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To the casual observer she was hardly a predator. The clothes were simple, the hands small and neat, the face placid. Only her eyes, quick, darting and sharp betrayed any hint of her true nature.

She awaited his verdict, hoping that he would fall for her trap. The assignment plan was quite audacious – outrageous even – he wouldn’t like that. The reading list accompanying it was deliberately thin. He would particularly not like that. She studied his expression carefully as he gathered his thoughts. She had been observing him for some weeks now, watching for the signs. Now she was sure. She had her plan. She knew how this would end.

Finally, he looked up. “No, I’m sorry, this just isn’t…, He groped for the word, ‘…scholarly enough”.

For a mild mannered man, Dr Sheldon could be surprisingly stubborn. His colleagues in the university could testify to his ability to delay even the most routine of decisions with his clarifications, his points of order and his seemingly endless questions. He would always make his point quietly, studiously and at considerable length.

He was, quite simply, an academic for whom principle and attention to detail meant everything. The problem that sat before him now was, in some respects, highly irregular, but in others perfectly predictable. There was nothing new in a student wanting to focus on an area he thought academically irrelevant; what surprised him was the specific area under discussion. This particular student – whose name momentarily escaped him - wished to make a study of sado- masochistic literature and the operation of submissive or dominant relationships. And while he tried to treat all his students with dignity and respect, he found this whole area and the proposal presented by this girl before him, frankly a little distasteful..

“I disagree, Dr Sheldon”, said the girl – firmly but with an edge of nervousness. “There’s a wealth of literature that...”

“If you’ll forgive me my dear, there is not a wealth of literature. It is erotica – mere titillation - and I’m not sure that’s quite the same thing”. He tossed the assignment plan on his desk and regarded his student above his glasses.

To be fair she wasn’t the girl he had thought. On closer inspection, she was older, nearing 30 perhaps and, indisputably attractive. Over the years he had taught many attractive young women and had, largely, become immune to them. Anyone under 40 was a girl to him or a boy, and he viewed them as a standardised entity called students. A necessary chore.

Some were bright, some were not. Some he genuinely found interesting but most simply bored him. The drive to recruit more and more students had led, inevitably, as far as he was concerned, to a weakening of the intellectual quality of the population. They didn’t read anything anymore, not anything worth reading and yet they were literature students. They read what they had to and nothing more. He compared them with his own youth when hungry for words, he had virtually devoured novels, reading ‘War and Peace’ when he was 16 and the entire output of Shakespeare by the time he was 21. He loved books, the smell of them, the sight and sound of them. he simply had no time for students enrolling on an English literature course who then tried to avoid the activity of reading. Why were they here? What did they want to achieve?

His love for literature overshadowed his love for fellow humans. He had been married but his wife had deserted him more than 20 years previously. From her perspective, she had escaped a rather priggish and fussy man who had declared his intention never to father children - but only after they had married. His knowledge of books and plays, his funny anecdotes about figures of literary genius which had so attracted her to him initially, paled as she began to tire of the methodical and routine driven book-worm. He had cried after she had left – but not before. In truth he had been inconsolable, because for all his knowledge of the great works of literature, he could find no reason why his marriage had ended. From that point he no longer cared much for other people. He had loved and lost and there was an end to it. He devoted himself, instead, solely to his books. He could lay his volume of William Blake on his bedside table when he went to sleep and know that it would still be there when he awoke. Blake, nor any of the rest, would ever desert him.

The student before him irritated him more than most - the specialist interest student; the student who had perhaps read one book and then considered themselves to be something of an expert. What on earth was this? Some nonsense about submissive and dominant relationships in literature, with reference to both de Sade and Masoch.  Why had she become fixated on what was a rather tabloid area of study?  It would never do. If she could present him with a reading list he might be slightly impressed.

“Dr. Sheldon”, she suddenly began, “I don’t think you’re being quite fair. I don’t think you’ve really looked at this properly, and I have to tell you that I really don’t like being called ‘my dear’.”

He looked at her again. This time he looked at her a little more closely. Yes, she really was very attractive – not pretty, but attractive. She held his gaze very steadily her blue eyes holding his without flinching. His instinct was to try to defend himself: to smooth over his undoubted gaff. He knew he shouldn’t have spoken to her like that. He may be old fashioned but he wasn’t so old or so oblivious to developments in gender politics that calling a female student ’my dear’ was unacceptable. However, gazing into those blue eyes, he found himself unable to fall back on his standard patronising bluster.

“I’m sorry” he said almost involuntarily. “I shouldn’t have said that”.

He recovered himself and looked away from her. “Whatever you may believe I have looked at this, though, and I simply can’t see it working. In any event, this kind of thing just isn’t my field. I can forward it to a number of my other faculty colleagues if you like”

“No, don’t do that, I’ll do some more work on it and come back to you”, She snatched her assignment plan back from him and put it in her bag.

“Very well, but I should advise you there is only another week before final titles have to be submitted”.

“That won’t be a problem Dr Sheldon. I’ll come back to you very soon”.

With that she was on her feet and walking towards the door. The lecturer stood up and walked a couple of steps rather awkwardly after her.

