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FOREWORD

 


 


I made a
promise to the woman in this book that I wouldn’t reveal her true
identity, so I only refer to her as ‘K’ She wanted me to tell this
story in the hope it might encourage others to take ‘the leap of
faith’ in the way that she did and find their own truth. But
despite her undoubted talent as an artist, she felt that she did
not have the written skills to do this story justice.

As a published novelist I not only had the experience to tell
the story but also the publishing connections to share it with the
public. K said to me, ‘You
must tell our story, Master, for it’s as much
yours as it is mine.’ As I’m not K, I can only tell this tale in my
words, from my point of view, as I’m one of the protagonists. What
I can do however is tell what a profound affect she had on my life
and how it changed us both forever.

So,
here’s to K who found what she was looking for and her hope that
others may, too.

 


 


Roger
James Gilchrist


RJG









 





THE WRITING GROUP

 


 


My name
is Roger Gilchrist but this book is about ‘K’. She wanted her story
to be told, but wants to retain her anonymity, so that’s why I only
identify her by the first letter of her name.

This
story is about her journey from a lonely, confused, and frustrated
submissive to becoming a well-trained, obedient, and well-cared
for, much-loved slave. My slave to be precise.

Her hope
is that it may help other submissives out there who feel the need
to be controlled by a firm hand but lack the courage to take the
necessary steps to make it happen. The message is that if you find
the right Dominant, they can show you the life you desire, long or
short term.

I’m a
published author so K asked me to write about her journey, as she
feels that she doesn’t have the right talents to do the story
justice. Besides, I was there to witness it first-hand so can
perhaps add some perspective.

I’m the
sole owner of a large, successful publishing company which I
inherited after my parents died in a Flu epidemic, 10 years ago. I
was in the army at the time but I resigned my commission to take
over the company.

I’m also a writer of novels myself, thrillers mainly but once
I took over the company I was able to expand the business by
branching out into the S&M/BDSM literature market, which is a
hobby of mine, as it was now acceptable, as the classic
Story of O and the more
recent Fifty Shades of Grey
proved. This type of literature has been around
at least since Victorian times, read The
Pearl Garden some time. Previously it was
sent out mail order in brown envelopes, now it’s on general sale in
railway stations. Woman’s
Hour, you’ve got a lot to answer
for.

As well
as one pen name for my thriller writing, Sam Fisher (it sounded
like a hard-boiled detective type name) I have another for my BDSM
novels. As the boss I was able to combine my love of writing with
my love of S&M practises and publish my works under another
name – Avery Pearson – with only a few people in the company
knowing it was me.

This is
how I met K, our shared love of writing led us to join a local
writing group. There we met and over time I revealed to her that I
was Avery Pearson once I’d learned she was a fan and she in turn
eventually revealed herself to me.

I’d been
attending the writing group for some years, it meets every
Wednesday evening. I call it a group as it’s not a class. The woman
who runs it chooses a topic for us to discuss each week, reads out
examples of that week’s subject and then we discuss it. We can do
homework on the subject if we wish but I never do, if I’m going to
spend my spare time writing it will be on something useful like a
novel.

I never
let on that I run a publishing company otherwise they’d all be
badgering me to publish their work, and frankly most of them
weren’t worth it. I told them I’d retired from the army (which I
had) and I gave them my Sam Fisher pseudonym so they could Google
me and see that I was Kosher as a published author.

I’m
particularly friendly with one of the men in the group as we had
the same sense of humour and hold the same political views, which
are often at odds with the rest of the group.

Then one
week he started bringing a couple of new people along who were
members of another group that he belonged to. One was male and the
other was female. I didn’t pay much attention to the male but the
female caught my eye. She introduced herself to the class. It was
the first time I laid eyes on ‘K’.

I’ll admit that like most men do, I looked her over
critically at first. She was around 30 years old, which made her
about 10 years younger than me. She was short, 5 ft. 3 ins. I found
out later, had thick, straight brown hair down to her shoulders,
with an off-centre parting, and very blue eyes which caught my
attention. She had a slim body but still a pleasing amount in the
chest area. A flat stomach and when she turned around I could see a
nicely shaped backside. This woman works
out, I thought.

K had one of those faces that just looks plain and normal at
first, nose slightly too long and a slight overbite, nothing remarkable about that
face but it grows on you. As I found out over time when she smiles
and you see the way mouth lifts at the corner and her eyes wrinkle
at the edges, her face becomes very attractive. And eventually it’s
like the song, ‘I’ve Grown Accustomed to Her Face’.

She was
actually my ‘type’. It was pointed out to me once that although I
often bed tall, long-legged blondes, it’s always the smaller women
with brown hair that I fall for. I’m not sure what that says about
me, but I admit I was drawn to her.

It
turned out that K was a good artist, she showed us photos of her
work. Usually people and places, mainly in watercolours but in
prints too. She’d even been displayed in galleries and museums. She
made a living by selling what paintings she could but she didn’t
make much of an income.

She
explained that she drew all these fantastic paintings but what she
really wanted was to be able to write good stories to string her
artworks together, which is why she joined groups, to raise her
writing up to the level of her painting. I enjoy her short stories
when she brings one to class and I notice that she always does the
homework that is set. Obedient.

