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Prologue






Xavier did not
consider himself to be an especially submissive fellow but if a
girl like Sylvie asked to handcuff you to her bed, sit on your face
and whip you then you sure as hell weren’t going to say no. she was
simply stunning and there could not have been a man alive, thought
Xavier, who would not have dropped to her knees and pledged himself
her slave for life if only her full red lips were to command it.
she was twenty-three years old, tall and very buxom with massive
breasts, a big round firm ass and long strong thighs. Her hair came
down to her shoulders and was blonde and wavey, her skin was pale,
her nose slightly pointed and her eyes wide and an enticing shade
of emerald green. He had known her casually for a while now; they
were in the same class at university but he had only just gathered
up the courage to talk to her. Now here he was back at her
apartment, naked and handcuffed to the bed as her beautiful naked
ass hovered over him, her tight wet cunt glinting as she bent
forwards over his body and sat down on his face. His tongue rose to
meet her; he found her clit straight away and began to lap away as
she giggled and groaned on top of him, delighting in his submission
as she played with the whip in her hand, running it up and down his
shaft and over his balls before languidly raising it and whipping
him across his cock so that it swung from side to side like a clock
pendulum. Xavier yelped in pain. She giggled and wiggled her hips,
pressing her clit harder into his mouth and whipping him again.
Xavier cried out and strained at the metal handcuffs which chafed
his wrists. Sylvie began to caress her tits as she wiggled around
and whipped him again. She loved hurting boys as they pleasured
her; she began whipping Xavier harder and faster and it was not
long before her stomach tightened and her cunt exploded in a
frantic squirting orgasm which Xavier was only too happy to drink
down.

After she had
finished cumming Sylvie shakily climbed off Xavier’s face and knelt
over him on the bed, the whip poised and ready to strike. “You want
to cum?” She asked him coyly.

Xavier nodded.
“Please let me cum, Sylvie!” He begged her. Sylvie whipped him
across his chest three times in quick succession, laughing
delightedly as she did so. “How would you like to cum?” She giggled
as she whipped him again. “Gosh I do like the way you cry out and
struggle; not that you’re going to get away of course! You’re
rather fun you know, Xavier; I think I might keep you around for a
while you know.”

“Please do!”
Urged Xavier as he received another stroke across his cock. “As to
how I would like to cum, I think it’s obvious you’re the one in
control here; why don’t you decide?”

Sylvie burst
out laughing. “I like that!” She exclaimed gleefully as she lashed
him twice in a criss-cross motion across his chest. “But that sort
of means I don’t have to let you cum at all doesn’t it?”

“But you
should!” Pleaded Xavier. “After all, didn’t I just make you
cum?”

“Oh yes, you
made me cum real good!” Laughed Sylvie as the lash descended once
more. “But maybe I’m just feeling like a real bitch huh?”

“You’re a real
bitch with that whip that’s for sure!” Laughed Xavier as he writhed
delightedly.

As if to prove
his point Sylvie began to lash him back and forth, up and down his
chest and thighs and over his cock and as she did so she pressed
her fingers to her clit and kept whipping him until she had
climaxed again.

“You see that’s
two times I made you cum,” groaned Xavier. “Do I have to beg you
for an orgasm? Damn it you’re so beautiful! I think I’m in love
with you!”

“What a sap you
are!” Laughed Sylvie. She offered her fingers to Xavier and he
gratefully licked her arousal. “Gosh, you are enjoying this
whipping aren’t you?”

“Damn it yes I
am!” Replied Xavier. “I never thought I would but you’ve made quite
a slave of me!”

Sylvie whipped
him again and he cried out with a mix of pleasure and pain. “If you
like the whip so much why don’t you fuck that instead?” She
suggested coyly as she brushed back her hair from her face and
began to absently play with her breast.

“What do you
mean?” Asked Xavier.

In reply,
Sylvie whipped him twice across his balls before running the lash
up and down the underside of his shaft in a rhythmic and sensual
motion. “Does this feel good?” She asked him. “Does it feel nice
having the whip caress you after being hurt by it so much?”

Xavier nodded,
his cock twitching and straining. “Really good, Sylvie,” he replied
submissively.

Sylvie whipped
him lightly across his shaft. It still hurt a lot and he cried out
again. “You’re a real slut for this whip are you?” She murmured
huskily. “Well I want you to cum on it do you hear me? I want you
to cum on the lash of the whip.” She pressed the riding crop
against his shaft again and began to rub him firmly up and
down.

Xavier looked
up and groaned. Sylvie was the most beautiful woman he had ever met
in his life and yet tomorrow was the end of the semester and he
would not see her again for weeks. He looked up at her buxom
beautiful body, at the finest biggest most perfect tits he had ever
seen in his life and his heart sank. Yet his sorrow and his
suffering was a powerful aphrodisiac. As Sylvie continued to
sensually pleasure him with the riding crop he strained and writhed
at his handcuffs and his feet started to judder. He looked into
Sylvie’s emerald green eyes and let out a deep moan as his cock
exploded and he came hard over the black leather. Sylvie licked her
lips and giggled delightedly – she was the girliest sort of girl
despite her dominant streak – and proceeded to use the tail of the
lash to scoop up the remaining cum from his stomach and feed it
into his mouth, making him eat his excitement until he had licked
the leather clean and swallowed it all down.

Sylvie got up
from the bed and went and put the whip away in the cupboard. Her
room was still a mess and she had to be out and away at noon
tomorrow. She should have gotten herself an early night but here
she was at one in the morning and there was a naked boy tied to her
bed with whip marks all over his body. She smiled and suppressed a
snort of laughter. Xavier was the third man she had brought back
that week but she was young and she was sort of enjoying her whore
phase because she only went with men who let her take charge and
made her cum. She glanced across at Xavier and saw him looking at
her expectantly. He was waiting to be uncuffed but Sylvie wasn’t
done with him yet. She didn’t like that men lost their passion
after they’d cum; she considered it a design flaw. Why couldn’t
they be like girls who could continue to be stimulated to orgasm
after orgasm until their stomachs hurt and they collapsed,
breathless and sweating, with exhaustion? Why did men have to go
flaccid after they’d cum? Xavier was no use to her in that state.
He could damned well wait and get hard again.

Sylvie walked
naked across the room, pulled up a chair and sat down facing
Xavier, crossing her long legs with her tits on full display. She
reached behind and picked up her cigarettes, took one out of the
packet and lit up.

“You know you
really ought to switch to vaping,” said Xavier. “It’s much better
for you and also the housekeeping won’t pick up the smell of the
smoke. It’s not allowed to smoke in the halls of residence you
know.”

“Fuck off!”
Exclaimed Sylvie carelessly as she took a long puff and eyed him
sternly. “Is it good for a fellow to get whipped across his cock
until he cums? What do you think that does to your health?”

“It’s more my
mental health I’m worried about,” replied Xavier. “It is very beta
to submit to a girl you know no matter if she’s as beautiful as
you. Now look, aren’t you going to uncuff me? Don’t you want to
cuddle or something? Isn’t that what girls do after sex?”

“We haven’t had
sex,” replied Sylvie reasonably. “We might have had sex but you
decided to cum on the whip instead.”

Xavier decided
not to argue with her. He pulled himself up on his shoulders as
best he could so he could get a better look at her whilst
discreetly licking his lips so he could get a better taste of her
cunt. “Are you looking forward to going home tomorrow?”

Sylvie screwed
up her nose and pulled a face (a very girly sort of expression, he
thought to himself). “I’m not actually going home,” she replied.
“As a matter of fact I’m off to Dorset to stay with an old school
friend of mine. She’s very rich you know; stately home of all
places.”

“An old school
friend?” replied Xavier. “I had you down as one of those coy and
closeted private school girls you know.”

Sylvie smiled.
“Is it really that obvious?” She said. “I suppose I should be
grateful really; I mean it will be the lap of luxury, won’t it? the
thing is it’s in the middle of the countryside and I’m such a
vivacious, outgoing sort of girl as you know.” She giggled and
parted her legs a little so Xavier could see her tight cunt between
her thighs. “Also, Ivy is a lovely girl but she’s quite the nun
compared to me and I’m worried I’ll lead her astray. I guess our
lives have just gone in different directions since we left school.”
She blew a ring of smoke and watched it float away towards the
window.

“Do you have to
go?” Asked Xavier.

“Sort of yes,”
sighed Sylvie. “I don’t have anywhere else to go. My parents live
abroad in Saudi Arabia and I certainly wouldn’t fit in there.”

“No, I guess
not,” replied Xavier. “Still, it’s only for six weeks and then
we’re back at university.”

“I guess.”

“Is there
anyone else there?”

“What? Like a
rugged gamekeeper you mean? I wish! Not even her parents will be
there, they go away in the summer to the south of France. By all
accounts there will just be me, Ivy – that’s my friend – and her
eighteen-year-old brother, Alfred.”

“What’s Alfred
like?”

“What? You
think I might pass the time by fucking him?” Sylvie laughed out
loud. “I’ve only met him once or twice. He was all right then, a
nice kid but apparently he’s fallen by the wayside now, failed all
his exams and is just lounging around the house living off his
family fortune. It happens a lot to rich kids you know. Take me for
example; I’m such a whore I can’t sleep at night unless I can feel
cum leaking out of me.”

Xavier smiled.
His cock stirred and became erect once more. “But as you said, we
haven’t fucked yet.”

Sylvie licked
her lips as she hungrily regarded his throbbing manhood. “I might
fuck you,” she sighed cooly. “It depends if you’re going to let me
put this cigarette out on you or not.”

“More glorious
pain?” Laughed Xavier. “Damn it I can’t believe we’ve only just got
together now, right before we break up for the summer break.”

“Like you say
it’s only six weeks,” said Sylvie reassuringly. “You’re actually
quite fun and I wouldn’t mind seeing you again.” She held the
glowing red bulb of the cigarette aloft. “Now come on, what do you
say I give you something to remember you by? Something you will
feel until we meet again!”

Xavier smiled
and nodded. Sylvie held the cigarette in her mouth and came to
straddle him, her wet crotch pressing down tantalisingly on the
shaft of his cock. She took the cigarette out of her mouth and held
it over him. “Now then you choose, where do you want it?”

Xavier
hesitated, stretching at the handcuffs as he prepared for the pain.
“On my nipple,” he said at last.

“On your
nipple? Your left nipple or your right nipple?”

Xavier
swallowed nervously. “On my right. Will you look into my eyes as
you’re doing it?”

Sylvie nodded.
She held the cigarette facing down and allowed it to very slowly
descend, her large green eyes wide and alive and the girliest,
cheekiest smile on her face. Slowly, slowly she brought her hand
down, making him wait for it a long time, the bulb glowing and
smouldering. At last she made contact with his skin, pressing it
down on the point of his nipple whereupon it began to hiss and
bubble.

“Ow! Ow! Oh
fuck!” Cried Xavier, the pain like nothing he had ever experienced
before.”

“Aw does it
hurt sweetie?” Asked Sylvie mockingly as she screwed it out.”

“It… it hurts…
oh fuck! Oh fuck!” Gasped Xavier.

“Ooh that’s
going to leave a mark,” said Sylvie as she brushed away the butt
and the ash and examine the deep red burn closely.

Xavier bit his
lip and smiled. “I hope it does,” he murmured. “And I hope it keeps
hurting until the day we meet again and you can give me another on
my left nipple.”

“Now that’s
what I like to hear!” Exclaimed Sylvie happily. She threw herself
on top of him and kissed him passionately as she wriggled onto his
cock and impaled herself.

“Damn it you’re
quite a girl,” groaned Xavier as Sylvie began to gyrate her hips up
and down as she passionately fucked his big cock. “Why don’t you be
my girlfriend huh?”

“Oh I don’t
think so!” Laughed Sylvie as she sat up to ride up, brushing her
hair away from her face as she did so. “I mean I might consider it
if we weren’t leaving for the holidays but I’m certainly not going
six weeks without any cock at all although – damn it – your cock
feels so fucking good inside me I just want to scream! Look, come
and find me here in six weeks and fall on your knees before me. Who
knows? I might take you on as my slave?”

“I’ll be your
slave Sylvie,” avowed Xavier passionately. “Oh, Sylvie there’s
nothing I want more in the world!”

Sylvie laughed
and rested her hand on her thigh as she rampantly fucked Xavier to
their mutual orgasm, delighting in the feel of him cumming hard
inside her. Afterwards she uncuffed him and he held her through the
night and she fell asleep to the feeling of his excitement leaking
out of her and running down her leg.


Chapter One






Little Ivy.
Little Ivy the pocket rocket. Little Ivy with the big tits and the
fat thighs and the big bum and the wavy black hair and the olive
skin that betrayed the Italian heritage on her mother’s side. Sweet
and fiery little Ivy with a hot temperament and an iron morality.
Sylvie had not been looking forward to the visit but at the sight
of Ivy waiting for her on the station platform she brightened
considerably, hurried out of the carriage, dropped her baggage and
rushed over to hug her tightly, breathing in the scent of her
lavender perfume. “Ivy!” Cried Sylvie delightedly. “Damn it but I
missed you so much!”

“Sylvie!” Cried
Ivy happily, embracing her friend warmly. She had been looking
forward to her friend’s visit for weeks now, ever since she had
agreed to come and had lived in fear that she might cancel at the
last moment. The weather was warm for April and Ivy was dressed in
a pair of short blue denim shorts that hugged her big ass and
thighs alongside a yellow roll-neck sweater.

“But you look
good enough to eat!” Laughed Sylvie. “Say, do you mind if I grope
you?”

Ivy sighed and
pretended to be exasperated. “Oh go one then!”

Sylvie giggled
and reached behind Ivy to give her bum a good hard squeeze. Ivy
squealed delightedly. “You don’t change!” She exclaimed.

“You do, you
get sexier every time I see you,” laughed Sylvie as she linked arms
with her friend and walked towards the exit. “So how are you? How’s
uni?”

“Busy.” Ivy
pulled a face. “You know I’ve got my final exams this year.”

“Oh yes, same
here,” sighed Sylvie. “I suppose we’re going to have to spend our
time being boring and revising.”

“Well we’ve
certainly got the place for it if you like peace and quiet,”
replied Ivy. “Mum and dad are away and Alfred doesn’t do much
except lounge around in his bedroom all day on his games
console.”

“Did he get
into university in the end?”

“He’s got his
final results next month but he isn’t very hopeful and nor does he
care,” replied Ivy. “He’s become a bit of a wastrel I’m afraid.
Still, maybe we’ll wait a year or so and see how he turns out.”

“It will be a
shame not to go to university after all the money your parents
spent on education,” said Sylvie.

“I suppose so
but what can you do?” replied her friend. “I mean mum and dad are
away most of the year and don’t really have time for him and I’m
certainly not going to act as his nursemaid. It’s up to him. Still,
mum and dad spent just as much as my schooling and I’m doing
alright, I suppose they’ll just have to be grateful to have gotten
it half right.”

As they left
the station they were greeted by the sight of a smartly dressed man
in his late twenties with dark swept-back hair in a black suit
standing next to a 1960s Rolls Royce. As the ladies approached the
man bowed and took his hat off to them before opening the back
door. “Good afternoon Miss Sylvie,” he said respectfully. “My name
is Freddie.” He smiled at Ivy who winked back at him.

“Goodness me!”
Exclaimed Sylvie approvingly as she and Ivy sat in the back of the
car and waited for Freddie to load her bags into the boot. “Things
are looking up already!”

“Hands off!”
Giggled Ivy. “He’s mine.”

“Really?”
Replied Sylvie in surprise. “Don’t tell me you’re consorting with
the below-stairs types now?”

“It’s only a
bit of fun and it’s top secret,” whispered Ivy. “Nobody knows; not
mum and dad and especially not Alfred and I intend to keep it that
way. But don’t worry, it isn’t serious.”

“Not serious
huh?” replied Sylvie lightly. “In that case I might take a slice of
the pie for myself.”

“Don’t you
dare!” Cried Ivy. They both laughed.

The journey
back took a scenic route through some fine rolling countryside.
Sylvie undid the window and gazed out. I’m ruined, she thought,
absolutely fucking ruined. I’m just such an insatiable fucking
whore. Here I am on my way to spend a luxury break in one of the
country’s finest stately homes and all I can think about is when
I’m next going to get my cunt filled. She thought about the special
black bag she had brought with her, the bag that contained all of
her toys and implements of torture. She hoped there might be an
opportunity to use them here somehow but she wasn’t counting on it.
She had exchanged numbers with Xavier that morning before they had
parted too; if she got too bored she might phone him up or video
call him for a kinky little talking session. Still, nothing beat
the real thing. She looked longingly at the handsome Freddie
driving the Rolls Royce. He looked so manly and commanding. She
wondered what he would look like tied face down on the bed, crying
as she caned his ass and thighs until he broke down and promised
himself in servitude forever. She wondered if Ivy dominated him.
She hoped she did. Her friend would make a good dominatrix and
besides, as far as Sylvie was concerned the only way to treat men
was to dominate them.

After a while
the car turned onto a long gravel track and arrived a few minutes
later outside the fine stately home that had been in Ivy’s family
for generations. It was a huge sprawling building started in the
Georgian era, completed in the Victorian era and added to up until
the 1920s. Sylvie’s parents were not exactly paupers but her family
wealth was shamelessly new money and she had been raised in a fine
townhouse in London. Nothing compared to this.

The car slowed
to a halt. Freddie got out and opened the doors for the ladies.
Sylvie smiled at him and licked her lips and he had the good grace
to look a little embarrassed. Ivy looked at him with undisguised
longing. There was a natural chemistry between them, thought
Sylvie, and they doubtless made a fine couple.

“Are you sure
you wouldn’t consider a threesome?” Asked Sylvie hopefully as they
followed Freddie inside.

“Oh just fuck
off will you!” Laughed Ivy.