“Look, are you sure you don’t want me to refer this to another lecturer? You might prefer to work with a female member of staff”

She turned on her heel and looked at him once more.  “Why? Why would a woman be any more sympathetic to my preferred area of study than you?”

For the life of him, he couldn’t think of a reason. He simply thought that after the ‘my dear’ blunder she might respond to the advice and ministrations of a woman more readily. Yet again he was caught on the back foot by this unknown student half his age.

“Forgive me, I just felt that you might feel more comfortable discussing this area with another woman. Look...I’m sorry but I come back to my original point that your material isn’t scholarly enough. It’s possible another supervisor might disagree. We do disagree with each other in the English Faculty you know. In fact sometimes we can hardly agree what day it is ”. He giggled a little overlong and rather uselessly. His student remained unmoved and impassive. She took a couple of steps towards him, slowly and deliberately and looked him, again straight in the eyes.

“No, you’re the supervisor I want. I don’t want to work with anyone else on this”. Those eyes flashed for a fleeting second.

“Oh, er...well if you’re sure....”

“I’m sure. Like I say, I’ll get back to you within a day or two”. Then she smiled briefly. A little flicker twitched across her face and then she turned and was gone.

The Dr attempted to smile back but without purpose as she had already left

He felt disorientated and slightly troubled by this encounter. He was unused to students being so assertive with him.  She had seemed quite nervous at the beginning of the interview but then, in those last few exchanges, far more robust.  Why? He thought his rejection of her assignment plan would have deflated her. Perhaps she still thought he could be convinced, but he was doubtful. He’d tried to understand her point of view and why this area held so much interest for her. 

Actually had he? Had he tried to understand why this area held so much interest for her? Or was he afraid to find out.  And was it really as unscholarly as he claimed it to be? Was his rejection of it more of a reflection of him and his own disgusting predilections more than it was his student’s patchy assignment plan?

He had lived as a celibate since the departure of his wife, but he was aware of his own frailties, his own triggers, but largely did not give in to them. During the five years of his marriage his sex life had been conventional - for all he knew. True, he found himself preferring to lie down while his wife strode above him; he loved it when she teased him with her pendulous breasts, not quite allowing his tongue to reach them and, above all, he loved to give her oral sex. She had tried to discuss his preferences with him on one occasion but he had simply glossed over it, terrified of his ‘kink’ for dominant women being discovered. Of course he had always been aware of it but felt that the normal healthy love of a good woman would help him to get over it.  He had desperately wanted his wife to assert herself over him, to be strong, commanding and harsh even. If she had told him that they were going to have children and that he had no choice in the matter, he would have probably accepted it happily. But she did not. Why should she? She had little concept of dominant and submissive relationships and found his bedroom preferences a little odd and, ultimately unsatisfying.  After her departure, he had not sought any other relationships. Since the inception of the internet he had found the usual source of ‘relief’, and whilst he had contemplated visiting a professional dominatrix , fear of discovery and the reality of confronting his perversion head on prevented him.

Now he was bothered. This very attractive woman had come to him with an assignment plan which he genuinely found to be wanting but which also, secretly, intrigued him. There was something about her as well; something about the look in her eye, her posture, her smile – that oh so brief smile. She bothered and intrigued him, and he knew he should stay away from her.

But why would she not let him refer her to another lecturer? Why was she so adamant that she wanted him to supervise this work? He was fifty eight years old, nearing retirement. It was beyond belief that she could possibly have any personal interest in him. Even in his prime, few of the female students had expressed any interest in him. Perhaps a few of the mature students, knowing of his single status attempted to make later evening tutorials with him but he was simply not interested. He had his books, his couple of pints in the local and when he needed it....the internet. He didn’t need the stimulation of anyone or anything else.
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Louise West walked away from the campus, in an excellent mood. Now she was sure; what she had suspected in her first dealings with the aging academic was now certain. Initially he had annoyed her, insisting on making appointments through the faculty appointment system rather than calling him directly. He had also insisted on allocating her a very specific period of time, advising her that he was allowing her a 20 minute face to face tutorial during his ‘office time’. At the end of the tutorial, if there were ‘outstanding issues’ she would have to make another appointment.  Louise found this infuriating and far too fussy.  But he was exhibiting what she had come to recognise as the ‘usual signs’ which meant that he could be useful to her. Not only this but she had had the germ of an idea which had begun to take root; an idea for which Dr Sheldon would be essential. She knew that she would be making another appointment with the good Dr, but not one that he could anticipate.

Her house was within walking distance of the university to where she made her way now. At 32 she was considerably older than most of the people on her course; none of whom she’d been bothered to get to know. She had little time for their drinking games, immature relationships and over excited but essentially facile interactions with each other.  Inevitably she had had the embarrassment of the boys attempting to ‘chat her up’ to which she had paid little attention. Some of the quieter and awkward ones she had studied – from a distance – to see if there were any possible converts, but so far had not been bothered to ingratiate herself.  She avoided student parties, Freshers’ and Christmas Balls and at length no one bothered to ask her. She was regarded as something of a loner by the other students, and just a little ‘stuck up’. She was, frankly, unconcerned by what others thought of her.

