
        
            [image: cover]
        

    















THE SLAVE GIRL
SEEKS A MASTER

A love story
built on domination

BY BROGAN
WELLS

A short story
of 12,000 words

ALL CHARACTERS
ARE OVER EIGHTEEN

broganjwells@yahoo.co.uk

First Published
in 2016

















































































“You’re a
strange girl, Kimberley,” she whispered to herself as she stood
staring into the full length mirror in her bedroom, her matching
black stockings, suspenders, bra and panties tight against her pale
skin and contrasting sharply with her flowing golden-red hair that
cascaded loose down over her shoulders. “But then I think we’re all
a little strange in our own thoughts, and behind closed doors what
does it matter so long as you don’t bother anybody else? We all
have our deep, dark desires, we’re all a little screwed up. The key
to being happy, I think, is to try and find somebody who is screwed
up on exactly the same level as you.”

Kimberley had
yet to find that somebody and yet this was not entirely unusual,
for she was by nature a quiet girl and something of a loner. She
was twenty-one years old and of average height, slim but
well-proportioned with firm, good sized breasts and a peachy little
ass on top of long slender legs. She had long and flowing
golden-red hair and a slightly triangular face, high cheekbones and
a slightly upturned nose, striking emerald green eyes. She was, in
short, an incredibly beautiful girl but her naturally introverted
nature and, some said, her aloofness, made her something of a
social outcast with only a few friends. She was currently studying
sociology at the local university and would normally have been
expected to graduate that year although her studies were not going
especially well and there was talk of her being either held back or
dropping out completely. Kimberley was not as bothered about this
as she perhaps may have been, for she had yet to discover any real
ambitions in life and had a tendency to procrastinate when she
faced problems in her life. At the moment she was living on the top
floor of a large Edwardian townhouse that had seen better days. It
was a shared house of four bedrooms and Kimberley paid £350 per
month for the en-suite room with all the bills and council tax
thrown in. She afforded this partly via her student loan and partly
through working part time in a customer service call centre, which
mostly involved getting shouted at by irate customers. It was a
pretty dire job and hardly one that was suited to Kimberley’s quiet
and inward looking temperament but because she had a rich
imagination and was able to retreat to a fantasy world of her own
imagination it did not bother her too much and she had managed to
stick it there for coming up to six months.

It was late
afternoon on a Friday at the start of spring. Kimberley had worked
the early shift at the call centre and had finished just after
three whereupon she had headed home on the bus. Some of the other
girls from her pod were going out on the town that night and they
had invited Kimberley to join them. Kimberley had agreed, although
she did not really like going out and she disliked large crowds
even more, but she liked the other girls well enough and wanted to
make friends with them. She had arranged to meet them at eight in a
bar near the town centre where they would have a few drinks before
heading to the club. Until then Kimberley had a few hours to kill
and so, with her bedroom door locked, she decided to indulge
herself for a while in her own private fantasy.

Kimberley had
known the sort of girl she was and what she wanted for a long time
but it had only been in the last couple of months that she had
finally plucked up the courage to purchase the underwear and other
items from the specialist shop tucked away down a side street. She
had felt terribly nervous going inside but the lady behind the till
had been so helpful, unembarrassed and matter of fact that
Kimberley had found herself relaxing more and more. She loved the
stockings and suspenders and matching underwear and liked to wear
them to work beneath an unassuming dress, thrilling at the secret
naughtiness to which only she was a party.

Kimberley
stared at herself in the mirror for a long time. She had put on a
little makeup and some rouge lipstick which served to enhance her
natural attributes still further but which Kimberley, with her
complete lack of self- confidence, thought made her look like a
total prostitute. She was almost ready to begin. All she needed was
one more item, her prized asset. She went to her bedside chest of
drawers and took out a shiny black leather collar with a bright
metal buckle then went back to the mirror, watching herself closely
as she slipped the collar around her neck and tightened it just
enough so that she could feel it against her skin but not enough to
restrict her breathing or circulation. This done she proceeded to
straighten her posture, placing her hands behind her back and
tossing back her hair so that the collar was prominent against her
pale and slender neck. She looked straight into the mirror, eyes
wide and hungry. “Hello slut,” she said to herself in a harsh,
condescending voice.

Now her expression changed suddenly. She bit her lip and put her
head down, only just making eye contact with herself. “Hello sir,”
she replied quietly. “Is it time for my punishment yet?”

“It certainly looks that way, slut,” she replied in the harsh
voice. “Look at you, all dressed up like a whore, trying to
tantalise men, trying to persuade men to stick their cocks inside
you, and wouldn’t you just love that? Wouldn’t you just love to
take as many cocks as you can get?”

“No sir,” replied the meek voice with a note of fear. “Please
believe me, I don’t want any other cock than yours, sir.”

“Is that so?” Boomed the harsh voice. “So this is all for me, is
it?”

“Yes sir.”

“You’re trying to impress me, are you slut?”

“I just want to please you sir,” replied Kimberley timidly. “I’m
just trying to be a good slave.”

“You know what you look like?”

“Yes sir.” Kimberley gulped and looked down at the floor. “I look
like a slut, sir, an ugly little slut.”

“Perhaps not so ugly,” she boomed in the harsh voice. “But then no
matter how good looing you are it is all spoiled when you’re a
slut, isn’t it?”

“Yes sir.”

“You know what I’m going to do to you now, slut?”

Kimberley nodded and looked bashfully up at the mirror. “Yes sir,”
she replied quietly. “You’re going to punish me.”

She looked up at the mirror suddenly and gritted her teeth, her
nostrils flaring. “I certainly am, you disgusting little
slattern. I am going to hurt you, do you understand me? I am
going to thrash your pert little whore’s ass until you are crying
and begging for mercy and you are going to like it, you are going
to thank me for it.”

Kimberley’s breasts were rising and falling. She was wet right
through her knickers. “Yes sir,” she replied breathlessly. “Thank
you sir.”

Kimberley now
went to the bottom drawer of her chest of cupboards and took out an
oak paddle, a rattan cane and a sleek black riding whip which she
proceeded to place upon the bed. All three items were brand new and
had been purchased from the same shop as the underwear. Kimberley
knelt down on the bed and viewed them reverently, trying to imagine
how each would feel against her ass when the right man finally came
along to use them on her. She picked up the paddle and slapped it
against the palm of her hand. Even a light slap caused a sting of
pain and so she could only imagine what it would feel like when
delivered with full force against her peachy cheeks. Now she picked
up the cane, raised it high above her head and brought it down hard
against one of her soft pillows. She put the cane to one side and
studied the deep groove the implement had made in the pillows,
tracing a line with her fingers, trying to imagine how it would
feel against her bottom. Now her attentions were turned to the
whip, so shiny and unyielding as she twisted it in her hands. She
raised it to her face and took in the rich leathery smell before
placing it back down on the bed with the paddle and the cane. She
continued to stare at them for a long time, yearning to take them
and cursing the fact she could hardly spank herself. “Still,” she
breathed wistfully. “One day.”