Anyway,
after the group, a few of us would remain behind after the others
left, standing outside in the car park at the end of each lesson
and have a chat before breaking up to go home.

K was
down to earth and although not foul-mouthed did slip the occasional
‘fuck’ or ‘bollocks’ into the conversation, which I must admit
rather endeared me to her. I don’t like women from the gutter but I
also find the ‘prim and proper’ stuck up types, tedious. I meet too
many of them in my world and K was a breath of fresh
air.

One
night K suggested we adjourn to the pub over the road instead of
standing in the car park, I don’t think she wanted to go back to
her place and be on her own, so that became our routine instead. I
was loaded, the others seemed well off and we all had money except
K, so we always made sure she never had to buy a round. Just to
clarify, it was at our insistence, she wasn’t
freeloading.

Over time, the others started dropping out of the late drinks
as they had families to get home to, so most of the time it was
just K and I that went to the pub, sometimes a late meal even. As
it was just the two of us, I felt a bit mean getting in my posh car
and driving off, leaving her to wait for the bus in all weathers,
so we got into the habit of my dropping her off at home after the
pub. Of course I never tried to invite myself in, there are rules
about that sort of thing, you know. Besides, I never push myself
into a situation, never impose myself on anyone. There are a lot of
the things I enjoy in life that are much
more fun if you can draw a person to you
and have them ask to join you, as you will see later.

This
went on for few months and we got to know each other better, we’d
discuss art, music, literature, films, her ex-boyfriends and failed
relationships. I remained vague about mine as I didn’t want to
really tell her I was into bondage, whippings and domination.
(Giving not getting, just to be clear.) I was enjoying her company
and have learnt from experience that not everyone is broadminded
enough to accept these things are out there and that there are
‘Different strokes for different folks.’ I didn’t want to scare her
off. Besides, despite my personal desire for her I wished to remain
friends.

She was
on about being alone one time and I asked her, ‘Don’t you have a
boyfriend?’

‘Not a regular thing, no. There is an old boyfriend knocking
around and when I get an itch that needs scratching I call him up
and he comes round and scratches it for me, but that’s all, I don’t
see him for anything else.’

‘Why not? It seems you could use the company.’

‘Well the sex is okay but there’s something missing, like
there is in all of my relationships. That’s why I broke up with him
in the first place.’

‘Any idea what’s missing?’

She
blushed then told me, ‘This is getting too personal and I don’t
want to talk about it. Can you take me home now,
please?’

So I let
it drop and took her home.

One
night after class, when the others had left, she said to me, ‘After
every meeting you take me to the pub and pay for us both. I’d like
to pay you back. I can’t afford to take you out to a restaurant but
if you would like to come round my place one night, I’ll cook you a
meal to say thank you.’

‘Oh no you don’t,’ I said. ‘My mother warned me about women
like you. Lure me back to your place, ply me with strong drink and
then have your wicked way with me.’

‘I promise not to.’

‘That’s a pity, I was hoping you would.’

She
laughed, ‘Besides, I’m afraid the budget doesn’t stretch to strong
drink.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll bring plenty.’

‘So you’ll come then? One night that isn’t after the meeting,
say next Tuesday? Neither of us has to go to work next day, do
we?’

‘All right I’ll come Tuesday and I appreciate the gesture but
one thing … I realise that you’re only inviting me as a friend and
I’m only coming on that understanding. I don’t want you to think
that I’ll be after anything more than dinner.’

‘No, just dinner. I trust you not to ravish me over the
Ravioli.’

‘Next Tuesday it is then.

 