Her progression to university had been neither a conventional nor an easy one. She had left school at 16 with no qualifications and no hope. Born into grinding poverty she had learnt, at an early age – far too early, that her body could earn for her. Her adolescence was a mess of a too easily lost virginity and premature sexualisation, mainly for the gratification of others rather than herself. Word got around her estate that she was an ‘easy fuck’.  Her naturally high libido had been destroyed by the sight of some of the disgusting hulks she ‘brought off’ for the price of a Chinese takeaway. Yet in those nightmares was a belief that it wouldn’t always be like this; she never quite lost herself in those seamy beds and rough handed gropes. There was something of herself that always survived.  In time she earned enough to take control of her life, to understand that what she had been used for she could in turn use.  She took back ownership of herself, discovered her true sexual identity and experienced a re-awakening and a restored sex drive. Now she was the predator; patient but insatiable. Each new victim was targeted, studied and finally ensnared. Dr Sheldon has no idea what he was in for.

She entered her house by the front door, casually checking her next door neighbour as she did. They knew little of the quiet and respectable young woman who had moved into the small and neat detached house on the corner. She was a model citizen in all ways that concerned them. She was quiet and kept her garden up to the standard of other gardens, so ‘The Avenues in bloom’ contest would not be lost because of her. True, she had employed an unusually large number of gardeners over the three years she had been there, and she never seemed to lack for handymen but, surely her neighbours mused, that was simply being well organised and knowing how to get hold of tradesmen when she needed them.

Louise stood still in her hall way and listened. Nothing. She waited and after a while she heard what she had been waiting for:  a moan; long, low and pained.   She smiled, put down her brief case and walked to the door underneath the stairs. Once she’d had enough personal wealth to purchase a house, she had prioritised two features: location and a cellar. A cellar, she told the bemused estate agent, was most important. She made her way carefully down the stairs, flicked on the lights and beheld the vision before her. The slave was suspended by his wrists from the ceiling; attached by a chain to a huge metal ring. Each of his ankles were secured in the same way to large rings set in the hard, cold concrete floor. The cause of his moans, however, was not the discomfort of his suspension which was bad enough, but the2 kilogram weight suspended and dangling from his genitalia.

“The lawn looks excellent Jeremy” Louise complimented.

“Thank you very much Mistress”, he gasped in reply

“Are you enjoying your reward?”

“Very much thank you Mistress, but –“

“What Jeremy, what’s the matter?”

“I was wondering if I might be released now?”

“You mean you’ve had enough reward?”

“Yes I think so Mistress, thank you very much”.  He tried to shift his weight from one foot to another, but the distance between the rings meant that he was unable to make much difference.

“I suppose you might”. Almost unconsciously Louise lifted her foot and nudged the weight with the toe of her boot so that it swung between the slave’s legs. He whimpered in pain and gratitude.

“The problem Jeremy, is that I’m feeling a little bit excited. I’ve just had a rather satisfactory meeting”.

“I’m delighted to hear that Mistress” Jeremy commented, his breathing rather laboured, “ but why should that be a problem?”

“Because I’m in a mood to celebrate. You do understand don’t you?”

“Perfectly”, sighed the slave in resignation. He knew more or less what to expect, but couldn’t be sure for how long. He just hoped that he had enough reserves of strength not to pass out before her ‘celebration’ was complete.

“I knew you would”. The first sting of the single tailed whip hit him with full force across both buttocks. As he screamed in agony, she added, almost to herself, “You always do”.

She gave full vent to her feeling, thrashing away until her well-practised arm tired. Only then did she allow release…

Tomorrow of course would be The Day.
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The voice at the end of the phone was panicky.

“I’m sorry, Dr Sheldon, if I could think of anything else I’d have suggested it. I’m really throwing myself on your mercy”.

One thing Dr Sheldon couldn’t bear was when female students started crying. Whatever sympathy he might have once mustered had long since deserted him. He saw it only as manipulation. It usually occurred when a deadline was imminent or overdue. Having failed to secure permission for an extension, the student would then put on a lachrymose display of self pity and burble some nonsense about stress or boyfriends or divorcing parents or debt or suicidal flat mates or........ he really couldn’t be bothered.  He was rather surprised by Louise, however. Since his meeting with her yesterday, he’d decided to look back on previous assignments that he’d supervised. He remembered her now. Mature students were, on the whole, rather more reliable and markedly less tearful than the rest of the student population. Louise was no exception.  He’d had little to do with her until recently but she had struck him as the antithesis of the needy and emotionally manipulative adolescent he normally dealt with. She submitted work on time and to an excellent standard. It was only recently when she’d begun to talk about dominant and submissive relationships in literature that he started to have his doubts about her. Doubts and fears.

“I’m not sure, it is highly irregular”

“I’m aware of that Dr Sheldon, but it is imperative that I keep my tutorial with you. But I simply can’t leave my daughter or send her to school; she’s not at all well”.

“And you’re on Lincoln Avenue?”

“Yes, it takes only 10 minutes walking” she pleaded

‘I’m aware of that Louise’ he snapped a little testily

Louise felt herself begin to bristle. Fussy little prick why doesn’t he just take the bait? Perhaps she was wrong about him? On the other hand, he had remembered her name this time. She decided not to respond and waited in silence for her lecturer to say more. She didn’t have to wait long.