Kimberley still
had a long time before she had to go out and there was only one
thing she was going to do now. She reclined on the bed and began to
absently fondle her breasts with one hand whilst the fingers of her
other hand slipped down between the sheer fabric of her knickers.
The roleplay had made her very wet indeed and soon her forefinger
and middle finger were sliding in and out of her centre, rubbing
deliciously against her clit. She imagined herself paddled and
caned and whipped until she was weeping and sobbing in a heap on
the bed before her hands were roughly taken and bound behind her
back and he entered her hard, fucking her roughly and fast, giving
no consideration to her pleasure but somehow pleasuring her all the
more for it. She felt so damned sexy in her stockings and
suspenders and she was sure he would find her sexy too, sure he
would be impressed by her submission and want to fuck her very hard
indeed, pulling back her hair, pounding her relentlessly until she
felt his cock tighten up inside and she….

Kimberley bit
her lip and cried out loudly, tears coming to her eyes, nerves
tingling as she squirted hard upon her fingers in a long and
intense orgasm which left her breathless and gasping upon the bed.
As always in the aftermath of her lone roleplaying she was
immediately afterwards filled with a crushing sense of depression.
She curled up on the bed, viewing the spanking implements
longingly, tears coming to her eyes once more but these were tears
of despair as opposed to passion. She felt like a freak and an
outcast and found herself cursing her perceived failings, her
shyness and her complete lack of confidence in herself. She thought
about the three men she had slept with in the course of her life,
none of them worth a thing, none of them able to be trusted with
something so important as her submission, total wastes of time who
used her for their fun before casting her aside without a care. She
wished she were still a virgin, had slept with them only for the
sake of convenience and appearance and that, she told herself
sourly, was surely the very definition of a slut.

Kimberley knew
she had to pull herself together. She would never get anywhere if
all she did was wallow in self-pity. She got up off the bed,
stripped naked and proceeded to hand clean her underwear in the
bathroom sink (it was far too expensive to go in the washing
machine). Afterwards she left them to dry and went and ran herself
a bath, trying to look forward to the evening she had ahead of her.
She supposed there was always the chance her fortunes would change
tonight, although in a dead end town such as this she very much
doubted it.

Kimberley
finished her bath, dried herself off and got changed into a tight
cotton blue and white hooped dress that showed off her curves and
cut her cleavage low complimented with a pair of high heeled shoes.
She brushed her hair, deciding to allow it to hand loose around her
shoulders then examined herself in the mirror. Any objective
observer would have said she looked head-turningly stunning but
given her complete lack of faith in herself she was unable to see
it herself. She picked up her glittery gold handbag and prepared to
leave the room, glancing in the mirror for one last look as she
went. “Later, slut,” she muttered contemptuously as she headed out
of the door.

The street
outside was well lit and so Kimberley walked the short distance to
the pub where she met up with the other three girls from the call
centre, who were already there. They greeted Kimberley warmly and
said how glad they were that she had decided to come out with her.
All of them thought her a really warm and genuine person and wished
to get to know her better but of course Kimberley was unable to
realise any of this. They all bought drinks. Kimberley asked for a
white wine. She almost never drank alcohol and so only followed
what the others were doing. The wine made her feel a little
lightheaded but did at least give her some confidence and she was
able to join in the conversation and laugh along with the
others.

Kimberley and
the girls had another drink in the pub before leaving to go to the
club. By now Kimberley was feeling pretty tipsy and lightheaded but
then again so were the other girls and so it didn’t really matter
at all. As she had expected the club was very busy and very noisy
with a long queue stretching outside. Kimberley was suddenly
nervous again. As they were waiting in a queue a couple of rather
drunk but otherwise perfectly pleasant boys attempted to chat her
up which perturbed her even more. She was glad to get into the club
but once there faced a throng at the bar as she queued for drinks
with the others.

Somehow the
four of them managed to get a table. Two of the girls went off to
dance straight away but Kimberley stayed where she was, not wanting
to risk making a fool of herself. Instead she and another girl
remained where they were and had another drink. Kimberley was
feeling really tipsy now. Her eyes were a little blurry, the music
extremely loud and truth be told she felt a little disorientated.
The other two girls came back and practically pulled her on to the
dance floor and she found herself bobbing up and down on the spot
and slightly wiggling her hips, trying to copy the others as best
she could.

As time wore on
the dancefloor became more and more crowded. One of her friends
thrust another drink into her hand and because by now Kimberley was
sweating from the mass of bodies crowded around her as well as from
the exertions of dancing she drank it down quickly, thus becoming
more and more intoxicated. She started to sway and weave across the
dance floor with her eyes half closed, not really sure as to where
she was and before she knew it she was separated from her friends.
She looked around her in confusion and realised she had no idea how
to get back to her table. Her eyes searched the room but were
unable to focus on anything. She started to panic, and that was
when she set eyes upon Joe.

Kimberley and
Joe worked together at the call centre. He sat on the pod opposite
and had been working there around the same time as Kimberley. He
was a few years older than she was, at twenty-eight, and was tall
and handsome with ash blonde hair swept back over his forehead, a
strong jaw and cheekbones and kindly blue eyes. His body was
muscular and lean from working out in the gym although not too
chiselled so as to mark him out as a pretty boy. He had formerly
been a graphic designer before his company had gone bust and made
him redundant which was why he had ended up at the call centre. It
was something of a comedown for him but he bore the blow with his
customary good grace, was friendly and courteous to everyone and
never complained about his lot. Most of the other girls at the call
centre had a crush on him, Kimberley included, although she had
always considered him to be quite out of her league. At this
moment, however, in her drunken and vulnerable state, she was
delighted to see his friendly face and made a beeline for him at
once.

Joe had been
out at the club with a couple of friends when he turned and saw
Kimberley heading towards him and came forwards to meet her. “Hi
there Kim!” He said loudly, trying to make himself heard over the
sound of the music. “How long have you…”

But Kimberley had completely lost all inhibition. She threw her
arms around Joe’s neck and proceeded to hug him tightly. “Hi Joe!”
She exclaimed happily, slurring her words. “Oh but goodness am I
glad to see you!”

“Don’t tell me you’ve been deserted?” Asked Joe lightly, returning
her hug. He was a little overwhelmed by her greeting and surprised
that the normally shy and buttoned up girl he knew from the call
centre could have been so forward.

“Yeah I lost everyone!” Exclaimed Kimberley with a shrug.
“Everything is so noisy, so bright – or so dark, I don’t know. Lots
of flashing lights but not really the light you can see. I can’t
see anyone, Joe, just the light, you know? The light and all the
people and the – well the noise – I think the noise is sort of like
a wall, I can’t see anyone over the noise!”

Joe smiled. He could see Kimberley was a little drunk, not that he
really minded. “Do you want to go outside on to the terrace?” He
asked her. “We can talk properly there and not have to shout over
all this noise.” He did not add he thought Kimberley could perhaps
do with a little fresh air.

“Why sure,” replied Kimberley with a shrug, slipping her arm around
his waist. “Let’s go.”

Kimberley held
on to Joe tightly as he guided her across the dance floor and out
through the double doors on to the outside terrace. Kimberley was a
little unsteady on her feet and stumbled a couple of times but
luckily Joe was always there to support her. He led her to a quiet
spot, away from the smokers and they sat down together on a bench.
Kimberley leaned against Joe, resting her head on his shoulder.
“So,” she giggled delightedly. “How are you?”