 



~~~

 


I pour
the last drops of the second bottle of wine into her glass. I open
the bottle of scotch and pour myself some of that.

‘Are you going to be all right to drive if you’re going on the
whisky? You can doss down on the futon if you like,’ K asked
me.

‘Nah, I’ll be all right. I’ll take a taxi and pick the car up
tomorrow. I never drink and drive. It was frowned upon in the army
and the punishment was severe, so I never got into the
habit.’

‘The meal wasn’t very good was it? I’m sorry. I’m not a very
good cook, yet another thing I fail at. Who can’t cook Spaghetti
Bolognese? It’s only mince and tomatoes for God’s sake. How can I
get that wrong? I’m so bloody useless I annoy myself at
times.’

‘It was all right, just needed more garlic, that’s
all.’

‘I suppose you’re an expert at that as well, are
you?’

‘Excuse me?’

‘You write books, you drive a nice car, you’re always
well-tailored and know the right things to say. I suppose you’re a
good cook too?’

‘Not at all, quite crap actually. It’s just that when you’ve
been in the army and spent half your life on training exercises,
eating rations out of a tin, you learn to make them taste more
palatable by adding such things as garlic, curry powder and spices.
There’s no magic to it, despite what the celebrity chefs tell you
on TV.’

‘I see. Curry powder and spices, must remember
that.’

I can see the wine is getting to her. She finishes the wine
and holds the glass out for a shot of whisky. Oh, well, it’s not my
head. She’s probably wondering why I didn’t try and ‘jump her
bones’ after dinner but the truth is I don’t have ordinary
relationships and if I were to get her in bed, she would want to
continue it and I’m not interested in that life. I don’t see her as
girlfriend material. When I picture her, I see her kneeling naked
at my feet and I’m holding her on a leash. Of course I don’t know
if she’d ever
want that but you never know your luck.

‘I’ll put some coffee on,’ she says and heads into the tiny
kitchen. It’s a pokey little flat with just a living room, bedroom,
bathroom, kitchen and an attic room where K does her
painting.

I get up from the table and wander around the room, studying
her pictures and books. A couple of books on the bookcase catch my
eye. Turning my back to the kitchen, I take one out, I was right, I
thought I recognised the spine, it’s one of mine – Avery Pearson –
the BDSM novels! From Rack to
Ruin. And the other one is also one of
mine, Chastity’s
Dilemma. For some reason my spider senses
start to tingle.

As the
coffee percolator starts to gurgle and gasp she comes back into the
room, sits down at the table and pours herself another
scotch.

I
discreetly slip the books back on to the bookcase. ‘You told me
once that there was always something missing from your
relationships. You wouldn’t elaborate then, care to now? I’m
curious.’

Taking a gulp of scotch she says, ‘When I left home and came
to live in this town I thought I’d start a new life. But it seems
whenever I take up with a man I always choose the wrong types. They
all turn out to be … pussies. Oh some of them are
muscular and athletic types but they are all ‘new men’ who are
concerned about how you are, all the time. They even talk about
their feelings for God’s sake! Where are all the real
men?’

‘Isn’t that what women want nowadays?’

‘Women maybe but not me. Can I tell you a secret? Promise you
won’t tell anyone?’

I
promise her.

She
looks around the room as if looking to see if anyone is listening.
She’s getting quite tiddly now. ‘When I was younger, I kind of fell
in with a bad crowd, mainly men but some bad women too. Life was
bad at home and I had no one to look out for me but these people
did, or so I thought.

‘You know when you’re young you do things you wouldn’t
normally, just to fit in with the crowd and be accepted? Drugs,
booze, sex and so on. After a while these things become the norm
and you just accept that’s the way life is. Well, I was only young
but the older men started using me for sex, nowadays they would
call it grooming I suppose, and if I didn’t play along they would
get rough, beating on me and so on. I had to do exactly what I was
told or I was punished.’

She
seems to emphasise the word punished as if I has some special
meaning for her.

‘So I just gave in and did what they wanted. Which only
spurred them on to greater excesses.

‘They would have sex parties in somebody’s flat where I was
the centrepiece and abuse me for entertainment while the others
watched, after which I was available to whoever wanted me, man or
woman. And they taught me how to take a whipping and
torture.

‘Finally it got too much and I left home and came here to get
away.’

‘That’s terrible but it’s all in the past now,’ I console
her.

She
drank some more scotch. ‘Yes but my point is … my point is … what
is my point? Oh, yeah. All the men I met down here are pussies like
I said, must be ‘cos it’s a University town, I guess. And I find
that I miss the strict regime that I was subjected to as a girl. I
miss that feeling that no matter how roughly they treated me, there
was always someone standing over me, telling me what to do and I
miss that.

‘Since I’ve been here I’ve had to make my way on my own, make
a living by myself and sometimes, frankly, I wish there was someone
I could lean on, to guide me. Someone who’ll take me by the hand
and say, “Come with me and do what you’re told and I’ll take care
of you”.’

‘And what about the rough treatment?’

‘God, oh God forgive me, I miss that too. I’m a masochist at
heart I’ve come to understand. Sometimes when I’m horny my body
just cries out for the slap of a belt on my back and across my
buttocks. I used to feel that the only time anyone was truly
interested in me was when they were abusing me At least they were
paying attention to me, which is more than my family did. That’s
what I miss now. I feel so alone and adrift. I need a strong man to
dominate me and control me. I’ll do anything he wants to please
him, he can do anything he likes to me.’ She looked up at me and
began to cry. ‘Oh God, I’m such a piece of filth, aren’t
I?’

I give
her my hankie, take her in my arms and cuddle her. ‘There’s nothing
wrong with you. I’m sorry about what they did to you, nobody should