Freddie led the
way into a large hallway containing a grand central staircase that
spiralled up. The floor was tiled black and white like a chess
board and there was wood panelling on the walls and portraits of
Ivy’s ancestors going back centuries. The chauffeur carried
Sylvie’s bags upstairs to her bedroom, which was right beside
Sylvie’s. It was a very large room which was bigger than her entire
apartment at university with a grand four-poster bed and ancient
varnished oak furniture. A full-length window with latticed panes
let in abundant light and gave out a fine view of the front
gardens.

“Is this really
all for little old me?” Sighed Sylvie, sounding a little
overwhelmed after Freddie had left them.

“None but the
best for my bestie,” giggled Ivy. She sighed. “Oh Ivy, I’m so glad
you’re here. It can get really lonely here without any other girls
to talk to. I know you like the town life and I know you like –
well I know you like to have your fun with boys – and that’s why
I’m just so grateful you came.”

“And it’s good
to be here,” said Sylvie sincerely. “Really it is. You can’t
imagine what our friendship means to me; as you just insinuated I
can be a rather bad girl at times but coming here and seeing you
gives me the grounding that I need. Look, you know I was only
joking about Freddie earlier. I would never do anything to come
between you.”

“Of course, I
know that,” laughed Ivy. Her face became serious. “Although whilst
we’re on the subject of Freddie I do sort of have a little favour
to ask you.”

“Of course,
anything,” replied Sylvie.

Ivy linked arms
with her friend and lowered her voice. “I was wondering if perhaps
you wouldn’t mind befriending Alfred,” she said, sounding a little
embarrassed. “There are a few reasons really. First of all, he
doesn’t have any get-up-and-go about him at all. He had no friends
and doesn’t have any zest for life. You, on the other hand, are
full of get-up-and-go and your zest for life is like nothing I have
ever seen before. Put simply he could do with a pal. Goodness knows
I’ve tried to get through to him but it is like talking to a brick
wall – you will see when you meet him. Secondly, Alfred is always
lounging around the house which makes my little dalliance with
Freddie all the more difficult. There are certain things I would
like to do with Freddie if you get my meaning; things that
go beyond simply snatching a few minutes in the barn rolling around
in the hay or doing to standing up behind the orchard wall. If you
could perhaps distract him for a few hours I would really
appreciate it.”

“Why of
course,” replied Sylvie, trying not to sound too unenthusiastic.
The very last thing she wanted to be doing this vacation to be was
babysitting some spoiled teenage brat. As far as she saw it Alfred
was an adult and should damned well act his age. She had not even
been reacquainted with the fellow and already she had no time for
him whatsoever. “Hey, come to think of it you’ve only just broken
up from university yourself haven’t you?”

“Oh yes, it is
the first day of the holidays for me too,” replied Ivy cheerfully.
“I mean my university is only fifty minutes drive away so I can
commute without getting an apartment but all the same it is a
relief to have some time off at last.”

“But surely if
you have been so busy with your studies you will not have been able
to see Charlie at all,” said Sylvie sympathetically. “I’ll tell you
what, why don’t you plan something special with him tonight? I
shall look after Alfred and see if I can’t find some way of
entertaining him even if it is just watching his silly console
games.”

“Really?” Said
Ivy brightly. “You would do that?”

“Why of course
I would,” smiled Sylvie. “You’re my best friend, Ivy, and it is the
least I can do for you putting me up for the summer. I’m sure it is
just an exaggeration – Alfred and I will get on just fine.”

“Well if you’re
sure,” replied Ivy. She blushed excitedly. “Gosh thanks, Ivy,
you’re such a pal!”

Ivy went off to
let Sylvie get settled in before dinner. She went straight off to
go and find Freddie and tell him the good news that they could be
together properly tonight, something she had wanted for so long.
After she had gone Sylvie unpacked her things and put her clothes
in the wardrobe. She looked longingly at the ball-headed vibrator
and was tempted to treat herself but there were things she really
ought to be doing first. She ran herself a bath and soaked for a
long time, thinking about Xavier and resisting the temptation to
touch herself. When she got out of the bath she discovered he had
texted her but she avoided replying straight away; she didn’t want
him to think she was too keen.

Sylvie dried
herself off and put on a short black leather dress and a
long-sleeved light green top that hugged her body. She declined to
wear a bra so that her nipples pushed through the fabric in a way
she kind of liked. This done she brushed her hair and slipped on
her smart black medium-heel shoes.

Sylvie left the
bedroom and stepped out into the corridor beyond. The corridor was
dark and smelled pleasantly of ancient wood and polish. The
corridor was silent but there was the muffled sound of a television
from one of the rooms. Sylvie walked along the corridor until she
came to a large oak door. She leaned against the door and listened
carefully and decided the noise was coming from here. She knocked
smartly on the door and waited.

“What is it?”
Demanded an irritated male voice from within.

“Hello?” Said
Sylvie. “It’s your sister’s friend. Can I come in?”

There came a
pause. “Uh – no not really,” came the voice.

“Why not?”
Asked Sylvie reasonably. “Are you wanking or something?”

“What? Fuck
off!” Cried the voice indignantly.

Sylvie smiled
and pushed open the door. The bedroom within was slightly larger
than her own and had similar furniture; a four-poster bed and heavy
oak furniture but by comparison it was an absolute mess. Clothes
were strewn all over the floor and on top of the chests of drawers
and sideboards and there were dirty plates and glasses everywhere.
At the end of the room, covering the fireplace, was a huge
flatscreen television that looked completely out of place on which
a very violent-looking console game had been paused. Sitting on the
bed, propped up on some pillows, was a dark-haired and dark-haired
fellow of slender build. His features were very handsome but his
hair was unkempt and a mess and he has dressed in a pair of casual
shorts and a stained blue t-shirt. The boy turned his head and
looked at her accusingly as she entered but the retort he had
prepared vanished in his throat and he found himself looking at her
agog.

“Hi there,”
said Sylvie, leaning seductively in the doorway and twirling her
hair in her fingers. “I’m not interrupting you or anything am I?
Only Ivy has told me so much about you and I’m super excited to
meet you.”

“Gosh!”
Exclaimed Alfred. He sat up straight on the bed and
self-consciously combed his hair. “I… I forgot all about you
coming.”

“Oh that’s
quite alright,” replied Sylvie. She came into the room and shut the
door behind her. “Goodness,” she said, wrinkling up her nose in
disdain. “It is quite a mess in here don’t you think?”

Alfred frowned.
His manner became defensive. “So what?” He demanded. “It is my
room, I should be able to do what I like with it.”

“Indeed it is,”
replied Sylvie smoothly. “But what if you were to have a girl in
the room? What would she think? I mean I’m a girl and I can tell
you what I think.”

Alfred frowned
deeper and turned away in embarrassment. “There are lots of rooms
in this house,” he muttered. “I’d just take her to one of
them.”

Sylvie laughed
at this. “Thought it all through haven’t you?” She said
lightly.

Facing opposite
her a door led out onto a concrete balcony. Sylvie walked through
the room and out into the balcony and looked out at the garden and
the rolling countryside beyond. Alfred came to join her a few
moments later. “Are you going to stay long?” He asked.

“About six
weeks,” replied Sylvie. “More than enough time for us to get to
know one another.”

Alfred smiled.
“Most people just ignore me,” he said bashfully. “I suppose it was
good of you to come and say hi.”

“Well I’m not
going to ignore you at all, Alfred,” replied Sylvie pleasantly.
“I’m hoping the two of us might become friends.” She was aware of
Alfred’s eyes moving to stare at her chest. She pushed her chest
out further so he could have an even better look then reached for
her cigarettes and lit one up.

Alfred regarded
her in fascination. “Can I have a cigarette?”

“They’re not
cheap you know.”

“Can I?”

“I bet your
parents won’t like you smoking.”

“They’re not
here.”

Sylvie smiled
and offered him the pack. He took a cigarette and lit it up, taking
nervous puffs for he was clearly inexperienced. “Your big sister
would kill me if she knew.”

“I won’t tell
her, will you?” Laughed Alfred. “And besides, she’s got secrets of
her own; secrets she doesn’t think I know about but I do.”

“Oh really?”
Replied Sylvie casually.

“Don’t pretend
you don’t know,” said Alfred accusingly. “Girls tell one another
everything.”

“You
think?”

“She’s fucking
the chauffeur,” said Alfred bluntly.

“So what if she
is?” Replied Sylvie coolly.

“She shouldn’t
be fucking him. He’s common. Mum and dad would be furious if they
knew. They’d fire him.”

“They’d better
not find out then had they?” Replied Sylvie with an edge in her
voice.

Alfred
shrugged. “I don’t give a fuck,” he muttered.

“Good,” replied
Sylvie pleasantly. “In that case you will not mind staying out of
the way tonight.”

“And just why
should I stay out of the way?” Demanded Alfred crossly. “This is my
house too.”

“Doesn’t Ivy
stay out of your way when you bring home girls to fuck?”

Alfred went red
and looked down at the floor. “Fuck off,” he muttered.

“We can have
our dinner up here tonight,” continued Sylvie, unperturbed. “I
shall help you to tidy your room.”

“But I don’t
want to tidy my room,” retorted Alfred. “I want to play video
games.”

“Ugh, I despise
video games,” muttered Sylvie with a shudder. “I won’t stay.”

Alfred
hesitated for a moment. “What else will we do if you stay?” He
asked her.

“Tidy your
room, have a couple of cigarettes, chat,” replied Sylvie vaguely.
“Perhaps share a couple of drinks if your sister lets me into the
cabinet.”

“What do you
want to talk about?” Asked Alfred.

“Whatever you
like,” replied Sylvie. “But I mean you’re a young fellow aren’t
you? What else are you going to want to talk about; we can talk
about that if you want to.”

Alfred blushed
and looked down shyly. “Just as long as we stay out of Ivy’s way
whilst she fucks the chauffeur right?”

“That’s right
Alfred.”


Chapter Two






It was dark and
a chill had descended over the big house. Ivy went into the living
room and lit a fire, her feet padding softly over the large thick
sheepskin rug. Dinner was finished and Alfred was safely ensconced
upstairs with Sylvie. She had been more than happy to give them a
couple of bottles of wine from the cellar to tide them over if it
meant privacy downstairs.

Ivy was dressed
in a figure-hugging black dress that pushed up her breasts so that
her cleavage overspilled. The hem of the dress was so short it only
just covered her bottom and left nothing to the imagination. Before
getting ready she had enjoyed a long soak in the bath and was
wearing just enough makeup and eyeshadow.

Ivy lit candles
around the room and paced impatiently up and down as she waited for
Freddie to come to her. He had to put the car away and wash up and
when he finally appeared, framed in the doorway, his smart uniform
was creased and a little the worse for wear. She didn’t mind at
all.

“Freddie!” She
exclaimed happily. The chauffeur came to embrace her, pulling her
up as she stood on her tiptoes to kiss him. He took his hat and
placed it on her head and she kissed him again and again and
again.

“Finally a
proper setting and time to be alone,” said Freddie as he gazed into
her eyes. “Oh my darling I’ve missed you so much; I’ve hardly seen
you at all these past few weeks and then when I do see you – to not
be able to come and embrace you as I so want – it’s just been
hell.”

Ivy smiled and
gently pressed a finger to his lips. “Let us not say another word
to one another,” she whispered seductively. “We do not need to talk
when there is so much natural chemistry between us. We have all
night to do exactly what we have always wanted to do to each other
and what we have always wanted to have done to ourselves. We have
talked about it so many times; well there is no need to talk about
it anymore!”

Ivy took off
Freddie’s hat and laid it on the table before taking his hand and
leading him to the sheepskin rug in front of the fire. She skipped
off her shoes and knelt barefooted upon the rug, enjoying the feel
of the soft wool against her knees. Freddie knelt facing her and
for a moment they just gazed into one another’s eyes until they
could stand it no longer. They threw their arms around each other
and embraced passionately. Freddie removed his jacket and then his
socks and shoes. Ivy wrapped her legs around his hips and lay back,
pulling her lover on top of her. Freddie began to passionately
stroke her strong smooth thighs as he kissed her neck and face
before moving his hands up her body to caress her large and perfect
breasts. With trembling fingers, Ivy began to unbutton his shirt
and when she had him bare-chested squeezed her thighs against him
and rolled him over so that she was on top. She straddled him as
she undid his belt and they separated briefly so that he could
remove his trousers and briefs whilst she in turn unzipped and
wiggled out of her dress to reveal her divine naked body beneath.
Their bodies met once more and they embraced passionately. Freddie
knelt on the rug; Ivy straddled his thighs and they kissed again
before taking her breasts in her hands and offering them to him.
Freddie took her right nipple in her mouth and began to suck and
kiss her whilst his other hand sensually kneaded her left breast;
after a few minutes during which he could feel Ivy’s wetness on his
thighs he switched breasts and transferred his attention to the
other nipple. Ivy groaned and mewed softly. Like Sylvie, she was
very proud of her tits and loved for men to worship her like
this.

Freddie took
her hips in his hands and gently guided her down onto the rug so
that she was lying on her back. The warm glow of the fire
illuminated their faces, the firelight making one even more
alluring to the other. Freddie moved down from her breasts to kiss
her stomach and lick her belly button, caressing her thighs and
parting her legs. His head moved down to her crotch and he began to
languidly lick her clit as she spread her arms over her head and
wriggled and writhed and moaned with her eyes closed, her face a
picture of ecstasy. His hands rubbed her legs and knees, moving up
to rub her ass cheeks; his touch was magic and his tongue flickered
against her clit like the wings of a hummingbird, tightening her
stomach and driving her wild. Her girlish cries filled the room and
she began to rock her head from side to side as he arms stretched
out luxuriously until her entire body tensed up and she enjoyed a
squirting spasming orgasm.

Yet Freddie was
not done with her just yet, not by a long shot and neither was she
done with him. Just as she was starting to recover herself Ivy felt
herself being turned over onto her front. Freddie now began to kiss
the back of her legs and her hips and her butt. He started to bite
her butt-cheeks; nibbling softly at first and then biting a little
harder to leave the imprint of his teeth upon her skin. Ivy giggled
delightedly. Freddie now parted her ass cheeks and began to lick
her butthole with the same vigorous energy as he had just now
worshipped her clit. Ivy tossed her hair back, a few stray strands
falling over her eyes and gaped in astonishment, her eyes like
stalks, for having her asshole licked was like nothing she had ever
experienced before. She trembled and groaned and cried out and just
as she thought she could stand it no more she experienced another
loud and trembling orgasm.

Ivy rolled over
and got up to kneel, hooking her hand around Freddie’s neck and
pulling him towards her to push her tongue into his mouth, for she
was desperate to taste her cunt and her asshole upon his lips. She
trembled as he embraced her in turn for she felt like a very dirty
girl indeed and she was about to get much, much dirtier.

Ivy broke away
from Farley and rolled over to the corner of the rug to retrieve a
rectangular cardboard box from under the table. She knelt back on
the rug and opened it up to reveal the sleek and girth-some
twelve-inch long strap-on dildo she had purchased a few weeks ago
and had been waiting for this very occasion. She sat down on the
rug and put her feet into the harness, pulling it up to her waist
and tightening it up before buckling it around her thick thighs.
The dildo jutted out in front of her as she took some lubricant and
spread it all over the shaft. Freddie meanwhile was looking at the
dildo with longing, his cock painfully hard as he thought about how
it would soon be feeling inside him. When all the preparations were
complete Ivy gently turned him around so that he lay on his front,
ready to receive what he had coming.

Ivy straddled
Freddie’s thighs just below his butt, took some more lubricant and
rubbed it against and up his asshole. Freddie flinched and blinked
as her girlish fingers lightly penetrated him and for a moment he
was worried; how was he going to cope with all twelve inches?

Ivy took the
dildo between her thumb and forefinger and moved it between
Freddie’s cheeks as he raised his bottom slightly to receive it. he
felt the tip of the dildo pressing against his asshole and he
gritted his teeth and groaned as it penetrated the wall of muscle
and began to enter him in earnest. Ivy smiled as she worked the
dildo inside him, stretching his asshole out as he pressed his
hands against the rug and cried out. She took him right the way
down to the base so that her crotch pressed against his cheeks and
all twelve inches were inside him.

Ivy started to
fuck Freddie’s ass slowly at first before slowly speeding up and
finding a natural rhythm in her hips so that before long she was
thrusting fast in and out of him. She bit her lip and concentrated,
sweat forming on her brow as the base of the dildo rubbed against
her clit and aroused her. She had been fucking his ass for a while
now and her breasts were rising and falling with exertion. She
loved the way she was hurting and arousing him in equal measure and
trembled with anticipation to think that it would be her turn next.
Her clit trembled, her thrusts became more and more frantic and she
began to cry out. Freddie was crying out too of course although his
cries were ones of pain and anguish (which is not to say he wasn’t
loving every single second of what was happening to him). Ivy
squeezed her thighs around his hips and tossed back her head as the
motions of the ass fucking brought her to her third orgasm in quick
succession.

Ivy sighed
girlishly as she slowed down her thrusts and gradually withdrew
from Freddie’s asshole altogether. She sat down on the rug and
unstrapped herself from the dildo and put it back into the box
ready to clean later. She looked over to Freddie and smiled, her
face flushed, her eyes were nervous but excited for she knew full
well what was going to happen to her now. As Freddie knelt up and
reached for the lubricant she took his place on the rug, rolling
onto her front with her beautiful bottom pushed up, ready to be
taken.

Freddie
squeezed some lubricant between her cheeks and into her asshole but
not too much, for she had told him she wanted to be taken raw and
rough. He moved on top of her, lying forwards over her and she felt
his rock-hard cock moving between her cheeks and pressing against
her asshole.