“I’m good thanks, Kim,” he replied. “I always think you have to let
your hair down on a Friday night, especially working where we do,
don’t you think?”

“Oh yeah,” agreed Kimberley with emphasis. “It’s crap, Joe, just
fucking crap. I hate it there.”

Joe smiled. “It could be better,” he agreed.

“I’m so glad I came out,” slurred Kimberley. She was feeling
strangely euphoric. “I’m always stuck inside in my room on a
weekend, just not doing anything. I’m so glad the girls want to
make friends with me, I really like them you know. I think –
hic – I think it will give me a completely new lease of
life.”

“You definitely should,” replied Joe encouragingly. “I’d love to
see you out and about a little more.”

“Really?” Whispered Kimberley quietly, eyes squinting as she tried
to focus on Joe’s face. “You really mean that?”

“Why of course,” replied Joe cheerfully. “I’m sure we all would. I
mean…”

Suddenly Kim lurched forwards, pressing her face into his and
roughly kissing him full on the lips. Joe was somewhat taken by
surprise and instinctively leaned back. For a moment he was
stunned. He had liked Kimberley for a long time and had been
waiting for an opportunity to ask her out on a date. The problem
was Kimberley was always so shy and buttoned up such chances were
hard to come by. Of course he wanted to kiss her but not like this,
not when she was as drunk as this. He put his hands on her
shoulders and gently but firmly pushed her away. “Goodness Kim.”
His face flushed red with embarrassment. Kim did not seem to notice
however. She threw her arms around him and pulled him close,
squeezing him so tightly that it hurt. “Oh Joe!” She exclaimed
desperately. “Oh Joe I just want you so much!” Tears flooded to her
eyes and a moment later she had started to cry.

Joe smiled uncomfortably. He began to help her up. “Come along
Kimberley,” he said firmly. “Let’s get you home, huh?”

Kimberley
protested weakly that she felt absolutely fine but Joe could see
she was in no fit state to do much else this evening except sleep
and so he put his arm around her and led her through the club, she
leaning heavily on his shoulder. On the way they bumped into the
rest of the girls and he told them he was going to take her so home
so that they wouldn’t be worried about her. The two of them left
the club and began to walk down the street towards Kimberley’s
house. Joe chatted away amiably about nothing in particular but
Kimberley was too bust concentrating on walking in a straight line
to do much else other than nod. When they got to Kimberley’s front
door she uneasily stepped forwards and unlocked the door, taking a
little while to find the keyhole, before turning the handle and
almost falling into the hallway. Joe came after her and helped to
support her. She turned around and put her arms around him once
more, tried to kiss him. “Will you come upstairs with me, Joe?” She
asked him unsteadily. “Do you want to come upstairs with me
and…”

“I’ll help you upstairs and to your room,” said Joe quickly.

This proved
easier said than done however because Kimberley’s room was on the
top floor up two flights of stairs. Fortunately the rest of her
housemates had gone away this weekend otherwise they would surely
have been awakened by the noise as Kimberley stumbled and tipped up
the stairs, supported manfully by Joe. They got to the top floor.
Joe took the keys from her and unlocked the door before helping her
into her room.

Kimberley
turned around and tried to kiss Joe once more. “I really
like you, Joe,” she said emphatically. “I really, really like
you.”

“And I like you,” replied Joe pleasantly, forced to almost hold her
at arm’s length to prevent her from falling upon him. “I’ve liked
you for a long time, Kimberley.”

“Really?” Said Kimberley excitedly.

“Yes,” replied Joe quickly. “And I’m still going to like you when I
see you at work tomorrow but for now I think you need to sleep,
Kimberley.”

“No, no,” protested Kimberley with a hiccup. “I don’t need to
sleep, Joe. We don’t need to sleep. Come on, let’s go to
bed.” She took hold his arm and tried to drag him over to the bed.
Joe resisted.

“Please Kimberley,” he said firmly. “Please just go to bed. We’ll
talk tomorrow, I promise you, but I can’t talk to you like
this.”

“But I thought you liked me?” Replied Kimberley, sounding slightly
hurt.

“I do like you, Kimberley and that is precisely why I want you to
go to bed – by yourself,” replied Joe with emphasis.

“No!” Protested Kimberley. I don’t want to go to bed by myself, I
want to go to bed with you!” She licked her lips and tried to
strike a seductive pose. “I’m really kinky, Joe,” she told him, her
voice a whisper. “I’ve got some really nice underwear in my
drawers. I could put them on for you if you like an afterwards…”
Her voice trailed off. Suddenly she burst into giggles. When she
recovered herself she put her hands around Joe’s shoulders.
“Spank me, Joe,” she urged him passionately. “Spank me, whip
me, cane me, tie me to the bedposts! Fuck me, Joe, fuck me really
hard!”

Joe went bright red in the face and looked down at the floor.
“Please Kimberley,” he said, voice thick with embarrassment.
“Please just go to bed.” He pulled back the bedsheets and took hold
of Kimberley’s arm. “Get into bed,” he told her, deciding to try a
new tack. “Get into bed and we’ll talk some more.”

“And you’ll fuck me, right?”

“Just get into bed.”

Kimberley
reluctantly kicked off her shoes and got into bed, lay down on the
pillows. Joe turned the lights down really low. Kimberley reached
out for his hand and he took it. She began to start a conversation
about how much she loved and needed him but her voice was thick
with tiredness and she soon trailed off. Within two minutes she was
fast asleep.

Joe made sure
Kimberley was asleep then quietly closed the door of her room and
went downstairs. Poor Kimberley, he thought to herself. He
too didn’t really drink alcohol and was liable to make a fool of
himself on the rare occasions that he did. But did you make a fool
of yourself if the other person thought no less of you? He didn’t
know. What he did know was that he liked Kimberley, had liked her
for a long time in fact and he was very much hoping to be able to
have another chance to see her socially when she wasn’t quite so
intoxicated.

For Kimberley
waking up in the morning it would probably have been best had she
not remembered anything about the latter part of the evening but
unfortunately for her she remembered everything. She came back to
consciousness slowly and it was only when she tried to move that
she realised her head was thumping. Gingerly she sat up and as she
did so the unpleasant flood of memories converged on her. She sank
back down on to the bed, her mouth agape in horror.

After a few
moments she forced herself to get up and went into the bathroom to
splash some water upon her face. Her mind searched around for some
mitigating factors but she could find none. She’s harboured a big
crush on Joe for a long time and she had made a complete and utter
fool of herself in front of him, had even told him some of her most
secret desires and of course in begging him to have sex with her as
she had she had made herself look like a complete and utter whore.
To top it all off she was due at work at eleven for a short
afternoon shift and would have to face him there. She wondered
whether she ought to phone in sick but decided against it. She had
to face him sooner or later. Despite her embarrassment she decided
he deserved to see her today so that she could apologise. After
all, she had been weak and vulnerable and throwing herself at him.
It would have been easy to take advantage of her and had his own
fun but he had been the perfect gentleman and looked after her the
entire time. His gallantry made her like him even more and she was
furious with herself for have seemingly thrown away her chance with
him.