“Very well.  At 12.00pm sharp. I shall have to leave you by 12.30pm, I have another tutorial at 1.00pm.”

“I’m most grateful Dr Sheldon” Louise said with all the synthetic gratitude she could muster.

“And I am hoping for a rather different line of thought from you today, after yesterday’s somewhat inconclusive discussion”. It was almost as if by granting the student’s wish he had to add a rather barbed qualification to it.

“I think you’ll find my attitude completely changed, sir”

“I’m glad to hear it. 12 o clock then. Goodbye”.

She didn’t have to call him sir. In fact it had been made clear on her first day at the university that students were permitted to call their lecturers by their first names. The thing with Dr Sheldon was that when he introduced himself it was as ‘Dr Graham Sheldon’, in contrast to the other far more familiar lecturers,  so many of the students were unsure how to address him. In fact, he didn’t much care since he was appalling at remembering their names anyway. ‘Dr Sheldon’, ‘Graham’ – it really didn’t make much difference to him. So long as he got his work in on time, so long as he wasn’t bothered after hours, they could call him either name. He had to admit to himself, however, that it had been some time since anyone had called him ‘sir’.
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At 11.45, Louise was in a state of excitement. She almost mistrusted the strength of her own feelings. This was a challenge, after all. A university lecturer; moreover, her academic supervisor who stood between her and her prized first class honours degree and something else, something so incredible she still felt excited by the idea. This was going to be day that changed both their lives – forever.  It was not hard to find willing converts but she knew she had to be careful. Her instincts were usually right, although she had been wrong before. She had foolishly thought the young man who serviced her car had looked at her in that same particular way but she had made a serious error of judgment. When he presented her with her bill for a 12000 mile service she looked at him hard and told him that he didn’t really want to charge her did he? He responded with a threat of legal action and a gesture towards a photograph of his recent wedding. She hadn’t gone back there again.  But this time she was sure. The looks he had given her, his tendency to avoid eye contact, the superficial desire to sound assertive, all of these tell tale signs pointed to familiar territory. She was right; she knew it. She just had to be.

She rarely drank, and never before a session. She almost wished that she did but also understood that even the slightest artificial intoxication would dull her senses for what was to come. She needed her wits about her more than ever.  She moved to the hall mirror and checked her reflection, not staring for too long. She never became too introspective about herself or her lifestyle. She knew the journey she had taken and why she had taken it. To start trying to analyse or question the morality of it was not so much troubling as boring. She was startled by a ring on the door. The dirty fucker was 10 minutes early. She’d make him pay for that. She checked herself. She could hardly accuse him of being dirty – as he didn’t know what he was in for! But for him to be either early or late was somewhat out of character.

Dr Sheldon waited outside the door of the house, the address of which he had been given the previous day. He had vaguely recognised it but was still surprised, nonetheless, by the affluence of the area. He’d expected some dingy student apartment. Here was a well presented neat detached house with an Audi A3 in the drive. Presumably that belonged to her husband – or perhaps she still lived with her parents. No, that couldn’t be right, because she’d said she couldn’t leave her daughter. These were only idle preoccupations, however, as he really wasn’t terribly concerned. He was slightly annoyed that he had to do this ‘home visit’; as he’d said on the phone to her the previous day, most irregular. He realised that he was early, which made him a little uncomfortable, if only for the reason that he was always punctual. But he had been good enough to give of his time to get to the house; his student could hardly complain that he was prepared to offer her a little more time than she had booked.

At length he heard steps and the door opened.  He barely recognised the young woman he’d seen only the day before. Then she had been neatly dressed but unremarkably so.  Now she was stunning; not merely attractive but stunning.  Her face was lightly made up, her blonde hair swept back into a tight pony tale. She wore a mid length black Chanel dress, black stockings and black high heeled shoes.

“Oh! Er....have I got the right time?”

“You’re a little early, Dr Sheldon, but please come in?”

“Thank you....I merely asked because you look as though you are going somewhere”

“I have a lunch appointment in an hour or so”.

Dr Sheldon walked into the hall and regarded his surroundings. Just as with the exterior, the hall was neat, tastefully decorated and unpretentious.    He rather resented being there, but if he had to be, it was at least something of a relief to be able to appreciate the pleasantness of the house as well as the attractiveness of its occupant.

“A lunch appointment?  I thought your daughter was ill”.

“The lunch is happening here, sir. My daughter is upstairs sleeping”.

The Dr nodded his comprehension then added;

“There really isn’t any need to call me sir. No none else does”.

“Do you prefer Dr Sheldon or Graham?”

“I really don’t mind. If I’m honest I prefer Dr Sheldon  - at least when in university. On your territory it’s up to you I suppose”.

“Dr Sheldon it shall be.”

“Thank you. Er...where...?”

They were still standing in the middle of the hall which offered them the choice of a number of doors.

“I’m sorry, please would you come in here?”  Louise led the way through a door on the right into a small but neatly furnished study. On the antique desk, stood a home computer and around the walls heavy books cases were crammed with volumes, old and new covering a variety of subject matter. There were novels, encyclopaedias, history, travel and, as it happened, erotica. Sheldon briefly scanned the books without taking in the titles. He would have happily perused the collection in more detail, but he was conscious of time. He was also a little apprehensive about showing too much interest in a woman who had deeply attracted him.