“Oh shit damn
it fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” Screamed Ivy as Freddie’s cock began to
penetrate her asshole, temporarily forgetting her no-talking rule.
She slammed her fist against the rug and forced another fist into
her mouth to prevent herself from screaming even louder as Freddie
took a firm hold of her hips and began to thrust inside her.

“Oh no!”
Whimpered Ivy as her eyes rolled back in her head. “I can’t believe
this is happening; I can’t believe this is happening to little old
me!”

Freddie, just
as she had requested, proceeded to fuck her hard in the ass without
care or mercy. Tears were running down Ivy’s face and she found
herself looking up at the portraits of her ancestors and hoping
against hope that none of them were looking down on her to see what
she was up to now. Yet being fucked in the ass like this was
glorious and euphoric; all her life she had been the moral
goody-two-shoes who had lived in the shadows of her vivacious
friend Sylvie. Now here she was, taking it in the ass like a very
bad girl and she was loving every single whore second of it.

“Oh fucking
fuck yes!” She cried softly. “Fuck my ass! Fuck my ass! Fill me up!
Cum in my ass! Cum in my ass!”

Freddie grunted
and groaned and seized hold of Ivy’s neck and pushed her face into
the rug as she let forth with an intensive grunting orgasm. Ivy
felt great globular pumps of his semen pouring inside her butthole
and she shook and shivered at a feeling almost orgasmic in
itself.

Freddie gently
withdrew from her asshole and put his arms around her. He lay on
her back whilst she lay with her head upon his chest. Both of their
assholes were stinging and sore whilst Ivy was leaking cum from
hers but they were both satisfied and very happy indeed as they lay
together and allowed their sweat to dry in the warm night air of
the living room in front of the fire.

 Chapter Three






After dinner,
Sylvie and Alfred had gone back upstairs to his room armed with
cleaning products and bin bags ready to tidy up. Sylvie had
gathered up all the dirty dishes, cutlery and glasses, put them on
a large tray and carried them back down to the kitchen whilst
Alfred had started to fill the bin bags with the rubbish. Sylvie
knew Alfred was watching her intently and she took care to bend
over in front of her so that her big beautiful bottom was framed
tight against her leather skirt. Sometimes she would lean over him
and her breasts would be tantalisingly close to his face. After the
junk had been cleared from the room Sylvie set Alfred to work
wiping down the surfaces and cleaning up stains whilst she
vacuumed. It took a rather long time – a good couple of hours in
fact – but by the end of it his room looked just as clean as any
other in the big house.

“Just a shame
we can’t do anything about that thing,” said Sylvie with a sad
shake of her head as she looked at the huge TV blocking the
fireplace. “Why don’t you just put it in another room so it doesn’t
clutter up your bedroom and ruin the aesthetic.”

“It’s
convenient,” replied Alfred firmly. “I like lying on my bed and
playing games.”

Sylvie shook
her head sadly. “I’m going for a cigarette,” she muttered.

Sylvie took the
wine Ivy had given her and two glasses and went outside onto the
balcony. She set the wine and glasses down on a table and poured
two generous servings for them both before lighting up a cigarette.
Alfred followed him outside. She offered him a cigarette which he
accepted.

“I’m an
atrocious influence,” sighed Sylvie sadly, more to herself than to
Alfred as she looked out into the darkness. “An atrocious influence
on Ivy because of my sexual promiscuity and an atrocious influence
on her brother because I give him booze and cigarettes.”

“I’ve had wine
and cigarettes before,” said Alfred defensively.

“Oh yeah? And
were you meant to have them?” Alfred looked at Sylvie and smiled.
She smiled too and beckoned him over. When he came to her she put
an arm around his shoulder and playfully ruffled his hair. “What
are you huh?” She said playfully. “The heir to a great dukedom or
something and you look like a ragamuffin with that hair tangled and
all over the place. Seriously Alfred does nobody do anything with
you?”

Alfred rested
his head on Sylvie’s shoulder. He liked her a lot – an awful lot –
and was loving being in her company but even his youthful mind
could sense a certain sadness in her which pained him. “And what
about you?” He asked as he took a sip of his wine. “What was that
you were saying about yourself just now?”

Sylvie
shrugged. “Forget it,” she said carelessly. “It isn’t your
concern.”

“Neither is my
hair.”

“Oh well, then
maybe it’s just a phase I’m going through. Maybe you’re going
through a phase as well.”

“Don’t you have
a proper boyfriend?” Asked Alfred.

“Not really,”
she replied. “I mean there’s a boy I like but…” she looked at the
bulb of her cigarette and smiled.

“Are you seeing
him?”

“No just
fucking him.”

“How can anyone
just fuck you?” Asked Alfred in surprise.

“What do you
mean?”

“Well don’t
they want to be your boyfriend? I mean you’re… well I couldn’t
just, you know, to you and not want to…” His voice trailed off.

Sylvie smiled.
“You’re a sweet boy,” she told him, putting her arm around him.
“But you’ve only just met me. I’m actually quite a bitch you
know.”

“How so?” Asked
Alfred.

“Just that I’m
particular,” sighed Sylvie. “I come with conditions. I know what I
like and I insist upon it with men. Sometimes men don’t like that.
Sometimes all they want to do is fuck.” She screwed up her nose.
“Well, most of the time actually.”

“And so you
fuck them anyway?” Asked Alfred.

“Why sure.
Sometimes you have to fuck them first then you let them know what
you want?”

“And what do
you want?” Asked Alfred.

Sylvie smiled.
She pointed at the concrete top of the balcony. “Pretend that’s a
guy,” she said, reaching forward and stubbing out her cigarette.
“That’s what I want. In all other respects I’m a very traditional
sort of girl. Patriarchy in the streets; female domination between
the sheets.”

“I don’t
understand,” said Alfred.

“Do I have to
spell it out?” Said Sylvie. “I like to be in charge, Alfred; I like
to put cigarettes out on boys and dominate them; I like to hurt
them; in fact, I insist upon it.”

“But why?”
Asked Alfred in surprise.

Sylvie took the
half-smoked cigarette from between Alfred’s fingers and held it out
in front of them. “I let them choose where they want it,” she said
quietly. “My last lover, Xavier, wanted it on his nipple and that’s
a pretty good place to put it. It hurts on the nipple so his
choosing it in that place made me feel special. The burn will stay
for a long time and he will feel it for weeks, so he will never be
able to forget about me.”

“So is that why
you hurt them?” Asked Alfred. “So you can see how much they care
about you?”

“In a way,
yes,” replied Sylvie. “But it is about more than that; it is about
trust too and loyalty and I feel a great responsibility to them
too, believe it or not, sort of nurturing.”

“So you do it
because you care about them and because you want them to care about
you?”

“And because it
is fun,” smiled Sylvie. “Tying boys up and hurting them is a lot of
fun to me and makes me rather wet. It makes some boys hard too to
be dominated by a beautiful girl like me.”

“Well you are
very beautiful,” said Alfred nervously.

“Thank,”
replied Sylvie. “You’d not be so bad yourself if you smartened
up.”

The two of them
sat down on the bench and look out over the darkened garden
grounds. Alfred put his arm around Sylvie and looked a little
nervous doing so. To reassure him she took his hand and rested her
head on his shoulder and they snuggled up together, drinking and
smoking as they chatted about general things. Eventually Alfred
lapsed into a thoughtful silence.

“What’s up?”
Asked Sylvie.

“Just thinking
that’s all,” replied Alfred.

“About
what?”

Alfred blushed.
“About where I’d ask you to burn me with your cigarette.”

Sylvie smiled
and kissed him on the cheek. “You wouldn’t get to decide,” she said
gently.

“Why not?”

“Because you’re
a naughty boy,” she replied reasonably. “You’re a sweet, smart and
handsome fellow who has had every opportunity in life but you are
squandering all of those opportunities in your youth. I expect it
is down to a lack of guidance. Your parents are often away and your
sister is kept busy with her studies and as a consequence there is
nobody around to keep you in line. I suppose it is not really your
fault. After all, most eighteen-year-old boys would run riot if
left to their own devices.”

“I suppose
you’re going to say I need a girlfriend,” said Alfred.

“Not so much a
girlfriend as a mistress,” replied Sylvie. “Or if you did get a
girlfriend it would have to be a very strong-willed and dominant
sort of girl to whom you would have to be prepared to submit.”

“Somebody like
you perhaps?”

Sylvie shook
her head. “You’re a sweet boy but I’m sort of focused on Xavier,”
she replied. “I’m only here six weeks.”

“Isn’t that
enough time?” Asked Alfred hopefully. “I mean not to become my
girlfriend but to be my mistress for a while and sort my life
out?”

“I would never
dream of sorting your life out,” replied Sylvie. “It is your life
after all; I do not know what you are good at or what you
want.”

“Then what does
a mistress do?” Asked Alfred.

“Why she
punishes of course,” replied Sylvie simply. “She punishes naughty
boys who need it and she gets those boys to serve and worship her
so that they can learn focus and self-discipline and give them some
drive.”

“And you don’t
think you could do that to me?” Said Alfred disappointedly.

Sylvie got up
and came to sit on Alfred’s lap, taking his hand and placing it
upon her bare thigh. She could feel his hardness pressing against
her leg. “What you need you naughty boy is a very hard spanking,”
she whispered seductively into his ear as she sensually stroked his
hair. “Isn’t there a nice girl around here who could give you what
you need? A maid or a barmaid from the village pub or something
like that?”

Alfred thought
for a moment and shook his head. “Nobody,” he replied sadly.

“And do you
agree this is what you need, Alfred?” Asked Sylvie.

Alfred nodded.
“I can’t say I’m really very happy as I am,” he said sadly. “I’d
like to change but I just don’t seem to have the drive.”

Sylvie put her
arms around Alfred and hugged him tightly. “You think you need to
be spanked?”

“Yes
Sylvie.”

“And do you
want it too? Do you want to be hurt? Hurt by a girl I mean?”

“Oh damn it
yes!” Groaned Alfred with arousal. “Yes I do, but not just any
girl. I want it to be you, Sylvie.”

“Well you know
maybe I do have a little time to spare,” murmured Sylvie softly.
“It will not be a permanent thing you understand so do not get too
attached to me but I suppose I could use a little project to keep
me busy over the next six weeks.”

“And what about
you?” Asked Alfred. “Will you enjoy it too?”

Sylvie nodded.
“Yes Alfred I shall enjoy it very much indeed. Thinking about it is
already making me wet.” She looked at him and stroked his head.
“But first things first. Your clothes are stained and your hair is
all matted and greasy.” She stood up and took his hand. “Come with
me.”

Sylvie led the
way back into Alfred’s bedroom and closed the door behind her. She
shepherded Alfred into the en-suite bathroom and began to run him a
bath with lots of bubbles. “Well what are you waiting for?” She
said as she turned to him with her hands on her hips. “I mean
you’re not exactly going to get into the bath with your clothes on
now are you?”

“No, I suppose
not,” replied Alfred awkwardly.

“What’s wrong?
Have you never been naked in front of a girl before?”

“No, I can’t
say I have,” replied Alfred shamefacedly.

Sylvie smiled
and kissed him on the cheek. “You don’t have to be embarrassed in
front of me,” she said encouragingly as she reached down to rub his
crotch. “I already know you’re hard and I know you’ve got a nice
big cock as well. Here, let me help you.”

Sylvie undid
the buttons on Alfred’s shirt and removed it to leave him
bare-chested. He had a rather nice body she thought to herself;
lean and naturally muscular. She undid the buttons on his flies and
pulled down his trousers and he stepped out of them and removed his
socks so he was clad only in his black cotton briefs. Then she
leaned forwards and began to kiss his chest and nipples, thinking
about how good it would feel to extinguish her cigarette on
them.

After a couple
of minutes she reached down and pulled his briefs down to his
knees. his long cock sprang out in front of her, very large and
erect. She licked her lips and eyed it hungrily. “Have you got
something for me there Alfred?”

“Yes Sylvie, if
you’ll accept it,” said Alfred nervously.

Sylvie thought
this was very funny and giggled loudly. “Well we will have to see,”
she said. “Just remember when you submit to your mistress it is not
only your cock that belongs to her; your cum belongs to her too and
she will control every last drop.”

Alfred did not
entirely know what Sylvie meant by these words but doubtless he
would find out in due course. He stepped out of his briefs and at
Sylvie’s direction got into the bath and sat down. He was hoping
his new mistress might undress and join him but instead she got
down on her knees at the side, took up a sponge and began to
sensually wash his body.

“So what
happens now?” He asked anxiously.

“Aw honey are
you scared?” Asked Sylvie gently. “There’s no need to be, I’ll look
after you. Being a mistress is a serious business you know.”

“A little
nervous perhaps,” admitted Alfred.

“Well that’s
only natural on your first time,” replied Sylvie.

“So what are
you going to do to me?”

“I am going to
give you a bath and then help you to dry off,” she said in a
matter-of-fact tone. “Then I am going to spank you.” She saw his
cock twitch amidst the bubbles at her words and could tell he was
keenly anticipating his punishment.

“Will it hurt?”
Asked Alfred.

“A spanking is
supposed to hurt young man.”

“Yes I suppose
so.”

Sylvie began to
squeeze the sponge over his head. “You should be under no
illusion,” she said conversationally. “Your spanking is going to
hurt a great deal because you have been a naughty boy. It is going
to be a very long and hard spanking and you are going to cry, but I
hope you will also find it to be a deeply sensual experience that
arouses you a great deal.”

“Will you be
aroused?” Asked Alfred hopefully.

“Oh yes,”
replied Sylvie. “I always become very aroused when I am hurting
naughty boys.”

“And if I take
it what then? I know you are doing it to help me but what about
straight afterwards?”

“You mean will
I fuck you?” Sylvie thought for a moment. “That depends.”

“On what?”

“On how well
you learn your lesson of course. It will be an added impetus for
you to accept everything I want to give you. Now then lean back so
I can scrub your hair.”

“It was an
extremely sensual and erotic experience being bathed by Sylvie,
especially as she was going to give him a hard spanking afterwards.
Electrical currents of anticipation pulsated through Alfred’s body
and brain and especially his cock, which remained hard throughout.
Sylvie meanwhile found herself very excited in her own right at
what she was about to do to Alfred. Her knickers were wet at the
crotch and her nipples were erect through her top. Despite her
earlier misgivings, she found herself liking Alfred a great deal.
There was something very boyish and innocent about him and his
willingness to be punished by her naturally proved to be a powerful
aphrodisiac.

After a while
Sylvie helped Alfred out of the bath and began to sensually dry him
off, running the white towel over his body as she lightly kissed
his shoulders, back and chest. She knelt down and began to run the
towel over his crotch, looking up at him with her large green eyes
as he watched her transfixed, his cock hard and ready to explode.
After she had dried him off she hung the towel over the rack and
came to drape her arms around his shoulders, reaching up to kiss
him lightly on the lips. “You might as well stay naked,” she
whispered seductively. “Are you ready?”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes Sylvie.”

“We need to set
the proper tone; I am your mistress after all. Call me ma’am.”

“Yes
ma’am.”

“Good boy.”
Sylvie kissed Alfred again, this time running her tongue lightly
around his lips. On a rack in the corner of the room was a wooden
bathroom brush with a bristle handle. Sylvie detached herself from
the slave and went and picked up the brush, running it along her
hands and tapping the smooth flat head in her hands. The purpose
she had in mind for the brush was immediately clear to Alfred.
“Well then,” said Sylvie conversationally. “We may as well get
started don’t you think? Follow me please.”

“Yes ma’am,”
replied Alfred respectfully.

Sylvie led the
way back into the bedroom. Near the window was a nineteenth-century
red velvet settee in a gothic style. Sylvie went and sat down in
the middle of the settee, her black leather skirt riding up to
reveal almost the entirety of her thick firm thighs. She beckoned
Alfred over and as he stood before she put her hand out to lightly
caress his balls and the base of his cock. “I am going to take you
over my knee and spank you,” she told him. “The first part of the
spanking will hurt the least but it will be a very sensual and
erotic experience for us both because it is the moment you, a male,
will willingly submit to me, a woman. You will be over my thighs
and very close to my body as I punish you and I shall feel your
nakedness against my legs. The paddling I shall give you with the
bath brush will also tenderise your bottom nicely for when I start
to spank you more intensely with other implements.”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am.”

“Are you ready
to go over my lap?”

“Yes ma’am.”
Alfred hesitated for a moment and his face reddened. “I’m just a
little worried, ma’am. I’m really aroused right now and I’m
worried…”

“You’re worried
you might cum?”

Alfred nodded
and looked pained. “Yes ma’am.”

“Then you will
just have to try and control yourself, won’t you?” Replied Sylvie
firmly. “At least for the first part. I’m going to spank you so
hard that after a few blows you won’t be able to think about
anything else except the pain you’re experiencing. Now then, shall
we begin?”

“Yes ma’am.”
Alfred came forwards and tentatively positioned himself over
Sylvie’s lap, his hard cock pressing down against her bare thighs.
Sylvie put her arm around his waist and pulled him close to her,
tapping his bottom ominously with the brush as she prepared to
begin.

“Now then,” she
said officiously. “Do you need reminding of why you are in this
position in the first place?”

“No ma’am,”
replied Alfred respectfully.

“You have been
a very naughty boy haven’t you?”

“Yes
ma’am.”

“You need to be
punished don’t you?”

“Yes ma’am.” He
wished she would just get on with it.

“Ask me for
it,” instructed Sylvie. “Ask me to punish you.”

“Please… please
spank me, ma’am,” stammered Alfred nervously. “Please hurt me.”

Sylvie gazed
longingly at Alfred’s muscular bottom as she patted his cheeks with
the paddle and made ready to begin. It was the perfect male bottom,
she thought to herself – and as far as she was concerned the
perfect male bottom was one that was made for spanking. It was not
too fat so that the blows would get lost in the flab and not too
skinny so that she would find herself making too much contact with
the bone but rather nicely rounded and bouncy for maximum effect,
the cheeks pink and healthy but they would not stay this way for
long.