Kimberley went
downstairs and had a cup of strong coffee then went back upstairs
and showered. She found she felt a little better after this and
after a couple of pieces of dry toast she felt better still,
although she still had a headache. She put on a pair of jeans and a
sweater (it was always dress down day at the weekends in the call
centre) and brushed her hair. By the time she was finished she
thought she looked almost presentable. She took a deep breath and
looked at herself in the mirror. “Be brave, slut,” she told herself
stoically as she turned to head off towards the bus stop.

Kimberley took
the bus to work, arriving twenty minutes early and took her place
at her pod. The other girls turned on her quickly, full of
excitable questions.

“We saw you leaving the club with Joe last night!”

“What happened, Kimberley? You simply must tell us all the juicy
details.”

“Did you sleep with him? How was it?”

“No, no!” replied Kimberly, blushing slightly with embarrassment.
“It was nothing like that! He just walked me home and we talked for
a while.”

“You mean you took him to your room?”

“Err… I…” Kimberly put her head down and squirmed in embarrassment.
“Well yes,” she replied quietly. “But only to talk you understand,
nothing happened!”

The girls
looked at her doubtfully and pressed her for more details but
Kimberly swore nothing untoward had happened. She deeply regretted
confessing they had gone to her room. Now the rumour mill would go
into overdrive and Joe would have yet another excuse to hate
her.

Kimberley
glimpsed Joe from a distance but fortunately for her it was busy at
the call centre that weekend and she was kept busy with calls for
much of her five hour shift. She knew she would have to face Joe
eventually but then she was a natural procrastinator and always put
off until tomorrow what could have been done today. The shift
seemed to pass very quickly and before she knew it the time had
reached four and the end of her shift beckoned. She saw Joe logging
off his phone and head into the kitchen in order to wash up his
teacup. If she hurried she might be able to whizz past him and make
it to the bus stop before he saw her. He logged off her own phone
and prepared to make a dash for it.

No, she
suddenly thought to herself. This isn’t right. Joe had
looked after her last night, had taken her home and kept her safe,
had defended her honour when she was begging him to do otherwise.
I will not be a coward, she decided. I must go and see
him.

Kimberley
straightened her posture and strode purposely into the kitchen but
as soon as she got in through the door and Joe turned around to
face her she found her confidence evaporating and she became a bag
of nerves. Joe was nervous too but he treated her to a broad smile
in order to put her at her ease. “Hello Kimberley,” he said
pleasantly. “All done for the day?”

“Hi Joe,” replied Kimberley, her voice almost a whisper. “I… I
wanted to come and say sorry to you for how I behaved last night,
and to thank you as well for, well, getting me home safely.”

“It is quite alright,” replied Joe, still smiling. “It was good to
see you last night.”

Kimberley laughed shortly. “I’m not so sure about that,” she
replied doubtfully. “Thank you for being so nice about it though
Joe. I hardly think I deserve it. I behaved like a total… well, I
just think you’re being really nice for still talking to me.”

“Well of course I’m still talking to you, Kimberley,” laughed Joe.
“Why on earth wouldn’t I? You were only a little drunk, that’s all.
We’ve all been there.”

“I was more than a little drunk,” replied Kimberley. “And I was
saying things too, I remember all of it. I was saying some really
vulgar things to you, Joe, and you were the perfect gentleman.” She
forced herself to smile but this soon gave way to a downcast
expression. “I might have given you an impression, Joe,” she said
quietly. “That I wasn’t a very nice girl and I just wanted to
assure you that’s not how I am. That’s not how I am at all.” Then,
to her horror, her lip started to wobble and there was nothing she
could do to hold back the tears which came with a stifled sob. She
screwed up her eyes, mortified at having made a fool out of herself
yet again. But Joe was ever the gentleman. “Hey, now come along
Kimberley,” he said kindly, putting a comforting hand on her
shoulder. “There’s no need to be worried, there really isn’t. Come
on, let me give you a lift home. We can talk on the way.”

Kimberley
readily agreed to Joe’s request. Some of her co-workers would be
waiting at the bus stop and they were bound to ask her what was
wrong when they saw her standing there crying. Joe’s offer meant
she could slip off with him in his car and not worry about anybody
else seeing her in her distressed state. She could not believe how
good he was to her, or how much of a gentleman he was being, just
how she imagined British men used to be before the age of bad
manners took hold. She left the call centre with him and got into
his car and they started off in the direction of her house. Joe
talked amiably about some of the funnier calls he had dealt with
during his time working at the call centre and made Kim laugh. Soon
she relaxed, her tears dried and she let forth with a few anecdotes
of her own. She was delighted to see they had such an easier
chemistry between them.

Joe stopped the
car outside Kimberley’s house and turned off the engine. Kimberley
smiled at him. Far from wanting to avoid him she was now sad about
having to get out of the car and leave him. “Now listen to me
Kimberley,” said Joe pleasantly. “I don’t want you to worry a thing
about what happened last night. I was glad to help you and I’d do
it again. I know it isn’t who you are and I know that because I’ve
known you for almost six months now. You’re a good person, Kim, a
really swell girl.”

Kimberley blushed delightedly at his words. “You don’t think any
less of me then?” She asked hi coyly.

Joe shook his head. “If anything I think more of you,” he told her.
He took a deep breath. “Maybe, if you like, I mean if you wanted
to…”

“Yes?” Said Kim expectantly.

Joe looked deep into her eyes and she looked back at him. He moved
forwards slowly. Kimberley tilted her head slightly to one side and
closed her eyes. Their lips met and a moment later were like
magnets. They kissed long and luxuriously for a long time.
“Goodness Joe!” Exclaimed Kimberley when they at last broke away.
“That sure was something!”

Joe put his arm around her and lightly kissed her again. “Let’s try
again,” he said quietly. “Let me take you out on a proper date,
tonight. You go home and get ready and I’ll pick you up at
seven?”

“Okay Joe,” replied Kimberley, her eyes wide and wondering. She
felt dizzy with excitement. “I… I’d really like that.” Her heart
was thumping fast and she almost added ‘I can’t wait’ but she knew
she had to try and keep a cool veneer for the sake of
appearances.

It was now
almost five-o-clock which gave Kimberley two hours to get ready.
She spent a few moments kissing Joe goodbye before getting out of
his car and waving him off and then almost skipping into her house
and up the stairs to her room. She took another shower and then
came naked into her bedroom in order to select an outfit,
eventually deciding on a classy red cotton dress that cut off a
little above her knees, hugged her hips and waist and showed off
her figure. The dress showed off a little cleavage but not too
much. She didn’t want to come across as looking too slutty.

 

As she was
about to get ready an idea struck her and she went to her underwear
drawer and took out the lacy stockings, bra and suspenders that
were an integral part of her most private fantasies. She loved the
way she looked in the underwear and she wanted to love herself
tonight. The underwear would do wonders for her confidence and Joe
might never know she was wearing them, although he hopefully would
by the end of the night. She put the underwear on and the dress
over it, then examined herself once more in the mirror as she
brushed her hair. “You’re actually looking quite nice tonight,
slut,” she told herself through gritted teeth. “Be sure you don’t
mess it up this time.”

Joe picked her
up at the point of seven having walked to her house. It was a warm
evening and he was dressed in a pair of light brown chinos with a
rumpled white cotton shirt with the sleeves rolled up to the elbow,
hair swept back over his head. He thought Kimberley looked
absolutely stunning and he told her so as he kissed her.