be forced into that sort of thing, but it sounds like it released
something inside you that was already there, just buried. There’s
no need to be ashamed of the way you feel, there are millions who
feel the same way as you do.’

‘Really? You’re not just saying that?’ she asked through her
sniffles.

‘No. I know lots of people who enjoy those games. BDSM is a
multi-million dollar industry. You can even buy nipple clamps and
whips on Amazon these days.’ I lead her over to the futon. ‘Sit
there and I’ll get you a cup of coffee.’

When I
return she’s stopped crying and has dried her tears. She can’t look
me in the eyes as it’s just sinking in what she’s confessed to
me.’

‘I meant what I said, you won’t tell anyone will you? I don’t
know what made me blurt it all out like that. The drink I guess.
Besides, you’re easy to talk to.’

‘Maybe you recognise a kindred spirit.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘That world you talked about where the strong dominate the
weak, I belong to that world as well. I happen to believe in the
motto, “The strong shall rule, the weak shall serve.” It’s how I
live my life.’

She
looks at me curiously, she can’t tell if I’m serious or just taking
advantage of a drunken woman by playing into her fantasies. ‘Are
you for real?’

‘I’m telling you the truth and if you want to get back into
that sort of life I can help.’

‘How?’

‘We’ll discuss that another time, when you’ve got a clear
head. For now though it’s my turn for a confession.’ I go to the
book case and remove my two books. ‘Have you read
these?’

‘Yes, they were very good. Made me wet.’ Then she puts her
hand over her mouth, shocked at her indiscretion.

‘Well, the name that you and the rest of the writing group
know me by is only a pen name I used that so I could point to my
books on Amazon to prove my credentials as an author. When I write
another type of book, a BDSM book, I use another pen name, Avery
Pearson. I place the books on the futon, next to her, face up so
she can read the name.

‘You’re kidding,’ she exclaims.

‘It’s true, not sure how I can prove it to you but for now
just take my word. These are my books and these are the things I
believe in. Now, if you want to get into the darker side of sex
again I can help you. I’m willing to take you on and give you the
firm hand and the guidance you’re looking for but it’s got to be
voluntary, I won’t force you into it.

‘I want you to think about it for a while and then call me.
Here’s my card with my private number on it.’ Although it has my
private number and email address, it has no name on it. ‘If you
want we can meet here again and discuss this openly. I take it you
won’t be at the group tomorrow?’

She
shakes her head. ‘I’m not sure if I can ever face you
again.’

‘That’s for you to decide. I’ll call a taxi now and I suggest
you go to bed. But seriously, think about what I’m offering. I can
give you what you need and you already know I’m not some kind of
monster. If you want to know more about me … read the
books.’

The taxi
arrives shortly and as I’m leaving she has sobered up enough to ask
me, ‘If you’re not really Sam Fisher and this is also a pen name,’
she says, holding up one of the books, ‘what’s your real
name?’

‘The only way to find that out is to see me again. Then I’ll
tell you all about me and what I’m offering.’

The taxi
blows its horn and I leave.









 





THE INTERVIEW

 


 


The next
few days are rather anxious ones I must admit. Like she said, she
didn’t show up for the writing group the following night. It
occurred to me that if she doesn’t want to enter a Dom/sub
relationship with me, she’ll drop out of the group and I’ll
probably never see her again. A disquieting thought because I’d
miss her.

I’m
working in my office at the company and my mobile phone rings. It’s
my private number. I have separate numbers for business and
personal matters, both routed to the one mobile handset, the same
as I have different email accounts to not only separate my business
life from my ‘exotic’ life but to keep my contacts separate from
each other. If K comes to me then I will use another email account
to correspond with her, and I’ll instruct her to do the
same.

I’ve
already got her number programmed into my Contacts so when I pick
up the phone it shows her as the caller. I wait a moment just to
make her more anxious then I press the Talk button.
‘Hello?’

‘Sam, it’s K. I’m not disturbing you am I?’ she sounds
nervous.

‘Just doing some paperwork. Glad of the excuse to stop
actually.’

‘Do you have a minute to talk?’

‘Sure, what can I do for you?’

‘Well, I did what you suggested and I’ve been giving a lot of
thought to what we talked about. God, I feel so ashamed of the
things I told you. What you must think of me, but it was such a
relief when you didn’t shun me in horror.

‘I’ve done a lot of thinking over the past few days and some
of the things you said hit home. For one I was relieved that
someone else understands my way of thinking. I’ve never been part
of that scene, so I didn’t really understand how widespread it is
and how it’s looked on as practically normal these days. I’ve also
been rereading your books. Are they really yours? I can’t believe
it.

‘So I think I’d like to discuss all this with you some more.
If nothing else it will feel good to talk about all the things I’ve
had to keep bottled up over the years. Get things off my chest, you
know?’

‘Certainly, K. I’m always willing to listen, any time you
wanna talk.’

There
was a pause and I thought I’d lost the signal but then I heard her
breathing. ‘And that other thing, about you and me going into one
of those relationships together? Perhaps we could talk about that
too?’


GOTCHA!

I took a
breath to steady my voice and then said calmly, ‘Sure thing K. We
can certainly talk about that. When would you like to
meet?’

‘Say Saturday evening, at my place? I don’t want to come to
yours, I don’t know it. I’ll feel more comfortable at my place,
more relaxed.’

‘Saturday evening will be fine. Shall I bring
wine?’

‘Wine’s okay but no scotch.’

I laugh.
‘No you’re right, no scotch. Okay I’ll see you then.’ I put the
phone down and a big grin appears on my face.

 