Sylvie raised
the paddle and spanked Alfred hard across his left butt cheek with
the smooth wooden back of the brush before giving him one of equal
force across his right cheek. The blows stung a lot and Alfred’s
eyes widened in surprise. He had known the spanking was going to
hurt but he hadn’t counted on it hurting so much so soon. As the
spanking wore on he forgot his arousal and his cock started to go
flaccid as Sylvie had assured him it would.

Sylvie spanked
him hard and fast, giving them on alternate cheeks before moving
down to punish the base of his bottom and his upper thighs.
Alfred’s upper body lay on the settee whilst his feet rested on the
ground; he had found the perfect position in which to take his
spanking without being instructed and she was secretly very proud
of him. He was clearly a natural submissive.

Sylvie did not
bother to count the strokes as she gave them to him but imagined
she had given him around twenty on each cheek for a total of forty
before resting the paddle against his thighs and allowing them both
to recover. For the most part, Alfred had managed to take his
spanking in silence with only the occasional grunt or gasp. This
was soon to change, thought Sylvie, although she was proud of him
for trying to be brave. She began to gently caress him with the
palm of her hand. Her soft feminine palms felt really good against
his heated skin and her thighs felt good against his cock. He
started to become hard once more.

“Does it feel
good being punished?” Asked Sylvie as she reached down to caress
the base of his balls.

“Yes ma’am even
though it hurts,” replied Alfred.

“It feels good
to be hurt doesn’t it?” Smiled Sylvie. “Naughty boys know they need
to be punished and appreciate the pain as a pay to atone for their
mistakes.”

“Yes
ma’am.”

“Are you ready
for more?”

Alfred smiled.
“Yes please ma’am.” He began to gently rub his hard cock against
her thigh.

Sylvie got
ready to spank him again, gripping the bath brush tightly. “You’re
smiling now; I don’t think you’re going to be smiling by the time
we’re done do you?”

“No ma’am.”

Sylvie began to
paddle Alfred again; the break seemed to have had the effect of
tenderising his bottom and the blows seemed even harder now. As
Sylvie spanked him fast over his ass and upper thighs he began to
cry out softly and emit the occasional ‘ouch’

Sylvie
continued to paddle Alfred hard for a long time. She enjoyed the
sound the back of the brush made as it connected against his bottom
and the way his cheeks rippled as she struck him and especially the
way his ass became gradually redder as the spanking wore on. There
was something very calming and therapeutic in spanking a naughty
boy, she thought to herself as she considered what else she was
going to do to him.

Sylvie felt her
wrist starting to get tired. She stopped spanking Alfred, set the
paddle down and began to caress his bottom a little more, running
her forefinger from the cleft to the base of his cock until he
became hard. Alfred was breathing heavily and it was clear he was
in some discomfort. “This is only going to get worse you know,” she
said gently.

“Yes ma’am I
know,” replied Alfred.

Sylvie patted
his bottom. His ass was evenly red from the top of his cheeks to
his upper thighs. “Very well, now we can move on to the more
intense part of the session. I want you to get up, take three
pillows from your bed, put them in the middle of the bed and lay
with your bottom raised over them do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am.”
Alfred climbed off her lap and went over to the bed to prepare.
Sylvie loved the way his bottom looked after she had punished him.
He was so uncomplaining and submissive and it was making her very
wet.

Sylvie got up
and pulled the hem of her skirt straight. “I am just popping back
to my bedroom to get a couple of things but I shall be back in a
jiffy,” she told him. “You won’t run away will you?”

Alfred smiled.
“No ma’am.”

“You won’t
touch yourself either whilst I’m gone either will you?”

“Oh no ma’am
certainly not.”

“Good boy.” As
she came past Alfred kneeling on the bed she leaned forwards to
kiss him and ruffle his hair. “Don’t worry, I’ll be back very soon.
I want you to lay face down over those pillows and wait for
me.”

After Sylvie
left the room Alfred took the three pillows and piled them one on
top of the other as instructed before lying over them. He was
conscious of his bottom being pushed up tight and exposed and as he
wondered what else his mistress was going to do to him his cock
became very hard against the pillows. He could barely believe this
was happening to him; he thought Sylvie was the most beautiful
woman he had ever seen in his life and he could barely believe she
had agreed to take him in hand and provide him with the punishment
he had subconsciously known he had needed for so long.

A short time
later he heard the tapping of Sylvie’s high-heeled shoes coming
along the corridor and a moment later she opened the door and
stepped inside. She was carrying with her a long black leather bag
which she set down on the settee and bent down to unzip. As she
bent down Alfred could not resist turning her head to gaze upon her
large firm bottom framed in the leather shirt; the most beautiful
bottom he had ever seen in his life, he thought to himself.

Sylvie turned
her head and caught him staring. “Are you looking at my ass, you
naughty boy?” She asked him admonishingly.

Alfred went a
little red in the face and nodded. “I’m sorry ma’am, I just
couldn’t help it.”

Sylvie rubbed
his bottom seductively and gave it a playful slap. “It is a nice
bottom isn’t it?” She said. “You have a nice bum too, Alfred, and
it is going to look even nicer after I’ve finished punishing it.
All the same, perving at your mistress without permission is very
disrespectful. I’m going to have to punish you for that as well you
know.”

“Yes ma’am,”
replied Alfred.

Sylvie stood up
and took from the bag a sturdy-looking rattan cane with a curved
handle. She swished the cane in the air in front of her in a way
that left Alfred under no illusions she knew exactly what to do
with it before raising the implement high and bringing it down as
hard as she could against the arm of the chair, sending dust flying
up and leaving a deep imprint. Alfred’s eyes were drawn to the deep
line left on the arm of the chair by the cane and found himself
wondering how it was shortly going to be feeling against his
bottom. He would be finding out soon enough.

Sylvie came
over to the bed and stood on Alfred’s left side so that he could
see her. She rested the cane against his bottom and placed one knee
on the bed before leaning down to kiss him on the cheek. “You like
my body don’t you?” She whispered huskily. “I’ve seen you looking
at me; I’ve seen and felt how hard you get at the sight of me. I’m
very beautiful aren’t I?”

“Yes ma’am,”
agreed Alfred readily. “Why you’re the most beautiful girl I’ve
ever seen in my life.”

Sylvie smiled.
She knew from experience she tended to become ten times more
beautiful to boys in Afred’s position; boys who were naked and bent
over and vulnerable, boys who were waiting for her to punish them.
She ran her finger down his back from the top of his shoulder
blades to the crease of his butt cheeks. “Would you like to see a
little more of me?” She asked him casually. “I can show you but you
will have to take extras?”

“Yes please
ma’am,” replied Alfred keenly.

“They’ll be
very hard. Across your thighs.”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am.”

Sylvie giggled
and kissed his neck and cheek. “You’re making me very wet,” she
told him.

Sylvie
straightened up and pulled her top over her head before removing it
completely and placing it on the settee behind her. Her huge firm
rounded tits jiggled and bounced in front of her. As Alfred watched
she began to absently stroke her breasts and lightly squeeze her
nipples until they were pert and erect. Alfred thought Sylvie
looked absolutely stunning dressed only in her leather shirt and
black high-heeled shoes and stared at her tits with undisguised
lust. Sylvie in turn loved to see her men like this: bottom pushed
up by the pillows, presented and waiting for punishment. She picked
up the cane and tapped it lightly against his bottom, raising it up
and down against his cheeks as she practised her stroke, leaning
forwards with her knee resting on the bed so she would be able to
give it to him harder. “Are you ready for this?” She asked him.
“Are you ready to take a caning for me?”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am.” He rested on his elbows with his head up and looked
forwards, taking a deep breath as he felt the cane against his
skin.

“Good boy,”
said his mistress pleasantly.

Sylvie raised
the cane over her head and brought it down hard across Alfred’s
tightened bent-over bottom. The sting of the cane burned against
his skin and he let out a short gasp of surprise, for he had not
been expecting it to hurt quite so much. Sylvie caned him again, a
little higher at the top of his bum then gave him a low stroke
where the crease of his ass met his thighs which was the most
painful so far. Alfred held his breath and grimaced as he received
them, trying to take his punishment as silently as possible even
though it hurt so much. She had given them to him slowly and very
hard and as the sting cascaded through his nerves he forgot all his
erotic thoughts and his cock became flaccid against the
pillows.

Sylvie loved
watching the welts spread out across Alfred’s bottom as she
punished him. She was quite particular about the way the welts
looked and took a great deal of pride in her work whenever she bent
over a naughty boy and gave it to him like this. She wanted each
welt to be clear, straight and distinct and she deliberately timed
her strokes to allow each welt time to burn into and spread across
his cheeks before giving him the next.

After a while
Alfred found he could no longer take his punishment in silence and
was crying out and whimpering with each one, his feet kicking up
slightly although he was trying so hard to take what he had coming
and remain in position. the strokes across the base of his bottom
hurt the worst of all and Sylvie seemed especially delighted to
give him a lot of these. It was clear she was enjoying punishing
him a great deal too for she would let out short gasps of girlish
delight every time she brought the implement down across his
cheeks. Alfred wondered whether she was becoming wetter with each
stroke she gave him; he certainly hoped she was.

Sylvie was not
bothering to count the strokes as she gave them to him and kept on
giving it to him until his bottom was lined with thick red welts.
She stopped caning him and leaned forwards to ruffle his hair and
stroke his cheek. “You are taking your caning like a very good boy
and I am most impressed,” she told him approvingly. “I am very
proud of you, Alfred, do you hear me?”

Alfred managed
a pained smile. “Thank you, ma’am,” he said gratefully.

Sylvie began to
gently caress his bottom which was very hot from the caning she had
just administered. She ran her hand lightly across the welts and
enjoyed the bumping sensation against her fingers. She got up and
moved to the other side of the bed, leaning over with her knee on
the mattress. Alfred felt the cane tapping against his bottom once
more. the cane drew up and came down hard across his bottom. He
cried out loudly and buried his face into the duvet so Sylvie would
not see the tears flooding to his eyes.

Sylvie began to
cane him very hard over the pre-existing welts on his bottom,
focusing especially on the base of his bottom and the crease of his
thighs. He didn’t know if it was the switched position or if she
was just putting more effort into it but these strokes hurt even
worse than the first set. He bit down on the duvet and began to cry
softly, turning his head away and trying to control his breathing
so Sylvie wouldn’t hear him although of course she knew exactly
what he was doing. Making boys cry made her very wet and she
thought it very sweet that Alfred seemed so embarrassed to cry in
front of her even though it was surely only natural for a naughty
boy to cry when he was receiving the cane from his mistress. She
began to cane him harder still, her girlish cries of exertion and
excitement perfectly complimenting the sound of the implement
crashing down against his cheeks.

The cane hurt
so much, especially lower down, and yet Alfred consoled himself
with the knowledge he was a very naughty boy who deserved
everything he was getting. Sylvie’s beauty and character inspired
him too; he wanted to submit to her and please her and show her he
could take anything she gave to him. All the same, it was sometimes
difficult to remain in position, especially when she caned him
lower down over the pre-existing welts. After giving him a hard
stroke across the crease of his bottom he instinctively kicked his
feet up and rolled to one side before correcting himself straight
away.

“Back into
position please honey,” said Sylvie impatiently. “You are taking
your caning like a very good boy but you must know better that to
squirm and kick your feet. You are going to take extra strokes for
that. Now keep that bottom up and your feet still. I am going to
give you a few more strokes and then we shall have a break.”

Alfred gritted
his teeth and closed his eyes as his mistress continued to cane
him. By now he could make no secret of his tears and was crying
steadily as he was punished, the tears running down his cheeks and
on to the duvet below. Sylvie gave him a few more very hard strokes
up and down his bottom before stepping back and running the cane
through her fingers. She loved the friction heat it gave off and
she loved the sight of Alfred’s welted bottom exposed and raised up
before her.

Sylvie put the
cane down on top of the sideboard, slipped off her shoes and came
to recline on the bed. She stretched out her arms towards Alfred.
“Come here,” she instructed him. Alfred slowly climbed off the
pillows, his bottom stinging with every move he made, and came to
her. She put her arms around him and held his naked body tightly,
moving his head down so that it was sandwiched between her large
bare breasts. Alfred sobbed heavily as Sylvie held him tightly,
stroking his hair and gently rubbing and soothing his bottom as she
relished the feel of his hardening cock against her leg and the
feel of his wet tears as they dripped down her cleavage. “You are
being very brave,” she told him approvingly. “I am very proud of
you. When this is over we are going to talk about your future and
how you might start on the road to success and become the
successful man I know you can be.”

“But how do you
know that ma’am?” Wept Alfred doubtfully.

“Why because I
believe in you of course.”

“You do?”

“Of course,”
replied Sylvie simply as she gently moved her left nipple towards
his mouth. “Hasn’t anyone ever believed in you before, Alfred?”

Alfred shook
his head. “No ma’am.”

“Well I do,”
whispered Sylvie gently. “I believe you can take the hard spanking
I want to give you and I believe you can make a success of yourself
too. Now here, bite my nipple very gently and then start sucking
it.”

Alfred groaned
with pleasure as he took Sylvie’s nipple into his mouth and gently
bit down as she had instructed. Sylvie looked up at the ceiling,
writhed a little and groaned as he began to worship her, his tongue
moving around her nipple as he slavishly and devotedly licked her.
Sylvie began to groan softly, appreciating his devotion for she had
thrashed him very hard and was about to make it even worse for him
and yet here he was, worshipping her like the devoted slave he was.
She moved his mouth to her other nipple and as he gave this one his
equal attention it was like a dripping tap being turned on over her
clit. She wanted him inside her very badly but she wasn’t finished
spanking him yet.

“Now then,”
said Sylvie gently as she gently detached him from her breasts and
brought his head up to look into her eyes. “There is the small
matter of you looking at my bum and not remaining in position for
part of your caning. I don’t suppose it matters that much and I
can’t really blame you for either of these things but I still have
to punish you for them you know?”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am,” he replied subserviently.

“I am going to
give you ten hard strokes across your thighs and then another five
across the soles of your feet and then your caning will be
over.”

Alfred looked a
little nervous. “Yes ma’am.”

Sylvie kissed
him passionately on the lips and gave his bottom a playful squeeze.
“Very well,” she said with a flourish. “Lie back over the pillows
please honey and we shall get this over and done with.”

Alfred
positioned himself back over the pillows as instructed, his welted
bottom raised for further punishment. Sylvie climbed off the bed
and brushed herself down, straightening up her skirt before combing
back her long blonde hair with her fingers and picking up the cane.
“Legs together please honey,” she instructed him as she ominously
tapped his thighs with the cane. “You have ten strokes across your
thighs to come and I want you to count them as I give them to you
and thank me for each one.”

Alfred pushed
his legs together as instructed. He felt the cane tapping against
the back of his thighs and he braced himself. Sylvie gave him the
first stroke very hard, halfway between his knees and bottom.
Alfred cried out in surprise and bit down on the duvet, the tears
flooding his eyes. He remembered how gently Sylvie had just
caressed him and how tenderly he had sucked on her tits. In a few
short minutes they seemed a world away from that; the stroke hurt
more than anything he could ever recall experiencing.

“One! Thank
you, ma’am!” Yelped Alfred through his sobbing.

Sylvie looked
at the large clock on the mantlepiece ahead of her. She waited and
watched as the second hand ticked away. ripples of pain throbbed
through Alfred’s thighs as the welt mark burned into him but at the
same time he felt euphoric and happy despite his tears. After
thirty seconds had passed Sylvie gave him another stroke, this one
at the base of his bottom.

“Two! Thank
you, ma’am!”

Alfred sobbed
steadily throughout his caning. the urge to move out of position
was almost overwhelming but his desire to please Sylvie and take
the spanking she wanted to give him as well as the knowledge he
would receive extra strokes if he defied her proved enough to keep
him still. Sylvie left thirty seconds between each stroke so he
felt the full force of everyone. When she was finished ten distinct
red welts lined his thighs from just above his knees to the base of
his bottom. His bottom and thighs were pulsating painfully.

“What a good
boy you are,” said Sylvie proudly. “I know that must have been very
painful for you but you took it all without moving out of position.
Some boys I do this to have to be tied up at this point.”

“Are you going
to tie me up?” Sniffed Alfred.

“Soon,” Sylvie
assured him gently. “But first I’m going to give you the five
across your feet. I should like you to take them freely if you can.
Now then, put your feet together and expose your soles so I can
give them to you.”

Alfred trembled
as he did as he was told. He somehow just knew being caned across
the bare soles of his feet was going to hurt worst of all.

Sylvie actually
felt a little sorry for Alfred as she brought the cane down hard
across his soles. He had impressed her so much with his bravery and
submission she had been tempted to let him off taking the
punishment strokes across his feet but having promised them to him
as a mistress she really had to deliver them – and deliver them
hard. Alfred howled and sobbed as the first stroke hit home, a
thick red welt burning across his feet and he instinctively screwed
up his toes but otherwise succeeded in remaining in position. as he
received the second stroke he let forth with a choking half scream
and he proceeded to bawl and sob his eyes out as she let him have
the next three.

Alfred’s
bottom, thighs and feet were burning from the welts and he knew he
would not be able to sit down comfortably for a very long time.
After she had finished caning his feet Sylvie reclined back on to
the bed and gathered him into her arms once more, allowing him to
sob into her breasts. When his tears had subsided she held him
close and let him suck on her nipples again. This cycle of intense
pain followed by intense comfort followed by more pain was turning
them both on a great deal.

“You’re making
my cunt slippery wet,” she told him as she reached down to caress
his swollen bottom and thighs. “We are not far off the end of your
ordeal, my darling, but I am not done with you yet.”