Joe took
Kimberley to an expensive Italian restaurant near to the
fashionable docklands part of the town. Kimberley was charmed by
his manners. He held doors open for her and even pulled out her
chair for her when she sat down.

Kimberley did
not know a great deal about Italian food and so Joe asked her what
sort of food she liked to eat generally and then ordered for her
based upon her preferences. When the meal dully arrived she found
it to be delicious. She found herself in awe of him, he just seemed
so confident and in control. A shard of doubt suddenly pierced her
confidence. What could a guy like that possibly see in
me?

Joe asked
Kimberley about herself and about the course she was studying at
university. “If you’re in your third year you must be graduating
soon,” he said conversationally. “You must have quite a lot of work
to do.”

“I suppose,” replied Kimberley with a shrug. “I find I can’t really
settle down to it.”

“You think the course might be wrong for you?”

“Oh no the course is fine,” replied Kimberley. “I mean I like the
course, I just don’t like the – well the work really.” She
regretted the words as soon as they were out of her mouth. They did
not cast her in a good light.

“You mean you don’t like studying?” Joe asked her.

“Don’t like studying, don’t like essays,” replied Kimberley,
deciding there was no point in backtracking now. “I suppose you
could say I’m a little lazy on that front. I’ve always been a bit
of a procrastinator.”

“I’m sure you just need a gentle push,” laughed Joe. “Or perhaps
somebody to take you in hand.”

Kimberley could not help but smile. Did Joe realise just how close
to the mark he was?

The two of them
finished dinner and lingered a little while over a drink. Kimberley
had learned her lesson from last night and stuck strictly to orange
juice. For such a shy and introverted person Kimberley was amazed
at how easy she felt in Joe’s company and as the time passed by she
felt herself growing in confidence. After a while Joe suggested a
walk along the docks which Kimberley readily accepted.

At this time of
night the docks looked quite stunning all lit up and with the moon
shining down upon the still water, the yachts and boats creaking
gently in the light breeze. Joe put his arm around Kimberley and
they wandered amiably along, chatting about nothing in particular.
Eventually they found a bench overlooking the marina and sat down
together. Joe kissed her tenderly and Kimberley nuzzled into her
shoulder as he slipped his arm around her waist. “Oh Joe,” she
sighed tenderly. “This has simply been the most perfect
evening.”

Joe smiled. “And for me too,” her replied, kissing her once more.
“I just hope you don’t think I’ve been too controlling over
you.”

“Controlling?” Replied Kimberley, sounding puzzled. “Of course not
Joe, why on earth would I think that?”

“Oh I don’t know,” replied Joe with a shrug. “I just meant with me
suggesting everything and even ordering your food for you.”

“No, Joe I don’t think that’s controlling at all,” replied
Kimberley with emphasis. “It is just dominant, you know? And I like
you even more because you’re dominant. You’re dominant and I’m
submissive, that’s a good combination isn’t it?”

“I think we’re a good combination, Kimberley,” smiled Joe. “So it
was true, then? What you said last night?”

“What?” Replied Kimberley quietly, a slight nervousness in her
voice. “About my liking to be spanked?”

“Yes.”

Kimberley shook her head. “Not entirely,” she replied. “I mean not
strictly speaking. I’ve never actually been spanked before, Joe, I
just want to be.” She looked up into his eyes. “I want to be
spanked really, really badly.”

“I see,” replied Joe thoughtfully. “And…”

“And I want it to be you,” said Kimberley quickly. “I want you to
spank me, Joe.” She reached out and took his hand. “I think I’ve
realised something in the last day or two,” she said passionately.
“In my fantasies taking a spanking meant you were called bitch and
slut and got treated really mean by somebody who didn’t really care
about you. But I realise now that’s not what it is about, that’s
not what makes it sexy, Joe. A spanking is about getting hurt and
everything but it is also about consent, it is about trust,
intimacy; it is about willingly submitting to somebody about whom
you care deeply.”

“And you trust me?” Asked Joe, highly aroused by her words.

Kimberley nodded. “And do you…”

“Yes Kimberley,” replied Joe immediately. “I care about you very
deeply.”

“So will you?” Asked Kimberley hopefully.

Joe nodded. “Yes,” he replied. “I will give you what you
need.”

Kimberley leaned forwards so that their noses pressed together. “I
need it hard, Joe, can you give it to me hard? Can you paddle me
and whip me and cane me?”

“If it is what you want,” replied Joe. “And if you really trust
me.”

“I trust you,” replied Kimberley emphatically. “And oh boy do I
need it. But what if I start to cry?”

Joe smiled. “Does a spanking really start until you start to cry?”
He asked lightly.

Kimberley’s heart leapt. I am I love! She thought to herself
giddily. “Okay then Joe,” said Kimberley, leaning forwards to kiss
him. “Let’s go back to mine.”

Kimberley was
feeling giddy as she walked back to her apartment hand in hand with
Joe. She could not resist a sly smile as she glanced at the
passers-by as they went. They would think them just another couple.
What would they think if they knew here was a slave on her way
back to be spanked by her new master? She wondered to herself
with a thrill.

The two of them
arrived back at the house to find it swathed in darkness. Nobody
else was home and Kim was very glad about that, for it meant they
were under no obligation to conduct their business quietly. She led
Joe in through the hallway and up the stairs without hesitation,
totally confident and comfortable with what she would soon be
receiving.

Kimberley
locked her bedroom door behind them before putting her arms around
Joe’s neck and kissing him. “Would you like me to call you master?”
She asked him.

Joe smiled and shook his head. “I am prepared to punish you
Kimberley but I am not going to be disrespectful towards you,” he
replied. “I’m not really one for the ‘bitch’ and ‘slut’ business
and I’m certainly not about to start dictating what you should call
me, unless you want to call me master.”

Kimberley thought for a moment. “Joe is fine,” she said eventually.
“But you don’t mind if I call myself a bitch I hope?”

“Not if it is what you want to do.”

Kimberley smiled. “And if I don’t take my spanking like a good
bitch?” She asked him coyly. “If I step out of line and do not
follow your instructions, will you give me extras?”

“You’d better believe it,” replied Joe lightly. Kimberley smiled
and turned around. “Please will you unzip my dress, Joe?” She asked
him. “I think in a moment you’ll agree I’m going to need an extra
hard spanking.”

Joe did as she
asked. Kimberley wriggled hr shoulders free of the dress and pulled
it down to reveal her sexy black stockings, suspenders, knickers
and bra underneath. The sight of her dressed so alluringly took
Joe’s breath away and he had to remind himself that he was the one
who was supposed to be in control. Kimberley noticed the arousal
upon his face. “So do you like what you see?” She asked
seductively.

Joe came forwards and moved his hand slowly down her hips to brush
against the sides of her knickers and the top of her stockings.
“You’re quite right, Kimberley,” he told her. “It looks as though
you’re going to need an extra hard spanking.”

Kimberley now
went to her bedside cupboard and brought out the paddle, the cane
and the whip which she placed upon the bed before Joe. “And there
is one other thing,” she said quickly and with that she went to her
bedside chest of drawers and produced the black leather collar. She
moved over to Joe and held it out to him as though she were
offering him a sacred jewel. “Will you?” She asked him.