~~~

 


It’s
Saturday night and I’m at K’s flat. I’ve told her everything there
is to know about me, I’m Roger Gilchrist, I own a successful
publishing company, 41 years old, I’m not married and have no
children. I use two pen names Sam Fisher and Avery Pearson and will
prove that I’m Avery Pearson by showing her the original
manuscripts of his books on my computer.

Then we
get down to discussing what we’re really there to talk
about.

‘I’ve given a lot of thought about what you said,’ says K,
‘and you’re right, there is a need in me to be controlled, harshly
if necessary. I admit it, I’m a masochist. I blame those men who
used me.’

I sit
down and take her hand. ‘If we’re going to be honest about all
this, I don’t think that you can blame them for how you turned out.
Many young people are abused against their will and yet can walk
away from it because it’s not who they really are. In your case I
think it awakened something inside you that responded to how they
treated you. Didn’t you say the other night that you actually
missed it?

‘Circumstances brought out in you what many people feel but
they never get to experience and are locked into their little
vanilla lives, perhaps even never realising what it is that they’re
missing. Only knowing that something is. But you feel it and you
know what it is you need.’

‘I guess you’re right,’ she agreed. ‘I get so frustrated at
times. That’s why I exercise so hard and some of my paintings are
so full of anger. It’s my only way of exorcising my demons I
suppose.’

‘Well I can offer you a better way to exorcise those demons,
give you the experiences you crave for, only this time it can be in
a controlled, regulated, safe environment. Certainly you’ll be
abused in the ways you have been in the past but only as far as
your limits allow and you’ll have the freedom to say no.

‘If you wish, I’m willing to be your “Top” and you will be the
“Bottom” in the relationship. You’ll be “submissive” to my
“Dominant”. Do you think that’s something you want to
do?’

‘I suppose you’d like to take charge of me and punish me if I
don’t please you?’

‘Would you like to be punished?’ I deliberately emphasise
the word as she frequently uses it, so it’s obviously a ‘trigger’
word for her. It is a very evocative word.

She
lowers her head as if ashamed to admit it but she still says, ‘I
deserve to be,’ meekly and hangs her head.

‘Then you certainly will be,’ I reply. ‘There will be rules of
course, we’ll talk about them later. Strict obedience to those
rules is expected. As for punishment, remind me again the sort of
things that have been done to you in the past and how severe you
can take it.’

She
takes another large gulp of wine, she’s nearly finished the glass
so I refill it, giving her time to gather her thoughts.

‘I’ve been … I’ve been whipped with belts, straps and cat o’
nine tails, I don’t think I could take a bull-whip. Never been
caned with a riding crop or a cane. I’ve had all sorts of nipple
and pussy torture devices used on me, clamps, presses, weights,
stretchers. Vibrators and dildoes inserted in me.

‘I’ve been rope-tied, handcuffed, blindfolded, gagged, hooded,
and duct-taped. You name it.’

‘And sexually? What did they do to you?’ I asked.

‘Everything. I was fucked regularly, sometimes by two or three
men at a time, in my mouth, my pussy and my arse. I had to suck
them, rim them, swallow their cum. They would hold me prisoner and
sometimes would come over my food and make me eat it. I’ve been
spat on, pissed on, anything they liked. A couple of times I was
tied down and they watched as a woman made love to me. I was forced
to eat her pussy.’ Her voice broke, ‘God I’m such a skanky whore, I
wonder you’re even interested in taking on such trash as me.’ She
wiped a little tear away. ‘I’m not even good looking, quite a Plain
Jane actually. The last guy that used me called me
“Dogface”.’

It
obviously was a sore point with her so I decided to play on it.
‘Then that’s what I shall call you. When we’re out in public you’ll
call me Roger and I will call you K, but when we are alone together
you will call me sir … and I will call you Dogface.’

Part of
the domination of another person is to make them think that they
are inferior to you, the superior Alpha. If they hold that opinion
and voluntarily express it themselves, then I find it helps the
process along. She looked up at me, shocked but quickly looked away
without comment, obviously acquiescing.

I let that settle while I topped up her glass again, this was
the whole purpose of the evening, to dig down into her and find out
what she really felt, really wanted, so loosening her inhibitions
with more wine would help. In Vino
Veritas.

‘Maybe a skanky whore is exactly what I want right now,’ I
tell her. ‘I’m willing to keep things on the first few levels
though. Nothing too heavy.’

She
thought this over for a moment. ‘But supposing at some point in the
future I might want us get heavier?’ she asked.

‘Do you think that’s something you might want to
do?’

‘Well, as this is my “job interview”, so to speak, as I might
as well be honest with you. I told you about the other men that
have enslaved me. I gave myself willingly to those men, they
treated me badly and the truth is I enjoyed it, but they only
physically abused me. Whipping me and then giving me a hard fucking
was their idea of BDSM. Often they let their friends use me as well
but they all only ever abused my body.

‘What I’m seeking is someone that can abuse my mind as well.
Get into me and push all my buttons. A person who will not just
treat me badly but with the slow, considered application of pain,
can break me and then remake me in their desired image. That’s what
I fantasise about and write stories around. Someone who can look
into my mind and see what a low-life piece of scum I am and treat
me accordingly. For someone like that I’d give myself body and
soul.’ She glugged some more wine and turned her head
away.

The wine
was opening her up, she was willing to talk but finding it harder
to face me. I topped up her glass again. ‘And that is what you are
searching for, is it?’

‘Yes, I need it. I’m fed up of being alone in my mind. I want
someone to join me in there.’

‘Are you’re willing to let me inside?’

‘If you can lower yourself to consider me, I think I’d like
to.’