She climbed off
the bed, put the cane back into her back and took from it a sleek
and shiny black leather riding crop. “Stand up,” she instructed
him.

Alfred groaned
as he got up, climbed off the bed and climbed towards her, his
bottom and thighs and especially his feet stinging painfully as he
walked. She took his arm and led him over to the bottom right post
of his large four-poster bed. “I am going to tie you up for your
whipping so you don’t have to worry about moving out of position
and can enjoy it properly,” she told him.

“Thank you,
ma’am,” replied Alfred, although his heart was beating very
fast.

Sylvie went
back to her bag and took out a pair of metal handcuffs and a long
leather strap. “Hold out your hands,” she instructed him. As Alfred
did as he was told she buckled the handcuffs tightly around his
wrists. “Raise your hands,” she told him. As he did so Sylvie
looped the leather strap through the cuffs and stood on the bed to
attach the strap to the frame of the bed. She went back to her bag
and took out another pair of cuffs and buckled his feet together
before attaching another strap to the bottom of the bedposts. The
bedpost was ancient and massive and smelled of polish. Alfred felt
no movement as he pulled against it.

Sylvie took the
riding crop and began to run the tail up and down Alfred’s back and
ass and thighs, pressing her tits against him as she lightly kissed
him on the back of the neck. “Feeling a little helpless there?” She
asked him seductively. “Is your big cock hard against the
bedpost?”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am,” he murmured passionately. “Please whip me really hard.
However hard you were planning to whip me please make it
harder!”

Sylvie giggled.
“You’re quite a little slut for pain aren’t you?” She said as she
playfully tousled his hair.

“Yes
ma’am.”

Sylvie stepped
back and readied the riding crop against his bottom. She thought he
looked absolutely stunning, his lean body pressed and bound against
the dark wood, his bottom and thighs crimson and welted. He
belonged to her and she could do whatever she liked to him.

“I’m going to
give you a very hard whipping, young man,” she told him. “It is
going to hurt you very much, even more than the cane. You are going
to take it and you are going to cry, do you understand?”

Alfred nodded
and braced himself. “Yes ma’am.”

“Push your
bottom out for me please.”

Alfred pushed
out his bottom as much as the handcuffs allowed. Sylvie raised the
riding crop and brought it down very hard across his bottom in a
diagonal line so it ran across the pre-existing welts made by the
cane. Alfred cried out and strained at the cuffs but he was held
fast. Sylvie whipped him again and again and again over his bottom
and thighs and he began to sob steadily, for he was tied up tightly
and there was nothing else he could do.

The whip
cracked against his bottom and thighs; Sylvie was merciless and he
expected nothing less. He loved that she was hurting him like this
and he loved too how totally unmoved she seemed to be by his cries
and sobs.

Sylvie
estimated she had given Alfred around twenty strokes before she
stopped to allow him a break. Alfred’s sobs and sighs echoed around
the room. She came up behind him and kissed his back and neck and
gently rubbed his bottom and thighs until he stopped crying. she
slipped her fingers through his legs to caress his balls and the
base of his cock until he became hard once more. “How does it feel
to be tied up?” She asked him. “Pretty kinky isn’t it?”

“Yes ma’am,”
agreed Alfred, growing hard at her touch. “Thank you for cuffing
me, ma’am; I don’t think I could have withstood it otherwise.”

“You’re very
welcome,” smiled Sylvie, running her nose across his skin and
relishing the scent of his sweat. “I’m going to give you fifteen
more strokes or thereabouts and then we can move on to other
things.”

Sylvie moved
away from Alfred and teased him with the whip a little more before
drawing it back and really giving it to him once more. Alfred cried
out and strained on the cuffs but it was no use. He cried out and
whimpered as he was punished, his cock going flaccid. At first, he
tried to count the strokes as he was given them but soon all he
could concentrate on was the overwhelming yet beautiful pain.

Sylvie finished
giving Alfred the fifteen strokes then gave him five more for good
measure because he was hers and he was tied up and there wasn’t
anything he could do about it. When she had finished she went and
put the riding crop back into the bag and returned to uncuff the
slave from the bedposts. As his wrists were released Alfred
tottered and staggered. Sylvie put her arm around him and guided
him down so he was on his hands and knees on the floor. “Kneel,”
she commanded him. “Kneel with your hands on your knees.”

Alfred knelt on
the floor of his bedroom, his head bowed, sobbing steadily as the
waves of pain from his spanking continued to reverberate around his
body. Sylvie unzipped her leather skirt and stepped out of it so
she was dressed only in a skimpy pair of black cotton briefs. She
came back over to Alfred and guided his head against her crotch.
“Embrace me,” she murmured sensually as she closed her eyes.
“Embrace me and kiss me over my knickers.”

Alfred groaned
gratefully, his cock painfully hard, as he put his arms around
Sylvie’s thighs and began to kiss her legs and stomach before
gratefully turning his attention to the wet patch at the front of
her knickers. He began to kiss and lick at the fabric, relishing
the way she tasted and the warmth of her body and the way she
murmured softly as she became wetter and more aroused.

“Ooh my, you’re
a natural at this, Alfred!” Giggled Sylvie as she squirmed and
wriggled against his tongue. “You’re licking me far better than
most experienced boys I’ve taken.”

“Thank you,
ma’am,” whispered Alfred, delighted by her praise and desperate to
please her.

Sylvie was on
the edge of orgasm when she suddenly stepped away from Alfred and
guided him to his feet. She went to her bag and took out a leather
box which she opened in front of him. Inside was a phallic-shaped
cage with a lock on the end.

“What is it?”
Asked Alfred.

“Why it is a
chastity cage of course,” replied Sylvie with a smile. “You place
it over the cocks of naughty boys so that they can’t cum.”

“Are you going
to…”

“Yes Alfred I
am,” whispered Sylvie, her face flushed red with excitement as a
few stray strands of hair fell down her face. “I’m going to lock
you up very tightly and uncomfortably right after you have cum in
me.”

Alfred took
Sylvie in his arms and began to kiss her over and over again, his
hands exploring her firm and perfect body. Sylvie returned his
kisses with gusto, lifting up her leg to rub her inner thigh
sensually against his hip. He reached down and cupped her firm ass
cheeks in his hands, squeezing and caressing them before starting
to pull her knickers down her thighs. Sylvie reached down and
finished the job for him, stepping out of her knickers and guiding
him back on to the bed to straddle him.

“How long must
I remain locked up for?” He asked as his hands reached up to play
with her tits.

“Whilst I am
here you will remain locked up most of the time,” smiled Sylvie,
slowly rubbing her cunt up and down the shaft of his cock. “I might
let you out from time to time if you have been an especially good
boy but as soon as you have cum you will be straight back in the
cage do you understand?”

“Yes,
ma’am.”

Sylvie fell
upon Alfred and began to kiss him passionately. She took his hand
and guided her fingers between her leg and showed him how to touch
her clit as she liked. She loved the way Alfred looked at her with
doe-eyed devotion and how much he clearly wanted to be her
slave.

Sylvie began to
moan and whimper softly as Alfred aroused her more and more. Just
as she was on the edge of orgasm she rolled him over so that he was
on top of her and guided him inside her. Alfred moaned gratefully
as he penetrated her. He began to thrust slowly and lovingly inside
her before gradually speeding up so he was groaning and gasping
with exertion. Sylvie began to mew softly and whimper. She reached
behind Alfred to caress his bottom, loving the feel of the bumpy
welts made by the cane and heat that was given off.

“Are you about
to cum in me you naughty boy?” She asked breathlessly.

Alfred nodded.
“I can’t hold it much longer,” he groaned.

“And then
afterwards you will go into chastity? You be locked up?”

“Yes ma’am,
please lock me up.”

“I’m going to
lock you up and I might never let you cum again!” Gasped Sylvie as
she kissed him up and down his face. “I’m going to lock you up so
tight do you hear me… so fucking…. Oh damn it! Cum in me! Cum in
me!”

Sylvie cried
out and squeezed her thighs against Alfred’s hips as she squirted
on his cock in a glorious orgasm. Alfred buried his face into her
neck as he cried out too and she felt his cock tense up and explode
inside her as he gasped and grunted with the most intense and
satisfying orgasm of his life. he came in a series of long hard
thrusts, filling her up with cum and leaving them breathless and
gasping in one another’s arms.

Sylvie rolled
over on top of Alfred and kissed him over and over again, enjoying
the sensation of him still inside her and gradually going flaccid.
After a minute or so she slipped out of bed, put on her knickers
and picked up the chastity cage before coming to kneel to the side
of Alfred on the bed to commence the fitting. She knew there was
not much time to lose. Alfred was clearly very attracted to her and
extremely aroused at being dominated by a beautiful girl like her.
If she didn’t fit the cage on him quickly he might become hard once
more and a chastity cage could not be fitted if the naughty boy
maintained an erection.

Sylvie took
some lubricant and began to sensually massage it over Alfred’s cock
and balls before sliding the base of the cage over his cock,
pushing his balls through one at a time so that it settled snugly
against his crotch before screwing up tight – and boy was it tight,
thought Alfred with a grimace. He was worried he would never get
used to wearing it but perhaps after all that was the entire
point.

Now it was time
to fit the main body of the cage. Sylvie slid the cage over his
flaccid manhood, the bars touching the skin of his shaft and
pressing lightly against the tip so that he had no room for
manoeuvre.

Once the cage
had been snugly fitted Sylvie took a key, placed it into the lock,
aligned the base ring and the cage and fitted the lock through it.
She looked up at Alfred and smiled sweetly as she turned the key.
“And just like that you are all locked up,” she said with
satisfaction. “That means you belong to me now, Alfred; your body
belongs to me, your cock belongs to me and all of the delicious cum
inside your balls belongs to me as well.”

“Thank you,
ma’am,” said Alfred. He was feeling a little nervous and insecure
and very vulnerable indeed. “Will you stay with me tonight?”

“Yes honey of
course I will,” smiled Sylvie.

Sylvie and
Alfred climbed into the duvet and snuggled down together, wrapped
in one another’s arms. Sylvie rested her head on Alfred’s chest and
stroked his body, kissing him gently on the lips and playing with
his hair as she told him how well he had taken his spanking and how
proud she was of him. After a while, Alfred became aroused again.
His cock strained in the cage but could not get hard and it was
very uncomfortable indeed. I suppose this is just too bad, he
thought to himself. It was certainly torture lying naked in bed
with a beautiful woman like Sylvie and unable to get hard or make
love to her but in another way, he greatly enjoyed that he belonged
to her; it was a bittersweet feeling to be locked up with her
beside him but he would not have changed it for the world.

“Now then we
must get some rest,” said Sylvie as she nuzzled against him. “We
have a very important day ahead of us tomorrow, for I am going to
take you out on to the estate and you are going to learn how to
manage it so that one day you might run it successfully in your own
right.”

 Chapter Four






The three of
them were very satisfied with themselves when they all met for
breakfast the following morning. Ivy’s ass was stinging gloriously
from where she had been fucked and she had just received a text
message from Freddie telling her he was experiencing a similar
sensation. She did not tell Sylvie she had been fucked in the ass
last night although her friend guessed well enough. Meanwhile,
Sylvie did not tell Ivy she had fucked her brother but Ivy guessed
well enough from the way the two of them looked at one another.
This was their affair, though Ivy as she munched down her cereal.
As long as it kept Alfred out of the way and let her play her games
with Freddie she was pleased to let them do whatever they liked
with one another.

“I was
wondering if you’d like to take a trip into town with me this
afternoon,” said Ivy. “It isn’t a very big town – not what you’re
used to – but there are some pleasant coffee shops and a good walk
by the river.”

“Why of
course,” replied Sylvie as she sat back and sipped at her tea.
“When were you planning to go only I was having a chat with Alfred
last night and he said he was interested in helping out at the
estate office for a bit. I said I’d go with him and help him get
started.”

“That’s fine, I
wasn’t planning on heading out until eleven anyway,” replied Ivy.
She looked across at her brother and frowned. “You’ve never shown
much interest in the estate before,” she said suspiciously.

Alfred shrugged
and looked anxiously across at Sylvie. “Well perhaps now is the
time to start,” he replied woodenly. “After all, I have a little
time on my hands now school has finished.”

Alfred was not
in the least bit enthused at the prospect of going with Sylvie and
trying to find a job at the estate office but he had woken up with
her lying in his arms and had been very aroused; wearing the cage
aroused him even more and he was naturally in quite a lot of
discomfort whenever he was around her. arousal combined with denial
meant that he wanted to serve and please her and he also wanted her
to reward him by removing the cage and allowing him to cum. Sylvie
wore the key to the cage on a chain around her neck which was on
full display that morning at breakfast. Alfred’s eyes were drawn to
the key nestling between her breasts and his cock stirred and
strained in the cage as he thought about how she was dominating
him.

“Hey, what’s
up?” Said Sylvie cheerfully as she met him in the main hall half an
hour after breakfast. She was wearing a short denim skirt with
thick tights because the weather had turned cold and a comfortable
yellow woollen jumper. Alfred was likewise dressed for the outdoors
in jeans and a jumper.

“Oh nothing,”
replied Alfred vaguely. “I’m just not sure anyone is going to want
me to come and work for them that’s all.”

“Oh nonsense,”
replied his mistress soothingly as she led the way outside into the
grounds. “Ivy was telling me they’re always looking for new people.
I saw a sign on the estate office as I was coming here
yesterday.”

“Yes but that
was for ordinary estate workers,” replied Alfred reasonably. “I’m
the heir to the entire estate.”

“What do you
mean? Do you think you’re too good to do a little hard work?”

“Oh no not at
all,” replied Alfred. “It is just that it will be uncomfortable,
you know? They won’t want me around and I’ll never be part of the –
well the comradely workforce.”

Sylvie smiled
and reassuringly squeezed his hand. “I’m sure you’ll fit in far
better than you think,” she told him.

Yet as Alfred
had surmised the estate office was surprised and reluctant to find
him anything to do and it was only at Sylvie’s insistence that they
finally agreed to take him on. Alfred imagined he would be working
for free but instead Sylvie insisted he be signed up as an employee
with a proper wage – the lowest possible wage for the lowest of
state workers. Alfred found it very embarrassing and it was clear
the other workers didn’t really want him around either out of fear
he was going to spy on them and report back to his parents. They
gave him a job clearing out the walled garden, taking away the dead
sticks and putting them on a bonfire. Alfred found the job very
demeaning and he was the only one doing it. Everyone else left him
alone and stayed out of his way and he was sure they were
whispering about him behind his back. Yet Sylvie seemed very
pleased by the whole thing. She gave him his lunchbox, told him to
work hard and kissed him on the cheek before leaving to go to town
with Ivy. As Alfred pulled the sticks and branches on to the fire
he felt a pang of resentment. He didn’t see what this was teaching
him about leadership and didn’t see why the estate couldn’t have
found him a nice comfortable job to do in the office instead but as
the cage uncomfortably reminded him, he was Sylvie’s slave and must
do whatever she said.

Alfred worked
hard until five when it was time to clock off. The estate manager
came by and said he had done a good enough job and to come back at
7.30 tomorrow morning to finish it off. Alfred’s attitude towards
the job had changed a little during the course of the day; he had
actually found the work quite invigorating and it had felt good to
get out into the fresh and feel as though he was actually doing
something. Seeing how much he had cleared and how much better the
garden looked gave him a sense of achievement too.

Alfred walked
back to the big house, had dinner and retired to his room where he
showered. Whilst he was in the shower he touched the cage around
his cock. It was very tight and became very uncomfortable whenever
he got aroused which was quite frequently, for the very act of
wearing it made him aroused.

Alfred got out
of the shower, dried off and changed into his pyjamas and silk
dressing gown. Bored of playing console games he decided to read
for a while when he heard footsteps coming down the corridor
followed a moment later by a knock on his door. He opened it to
find Sylvie.

“Hi,” he said
happily, standing aside to let her in. “How was your day?”

“Actually
rather pleasant and civilised,” she replied as she closed the door
behind her. “It’s a charming little town you know and there’s
actually quite a bit to do there.” She put her arms around him and
kissed him. “But how about you? How was work?”

“Okay I guess,”
he replied as he slipped his arms around her in turn. “They want me
to go back tomorrow and it was good to get the garden cleared. It
has been a mess for a while now.”

“That’s
excellent. I am very proud of you,” smiled Sylvie.

Sylvie and
Alfred went out on to the balcony and sat down to watch the sunset.
Alfred put his arm around her and they talked about their day. “You
have done very well today, Alfred,” said Sylvie. “But I think
tomorrow I should like you to ask some questions.”


“Questions?”

“Yes, questions
about how the estate is run,” replied Sylvie. “After all you will
be running it yourself one day.”

Alfred pulled a
face. It seemed a daunting and far-off prospect to be running the
estate himself and besides, wasn’t that what estate managers were
for?

Her eyes fell
down to his crotch and she smiled. “How is the cage?”

“Tight and
uncomfortable,” replied Alfred with a grimace.

“Good, it is
supposed to be.”

“I know.” He
smiled and kissed her. “Will you stay with me tonight?”

Sylvie shook
her head. “You have a long day of work ahead of you tomorrow whilst
I need to study and write my essays,” she told him. “And besides, I
am your mistress, not your lover. At the end of the summer, I will
be returning to university and you are just going to have to get
used to that. Still, you have been a good boy today and have worked
hard. I think you are due a little reward.”

Sylvie lit up a
cigarette and took Alfred back into his bedroom. “Get naked for me
please honey,” she told him. “Then go and lay face down on your
bed.” Alfred readily complied, wondering if Sylvie was going to
spank him again. His bottom still hurt a great deal from the
thrashing he had received from her yesterday and it hurt to sit
down and even move but if his mistress wanted to spank him he
certainly wasn’t going to complain.

