t answer. I was experiencing a kind of
glandular meltdown, my penis suddenly flaccid, while my hormones screamed for
release.

“Peter,” she said sternly, “you’d better get used to being
handled. Didn’t you write something about ‘belonging’ to me?”

“Yes… Ms. Knud… son.” I barely summoned speech.

“Well, you may have intended that as some grand romantic
metaphor, but I assure you, it can be reality. There can be arrangements
where a male can belong completely to a powerful woman. In my view, it is the
highest destiny for a man. Of course, there are many conditions to be
fulfilled, many trials and tribulations for him to endure. But it can be
achieved. The question is, Peter, were you sincere in what you wrote?”

“Yes, Ms. Knudson.”

“Very good, Peter. Well, then, if we’re going to explore
possibilities together, these will have to belong to me as well.” She seized me
again and, before I’d sucked a dozen lungfuls of air, had rendered me rigid.
“You see, your manhood already senses my sovereignty. Now you must pledge to
keep your little toolbox exclusively for my pleasure. Which means that, from
today on, you may ejaculate only with my explicit permission. Do you
understand, Peter?”

“Yes, Ms. Knudson.”

“I don’t count a little seminal fluid. I seem to inspire
that at will in impressionable males, such as yourself. But if you’re in your
apartment, bursting with, shall we say, admiration for me, you will have
to telephone and beg my permission to masturbate. If I refuse, or you can’t
reach me, you’ll have to suffer the consequences. This will be extremely
difficult, Peter, but, believe me, there are many much more difficult things
ahead for you.”

I agreed to all her conditions. But then, in my current
abject state, I’d probably have agreed to castration at Ms. Knudson’s hands.

“You realize, of course, this will be a one-way street for
you. My sexual freedom is absolute and unconditional—and of no more concern to
you than it would be to my puppydog. Is that clear?”

Even that felt right. Indeed, whatever Ms. Knudson said now
carried supreme authority.

“Peter, that will be all for tonight.” She instructed me to
stuff my rampant hard-on back in my shorts and get dressed. “But before you go
home, there’s a little errand we must take care of.”

Ms. Knudson had me drive her to a local drugstore, fondling
my crotch en route. Emphasizing ownership, she explained. And, of course,
keeping me painfully hard in the process.

I was led to a photo booth near the back. I was surprised to
see it. With cell phone cameras ubiquitous, I didn’t know these antiques still
existed.

“Step inside,” she instructed, “close the curtain, then take
off your pants and lower your underpants to your ankles. I’ll be right here to
make sure you’re undisturbed. If you squat on the adjustable stool, you’ll be
in frame from your face to your genitals. Then grab your penis—” her fingers
instantly confirmed its readiness—“and leer into the camera. When you’re ready,
I’ll put in the quarters. There will be four exposures.”

What she was ordering me to do was bizarre, even dangerous,
but her tone of voice brooked no protest. A moment later I was squatting, pants
puddled around my ankles, hard-on in my fist, leering like a sex maniac. Ms.
Knudson peeked through the gap in the curtain as the camera flashed repeatedly.

Thank God, no one else walked by!

Panicky moments later, zipped and buckled, I stepped
out—just as Ms. Knudson dropped the developed film strip into her handbag.
“Thank you, Peter. Those will do nicely.”

Do nicely for what?

Back at the front door of her condo, she offered a brief
explanation: “My career is crucial to me, Peter. Should you at any future time
even think of disclosing our private activities to anyone at our company, you
will reconsider—knowing I have in my possession these photographs and your
extremely detailed and depraved confession earlier tonight.”

“But I would never tell anyone else, Ms. Knudson!”

“In which case the pictures and your confession will remain
our little secret. Goodnight, Peter. Since you must be in a great deal of
testicular pain, you may masturbate when you get home—but only once.”
And she handed me another folded note.

On it were directions for a “little scene” she wanted us “to
play” next day at the office. A scene, I instantly realized, which could easily
get me fired. But I could not imagine refusing Ms. Knudson anything.

Next afternoon precisely at four she summoned me into her
office again. Her blue eyes were brimming with wicked mischief. My coworkers
were all at their desks nearby, and this time Ms. Knudson had left her office
door wide open. She motioned me to the chair beside her desk, then nodded,
cocking her arm. I braced myself.

Even though I watched it coming, the open-handed blow stung
and shocked me. Her following torrent of outrage was loud enough for the entire
office to hear:

“Peter, you will leave my office at once—and never, ever
make such a comment to me—or any other woman—again!”

“I’m—I’m so sorry,” I blurted out, of course having no idea
what I was supposed to have said.

“Please leave, Peter! I’m very upset.”

I slunk back to my cubicle under the avid scrutiny of my
female coworkers, aware that Ms. Knudson’s palm must have left a livid imprint
on my cheek.

Ten minutes later Ms. Knudson called us all into her office.
“I want to apologize for my behavior in slapping Peter earlier,” she began. “I
won’t repeat the personal and highly improper remarks he whispered to me.
Suffice it to say, that I consider my reaction, though regrettable, entirely
justifiable, should it be brought to the attention of the personnel department.
But I don’t want that to happen. I have documented the entire incident in a
memo—” she held it up briefly, “which I am putting in Peter’s personnel file.
But it is my hope to destroy this memo in future, if Peter demonstrates to all
us of us that he will never again engage in such improper and insulting
behavior to a woman. And now, in consideration of all the years he has worked
here, I’m going to ask you all to overlook this incident. And, though you may
be curious, please don’t ask me or Peter to repeat the shocking, inexcusable
things he whispered to me. Thank you.”

Again I slunk out, head down, clearly convicted in the eyes
of my coworkers of unspeakable chauvinist behavior.

“Don’t you see, Peter, I’ve liberated you,” Ms. Knudson
explained to me that night, as I knelt naked at her feet, hugging her queenly
knees. “It’s best that you not look at me in the office. Now you dare not.”

Nor did I dare complain to her that my employment was now in
jeopardy, nor ask her what she had written in that memo. Clearly Ms. Elsa
Knudson was a formidable woman, a woman who now possessed incriminating
documentation as potential leverage against me.

You might say she owned me.

My only protest was feeble, but heartfelt: “Ms. Knudson, you
must know that I would never say or do anything against you. All I want to do
is please you and make you happy.”

“And you shall, Peter. You shall.” And with that she opened
her magnificent thighs.

 

THE END
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An erotic novel of female domination and male submission

Little does Chris dream that when Kelly Sheffield makes him her dancing
partner, it’s only the first backward step in what will be a prolonged descent
into complete and utter submission. One Amazon 5-star review calls Dancing
Backward a “the best piece of female domination erotica I’ve read!”
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