‘You have to understand though, once we embark on a Dom/sub
relationship we will no longer be friends as such? My role, if you are
to be trained properly, is to dominate you and to do that I must be
cruel to you at times, not just physically but mentally as well.
Sometimes I will praise you and then minutes later chide you for
your failures. Or once I have punished you harshly for
rule-breaking, I will then take you in my arms and cuddle you. It’s
my task to control you and that can’t be done if I’m treating you
like a girlfriend and not a sub. I’ll do these things to keep you
off balance, to subvert your expectations so you never know what to
expect next. Do you understand that?’

‘If we do this then I will accept whatever you do to me,
whenever you do it and I won’t expect you to hold back out of
friendship. If you’re really my
friend you’ll give me your
worst.’

‘Very well then. Why don’t you send me some of those stories
and I can get a better measure of what you’d be like as a
sub.’

‘I can do better than that.’ She stood up and left the room, I
followed her and she took me up to the attic room. There in the
corner were piled some paintings, about a dozen. She began taking
them one at a time and placing them around the room so I could see
them clearly. There it was for all to see, pictures of a hooded
woman being subjected to all sorts of depravity and sexual abuse.
Done in the style of those fantasy paintings by Boris V and Julie
Bell they showed her being whipped, tortured, gang-raped, strung up
on crosses to be tormented by jeering crowds. Violated orally,
vaginally and anally. Forced to give oral satisfaction to both men
and women, she knelt there giving service while the whip marks
clearly showed across her naked body. They showed the depth of
longing from the painter to be controlled and dominated and
whatever happened to her as a consequence, so be it. Obviously the
hooded woman was K but she hadn’t had the courage to show her own
face.

‘I’ve never dared show these to anyone before,’ she told
me.

‘Very nice, very nice. I want you to take photos of these and
send them to me when you send your stories. I’ll consider the
stories as suggestions on how to treat you.’

She
nodded.

‘About the rules. They are there for your protection and I’ve
listed the Cardinal rules that will not be broken by either of us.
Here is the list. There will be others relating to more minor
matters, conduct, dress and so on but these are the important ones.
They will help you decide if you want to join with me.’ I hand her
the list and she reads them.

 


CARDINAL RULES

 



	
Either of us is
free to walk away at any time. No one will be forced to do anything
they do not wish to do. Once your limits have been established then
they will be adhered to.





 



	
If you stay it
means that you are willing to accept any treatment or punishment
that I choose to inflict. If you do not accept that condition then
you are free to walk away.





 



	
You will be
abused verbally, physically, sexually. You will be subjected to
physical punishment – sometimes severely – as I see fit but “safe
words” will be in force at all times.





 



	
You will not be
cut, pierced, scarred, tattooed or otherwise disfigured in any
fashion, unless you request to be so. Even then it will happen or
not at my discretion.





 



	
There will be no
asphyxiation play, blood or scat games.





 


 


‘Do you understand them? They show I’m sincere about treating
you harshly but fairly. Read them over the coming week while you
consider whether you want to enter this world.

‘Now then, if you’re still interested, I’d like to get you
checked out by a doctor friend of mine, just to make sure that
you’re fit and healthy. BDSM sessions can be very strenuous. Don’t
want to be flogging someone who has a weak heart. He can also check
you for STD’s at the same time. Don’t be offended, just taking
precautions.’

‘No, I understand,’ she replies. ‘Don’t want to catch anything
nasty from the skanky whore, do we?’

‘Exactly. I’m glad you understand.’ I don’t really consider
her to be a skanky whore but for the moment, if she wants to paint
herself like that, I’ll play along. ‘I’ll set it up and let you
know the details.

‘Assuming he gives you the all clear, you can ring me and
we’ll arrange a night for you to come over. I’ll give you a taxi
number. If you use them it’ll be free. I have an account with them
and all trips to or from my house are put on the
account.

‘When you come to my place, I want you to bring a bag as
you’ll be staying over. I want you to wear your sexiest outfit,
stockings and suspenders … and a choker if you have one. We’ll have
a few drinks and get to know one another physically. See if we like
each other. No kinky stuff, just vanilla sex to get comfortable
with each other. Consider it an audition.’









 





THE AUDITION

 


 


The
doorbell rings and I answer it, K is there.

‘Come in,’ I tell her. I take her coat and the overnight bag I
told her to bring. I’m glad to see she is wearing the outfit I told
her to – a little, low cut, short, black dress and a choker collar.
Beneath that she is wearing nylons and high-heels. I can’t tell yet
if the nylons are tights or stockings. If it is tights, points will
be deducted and held against her.

‘Have you eaten?’ I ask as I usher her into the
lounge.

‘Yes, I thought it best to get that out of the
way.’

‘Very well. I laid on some sandwiches and things to nibble on
in case we get peckish, help to soak up the wine.’

‘Oh, we’ll be drinking then?’

‘I thought it would be best if we had a drink and chat first,
put you at ease and then I can explain the rest of the evening.’ I
motion her to a seat on the sofa while I pour us both large glasses
of red wine. She nervously takes a big gulp.

I stand
over her. ‘Now then do you have the doctor’s
certificate?’

‘Yes, I have it here.’ She pulls a piece of paper out of a
pocket and hands it to me. I examine it closely. I already know
that he gave her a clean bill of health, he phoned me earlier in
the week. He’s part of ‘The Society’. This is all part of the
demeaning process, all part of whittling her self-esteem down to
make her easier to control by making her produce a doctor’s
certificate to prove that she has got a ‘clean pussy’ and can be
fucked safely.