As Alfred
removed his dressing gown and pyjamas Sylvie’s eyes were drawn to
the sight of his hard cock squeezed tight in the cage, pressing at
the bars as he sought in vain to get hard for her. Alfred lay down
on his front, his firm and rounded ass still purple and lined with
the welts he had received from her yesterday.

Still holding
her cigarette between her fingers Sylvie came and knelt on the bed
beside him, stroking his hair and back all the way down to the
cleft of his bottom. “Does it still hurt?” She asked casually,
referring to his bottom.

Alfred nodded.
“Very much ma’am,” he replied.

“The sort of
thrashing I gave you yesterday will hurt for a long time,” she told
him. “It will be a long time before you are able to sit down
comfortably.”

“Yes
ma’am.”

“Still, I
imagine it will be a little better tomorrow and after a while, the
pain and the welts will fade and you will stop noticing it.”

“Until you give
me another thrashing ma’am,” replied Alfred hopefully.

Sylvie laughed.
“You’re quite the little slut for pain aren’t you Alfred?”

“Yes
ma’am.”

“Well then
perhaps I should do something to prolong the pain a little longer.”
The cigarette in her fingers was smoked by around a third and had
quite a glowing bulb on it. Sylvie took a puff to ignite it some
more then removed it from her mouth and blew smoke between Alfred’s
cheeks. Meanwhile, the slave braced himself and gripped the duvet
tightly. He knew what was coming.

Sylvie gripped
the cigarette between her thumb and forefinger and pressed it
lightly into Alfred’s butt cheek into the groove of one of the
painful-looking welts she had administered the previous day.

“Ouch! Fuck!”
Cried Alfred. The burn of the cigarette set his nerves afire and it
hurt so much but he remained still and in position as she held it
there for a few seconds before withdrawing it. She sucked on the
cigarette some more and flicked ash between his ass cheeks then
burned him again on the other cheek. Again Alfred cried out. “Ouch!
Fuck!” He whimpered. “Will this leave a scar, ma’am?”

“I don’t know,”
replied Sylvie casually as she put the cigarette back into her
mouth. “And I have to say I don’t much care.”

Sylvie
proceeded to burn Alfred twice more. At the last she extinguished
the cigarette on his ass cheeks, screwing it up on his skin until
it was obliterated. Alfred was straining and whimpering and there
were tears in his eyes. She gave him a couple of playful smacks on
both of his cheeks then held him to her breasts for a while before
kissing him on the lips, bidding him a fond goodnight and telling
him to make sure he set his alarm bright and early for the
following morning. Alfred was lonely without Sylvie beside him that
night. His bottom burned from the cigarette and still hurt from the
cane and the whip, his muscles were straining from the work he had
done in the garden that day and the cage was tight around his cock
but at the same time he was happy and focused for the first time
since he could remember.

 Chapter Five






Sylvie and
Alfred did not see very much of one another in the next few days
except briefly at the breakfast table. Alfred finished clearing out
the garden and the estate manager decided to give it to him as a
project, possibly to keep him out of the way. Alfred was kept busy
planting, pruning, digging and cultivating. When the estate manager
did come to see him he asked relevant questions which impressed the
fellow and led him to believe that perhaps having Alfred working
for them would not be so bad after all.

Meanwhile,
Sylvie was kept busy with her studies in the library. She found it
to be a peaceful setting without distractions although her mind
would frequently wander to Alfred and she would think about him in
the cage and what she had done to him and she would become wet.
Sometimes when she got aroused she would become so distracted she
would forget all about her studies and would have to go upstairs to
her bedroom, strip naked and press her ball-headed vibrator to her
clit until she climaxed several times over. She and Alfred really
only saw one another at the start and end of the day. In the
evening, if she was not doing something with Ivy, she would go to
his room and they would sit on the balcony cuddling and smoking and
perhaps sharing the odd glass of wine as they talked about their
respective days and Sylvie gave him instruction in what she
expected of him next.

It was Friday
afternoon and Freddie had some time on his hands. He had finished
his jobs for the day early, polished down and put away the cars and
tinkered around in the garage for a while making himself busy with
a little maintenance. This done he went into the billiard room and
was just wandering around trying to find something to do until Ivy
came back. He didn’t really understand billiards, preferring to
play pool at the village pub, but it gave him something to do as he
waited.

The door to the
billiard room slammed open and Ivy came in. her face was red and
she was crying uncontrollably. She stopped just inside the doorway,
buried her face in her hands and sobbed.

“Ivy?”

Ivy looked up
at Freddie with her big beautiful tear-stained eyes and ran over to
him, throwing her arms around his neck and embracing him as he held
her tightly and stroked her hair whilst telling her everything
would be alright.

Ivy was a girl
used to the very best. At present, she was wearing a short blue
dress that came down halfway down her thighs and cut her cleavage
low. The dress had cost her over £7000 from a high-class women’s
dressmaker in Milan and had been made just for her. On her legs
were a pair of sheer silk stockings and beneath her dress was a
matching lace black bra and panties. This outfit had also been very
expensive, costing over £1000 from a lady’s lingerie shop in
Carnaby Street, London. Her high-heeled black shoes with the
wraparound strap going around her ankles were exclusive – these had
cost over £6,000. Her lipstick and the makeup and eyeshadow that
now ran down her eyes as she cried had cost hundreds of pounds per
item and she smelled amazing too which was hardly surprising as she
was wearing a fine exclusive perfume that had cost more than £3000
per bottle.

“I don’t want
to go back there!” Wept Ivy wretchedly. “I don’t!”

“Go back
where?” Asked Freddie gently as he wrapped his arms even tighter
around her.

“Go back to
that fucking meeting!” Sobbed Ivy. “They’re bastards to me –
fucking bastards!”

“What
meeting?”

“The fucking
estate meeting that’s what!” Cried Ivy as she tried to get a hold
of herself. “I was just passing on the information daddy asked me
to pass on and they had the fucking nerve to laugh at me and
question me! Me, the daughter of the estate owner who is acting on
his express authority! They said it couldn’t be done and they
implied I was just a silly girl.”

Freddie nodded
and said nothing, but just held Ivy tightly. His lover had a fiery
temper and was a bit of a spoiled brat. He knew most of the estate
managers and thought of them as reasonable people who had offered
her family some excellent advice over the years. It probably wasn’t
all Ivy’s fault. Her father had given her instructions but without
experience of running the estate and will all of her university
work to concentrate on she was probably a little over her head.
“I’m sure you’ll be fine,” he told her kindly. “You’re upset and I
can see that but you can take a deep breath now, get yourself ready
and go back with a new impetus. Just try not to get yourself so
upset about things you can’t change, huh?”

Ivy nodded. The
two held one another tightly until she stopped crying. She raised
her head and kissed him on the lips as he tenderly stroked her
hair. She loved him so much; he was so strong and manly and so good
to her too. On days like this she hated having to play the
responsible lady of the manor and be on display. Why had she been
born into this? She didn’t want to be the lady of the manor, she
wanted to be a slut. She wanted to be Freddie’s dirty little slut.
She began to kiss him with renewed passion, her trembling fingers
pulling off his jacket and unbuttoning his shirt. “Take off your
clothes!” She whispered huskily. “We don’t have a lot of time but I
want you to fuck me in the ass before I have to go back there.”

Freddie pulled
off his shirt, removed his socks and shoes and pulled off his
trousers and briefs so that he was naked. He seized hold of Ivy and
pulled him close to her, kissing her passionately on the lips
before seizing her by the hips and roughly pushing her against the
billiard table. Ivy pressed her hands on the side of the billiard
table and stared ahead, her large breasts rising and falling in
anticipation as Freddie dropped to his knees and pulled the hem of
her skirt up over her waist to reveal the perfect half-moons of her
ass. Without care for how much they had cost, he seized her
knickers and pulled them down her thighs to her knees before
spanking her hard with the palm of her hand. Ivy giggled
delightedly, for she knew that bad girls like her deserved to be
spanked hard. Freddie now began to knead and kiss her ass cheeks
before parting them. His tongue moved between her cheeks and he
began to sensually lick her asshole. Ivy groaned and began to rub
her butt against his face. He stuck his tongue right into her
asshole and he realised he was lubricating her with his saliva. She
reached down between her legs and began to finger herself. Having
her asshole licked felt so good and the ass fucking would feel good
too, albeit in a different way.

After a couple
of minutes, Freddie stood up, seized hold of her wrist and pinned
it against the billiard table before lifting up her left leg,
pulling her out of her knickers as he did so and pressing that too
against the billiard table so her cheeks were spread. He took his
cock in his hand and began to run it up and down her cheeks,
spitting on it to lubricate it before pushing it inside her.

“Fuck! Fuck!
Fuck!” Screamed Ivy as Freddie penetrated right up her asshole. She
slammed her hand down on the billiard table a few times and began
to cry out and whine as he rampantly fucked her.

Freddie
continued to lift her leg up, holding on to her thigh whilst his
other hand pinned her wrist to the table. He fucked her asshole
really hard and rough just as she liked as she in turn used her one
free hand to finger herself.

Freddie let go
of Ivy’s wrist and began to spank her hard as he fucked her. He
loved being up her tight asshole and he loved her screams and moans
as he violated her in this way. Everything about her was so
expensive; her clothes, her shoes, her makeup and her perfume but
for him she was just the cheapest of whores doing the cheapest,
dirtiest thing she possibly could: taking his big cock up her ass
for both their pleasure.

Ivy loved to
feel like a filthy bitch and she loved the feel of Freddie in her
tight hole although he was fucking her ass so hard she was a little
worried he might break her.

“Fill me up!”
She gasped breathlessly. “Ooh! Fill me the fuck up, Freddie! Cum in
my ass! Cum in my ass!”

Her gasps and
moans became more and more frantic as she came closer to orgasm and
at last her fingers pressed against her clit and she squirted an
intense orgasm all over the green baize as she felt Freddie’s cock
tense up inside her and he groaned and grunted as he came hard
inside her in a series of intense pumps.

After Freddie
had gotten changed again he held Ivy for a while and told her how
much he loved her before it was time for her to go back to the
afternoon session of the meeting. This time she was much more
confident and self-assured and set out her case clearly and
concisely. The managers and the secretaries developed a grudging
respect for her. She wondered whether they would have respected her
so much if they had known her sore and dilated asshole had been
leaking out cum throughout the entire meeting.


Chapter Six






After a few
days in chastity, Alfred was starting to suffer. As a young man, he
had been used to masturbating more or less every day and now that
Sylvie was not only here on the scene but had also made spanked and
fucked him he was driven almost mad with desire for her. Everything
she said or did seemed to provoke him, from the skirts she wore to
the way she ruffled his hair or the way she sometimes just more or
less ignored him as she brushed past him on her way to the library
to study. Then there was the time they did get to spend together
when they would sit together on the balcony and smoke and chat.
Sometimes she would put her arms around him and they would kiss and
sometimes she would lay back against him and let her touch her tits
and whenever she left him afterwards he had to go into the bathroom
and wash down with cold water. The chastity cage chafed him
constantly, for he was always becoming aroused by her. To distract
himself he tried to throw himself into his work. The gardeners and
the estate manager were impressed by how well he handled the walled
garden and sometimes when they were short of labourers he even got
to join the rest of the men in completing their tasks. They didn’t
entirely trust him and he knew they never would but all the same,
it was good they didn’t think of him as being entirely an outsider.
Word even got back to his father in France who phoned up and
congratulated him on finally having come into his own. Ivy was
impressed with him as well and she had been cold with him for as
long as he could remember.

It was a Sunday
afternoon, just over a week since Sylvie had fitted him into the
cage and Alfred was at something of a loose end. His sister had
sneaked off with Freddie in the car and he had no idea where Sylvie
was. Often she would just take herself out for walks around the
grounds or the footpaths. There were so many places she could be
and he knew he would never find her if he tried.

Alfred sat down
on his bed and tried to read but his mind was elsewhere. He put the
television on but there was nothing good to watch and besides, he
had started to come around to Sylvie’s opinion that it appeared
unsightly in such a grand old bedroom as his. He got up and began
to tidy his room. It was still more or less tidy from last week and
he intended to keep it that way so it did not take long. Just as he
was finishing there came a knock on the door. It was Sylvie. His
mistress was wearing a strawberries and cream frock that came to
just above her knees and a cream-coloured cardigan and her hair was
tied back. she looked very beautiful as usual and Alfred was
naturally very pleased to see her. “Hiya,” she said brightly.

“Hi,” he said
happily as he stood aside to let her through. He saw she was
carrying her expensive leather handbag over her arm. “Have you been
out?”

“Just popped to
town,” she replied. “There are some interesting shops around there
if you know where to look.” She put the bag down on the floor and
went to sit on the settee. Alfred came to join her. “So,” she asked
brightly as she brushed the hair from his eyes. “How have you
been?”

“Working hard,
you know,” replied Alfred vaguely.

“Yes I heard
and I am very impressed,” said Sylvie approvingly. “I’m very proud
of you.”

Alfred smiled.
“Thank you, ma’am.”

Sylvie put his
hand on her knee and allowed him to stroke her thigh. Alfred liked
the way her dress rose up as he touched her. “It must be very tough
for you in that cage,” she said sympathetically. “Especially
whenever you see me. You are very attracted to me after all aren’t
you Alfred?”

“Yes ma’am, you
drive me quite crazy,” agreed Alfred.

“Do the welts
still hurt?”

“Not as much
ma’am,” replied the slave. “Perhaps I feel them a bit when I sit
down but nowhere near as much as they did.”

Sylvie nodded
thoughtfully. “I am going to have to do something about this you
know.”

Alfred nodded,
his face brightening. “Yes ma’am.”

“Take off your
clothes.”

Alfred stood up
and began to undress. He undressed with far more confidence this
time, for he was nowhere near as shy around Sylvie as he had been
before but he still took care to fold his clothes over the arm of
the settee as he removed them. As he removed his briefs Sylvie eyed
his cock locked up in the cage, tight and bulging as it tried to
get hard. She beckoned him forwards and began to sensually stroke
him through the cage. “It looks as though somebody is feeling a
little frisky there,” she murmured.

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am.”

“It must be
rather painful.”

“Yes ma’am it
is.”

“Oh well,
perhaps I can offer you some relief.” Sylvie reached into her
handbag and took from it a sturdy-looking oak paddle with pointed
metal studs. “Do you like it?” She asked casually. “I found it in a
rather specialist shop in town when I was there earlier. You
realise of course what I plan to do with it?”

“Yes ma’am,”
replied Alfred, his face reddening in anticipation.

“How do you
think it is going to feel against your bottom?”

Alfred
swallowed. “I think it is going to hurt, ma’am. Like, a lot.”

“You know?”
Replied Sylvie casually as she ran her finger over the spikes. “I
think you might be right. Still, there is only one way to find out
don’t you think?”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am.”

“Do you want
it?”

“Yes ma’am,
badly,” replied Alfred, eyeing the paddle hungrily. “Please give it
to me; please spank me very hard with it.”

Sylvie nodded
and pulled up the hem of her dress to reveal her bare thighs pushed
together. “Come here,” she told him.

As Alfred came
to lie over her lap the cage pressed down against Sylvie’s bare
thigh. She waited for him to get into a comfortable position and
then put her arm around his waist to keep him in position. the
welts on his bottom and thighs from last week were still visible in
places but had mostly faded and she doubted they would be causing
him much bother now. She pressed the paddle lightly against his
bottom. Alfred grimaced. Even just pressing down gently without
force, the paddle hurt. How was it going to feel when she was
really giving it to him?

Sylvie smiled
as she tapped the paddle lightly against Alfred’s cheeks, making
him wait for it so as to prolong his torment. She thought about
when she had first seen it in the shop and knew she had to have it.
She had been wet coming home in the car with it in the handbag and
she had wondered what Alfred was doing at that moment and how he
was oblivious to what she had got and what she was going to do to
him with it. It was a wicked implement all right, and she was going
to make him cry with it.

“Now then,”
said Sylvie gently. “Last week I spanked you for punishment because
you had been a very naughty boy. I am not punishing you this time,
honey, because you have done everything I have asked of you and I
am very pleased. So this evening I shall be spanking you for my
pleasure, because it makes my cunt wet and because I want to hurt
you. Do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am,”
replied Alfred obediently.

“It will still
hurt just as much as a punishment spanking. Will you take it for
me? Will you let me spank you hard?”

“Yes ma’am, and
I hope you spank me very hard indeed,” replied Alfred, his cock
chafing at the cage with arousal.

“Don’t worry,”
smiled Sylvie. “I intend to. She lifted the paddle and spanked
Alfred hard across both cheeks. “Ouch!” Cried Alfred in surprise,
for the spikes of the paddle pressed into his cheeks and
accentuated the pain of the hard wood hitting home against his
bottom. Sylvie spanked him again, this time over the left cheek
then gave him one over his right. Alfred grimaced and cried out,
for this was a new level of suffering.

“Ow! Ow! Ow!”
He cried as his mistress paddled him hard. Sylvie loved to see the
indents made by the paddle in his bottom as she spanked him. As she
carried on spanking him, alternating cheeks as she did so, Alfred
buried his face into the cushion of the settee to muffle his cries
as his mistress paddled him hard. Although she had told Alfred she
wasn’t spanking him for punishment, he still felt like a very
naughty boy as he was spanked over his mistress’s knee.

Alfred gritted
his teeth as his mistress continued to bring the paddle home. It
was clear the welts were not as healed up as he had first thought;
the spikes and the strokes of the paddle had the effect of
tenderising his bottom very quickly and soon the familiar soreness
and throbbing returned. Nonetheless, he was enjoying what she was
giving him and felt very close to Sylvie as she hurt him. He lay
over her lap with his buttocks relaxed and after a time he began to
cry softly, his tears as much about his devotion to Sylvie and the
bittersweet feeling of being in the cage as they were a reaction to
the pain he was receiving.