“A student who reads. Now there is novelty!” Sheldon chuckled. Louise did not return the chuckle but looked at him quizzically.

“Really? I thought all students read”. Not a hint of sarcasm.

“You would have thought so, but I honestly think I have some students currently who have not even read the set books on the list.”

“I’m sorry to hear that. It must be very frustrating for you.”

Actually he didn’t much care. If the system allowed for the entry of students to university who held precious little interest in literature or anything else for that matter then that was the system’s lookout. He would try his best, but he wouldn’t lose sleep over it. So long as he was paid regularly and allowed to retire at 60 he wouldn’t bother himself. He was perfectly aware that the university senate had allowed increasingly generous grade boundaries so that first class honours degrees weren’t anything like as valuable as they had been when he had received his.

“It’s not so much frustrating as surprising. Why would anyone choose a literature course without a love of literature?”

“Perhaps we all have our different reasons for wanting to go into higher education”.

“I’ve no doubt that’s true, but I still fail to understand why anyone would put themselves through a course for which they have little or no interest.”

She sat on a leather high backed swivel chair that was positioned behind the desk without inviting him to sit down.

“I don’t understand that either. I don’t know many of the people on my course but I assume they are here because they want to be. “

“I only wish that were true. Some of them are... but I honestly think some of them are here for the sake of being a student in university.” He again attempted a chuckle. Again she did not respond in kind.

“You can’t surely blame anyone for that. Perhaps literature is the vehicle rather than the purpose?”

He was tired of this. He hadn’t come to see her in order to be lectured as to the wisdom of students enrolling on courses for which they were ill suited. He wanted to complete the tutorial and get back to work.

“All every interesting, but it doesn’t really help us with your problem does it? Now you were telling me yesterday that you have had a change of heart.”

She motioned him to sit down on the small sofa opposite her chair. He noticed as he sat down that this was a sofa that sank rather. He was positioned a great deal lower than her so could only meet her eyes by making himself look upwards. This had the effect of making her look as though she were observing him through half closed eyes as she focused downwards.

“I did not say I had a change of heart, Dr. I said that you would notice a changed attitude.”

“I see...well whatever that may mean I have to say that mine hasn’t changed. I really don’t see that an observation or study of men and women in submissive and dominant relationships stacks up to something that merits scholarly enterprise.” He shifted awkwardly on her sofa.

“I disagree”.  She crossed one leg over the other. The slit in the side of her dress revealed the top of her stocking. She swivelled the chair slightly, allowing Dr Sheldon a perfect view. She was glad that he had noticed her move. She deliberately but lightly touched the exposed flesh of her thigh.

“Did you hear me Dr Sheldon? I said I disagree”.

Dr Sheldon knew what was coming next but, genuinely, hadn’t expected it. This has happened only once before in his career. Years ago a student who was struggling with her work had propositioned him. “You would feel so good inside me” she had whispered to him. He was not put off even for a moment. She had been younger and less self assured than the woman sitting opposite him now. He hadn’t been remotely tempted. He reported the matter instantly and the student had been asked to leave. He realised what was about to happen but thought, for propriety’s sake, he shouldn’t say anything just yet. It might, just possibly, be an innocent gesture. Unlikely, but possible.

“I understand you disagree but it’s you who has to convince me, not the other way round”.

“Dr Sheldon, are you surprised to see how I live?”

“Not really” he lied. He was slightly put off by the question. “You are a mature student, I’m assuming that you might be married or possibly even live with your parents”.

“You assume wrongly then. This is my house which I have paid for in my own right. And before you make any more assumptions, I have not inherited any wealth. Everything you see is owned by me and paid for by me – without loans or mortgages”.

“Well I’m impressed but wonder why you want to enter the world of academia then. You have obviously done well in business. I assume you have some kind of business? Stock market trading perhaps?”

“I have to tell you that I’m getting a little tired of your assumptions. I became a student because I have a fundamental love of literature and I expected you to have understood that. The reason that I live well is because for 12 years I have been a professional dominatrix. Since I was twenty.”

He hadn’t expected this either. Not this. He was, for the first time since entering her house, truly lost for words. His greatest temptation, his weakness, his hidden frailty had been discovered. Had it? What did she know?

“My interest in making a study of literature and those relationships which may be described as dominant and submissive is not some whimsical academic curiosity. I am completely serious about it as a legitimate area of study. Claire in Durrenmatt’s ‘The Visit’, Regan in ‘King Lear’ are serious characters in serious works of literature. Should the works of the Marquis de Sade simply be cast aside because you find them distasteful? And you know perfectly well that this is a subject which occurs time and time again across centuries of literature. It’s not just something that cropped up recently in rubbish like ’50 Shades of Grey’ “.  She now moved the slit in her skirt deliberately so it rode up her thigh. She raised her foot closer to where he was sitting.

“Look, I don’t argue with that.....” he began

“I haven’t finished, I do not expect to be interrupted.”