Kimberley
turned around as Joe fastened and buckled the collar around her
neck. “I feel like this makes it official,” laughed Kimberley. “Now
I really do belong to you.” She turned back around and rested her
head upon his shoulder. “Are they suitable?” She asked him,
motioning towards the spanking implements she had lain on the
bed.”

“Oh yes they’re suitable,” replied Joe. “I mean I really don’t
think you needed to spend any money on a paddle, there are plenty
of everyday household objects you can use which will do the job
just as well, such as the back of a hairbrush for example, or a
spatula. I am afraid, however, that the three items do not quite
complete the set.”

“What do you mean?” Asked Kimberley in confusion.

“Only that I intend to start off spanking you with my hand” replied
Joe with a smile. “It will hurt the least but it will be a good
warm up, and I think it will also be good for increasing the
intimacy between us.”

Kimberley laughed and kissed him again. “I don’t think I could feel
any closer to you that I do now,” she replied huskily.

Joe sat down on
the bed and instructed Kimberley to lie across his lap and make
herself comfortable. Kimberley did as she was told, delighting in
the feel of Joe’s hard cock pressing against her stomach as she
duly submitted herself. Joe put his hand around her waist and
pulled her tightly into his body as Kimberley rested her head on
the bed, her eyes closed, a serene expression upon her face as Joe
looked down upon her smooth and peachy ass, raised his hand over
his head and brought it down hard across the centre of Kimberley’s
cheeks.

Kimberley’s
body jerked forwards slightly and her eyes bulged. It seemed to
take quite a long time for her to feel the initial sting but when
it finally hit her she found it to be quite intense. Joe spanked
her again, and then again after that, starting off slowly before
building up to a steady fast rhythm, leaving a gap of around a
second between each blow. Kimberley was very pleased to note how he
did not hold back. He started off hard and continued hard and
before long she was crying out softly and squeezing up her toes as
the pain slowly started to build up into a never peaking crescendo.
She found her panties offered her little to no protection against
the onslaught, although naturally the blows at the base of her ass
and the tops of her thighs hurt the most and soon her cheeks were
transformed into a very pleasing shade of crimson which contrasted
nicely with the rest of her quite pale skin.

After a few
minutes Joe ceased spanking her and rested his hand upon her ass,
gently rubbing her cheeks so that she had a break. Kimberley was
breathing fast and gasping but she had not yet started to cry. Joe
loved the feel of her knickers against his palm and the smooth silk
of her stockings as he rubbed his hand up and down until
Kimberley’s sighs of exertion gave way to low whispers of relief.
His hands moved between her legs and brushed against the front of
her knickers and he was pleased to note she was already wet right
through. He hoped she would find the rest of the spanking to be
just as arousing. He began to spank her again, trying to give it to
her a little harder. Kimberley’s cries became louder and louder
until they filled the room and this contrasted very pleasantly with
the sound of Joe’s palm making contact against her reddened cheeks.
Soon she was forced to bite her lip and crewed up her eyes in a bid
to avoid bursting into tears. She was not afraid of crying in front
of Joe but she wanted to be brave for as long as she could.

Kimberley was
straining slightly against Joe’s arm which continued to hold her
tightly around her waist and her feet jerked out with every fresh
blow he gave her. She was glad when he stopped spanking her after a
few minutes and began to gently rub her ass once more. “How am I
doing, Joe?” She asked him as her breathing started to return
tomorrow.

“Really good, Kimberley,” replied Joe appreciatively.

“Taking it like a good bitch, aren’t I?”

“So far,” replied Joe. “But it is still early days yet. Let’s not
get too cocky too soon shall we?”

“No Joe.”

Joe’s eyes fell upon the wooden paddle on the bed and he picked it
up and ran it through his hands. It was rather heavy and appeared
to be made of oak with a smooth flat surface on either side. He
tapped it against his hands and decided that Kimberley would
certainly be feeling it when he started to give it to her. He
glanced down at her submitted ass before him and decided she might
as well feel the full benefit before resting the paddle by his side
for a moment. His fingers moved to unhook the clasps of her
suspenders. “Pull your knickers a little way down your thighs for
me, honey,” he said gently. “I would like to paddle your bare
ass.”

Kimberley
shifted slightly so that her hips were raised off Joe’s laps,
reached behind her, hooked her thumbs beneath the hem of her
knickers and pulled them down so that they were halfway down her
thighs. Joe noticed there was very little difference in redness and
was gratified that had not protected her too much from the blows of
his hand, but it will still be nice to paddle her bare ass. He
picked up the paddle and rested it across her cheeks, raising it up
and down as Kimberley braced herself.

Kimberley
gasped loudly as Joe raised the paddle and brought it down
forcefully across her cheeks. The paddle hurt far more than his
hand and it was all she could do to prevent herself from struggling
out of position. She managed to get a hold of herself just in time
and was more prepared for the next blow which landed towards the
base of her ass, although it still hurt a great deal. Joe paddled
her a little slower than he had spanked her, allowing her to feel
the benefit of each blow. Every twenty or so strokes he would cease
for a minute or so and run his hands across her ass so that she had
a break, for all the good it did her. Before her long her punished
cheeks were becoming redder and redder. Kimberley felt tears come
to her eyes and she began to sniffle weakly although she did not
allow herself to burst into tears just yet.

After a little
while Joe stopped paddling Kimberley in order to give her a little
longer break. He thought she looked absolutely beautiful, her
crimson cheeks submitted just for him, knickers pulled down across
her stockings. He began to rub her ass slowly up and down then
slipped his hands between her legs. His fingers brushed against her
centre. Kimberley felt an electrical pulse run through her. She
widened her legs a little. Joe entered her with the tips of his
fingers and began to move up and down, gradually penetrating her a
little deeper until his fingers began to rub against her clit. The
experience was like nothing Kimberley had ever experienced before;
she had certainly never been able to touch herself with such
intensity. Before long she was mewing and whimpering softly, his
touch feeling so good when contrasted with the pain of the
spanking. Her breathing became more and more shallow. She felt the
well of orgasm build inside her stomach but just as she was coming
to climax Joe suddenly withdrew his fingers, picked up the paddle
and began to spank her again. For Kimberley his denying her the
opportunity to cum was a worse punishment than any part of the
spanking so far.

Joe paddle
Kimberley little while longer until he felt his arm beginning to
get tired. He didn’t want to wear himself out too soon. The
spanking was, after all, to be a marathon as opposed to a sprint.
He put the paddle back down on the bed and allowed Kimberley a
little time to recover. She was still not crying openly although
her eyes remained wet. After a minute or so he began to gently rub
her shoulders. “How are you feeling, honey?” He asked her.

“It hurts,” replied Kimberley. “But it is everything I wanted it to
be and more! Oh Joe I just can’t tell you how good this
feels!”

Joe smiled. “Am I to take it from your answer that you’re ready for
the cane?”

“Oh yes,” replied Kimberley with determination. “I’m ready for the
cane.”

“So how do you
want me?” Asked Kimberley after she had climbed gingerly off Joe’s
lap and turned to face him.

“Whatever is best for you,” replied Joe. “This is your spanking
after all.”

Kimberley nodded. “May I take my knickers off?” She asked
him.