Sylvie loved
the way Alfred remained still and submitted to her as she gave him
his spanking. She gave him forty hard smacks on each buttock before
deciding to allow them both a break. When she at last stopped his
bottom was blushed a deep shade of red; the studs on the paddles
had broken the skin of his bottom to leave a series of
painful-looking raised blotches and he was crying steadily.

Sylvie put the
paddle to one side and began to gently caress Alfred’s bottom, his
mottled and blotched skin very warm beneath her hand. She slipped
her fingers between his legs and caressed his balls and the shaft
of his cock through the cage until she saw him bulge and harden at
the bars. Sylvie herself was feeling quite tense and sexually
frustrated. She was a very sexual being and needed to be filled
regularly. It had been over a week since she had fucked Alfred, her
last sexual encounter, and although she played with herself and
pressed the vibrator to her clit most nights it was not the same as
feeling a man thrust and cum inside her.

Sylvie knew her
sexual frustration would cause her to spank Alfred even harder.
Fortunately, her slave was devoted to her and just loved it when
she bent him over and hurt him. As she picked up the paddle and
rubbed it against his bottom once more Alfred arched his back and
pushed his bottom up, willingly offering his buttocks for a hard
punishment like the obedient and submissive slave he was.

“Good boy,”
said Sylvie approvingly as she brought the paddle down very hard
across Alfred’s left buttock before giving him another hard smack
against his right. She held him tightly around his waist as she
spanked him, giving him two hard smacks on each cheek in quick
succession before leaving a few seconds so he could receive the
full benefit of the pain and then repeating the process over again.
The studded paddle really hurt and soon Alfred was crying out and
sobbing even harder. It was difficult to avoid squirming and
kicking out his legs. Fortunately, Sylvie was a strong girl and
held him tightly as she spanked him hard and without mercy.

“That’s twenty
more on each side,” said Sylvie with satisfaction as she finished
off with a series of especially hard smacks against the top of his
thighs. She caressed his bottom and moved her fingers around the
circular indents made by the spikes, her touch feeling very good to
Alfred after the intensity of the thrashing he had just received
from her.

“Do you think
you’ve had enough now, Alfred?” She asked him gently.

Alfred sniffed
and shook his head, pushing his bottom up. “Please punish me some
more ma’am,” he asked meekly. Sylvie smiled. It turned her on a
great deal how Alfred was volunteering his ass for even more
punishment.

When Sylvie
began to paddle Alfred again the smacks seemed to hurt even more.
Alfred sobbed and groaned as the punishment went on for a very long
time indeed. Sylvie did not bother to count the strokes as she gave
them to him this time, intending to thrash him until she was tired
out. At first, Alfred squirmed and wriggled and kicked out his feet
but as the spanking continued his strength faded, he relaxed his
bottom and stopped kicking, lying limply over Sylvie’s lap, sobbing
into the cushion and completely resigned to his punishment.

Sylvie stopped
spanking Alfred and sat back for a few minutes so they could both
get their breath back. She caressed his bottom and thighs and
slipped her fingers between his legs to arouse him against the cage
again. “I’m going to give you ten extra hard smacks across each of
your thighs and then it will be over,” she told him firmly as she
picked up the paddle. Alfred began to cry at the thought of taking
an even harder punishment. He was tempted to beg her not to spank
him so hard, for it already hurt so much, but he knew as her slave
he was required to take everything she cared to give him. and
besides, she would probably have just ignored him and carried on
punishing him however hard she liked.

Sylvie brought
the paddle down hard across Alfred’s upper thighs. Alfred’s cries
of pain were interspersed with his sobs as she smacked him very
hard across the back of his legs. He found he was forced to
concentrate entirely on the pain and could not even begin to count
the strokes.

Finally, after
what seemed like an eternity, Alfred’s spanking was over and he lay
limply over Sylvie’s knee, sobbing steadily. Sylvie helped him off
her lap and had him lay on the sofa whereupon she began to caress
him gently as she kissed his face and sensually petted his hair.
“Did you enjoy your spanking you naughty boy?” She asked him
hopefully.

Alfred sniffed
away his tears and nodded. “Yes ma’am,” he replied with
sincerity.

“Spanking you
makes me very wet you know,” said Sylvie. “You have been a very
good boy this week. I really ought to reward you. After all, it has
been a whole week since I locked you up and you have not been
allowed to cum since then. Your balls must be very full by now. I
should like to take every last drop that cum up my tight cunt;
would you like that?”

Alfred’s
expression brightened. “Yes please ma’am.”

Sylvie stood up
and had Alfred sit on the settee and watch as she removed her
clothes. Her naked body was just as firm and beautiful as he had
remembered; each night as he had fallen asleep in his bed he had
thought about her nakedness and although it had hurt as he had
tried in vain to become hard against the cage it was a glorious
kind of pain, for in a strange way just to look upon a girl as
beautiful as she was enough to cause him pain, with or without the
cage. Once Sylvie was naked she came and sat on his lap, kissing
and caressing his face and neck and chest, loving the feel of the
chastity cage against the back of her thighs and knowing it would
be hurting Alfred because he would be deeply aroused and wouldn’t
be able to get hard. She began to kiss him passionately on the lips
as his hands explored her thighs and breasts; he was moaning and
gasping with arousal and shifting with discomfort as the cage
denied him; driven insane with desire for her, his expression one
of blissful agony, for this was the sweetest torture he had ever
experienced in his life.

Sylvie took his
caged cock, pulled it up towards his stomach and pressed it against
her clit as she wrapped her arms around him and began to move up
and down as she kissed him. “I want to cum!” She breathed
passionately. “I want to cum on your cage, Alfred!”

Alfred leaned
back against the settee and closed his eyes as he caressed Sylvie’s
perfect ass and breathed in the sweet scent of her perfume. He
could feel the flaps of her cunt pushing through against his cock
as her wetness trickled down his shaft but he himself could not
become aroused although his manhood protested and strained. Sylvie
knew this full well of course and it was a very powerful turn-on to
be torturing Alfred in this way. Her breasts rose and fell. She put
her arms around his head and pulled him into her tits and he took a
nipple in his mouth, passionately biting and licking it as she
moaned and mewed louder and louder before her stomach tightened and
she cried out as her cunt erupted in a delicious orgasm.

But cumming on
the cage was not enough. Her climax had just made Sylvie even
hornier. Alfred was dazed and intoxicated with desire for her; he
was as malleable as wax between her fingers. Sylvie got up and half
dragged the slave across the room, throwing him on to the bed
before retrieving from her handcuffs two pairs of handcuffs. She
climbed on to the bed and straddled Alfred, cuffing him tightly to
the bedposts so that his arms were above his head in a ‘Y’ shape.
Having him cuffed and helpless turned her on even more. She began
to wiggle and gyrate against his caged cock as she leaned down and
teased him with kisses. “You want to make me cum again?” She asked
him salaciously.

“Yes please
ma’am,” groaned Alfred.

“You’re going
to make me cum and then I’m going to take off the cage and fuck you
okay?”

Alfred nodded.
“Yes please ma’am.”

Sylvie shifted
up Alfred’s chest so that she was kneeling above him then pushed
her crotch on to his face, leaning forwards and seizing hold of the
headboard with her hands so that she could push down and smother
him. She and Alfred groaned in unison as his searching tongue found
her clit straight away and began to eagerly lap away at her centre.
She wiggled and groaned and released her hair so that it cascaded
down her face, touching and squeezing her nipples as she tilted her
head back and bounced gently upon his tongue until at last he sent
her over the edge and she squirted hard on his face.

Sylvie moved
down Alfred’s body, giggling with anticipation before kneeling
between his legs, taking the key from around her neck and releasing
him from the chastity cage. Alfred cried out with relief as his
cock slipped free of the bars and became hard and erect at once; it
was a truly liberating experience to be out of the cage after so
long, especially as Sylvie was about to fuck him. Sylvie bent
forwards and began to lightly kiss his shaft and the base of his
cock. His balls were tight and rounded, for it had been over a week
since she had last allowed him to cum. “has that nice big cock of
yours been missing me by any chance?” Asked Sylvie as she began to
lick him up and down.

Alfred nodded.
“Yes ma’am, so much.”

“You want to
cum very badly, don’t you? Well, I want every last drop of that cum
inside my tight whore-cunt do you understand?”

“Yes ma’am. Oh,
please fuck me!”

Sylvie rose up
Alfred’s body, her cunt quivering with anticipation as she
sensually impaled herself upon him and began to gyrate and moan on
top. She leaned down to kiss him greedily upon the lips, relishing
the taste of her own cunt as she pushed her tongue into his mouth.
Now she arched back and started to ride him hard and fast, her
powerful thrusts driving him wild with excitement, her blonde hair
cascading and slowing around her face and chest, her huge breasts
bouncing up and down as her strong thighs gripped him tightly
around his hips. Alfred groaned, the relief at being free from
chastity and inside her at last was sublime. He strained at the
bonds which held him tightly to the bed. He loved being tied up and
dominated like this.

“Cum in me!”
Urged Sylvie, tossing back her long blonde hair as her face flushed
red with exertion. “Cum in me! Fill me up! Make me overflow! I want
to feel it seeping out of me!”

Her words
turned Alfred on no end. He did not want to cum too soon, for he
knew that once he had done so he would be going straight back in
his cage, and he wanted to enjoy the feeling of fucking Sylvie for
as long as possible and yet at the same time the sight of her
bouncing and twisting upon his cock whilst he was all tied up and
helpless was almost too much to bear. As Sylvie’s cries once more
came to climax he cried out and surrendered to her, his grateful
cock exploding inside her as she in turn experienced a third
fulfilling orgasm, pumping his thick cum inside her until it leaked
out of her cunt and began to run in rivulets down her soft and
feminine inner thighs.

Sylvie
collapsed down on top of Alfred, keeping him inside her as she
placed her arms around his neck and kissed his face a few times
before resting her head upon his chest and closing her eyes, making
no move to either untie him or take his cock from inside her.
Alfred lay back and relaxed, thinking about how much he loved her.
After around ten minutes he became hard inside her once more and
she rose up and rode him to another mutual orgasm. This time after
they were done she climbed off him and took up the cage and as his
cock became flaccid she slipped it over him and locked it up
tightly once more, imprisoning him for as long as she cared to do
so. Now she uncuffed his wrists and snuggled up to him and he held
her tightly in his arms.

“I love you,”
whispered Alfred, a note of desperation in his voice.

“I know you do
honey,” replied Sylvie gently as she stroked his hand and looked
into his eyes. “How can you not? After all, I am your mistress and
you are a natural slave.”

Alfred’s face
fell. This was not the answer he had been hoping for. “Can’t we be
together forever?” HE asked hopefully.

“No honey I’m
afraid not,” sighed Sylvie. “I’m afraid it just wouldn’t work. And
besides, you will not need a mistress forever. One day you will
have yourself a nice girlfriend who will be your equal.”

“But I don’t
want a girlfriend,” protested Alfred. “I just want to be your
slave.”

“I’m afraid it
cannot be,” sighed Sylvie. “I have strong feelings for you too,
honey, but in the long term, we just aren’t compatible. I have to
go back to university and you have to learn how to manage this
great estate. Our lives are naturally going in different
directions. If we try to force what isn’t meant to be we will only
end up destroying one another.”

Alfred looked
very downcast. Sylvie kissed him on the lips and held him tightly.
“Don’t take it too hard honey,” she whispered encouragingly. “We
still have a good few weeks of summer to go. Let us just enjoy one
another’s company whilst we still can and who knows? Perhaps in a
week or so if you continue to do well in your work I might allow
you to cum again?”

 Chapter Seven






As it happened
Alfred wasn’t the only one being tied up and dominated by a
beautiful girl that night. For reasons she couldn’t quite explain
Ivy was in a wild mood that night and had used a pair of silk
scarves to bind Freddie’s wrists to her four-poster bed. But where
Sylvie liked to fuck Ivy liked to make love. She moved slowly and
sensually upon Alfred’s cock as he gazed up at her adoringly, his
wrists straining against the bonds as though he wanted to break
free, seize hold her and ravish her, a wild beast being kept at bay
and most certainly not the natural submissive. Ivy giggled happily
and tossed back her hair. As Freddie began to groan and gasp as his
passions rose and she realised he was on the brink of orgasm she
momentarily climbed off him and turned around before re-impaling
herself to that she was riding him in the reverse cowgirl position.
she leaned forwards, pressed down on his knees and began to jiggle
her bottom up and down. Her latest purchase gleamed between her
butt-cheeks. He had put it up there himself just before she had
tied him up, bending her over and screwing it inside her asshole
with a generous helping of lubricant as she bit her lip and groaned
and stamped her foot. He was sure it was a real diamond that glowed
at the end of the plug; where she had gotten it from he had no idea
but what he did know was that she would only accept the very
best.

Freddie lay
back and relaxed. He loved the sight of Ivy as she bounced up and
down on his cock, the sight of her pumping him in and out of her
like the piston on some well-oiled machine. She was so wet and
sensual and she was clearly bursting with love for him. Freddie
loved her too, more than words could say. He was desperately trying
to think of ways they could be together openly and yet if he went
with her now, as a mere chauffeur, everyone would think he was
after her for her money whilst her rich father might even disown
her completely. They must find a way to be together, he thought to
himself, but for now they would conduct their affair in secret and
fuck to their heart’s content whenever the opportunity presented
itself.

“I’m going to
cum! I’m going to cum! I’m going to cum!” Sang Ivy happily, closing
her eyes and concentrating as her stomach tightened and she
prepared to squirt. Freddie lay back and allowed his passions to
overcome him; out of respect for Ivy he always held himself back
from cumming until she had enjoyed her own orgasm but as she cried
out in ecstasy he cried out as he pumped his cum inside her and
watched it run down his lubricated cock out of her cunt, mixing
with her squirt as it trickled down on to his crotch as she rode
him.

After Ivy had
untied Freddie he took her in his arms and held her tightly,
kissing and caressing her until they fell into a happy sleep. Ivy
woke up just before dawn and slipped into her en-suite shower. as
she lathered up her soapy breasts she thought about the previous
night and became wet as she remember what she had done to him. She
had not bothered to remove the butt plug and had gone to sleep with
it up her; it was still uncomfortable but deliciously so. I suppose
I’m just the sort of slut who is addicted to having things up my
asshole, she thought to herself with a thrill of arousal.

Ivy finished up
in the shower, put a towel around her head and body and went back
into the bedroom. Freddie was still asleep; the blankets had come
away from his body and he was lying face down on the bed with his
head turned to one side, his eyes closed. Ivy thought he looked
incredibly handsome. Her eyes were immediately drawn to the sight
of his ass, muscular and firm. She smiled and licked her lips. She
wanted to fuck that ass and she wanted to fuck it hard.

Ivy dried
herself off, removed the towels and tiptoes to her underwear drawer
to put on a pair of knickers. On top of her underwear was the
gleaming black strap-on dildo. She picked it up and fitted it
around her hips and thighs, buckling it tightly so that it jutted
before her.

Ivy now went
over to her full-length mirror and admired herself for a while. She
loved the way she looked wearing the dildo; having it jutting in
front of her and thinking about what she was about to do with it
made her so wet and she loved too the way her nipples pointed
pertly. She put her hands on her hips and wiggled her hips, smiling
as she thought about what it must be to be a man with a big erect
cock. It felt very empowering indeed; no wonder men tended to be so
dominant. When she happened to glance back to the bed she noticed
Freddie had woken up and was staring at her with wide eyes.

Ivy put a hand
over her mouth to prevent herself from giggling then pressed her
finger to her lips. “Do not say a word,” she whispered
conspiratorially. “You know what I’m about to do with this don’t
you?”

Freddie nodded,
his eyes affixed to the long dildo that jutted out in front of
her.

“I’m going to
fuck you in the ass like a little slut!” Exclaimed Ivy delightedly,
her eyes gleaming. “When we’re done I shall bend over and allow you
to return the favour but first you are going to take it long and
hard from my dildo, deal?”

Freddie nodded
again. Ivy smiled. “Good boy.”

Ivy took some
lubricant and spread it liberally over the dildo then came to kneel
between Feddie’s legs as he took s cushion and propped it under him
to that his bottom was pushed up ready to be taken. Ivy reached
down, put some lube on her right index finger and
spread his buttocks with her left hand. He instinctively tightened
as she pushed her finger inside him.

"Naughty boy!" She told him admonishingly. “You are resisting
me, young man.”

“I’m
sorry Ivy it just took me by surprise that’s all,” replied Freddie
apologetically.

Ivy
sighed, climbed to the side of the bed and picked up her
flat-handled wooden framed hairbrush. “Remain still,” she told him
as she raised the hairbrush above her head. “I’m going to have to
teach you a lesson.

Ivy
began to spank Freddie across his bottom and upper thighs with her
hairbrush. She was a strong girl and the spanking hurt and after a
while Freddie was emitting a short cry with each smack she gave
him.

After
Ivy had given Freddie twenty smacks on each cheek she put the
hairbrush down. Freddie’s bottom was rather sore and blushed pink
from the spanking she had just given him. “Now then,” she said with
authority. “Have you learned your lesson? Are you going to take
your ass fucking like a good boy?”

Freddie nodded. “Yes Ivy.”

Ivy
put some more lubricant on her finger and spread his cheeks. This
time when she pushed her finger up his ass there was no resistance.
She put more lubricant on the dildo and guided the tip to his
asshole. Spreading his buttocks open with the fingers of each hand,
she pushed the dildo inside him. She moved on top of him,
supporting herself on her arms, pushing the dildo deeper inside him
with her hips. When she pushed the dildo all the way inside him,
she could feel his bottom, hot against her loins. Debbie started
fucking him, using shallow strokes, pushing hard against his sore
bottom. The dildo felt good as it pushed against her mons. She
loved punishing him with the dildo, fucking him and feeling his hot
freshly spanked ass beneath her.