“I’m sorry”

“I am not a dominatrix out of some desire to get rich or to drive an Audi. I am a dominatrix because that is what I am. I am a dominant female and a sadist. I enjoy it and I live for it. I want to understand it better, to explore its history and its culture and I want to understand its place in the world better. And I think you can help me. Now you can reply now if you wish”.

“I don’t argue with anything you’ve said....I’m just....I’m just not the right man to take this on with you. There are many others much better qualified in the faculty. If you like I’ll...”

‘Stop talking, please. Now.”

“What?”

“Now”.

He did so.

“You are my tutor and it’s you who will supervise this work. Over the years I have come to be a very good judge of character, particularly men. I see the way you look at me and then look away. Your opposition to this study made me more determined to get you to agree to it”.

“But for the love of God why?”

“Because I entirely understand entirely your opposition to it. You are a well read man. You know that this area merits scholarly scrutiny. Your opposition to it could only be borne out of a fear of it. And your fear of it can only be borne out of an attraction to it. Correct? Am I correct Dr Sheldon?”

He looked down. All he could see was her stockinged foot, clad in her leather, high- heeled shoe. Every word she’d spoken had been perfectly true. What could he do? Continue to try to deny it? She was too damn smart.

His throat felt dry. “Correct” – it was barely a whisper.

“Good. Now about four feet away from your mouth is a foot which you have been looking at closely. No, don’t stop. Keep looking at it. Consider as you look, how little effort it would take for you to simply shift off the sofa onto your knees and kiss that foot”.

“Please, don’t do this....” He looked up at her, sensing the inevitable.

“Be quiet! Just answer me this with complete honesty. As you look at my foot, tell me any single thing in this world that you would rather do right at this moment than get on your knees and kiss my foot”.

“I can’t . There isn’t anything. But please..”

“Then get off the fucking sofa, bend down, take my foot in your right hand and kiss it”.

Very slowly and awkwardly, his hands trembling, he slowly lowered himself to the floor. He took the foot in his right hand and tremulously put his lips to it.

‘Kiss it Dr Sheldon, kiss it with feeling. You have denied yourself for so long, I suspect. Now I am inviting you to indulge yourself. Kiss my foot with all the conviction that you can. You love it don’t you. Love it.”

He needed no more coaxing. All the frustration, the nights alone, the covert and dirty visits to internet sites, the guilt and loneliness surfaced in him. He pressed his lips to the foot. He felt those lost years break into him and his whole body heaved with several massive sobs. Louise felt his tears wetting her foot. She leant forward and gently removed her shoe so he now had the whole foot to worship. Her foot had never been so smothered in kisses and she had never heard a grown man cry with such force or freedom. She had heard many men scream of course, but not cry like this.

She watched him for some minutes as he kissed the top of her foot and then the bottom, the sides and then the top again. She moved her foot to oblige him, ensuring that her moves serviced the motions of his head and lips. He kissed her innocently with a closed mouth but with genuine passion. It was a rare moment of indulgence for her, but she was proud and more than a little emotional herself. Here he was: Graham Sheldon, PhD, Senior Lecturer in English Literature sobbing and kissing her foot as if there was no tomorrow. Which of course for him, in any sense of the world he had known before, there wasn’t.

“That’s enough now Dr Sheldon”. She stood up and over him, replacing her foot in the shoe. He started to stand

“Stay down there”, she instructed. He stayed on all fours looking up at her, his tear stained face now blotched with his blushes, his breathing still broken with sobs.

“I need to ask you if you have any medical conditions.”

“No, I’m very healthy thank you”.

“When you speak to me from now on you will address me as Mistress. Is this clear?”

“Er.....”

The foot which had had worshipped so ardently only moments before, now rehoused in its shoe kicked him sharply in his chest. Sheldon yelped in pain and shrank back.

“There’s something you need to understand Dr. You may have just experienced a moment of epiphany but please don’t think I have brought you here today to service your own needs. I’m happy that you recognise in yourself something which I recognised some time ago, but you must understand that what I said about being domineering and sadistic is true. So from this moment on YOU WILL CALL ME MISTRESS YOU OBSEQUIOUS LITTLE SHIT. DO YOU UNDERSTAND?” As if the point needed any further emphasis she opened the top drawer of her desk and brought out a very thin slightly curved cane. She swished the cane violently in front of his face, impatient for his reply.

It was too much. Already the man’s emotions had see sawed between fear and longing and now he was panic stricken and confused. He couldn’t cope with this. He wanted to go home. He wanted to read his Proust and listen to Bach and stroke his cat called Donald (after Bradman a cricketer Sheldon had always admired ). He huddled into the corner and covered his face, whimpering helplessly.

She knew she’d gone too far too soon, just as things were getting interesting. She’d have to let him go. She’d give him chance to calm down and then when his lust started getting the better of him, she’d call him back again. She put the cane back in its drawer and then turned back to where Sheldon was cowering in the corner.

Before she spoke again however, he started to crawl  painfully slowly towards her. He planted a very light kiss on her other foot and simply whispered:-

“Of course Mistress. I do beg your pardon.”

“Good boy. That’s a very good boy”, Louise murmured soothingly and with genuine feeling.  Perhaps he was tougher than he looked. Perhaps it was time to take things further. She crouched down to his level and took his face in her hands.