‘Very good. From now on he’ll be your doctor, he caters for
all the Society members in this area. Go and see him at his private
clinic for any medical needs, and I will take care of all the
bills. Understood?’

‘Err, yes,’ she replies, surprised. ‘That’s very generous of
you.’ This is also part of the process, the other side of the coin.
At the same time as making them lose faith in themselves you tell
them, ‘Don’t worry little one, I will take care of you and protect
you.’

I take
my seat in the recliner armchair and swivel to face her. I find
that subs find that more imposing, especially if they are kneeling
before it. ‘Now then, you have read the “Cardinal Rules” I take
it?’

She nods
and takes a drink. I can see her hands shake slightly.

‘And you are happy to proceed under those
assurances.’

‘How do I know that you’ll keep to them?’

‘My dear girl,’ I put that in there as a psychological dig
that she is younger and therefore inferior to me, ‘to some people
S&M, BDSM however you want to call it, is a lifestyle and as
such they submit themselves to depths of degradation and punishment
to live out those dark desires.

‘For me it’s an interest, no … a passion but at the end of the
day I consider it to only be a game not a life-style and like all
games, all the players must be willing participants. The game
should be played with previously agreed rules and if either of the
players oversteps the mark, then the other player is within their
rights to take their ball and go home.’

‘Fair enough. So how does this progress? I presume there’ll be
rules I have to abide by and I expect I’ll be punished if I
transgress them?’

‘That’s the way the game is played,’ I tell her. ‘Let’s begin.
Stand up.’

‘Okay.’

‘Yes, sir,’ I tell her. ‘From now on
you will call me sir.’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘Top up my wineglass.’ She obeys the order and puts it on the
table next to my chair.

‘Right, stand in front of my chair facing me.’

She
stands rigidly in front of me.

‘Turn around slowly.’ I wait until she is facing me again and
then tell her to take her dress off. She unzips it slowly and lets
it fall to the floor. ‘Don’t be messy,’ I chide her. ‘Pick it up
and place it neatly folded on the sofa.’ She does as instructed and
returns to her position in front of me. I’m glad to see that it is
stockings and not tights.

‘Lose the bra and then do a slow turn for me.’ She follows her
instructions. I stand up and pick up the riding crop by the side of
my chair.

‘No riding crop,’ she says.

‘Relax, this isn’t to beat you with. I use it to position you
how I want.’ To show her what I mean I lift her chin up with it. I
use it to show I want her to move her legs apart. Then I use it to
raise her arms until they are sticking out to the sides. ‘See? No
beatings. You might get the occasional swipe with it to control
you,’ I give her a quick flick across her backside as an example,
‘but I won’t cane you with it.’

Her body
is just as good as I imagined it would be – even better. She has a
slim, toned figure, not muscly but you can see the muscle
definition in her thighs and calves. I press my hand against her
flat stomach, it’s hard. I unconsciously suck in my own
stomach.

Her
breasts are slightly larger than you would think when she is
clothed, with large, brown aureole. I slowly circle her, stroking
her body, squeezing her buttocks, then stop behind her and reaching
around begin playing with her breasts, teasing her
nipples.

‘Do you go to a gym?’

‘I can’t afford a gym membership, sir, so I run a lot and
exercise in my flat. Press-ups, sit ups, small weights, that sort
of thing.’

I have
wanted this woman for quite a while now and running my hands over
her body starts to get me aroused. As I’m close behind her she can
feel my semi-erection and presses back gently again my crotch and
rocks her hips, teasing me. Annoyed at her impudence I drop my
hands and step back.

‘If this were a proper discipline session between us you would
get a few strokes across the backside with a belt for that, but
you’re not my submissive yet so I’ll let it go.’

‘I’m sorry. What did I do wrong?’ she asks,
flustered.

‘The reason I’m annoyed is that the sub NEVER initiates sexual
activity with their Dom. Every word, movement and action should
only be ever done at the Dom’s command.’

‘Forgive me, I didn’t know. I’ve never been properly trained
before.’

‘Very well then, I’ll let it pass. Now lose the
knickers.’

She
tries to then realises she has to undo her suspender belt first as
she is wearing her knickers under the belt.

‘And that’s your first mistake,’ I tell her. ‘You’re obviously
not used to wearing what we jokingly referred to as “webbing” in
the army otherwise you would know that if you expect to have to
remove your knickers then they must be worn over the suspender belt. How do you
expect to go to the toilet like that?’

‘I see. I’m sorry, sir, I’m not used to dressing up like this
for men, I’m more of a jeans and trousers girl. Sorry, sir, it
won’t happen again.’

‘Take the lot off, I haven’t got all night. Leave the choker
on.’

I sit
down while she takes everything off until she is standing there,
buck-naked except for her choker. Once again I make her place
everything neatly folded on the sofa and her shoes placed
side-by-side underneath, then return to stand in front of
me.