“You may.”

Kimberley took
off her knickers, thinking how little they had protected her during
the spanking and paddling so far. They would certainly not give her
much protection against the cane and so she thought it best they
weren’t in the way. This done she now started thinking about what
position she would like to be in when she was caned. In her
fantasies she had always been bent over a chair with her hands upon
the seat but she realised now how much energy it took to get
spanked and she did not want to become uncomfortable in position
whilst she was receiving her punishment. She decided the most
comfortable position would be face down on the bed and so she took
two pillows and piled them one on top of the other and placing them
in the centre of the bed. She knelt down upon the bed and lay
across the pillows so that her ass was raised in the air, then took
another pillow and placed it beneath her head for a little extra
support and so that she would have something to cry and scream
into. She rested her head on her side and brushed her hair away
from her eyes and face as Joe picked up the cane and came to stand
to the side of the bed. “Are you ready?” He asked her as he tapped
her ass lightly with the cane, raising it up and down to measure
his stroke.

“Yes Joe I’m ready,” replied Kimberley serenely as she closed her
eyes and waited. “I hope you cane me very hard indeed.”

Joe decided to
start caning Kimberley as he meant to go on. He raised the whip
high in the air and brought it down hard. Beneath him Kimberley was
aware of the sound of air rushing past and a moment later the cane
made contact in the centre of her ass. Kimberley sucked in her
breath, her eyes bulged and she cried out loudly, her eyes filling
with tears. The pain was more intense than she could ever have
imagined but oh boy did she want and need this.

Joe began to
cane Kimberley very slowly and very hard indeed, allowing her to
feel the full effect of each stroke before giving her the next and
at this he was truly a master. The crescendo of pain rushed over
Kimberley until it peaked and at the very moment she felt it let up
another hard stroke landed across her cheeks. The strokes across
the base of her ass and thighs hurt the most and Joe seemed to be
giving her quite a lot of these. Before long the dam of her emotion
had burst, the tears flowed and she sobbed steadily into her pillow
as the onslaught continued unabated.

Joe did not
bother to count the strokes he gave her but instead caned her until
her cries were merging into one, the sound of her sobs filling the
confines of the bedroom and beyond. By the time he was done with
her Kimberley’s ass was lined with thick red welts.

For now Joe
felt he had caned Kimberley to the limit of her endurance. Any more
and she would soon have trouble remaining in position and he did
not want her to lose confidence in her ability to submit when she
was doing so well with her first proper spanking. He put the cane
to one side for a moment and came to sit beside her, stroking her
hair with one hand whilst caressing her ass with the other. He felt
a little bad for comforting and soothing her when he was only going
to start thrashing her all over again in a moment but then again he
was only giving her what she so desperately needed and desired.

After a moment
Kimberley turned her head and looked at him with wide, teary eyes.
“How am I doing?” She asked him. “I’m not moving out of position am
I? I’m being a good bitch?”

“You’re the best,” Joe assured her. “But I’ve been thinking,
Kimberley, about your university course.”

“What do you mean?” Asked Kimberley in confusion.

“Only that you’re not doing very well,” replied Joe. “And it is
clear to me that unless you buck your ideas up you’re going to
fail.”

“I suppose so,” replied Kimberley, although she didn’t sound
especially concerned. “But it won’t matter too much will it? I’ll
still be able to repeat the year, and if not I still have a job to
go to.”

“But you do not enjoy the job, Kimberley and nor do you want to
repeat the year if you can help it,” Joe told her. “It will be a
year of your life wasted. I think you need to focus some more and
because you have thus far failed to do so I feel inclined to give
you some punishment strokes.”

Kimberley tried not to smile. “For being such a bad girl with my
studies you mean?” She asked keenly.

“That is right,” replied Joe. He stood up and picked up the cane
once more. “I am going to give you eight hard punishment strokes
across the tops of your thighs and then the caning part of your
spanking will be over. Whilst I am giving them I want you to think
about your course and how you had best not procrastinate in the
future.”

“Yes Joe,” replied Kimberley, her voice thick with anticipation as
she positioned herself back over the pillows.

Punishment
strokes, as Joe well knew, were best given hard and he proceeded to
give Kimberley the strokes very hard indeed. Kimberley cried out
loudly as she was punished, the strokes across her thighs hurting
the worst of all and before the second stroke was delivered she was
weeping uncontrollably once more. She thought about her course and
the hard seats in the lecture hall. Every time she sat down there
for the next week and more she was going to be reminded of this
spanking which would provide her with a new impetus to study harder
and pass her course this year.

Joe caned her
very slowly and it took a long time before he was finished with the
eight extra punishment strokes. He put the cane down on the floor
and came to sit beside her once more, comforting Kimberley as
before until her tears once again subsided. “How do I look?” She
asked him eventually.

“You look divine,” smiled Joe, and indeed he could not stop
thinking about how perfect she was with her hair cascading down her
shoulders and all dressed up in her silky stockings and bra to
boot.

“I mean my ass?” Persisted Kimberley. “It hurts so much.”

“It looks perfect,” Joe assured her. “I know it hurts, honey, but I
can promise you there won’t be any lasting damage done. In a few
days it will recover and be right back to normal.”

“And then it will time for my next spanking,” said Kimberley
lustily.

Joe smiled and bent down to kiss her. “You’re insatiable,” he told
her.

“Do you mind if I get up and look at myself in the mirror before
you start with my whipping?” Asked Kimberley.

“Why of course you can,” replied Joe. He stood up and held out his
hand to help her up. Kimberley stood up and went painfully towards
the mirror, the welts upon her ass burning with every move she
made. She stood with her back just off from the mirror, turned her
head and looked around. “My goodness me,” she breathed in wonder,
staring at the perfect lines of the welts against her ass and the
accompanying redness all across her cheeks and the tops of her
legs. “It looks amazing, Joe. I look… well I look like a really bad
girl.” She giggled excitedly and continued to stare at herself
almost transfixed. The sight of her punished ass filled her with
new confidence to take her whipping. “She looked at Joe eagerly.
“Shall we carry on?”

Joe nodded and picked up the whip. Kimberley could have cried with
excitement as she climbed back on to the bed and submitted herself
over the pillows once more, ready to be whipped.

Joe tapped the
whip lightly against Kimberley’s bottom before moving it up and
down across her cheeks, knowing the cool leather would feel good
after the intensity of the spanking she had taken so far. But
Kimberley knew the whip would not be her friend for long and the
longer she was forced to wait for her punishment to begin the
greater her sense of anticipation and thus the more she was
tortured. When at last Joe was good and ready her brought the whip
up high before swinging it low and diagonally across Kimberley’s
ass. Kimberley cried out loudly and buried her face into the pillow
to prevent herself from screaming. The whip hurt far more than the
cane and it was clear Joe was prepared to offer her no let-up from
the onslaught he had already inflicted upon her ass.

Joe whipped
Kimberley a little slower than he had caned her but he took care to
make the strokes extra hard, for this was the final part of the
spanking and thus it was his duty to give her something to think
about. Soon Kimberley was sobbing loudly, her cries filling the
room. He focused on whipping her diagonally so that she was
punished against the grains of the welts she had already received
and thus was her suffering increased. The whip hurt more than
anything she had ever experienced before and as she cried out and
wept against the strokes she thought about all the times she had
sat and viewed the spanking implements, wondering how they would
feel against her ass. Now she knew, and she was not disappointed.
How strange it was that in this, the time of her greatest
submission, she had never felt so free and what was even stranger
still was that even though she was crying more now than at any time
in her life she had never felt so happy.