“Dr Sheldon, I want you to follow me. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress”

She hesitated. His face was so close to hers, surely she could do this and get away with it? Surely he was beginning to understand where he was and what this all meant. Should she? Yes, she had to.

She spat with full force into his face. The spittle landed on his right cheek just below his eye. She didn’t leave go of his face but, instead, waited for his response. Despite his flinch from the spit, he did not attempt to remove it or recoil from her.

“Thank you Mistress” he whispered.

“Don’t move. Stay exactly where you are.”  On her desk was a 12 inch ruler. She took it and scraped very carefully the spittle of his face and then pushed the end of the ruler in his mouth.  He was hesitant to begin with but then accepted it.

“Lick it clean. All of it. Now.”

He did as he was told. Good. He was learning and learning fast. Perhaps this was going to be less of a challenge than she’d feared. The big test, however, was yet to come.

“Now follow me but stay on all fours”.

Dutifully, he padded after her as she led the way out of the study and toward the cellar door. Just as she reached for the door handle, her worst fears were realised.

“Wait.”

She turned round and saw that he was now standing. Before she could speak he held his hand up. “Please.....this is madness. I’m sorry, so sorry. I ....it’s loneliness I suppose. I don’t know. But look......” her suddenly broke off and looked at her aghast and then whispered:-

“What about your daughter?”.

“I don’t have a daughter, it was a ruse to get you here”.  Before he had time to reflect on the moral turpitude of this particular falsehood she decided to go for broke. She couldn’t let him go now.  She swiftly moved her hands behind her back to the zip of her dress. With slight awkwardness she unzipped it, slithered it past her shoulders until it dropped to the floor and she stepped out of it. She stood before him in stockings, suspenders and black thong. These were matched by a low cut and lacy bra. He stood gaping at her, incapable of speech. The costume was rather more ‘vanilla’ than she would have liked but she enjoyed the power it was having over her new conquest. This was a special occasion and right at this moment she needed to get him downstairs. She walked slowly but purposefully towards him and took his crotch in her hand. She felt it stir – slightly perhaps, but there was a definite movement.

“Dr Sheldon, tell me honestly, in your life have you ever seen anything as beautiful as what you are now looking at?”

He lowered his head and shook it.

“Then follow me downstairs please”

She rarely, if ever, used the word ‘please’ to her slaves and it rather galled her to use it now. Just a few more steps and there would be no going back.

He followed her once more, still on his feet. She could live with that. All she had to do was get him in the cellar and then he was hers forever.

Louise held the door open for her lecturer and he stumbled forward. She reached inside the door and flicked on the light that illuminated the stairwell.  This time she followed him closely, aware that he would be able to sense her body near to his and realised this would probably be sufficient motivation for him to continue walking.  She certainly wouldn’t let him try to retreat his steps, faltering though they may be.

“Walk down to the bottom of the steps and then stop”. This time she was a little less soothing. He complied nonetheless.

The door closed behind her and she turned the key in the lock and removed it. She thought, loosely, of putting the key in her bra but then decided against it. Such a gesture appealed to her sense of humour though not her status.  

Dr Sheldon stood in Louise’s dungeon and blinked. He could make out little in the gloom, the light affording only illumination of the staircase and not much else. At the bottom of the stairs Louise flicked on a couple more switches which ignited the recessed lights in her ceiling.

At that moment Dr Sheldon began to realise precisely the nature of his student and what he had, by his own volition, walked into. Against the farthest wall was a St Andrew’s cross complete with shackles at the end of each bar. To the side of it rested an array of whips, crops, paddles and canes. The one upstairs in her desk was clearly just for show.  Free standing in the centre of the room was a whipping bench in red leather. He recognised all the implements and items of furniture in front of him because he had seen many an internet dungeon in his website trawls. He had never thought or expected that he would see these instruments of torture in reality. He had fantasised and felt that his fantasies would be enough. Now, however, he had crossed that Rubicon where fantasy passes to reality and all innocence is lost.

“I need to check with you about something you said before. You are physically fit? You have no blood pressure problems or heart condition”.

It was his turn to provide a surprise.

“Mistress, I am fifty eight years old, I hardly drink, I have never smoked, I exercise regularly and I eat healthily. I suspect I am in better shape than most of those whom I teach and those who you dominate”.

“Those whom I teach. You have such a way with words.”

“Thank you...Mistress”

He almost forgot. Almost but not quite.

“It’s time for you to get naked Dr Sheldon. And before you bluster about it not being right or you can’t possibly, just do it”.

He didn’t even hesitate. He took his clothes off and folded them in an orderly way on the floor, rolling his silk tie and putting it last of all on top of his jacket.  She observed all his movements and regarded his now naked frame. His body was not in bad condition for his age. It held no attraction for her as such; very few naked bodies did.  She couldn’t be bothered with one night stands with tiny minded but well hung boys. Her sexual gratification was achieved through the infliction of pain and the odd application of her rabbit of course. 

“You have a small penis. Very small”.

Obligingly he blushed and looked downwards. He felt the humiliation of the moment and couldn’t help but enjoy it.