As she
fucked him she leaned forwards and whispered in his ear. “You like
this don’t you, you little slut? You love it when I fuck you in the
ass like this; it feels really good doesn’t it?”

“Yes
Ivy, so good,” groaned Freddie. The dildo was tight in his asshole
and hurt as Ivy pumped it in and out of him. She put her hands on
both his ass cheeks and spread them wide so she could fuck him even
deeper, her long and expensively manicured nails digging into his
flesh and hurting him. He grabbed hold of one of the pillows and
pressed it to his mouth, biting down so his cries were muffled and
so she could not hear him whimpering like the little bitch he
was.

Ivy
began to thrust rhythmically inside him in a way that was sensual
and intense, making love to his ass as the base pressed against her
clit and aroused her. “You know how wet it makes me fucking you in
the ass like this?” She groaned breathlessly.

“Enjoy it whilst it last,” muttered Freddie as he gritted his
teeth and seized hold of the bedsheets as her thrusts became more
and more powerful. “I’m going to get you back for this you little
bitch!”

Ivy
giggled delightedly at his words. It was so true. She felt powerful
now as she bent him over and fucked his ass but in a few minutes
time the tables would be turned. The delight of what she was doing
to him and what was going to happen to her in turn sent her over
the edge; she ground her clit against the base of the strap-on and
came really hard. She carried on fucking his ass for a good few
minutes, enjoying the way the dildo looked as it moved in and out
of him before slowly withdrawing and removing the implement
completely.

Ivy’s
heart was thumping as she took the dildo into the bathroom, washed
it down and dried it. She also removed the butt-plug from inside
her ass and washed that too. She wouldn’t need it anymore; there
would be something else going up her ass before long. She tried to
seem casual as she returned to the bedroom and put it back into the
drawer but she could feel Freddie’s hungry eyes upon her and knew
he was going to have his revenge imminently.

Ivy’s
family had an illustrious history. One of her ancestors named Lady
Anne had become embroiled in a Tudor plot to overthrow King Henry
VIII. The plot had been discovered and Lady Anne and her
co-conspirators had been quickly apprehended. The lower-class
members of the conspiracy had been sentenced to be hanged, drawn
and quartered. Their sentences were brutal and humiliating and
afterwards, their remains were sent all over the realm and nailed
up on the market squares of the various towns as a warning to
others who might be considering disloyalty. Lady Anne, however,
being of noble blood, was permitted a more dignified end, being
beheaded privately within the grounds of the Tower of London. Ivy
had often looked up at the portrait of Lady Anne which hung in the
great room of state and thought about how similar they looked to
one another. She was now twenty-three – the same age as Lady Anne
when she had met her end. One of the chroniclers had made witnessed
Lady Anne’s execution and told how she had walked calmly to the
block with dignity and composure before smiling to the crowd,
making a short speech and kneeling down to take what she had
coming. For some reason Ivy was thinking about Lady Anne and her
dignified end as she prepared to take her ass fucking, her face
composed and serious as she took a pillow from the bed and placed
it in the centre before removing her knickers. As she knelt naked
in front of the pillow she glanced across at Freddie but his
expression was stern and his cock was very hard. She nodded and lay
face down with her bottom raised over the pillow. She looked across
at Freddie, his cock very large and erect as it jutted out in front
of him and thought about how she would soon be taking that cock in
her ass.

Freddie squirted a generous portion of lubricant on his index
finger and pushed it into her anus. He pushed in more lube,
spreading her until he could get his index and middle finger into
her, fucking her ass gently with his lubricated fingers as she
winced and bit her lip and tried not to wriggle out of
place.

Freddie’s cock was very hard. He put lube on his cock, moving
it over the shaft and putting more on the tip. He put the tip of
his cock against Ivy’s anus and started pressing into her. She
tried to pull her buttocks open more and pushed out, opening
herself as he pressed his cock into her. His cock felt like it was
too big to fit in her ass. She pushed outward more, pushing her
bottom up against his cock. She cried out as she took cock all the
way into her ass, but the pain faded as she relaxed. Then she moved
her arms forward, bracing herself on the bed.

Freddie leaned over Ivy, one hand on her hip, the other on her
shoulder to support himself, moving his hips as he thrust his cock
in and out of her ass, slowly at first, then harder and faster. Her
ass cheeks felt so good against his crotch as he pressed against
them, bouncing softly as he took her. She cried out, groaned and
gritted her teeth, feeling like a dirty bitch. She wondered if her
ancestor, Lady Anne, had ever taken it in the ass like
her.

When
Freddie’s excitement started to build, he would stop thrusting into
Ivy’s ass for a moment, letting his excitement recede before
starting to take her again. Ivy thought it was rather unfair that
he prolonged her ass-fucking like this but she was enjoying it so
much she didn’t think of complaining. Freddie began to take her
harder and faster, pulling her hair and yanking her head up as she
gasped breathlessly. Being taken roughly in the ass like this
turned her on so much.

“Please may I finger myself, sir?” She whimpered
hopefully.

“You
want to cum again you greedy bitch?” Grunted Freddie as he pounded
her asshole even harder.

“Yes
please sir.”

“Fine.” He began to spank her very hard. “But be quick about
it. Your asshole is so fucking tight and I’m going to cum really
hard myself in a minute.”

Ivy
put two fingers to her clit, pushed her hips up off the bed and
began to urgently finger herself off, hoping she would be able to
cum whilst Freddie was still fucking her ass. Freddie’s grunts and
groans became more and more urgent whilst he started spanking her
even harder which turned Ivy on no end. Just as she cried out and
squirted on her fingers she felt his cock tense up and explode
inside her asshole as he cried out in a triumphant masculine
orgasm.

Ivy
lay in Freddie’s arms as he hugged her close, her asshole pulsating
and leaking cum. She was happy but it was a bittersweet feeling,
for she wanted desperately to run away and leave it all behind. All
she wanted with Freddie. if only they had a little money coming in
and could get a small apartment on the coast where they could
remain all day making love and fucking one another in the ass.
Still, you had to believe everything would work out in the end.
“Everything is going to be all right,” she whispered softly as she
drifted off into a peaceful sleep.

 Chapter Eight






Sylvie spent
most of her days studying hard in the library of the big house. The
ancient books and the portraits of Ivy’s illustrious family loomed
above her and she never ceased to be struck by the grandeur of the
place. She was especially interested in the portraits of the ladies
in their fine clothes. Women were so different today; stronger and
more empowered, certainly, but were they really happier? If offered
the chance would Sylvie trade in her independence for security?
Would she give up her career to come and live in a place like this.
She suddenly realised it could all come to pass, for Alfred was
head over heels in love with her and would may her if only she gave
the word. They could have a grand society wedding although because
of his submissive nature it would be he who ended up loving,
honouring and obeying her (although of course she would find the
time to love him). All the same, marrying Alfred would mean giving
up on her ambitions and also on her wayward lifestyle which had
seen her body count spiral. Perhaps if she did marry Alfred men
from her past would appear to blackmail her and it would mean the
ruin of the entire family. Then again marrying Alfred would mean
she could stay here, the place could become her home and she would
be close to Ivy too. Why wouldn’t she marry Alfred; she loved him
didn’t she?

“No!” Sylvie
slammed her fist on the desk and stood up. This could never be, she
told herself. She was not in love with Alfred she was simply in
love with the idea of him; his submission and, yes, even his money
and wealth. She would not ultimately be happy with such a fellow
because her destiny lay elsewhere. But where? Back in the city of
London with it’s hustle and bustle that seemed a world away from
this English rural idyll? Getting a job and a boss and joining the
grind of city life, pressing herself into the Tube every morning as
part of the rat race, being overworked and ultimately burned out?
Why shouldn’t she stay here?

“No!” Exclaimed
Sylvie, even louder this time. Such a train of thought simply would
not do. She couldn’t believe she was even considering the idea.

Meanwhile Alfred continued to work hard that week. His
knowledge had increased and he was slowly earning the trust of the
estate manager and staff who had come to him with their own ideas
to pass on to his father. Alfred listened to their ideas and gained
a greater knowledge of how things worked. He wasn’t there yet but
one day he would be ready to take over. Sylvie was very proud of
him and when she came to visit him the following Sunday decided to
reward him appropriately.

The chastity cage had been removed and discarded on the floor.
Alfred was once again handcuffed to the bed, naked and very hard,
his tight ball sack filled with cum that belonged to his mistress
alone. Sylvie too was naked and straddling his head. She
began to grind and twist slowly upon Alfred’s
face as he licked her passionately like the obedient slave he was.
She was so wet and turned on and she knew it would not be long
before she climaxed. She leaned forwards, grasping his upper thighs
tightly with both hands, her face flushing red as she tossed back
her head, a few stray blonde strands coming down in front of her
eyes as she hungrily eyed his hard cock. She leaned forwards, took
his cock in her right hand and began to vigorously masturbate him
up and down. “Now remember,” she groaned as she raised herself
slightly from his face to allow him to breathe. “You are not
allowed to cum, do you hear me? I absolutely forbid you to
cum!”

From
his submitted position beneath her cunt Alfred was suffering
terribly. Sylvie was masturbating him so sensually and the sound of
her crying out as he licked her and the taste of her pussy was
unimaginably erotic. He had never wanted anything more in the world
at that moment than to cum between her sleek feminine fingers and
yet he was determined to obey her and submit to her as a good slave
should and so against all odds he forced his body to resist. It was
just as well Sylvie was so aroused by his pleasuring of her for
only a few minutes after her pussy had made contact with his face
she felt a tight knot building up in her stomach and a moment later
an electrical force exploded from beneath her legs and she cried
out in an ecstatic half scream as an intensive orgasm erupted from
within.

“Damn it! Damn
it! Damn it! Whew!” Cried Sylvie as the intensive wave of pleasure
passed over her. “Damn it! Whew!” It was all she could say. She
looked down and saw that her fingernails were embedded in Alfred’s
thighs with such force that she had broken the skin. From beneath
she heard a muffled groan as Alfred breathed in sharply. Sylvie’s
orgasm had squirted upon his face and her thighs and cunt had half
suffocated him, just as she had hoped they would.

Sylvie’s legs
were shaking as she climbed unsteadily off Alfred’s face and knelt
down beside him. She leaned down and kissed him passionately,
delighting in the taste of her cunt upon his lips. “You are a very
good boy for managing not to cum whilst I was riding your face and
teasing you,” she told him approvingly. “I am very pleased with you
and I am going to allow you to cum very hard before I lock your
cock back up in chastity. First, however, I can see that you need
to cool down and to this end I am going to leave you tied up whilst
I give you a whipping.”

The prospect of
being whipped by Sylvie again served to arouse Alfred even more.
From his still bound position on the bed, he watched as Sylvie
slowly sauntered over to her bag, opened it up and took from it the
sleek and shiny black riding whip which glinted deliciously in the
artificial light of the room. Sylvie smiled sweetly at Alfred as
she came back to stand over him, swishing the whip ominously in the
air above him.

“Yes, you must
certainly do need to cool off,” mused Sylvie as she glanced down at
his hard cock. “I think a good whipping will set you right.”

“I think that
will turn me on even more though, ma’am,” stammered Alfred. “Not
that I don’t want you to whip me very much.”

“Perhaps it
will,” acknowledged Sylvie. “And it will also make your orgasm all
the stronger if I ever do allow you to cum! You think you can take
it?”

“Yes ma’am,
please whip me,” begged Alfred reverently. “Please whip me very
hard.”

Sylvie slowly
walked around the bed, trailing the whip across Alfred’s chest and
thighs. Alfred watched her transfixed, waiting for the moment when
she would at last start hurting him. His entire body was on edge
and his senses were alive. He had never felt so turned on. The cool
leather felt good against his body but he knew it would not be his
friend for long.

Very quickly
Sylvie raised the whip into the air and brought it down across
Alfred’s chest with a loud crack. Alfred closed his eyes and
groaned softly as his body jolted against the bonds which held him
tightly to the bed. He had not been expecting the whip to hurt so
much but it felt so good as well. Sylvie whipped him across his
thighs just as hard and again he cried out. “Does this feel good?”
She asked him ominously as she whipped him twice across his chest
once more. “Do you like being hurt and dominated by a girl?”

“Oh yes ma’am
oh Damn it yes!” Cried Alfred in ecstasy. Indeed he loved being
tied up, whipped and dominated by Sylvie like this. At that moment
he wanted nothing more than to serve her as her slave for the rest
of his life.

Sylvie whipped
Alfred very hard across his chest and thighs until he was crying
out loudly and the front of his body was marked with thick red
lines. He was so glad she had tied him up, for the punishment for
he was quite sure he would never have been able to withstand it had
he remained unbound. Sylvie continued to whip Alfred over the
pre-existing red marks so that his suffering increased. Soon all
erotic thoughts had been banished from his mind as he was forced to
concentrate entirely on his punishment and his cock became flaccid
between his legs once more.

Sylvie began to
run the whip up and down the shaft of his cock and across his balls
and before long he was hard once more and hugely turned on. The
fact of the whip being so close to his manhood made him feel
totally submitted to his mistress and as though he belonged to her
completely. All of a sudden she flicked her wrist and whipped
Alfred across the shaft of his cock, nowhere near as hard as she
had whipped him across his body but hard enough to cause him to cry
out. She waited a few seconds before whipping him across his balls
and then gave him a few strokes alternating between the shaft of
his cock and his balls until Alfred was crying out and straining
against the bonds which continued to hold him tightly. Sylvie
whipped his manhood until he was flaccid once more then finished
off with a final few strokes across his chest and thighs.

Alfred was
still crying out and groaning and straining on the bed as Sylvie
went and replaced the whip back in the cupboard. She came and knelt
down next to him once more and kissed him passionately, reaching
down to caress his cock with her fingers until he had become hard.
“Now then you are a very good boy,” she told him gently. “And I
believe you have more than earned your reward. I am not going to
hurt you anymore although I have by no means finished dominating
you. As you like my feet so much I shall reward you justly but you
must ask my permission to cum, do you understand?”

Alfred nodded
eagerly. “Yes ma’am.”

Sylvie moved to
the foot of the bed and knelt down between Alfred’s legs. She came
and sat down at the end of the bed between his legs and stretched
out her bare toes towards his cock. She placed her feet together
and began to lightly massage the shaft of his cock with the tips of
her toes. Alfred leaned back and groaned softly, the temptation to
climax almost unbearable and yet he knew that this would never do.
“You are a lucky boy Alfred,” laughed Sylvie. “A very lucky boy
indeed don’t you think?”

“Yes ma’am!”
Groaned Alfred. “Oh but I am so close, ma’am. May I…”

“No you may
not,” declared Sylvie primly. “I am not finished having fun with
you just yet.”

Sylvie now
rolled over on to her front and this time sandwiched Alfred’s cock
between her feet. She pulled up her dress so that her ass and naked
pussy was fully exposed. Alfred strained his neck and gazed
longingly at her naked centre as she continued to masturbate him up
and down between her feet. “Do you want to cum?” Giggled Sylvie
delightedly. “You have to ask my permission you know?”

“Oh yes
please!” Exclaimed Alfred desperately.

“Ask me!”

“Please!”
Begged Alfred, trying desperately to contain himself. “Oh please
Sylvie let me cum!”

“My ass is very
nice don’t you think?” Said Sylvie coyly. “So very nice and tight
and firm and do you like my thighs as well? So long and smooth
and…”

“Please
Sylvie!” Groaned Alfred. “Oh damn it you couldn’t be torturing me
more if you were whipping me!”

Sylvie laughed
gleefully. “You think I’m going to let you cum between my toes,
Alfred? It will make an awful mess you know and will not be at all
respectful.”

“Please, ma’am!
Please!” Begged Alfred.

“Maybe I will
let you cum on my toes,” teased Sylvie. “But only if I get to lock
your cock up in chastity again! Would you let me do that,
Alfred?”

“Yes! Yes, more
than anything!” Groaned Alfred.

Sylvie nodded.
“Alright then slave!” She declared with gusto. “Cum whenever you
like! Cum and cum hard for what might be the last time!”

Alfred lay back
and whispered his thanks as he at last allowed himself to give into
his passions. Sylvie’s soft toes and feet massaging and
masturbating him felt positively divine. He could hold it no longer
and cried out as his cock exploded, spurting cum into the air to
splash down over Sylvie’s feet and toes, trickling down on to the
bedspread beyond as he enjoyed the most satisfying orgasm of his
life.

Sylvie lifted
her cum-dripping feet up towards Alfred’s face. “Lick it off,” she
instructed him sharply. “Every last drop.”

Alfred murmured
and grimaced as he licked every last drop of cum from between his
mistress’s toes and swallowed it down.

“It doesn’t
taste very nice does it?” Said Sylvie. “Now you know how we girls
feel when we have to swallow that disgusting mess.” She got up from
the bed and spent a few minutes reattaching the cage to his cock,
making it even tighter this time so that he groaned in discomfort.
Then she uncuffed him and got into bed with him.

“Thank you for
being my mistress,” he said as he snuggled into her. “I know we
might not have a future together but whatever happens I will never
forget what you have done for me.”

“And I shall
never forget you, honey,” replied Sylvie gently as she kissed him
lightly on the lips. She cuddled up to him and they fell asleep in
one another’s arms. Sylvie had always considered herself to be an
unmitigated slut but she had feelings for Alfred she could not
explain. His submission seemed to complete her and she had come to
the realisation she had been missing out for a long time. There
were still a few more weeks to go until she had to go back to
university and she would own Alfred until then but afterwards they
were cast off into an uncertain future and she realised with a pang
of shock that she might not be able to leave him behind after
all.

THE END
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