Joe whipped
Kimberley for a very long time, not counting the strokes. By the
time he was finished the welts upon her ass had started to turn
purple, her hair was askew and her body was sheened with a thin
layer of sweat. By now most of her strength had left her and she no
longer had to worry about remaining in position over the pillows
but instead lay limply over them, weeping steadily and barely able
to react as the welts continued to fall hard upon her cheeks.

At last Joe
decided he had tested Kimberley to the limit of her endurance. He
was amazed by her courage, and by her determination to submit. He
stopped whipping her and put the whip down on the bed before
sitting down and gathering Kimberley up into his arms, holding her
close to him and gently rubbing her ass. Kimberley buried her face
into his shoulder and sobbed for a good few minutes before she was
at last able to get a hold of herself. “And what now?” She finally
asked him as he leaned in to kiss her. “Is my spanking over.”

“Yes Kimberley,” replied Joe. “I think you’ve had enough, don’t
you?”

“Only if you say so.”

“I do,” replied Joe firmly. “Now, if you are willing, we can move
on to other things.”

“Why of course!” Exclaimed Kimberley excitedly. Joe lifted her up
and sat her down on his lap and held her close. It felt so good to
hold her almost naked body, to run his hands up and down the sheer
fabric of her stockings and up her firm stomach to feel her breasts
through her lacy black bra. Kimberley reached behind her and
unclipped her bra strap, allowing the bra to come off and her full,
firm breasts to bounce out before her. Joe leaned forwards and
began to kiss her neck, causing her to squeal delightedly before
his lips moved down upon her breasts. He bit her nipples hard until
she cried out happily, his hand sliding between her thighs which
parted at his touch. He entered her with two fingers and began to
caress her centre, amazed at how wet she was. Kimberley closed her
eyes and mewed softly. She was so aroused she was sure she would
not be long in climaxing, delighted to be a slave to his fingers
where only a few minutes early she was a slave to his whip.

But Joe was not
to allow her to come so easily. He began to tease Kimberley’s clit,
entering her deeply before withdrawing when he felt her on the
verge of orgasm before entering her again after she had calmed.
Thus was Kimberley further tortured. She leaned back in his arms,
groaning and sighing as she allowed him to take her to the point of
paradise, only to deny her at the last. Finally, just as she
thought she could stand it no, more, he gently lifted her on to the
bed and began to remove his clothes. Kimberley reclined upon the
bed and watched him hungrily. When at last he got down to his boxer
shorts his large cock sprang out, hard and erect and ready to take
her. But there was to be one further delay to their long awaited
lovemaking session. Joe climbed on top of her. Kimberley felt his
cock slowly rising up her inner thigh and parted her legs to
receive him but he stopped at the last moment, kissing her and
brushing a few stray strands of hair from her eyes. “Have you got
anything with which I might tie you?” He asked passionately.

Kimberley’s frustration at the delay was more than compensated for
by the prospect of Joe tying her up. She reached into her bedside
cabinet and brought out a long silk scarf which she proceeded to
hand to him. Afterwards she placed her wrists together and held
them above her against the bedposts. Joe tied her up tightly so
that her skin bulged slightly against the fabric before falling
upon her once more. Kimberley moaned and groaned, stretching out
her body upon the bed, straining deliciously at the bonds as she
relished her helplessness. Now at last Joe could deny her no more
and although he had not told her every second he was not inside her
was a torture to him as well. He entered her slowly, pushing up to
fill her completely, taking her in slow, rhythmic thrusts, making
love to her as he had caned her so that she felt the full benefit
of his passion, burying his face into her neck as he devoured her
hungrily. His hands moved up and down her body. Kimberley lifted up
her knees and squeezed him tightly around the hips. His hands now
moved to rub and caress her ass. It felt so good to have him
soothing her as he took her after the intensity of the spanking he
had earlier delivered to her.

Kimberley’s
cries filled the bedroom and beyond until soon she was screaming
ecstatically at the top of her voice, tears falling down her face.
She had never before felt so alive, or in love. Her heart raced,
her entire body seemed to be on fire, her emotions as dangerous and
as overpowering as the orgasm that now welled up inside her to
dominate the very fabric of her being. Her climax, when at last it
came, was dizzying and dangerous. She felt it explode from her
centre and fill out like a supernova to tear through her senses,
leaving no part of her unmoved. Her cries became piercing and
demented and the satisfaction of at last earning the peak for which
she had worked so hard was further complimented as she felt Joe
gasp and tighten inside her before he too came hard with the most
intensive orgasm of his life.

Afterwards Joe
untied Kimberley and the two of them lay together entwined in one
another’s arms. Joe looked down at her and kissed her tenderly. “So
does this make you my girlfriend now?” He asked her lightly.

Kimberley giggled and shook her head. “No,” she replied. “It makes
me your slave!”

Joe laughed. “Some slave,” he replied. “You’ve ended up with
everything you wanted.”

“Yes but what I want is also what I need,” replied Kimberley with
emphasis.

“I know what I need,” said Joe, looking deep into her eyes as he
held her even tighter. Kimberley gazed back at him and saw that he
was right. In the next few weeks and months the two of them would
fall more in love than either of them thought possible. Kimberley
would work hard in her university course, spurred on by the
spankings Joe gave her, and she would pass and get a good degree.
Meanwhile Joe would leave the call centre and go on to found his
own successful business. Long afterwards they would look back on
this evening as the start of it all. But they were not to know any
of that this evening. Instead, as far as they were concerned, there
was nothing else in the world save for the two of them; the master
and his adoring slave.

THE END
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Seven Kinky
Tales of Girls Spanking Males

Brogan Wells
presents seven short stories of female domination in which the
girls are very much on top!

- First Your
Have To Earn Me: Beautiful, buxom, blonde Olivia spanks her best
friend, Jake, in order to ensure he never dreams of treating her as
badly as all the other men in her life!

- Pamela Gives
The Cane: Put upon Pamela overcomes her shyness to treat her gym
instructor boyfriend, Sol, to a sound thrashing after he stands her
up to go drinking with his friends!

- Jessica
Gives A Whipping: Sexy police officer Jessica conceives a novel
punishment for her errant boyfriend, John, after she catches him
sexting another girl!

- Submitted To
The Goddess: Beautiful graduate student Belle has her crush, Alfie,
cater to her every whim before at last taking him over her
knee!

- A Slave To
Give Me Courage: Shy librarian Laney submits her willing slave and
lover, Tim, to a hard spanking as a means of overcoming her bashful
nature.

- My Mistress
The Huntress: When Olivia returns from the hunt armed with her
riding crop and dressed in a pair of tight jodhpurs it is more than
her slave, Jake, can stand. He falls to his knees and begs her to
spank him!

- Under Her
Feet: When beautiful trainee psychiatrist Stevie catches her
boyfriend, Alfie, using drugs, she orders him to grovel at her feet
before he takes the cane!
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