“Show me how you can make it bigger” she commanded “Just do it!”

He took hold of his small rather limp penis between his thumb and two forefingers and began to masturbate.

“Have you ever done this in front of a woman before?”

“No Mistress” he replied, making his movements a little quicker.

“As you wank look at me, look me in the eyes really hard”

He did as he was commanded, his hand quickening its pace, his eyes half closing in adoration and lust and his breaths getting shorter and quicker. At the moment she thought he was at the brink of orgasm she ordered:-

“Stop!”

He moaned in disappointment and anti-climax but obeyed. He brought his hand quickly down by his side. Louise walked to the wall and unhooked a small object from it. She walked back to her newest slave. As she returned he realised it was a collar – leather and studded.

“This is the mark of ownership. When I put this on you, you will become my property. Before you say it I know exactly what you’re going to say. I shall say it for you. You have a job at the university and responsibilities you have to meet. You’ve no need to worry. You will continue in your role at the university although you will call in sick for the next week. If you’re anxious about this I have a number of clients who are also Drs who will provide you with a sick note. You will spend the next week here, in this room and naked. I will bring you what you need to eat and you will attend to your personal hygiene in the shower room next door”.

“What about my cat?”

She laughed, “I will have your cat brought here!”

“But what will I be doing here Mistress? For an entire week?”

“What you have longed to do for some time now, I imagine. What every good teacher needs to do from time to time.  You will be enrolled in a training programme and one that is devoted to turning you from a rather fussy and awkward university lecturer into being my slave. That is what you are now, do you understand?”

“I....yes, I understand” He was beginning to understand but was still struggling with the idea.

“If you have a question then ask it”

“Why me?  It doesn’t make any sense.  You charge, I imagine, something in the order of £200 an hour for a client. You are stunningly attractive and could have just about any man you like and yet you go to the trouble of getting me here. I don’t understand” He blinked awkwardly, his small erection beginning to droop.

“Before I tell you, I need your assent to being collared and becoming my property. Yours is a fair question and I will answer it”.

“Yes Mistress, I assent”.

She had to use all her determination not to show her elation. She put the collar on him and to her delight the tension round his neck and the feel of his collar made his little cock begin to grow once more.

“Quite apart from you being an irresistible challenge, I wanted you on my side, slave; -  you understand of course that I no longer observe the title of Dr Sheldon. You are now my slave and will remain so until I deem otherwise. I have plans for you, many plans. I’ll tell you about them whilst we play.”

“Play, mistress?”

“Yes slave, play”.

She took hold of his collar and led him to the whipping bench. She laid him down over it. She then added ankle straps and cuffs and shackled him firmly. She picked up the flogger. Easy does it to begin with, obviously

“Playtime!” She let go with a volley of strokes with the flogger across his naked buttocks. His yelps were more in shock than in pain, for she knew the flogger was the ‘kindest’ of all her implements.

“You’re going to be down there for a couple of hours, so try to assimilate the pain. Things will get a lot worse before they get better. You have fantasised about this moment but never really considered what pain might do to you, have you? You will get used to it and in time addicted to it”.

“Yes Mistress, thank you Mistress”.

He was definitely learning.

“There is also another reason I wanted you here. You will of course supervise my independent study and see to it that I get a first”.

She let go with another series of strokes with the flogger. He was becoming accustomed to it, assimilating the pain and had overcome the sock of its first assault. She changed the flogger for a tawse. This would increase the pain substantially and provide a new shock.

“This does not mean that I intend to cheat. You will supervise me and offer criticisms of my work where it’s warranted. It will be a completely normal student lecturer interaction”.

“Yes Mistress”.

Now he’s getting too comfy she thought. She let go with seven swift and harsh strikes with the tawse and the air was rent with the satisfying sound of his screams. Still let’s not allow him to become complacent, she reflected. She was just about to tell him news that most men love to hear, albeit when they are a great deal younger than Dr Sheldon. Something special was called for. Of course, the single tail whip.  She had a yearning to see his blood.

“And there’s something else. In two years time I will graduate and our formal association will be over. However, I will be 34 and I have decided  I would like a child. You will be the donor; if you want to be romantic about it, you will be the father. Your sperm will be milked and then I will insert it with a syringe. Don’t even think about impregnating me in the conventional manner. That will never happen. So, slave, you’re going to be a daddy. How does that feel?”

He didn’t get an opportunity to reply as she assaulted him with eight slashes of the single tailed whip. The lovely pattern on his bare arse was becoming smudged as the blood started to flow. She knew she had to stop and she would tend his wounds.  He was perfect: clever, submissive, lonely and now incapable physically or emotionally of resisting her.  She put the whip down, breathing heavily, and looked at her new acquisition. He too was breathing heavily and whimpering.

She hoped he would be good at DiY. After all there would be a nursery to decorate.

*

And that Dear reader, is the story of how I started my academic career. Now as a Ph.D and a Senior lecturer myself, with my own lovely daughter at university, I often look back and smile.

He wasn’t any good at DiY, but he served his purpose. He was such a doting father. He would do  anything at all to please. And his last Will and Testament was pure devotion…

The End

Email: cruella.pain@gmail.com

Twitter:  @cruellapain
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