‘Stand up straight, hands on head.’ I look at her vagina
closely. All the hair is there but it has been clipped short, which
is fine by me. I don’t go for hairy women but neither do I like it
shaven. I like it to look like a woman’s pussy, not a pre-pubescent
child’s.

‘Did you trim before you came over?’ I ask her, indicating
what I mean by tapping her pussy with the riding crop.

‘Yes, sir, I did.’

‘Good. Keep it that length.’

‘Turn around, bend over and pull the cheeks of your arse
apart.’

She is
slow to do this, obviously embarrassed but that’s exactly why I’m
making her do it. Subtle examples that I’m in control. Besides, if
I’m going to fuck that arse-hole I want to see what it looks
like.

‘Stand up straight, turn around and put your hands on your
head. Face me but look at the wall behind me.’

‘Okay.’

I lean
forward and give her a whack on the buttock with the
crop.

‘I mean okay, sir. Sorry, sir.’

I leave
her standing there like that while I go and help myself to a
sandwich. I return to my seat. I eat the sandwich and drink some
wine before I interact with her again.

‘Now then, another test but this may be the most important. I
need to know what you taste like.’

‘Shall I lie on the couch, sir?’

‘No. Get yourself wet and insert a finger inside yourself,
then let me taste it.

This
takes her by surprise but she rubs herself for a moment then
inserts her middle finger inside as far as it will go. She slides
it in and out a few times then withdrawing it, holds it out to me
like she is offering me a spoonful of her desert. I take it in my
mouth and suck it like a pencil, finally pulling my head back while
keeping my lips pressed around it.

I sit
back and roll my tongue around my mouth as if I were tasting wine.
She’s watching me closely, unsure if I’m playing a game or whether
I really am considering rejecting her based on the taste of her
pussy. I see a light crease of concern appear between her eyebrows
so I put her out of her misery. ‘Yes, you’ll do. I could happily
eat that pussy.’

I stand
and run my hand up and down her slit and then slide a couple of
fingers inside her to get some measure of how tight she
is.

‘Are you going to examine my teeth as well?’ she asks
sarcastically.

To
answer her cheek, I do exactly that, pushing my fingers in her
mouth and running them over her gums. I make sure that I use the
same fingers that I inserted inside her, so she tastes her own
pussy juice. I wipe my wet fingers on her breast.

I sit
down and look her up and down. ‘I like the choker, it suggests to
those in the know that you have a collar on, so from now on
whenever you visit here I will make you wear a collar, it implies
ownership and control. When we are out together, you will always
wear a choker or a scarf around your neck. Understood?’

‘Yes, sir. Does that mean you’ll take me on? I promise I’ll be
the best slave I can be.’

‘Yes I’ll take you on. From now on you are my “submissive”, I
won’t consider you my slave until I have trained you properly and
found out all your limits.’

‘May I wear a collar for the rest of my stay here tonight,
sir?’

‘I have one here for you.’ I hold it out to her, it’s about an
inch in width and it’s made of rubber.

She
examines it, there are four ‘D’ rings so she can be chained front,
back and sides if desired. It has a dog tag dangling from it with
the name ‘Dogface’ engraved on it. She gives a little half smile,
as the insulting name has now become a ‘thing’ between us. ‘It’s
made of rubber,’ she says, puzzled. ‘I assumed it would be made of
leather.’

‘Most of the collars I will make you wear, particularly
posture collars, are made of leather. However for one that you’ll
wear a lot, perhaps outside sometimes, leather can be terrible if
it gets wet, just ruins it. Also it soaks up sweat and believe me,
I will make you sweat, so I’ve had this one made out of Neoprene
rubber. It’s the same rubber they make wetsuits out of and the
straps on diver’s watches. Very resilient and it’ll last
longer.’

‘I shall wear it with pride.’

I throw
down a cushion for her to kneel on and point to it. She goes down
on her knees and holds it out to me. ‘Will you put it on me,
sir?’

‘Certainly, Dogface.’

Removing
the choker, I place the collar around her neck and as I buckle it,
Dogface enters my service, as my sex-slave and general
submissive.

I finish
my wine and stand up helping her to her feet. ‘Pick up your clothes
and follow me.’ I pick up our wine glasses and the bottle and lead
her up stairs. ‘I’ll show you round the house properly tomorrow but
for now all you need to know is that there is my study, kitchen,
dining room and toilet on the ground floor. Here we have three
bedrooms with one large, shared bathroom, accessible from two of
the bedrooms, the third one’s ensuite. One of the rooms is what I
call the “Fun room” that’s where most of the BDSM stuff takes
place, the others are just normal guest bedrooms. On the next floor
up is my bedroom. Under normal circumstances you will not enter it
unless I take you there or you are carrying out your
duties.’

I take
her up to the bedroom and show her where to hang her
clothes.

I pour
myself a glass of wine and set it on the bedside table. I leave her
standing in the middle of the room while I switch on the bedside
lamps and close the curtains.

I
undress and throw my clothes on the floor, then I tell her where to
hang them up. We stand there, both naked, viewing each other. I
turn, to give her a good look. I have no need to be ashamed. I eat
and exercise sensibly and have a good body. I’m no muscle man but I
don’t have a gut hanging over my belt. As for my prick, I have no
problems in that department, about 8 inches when fully erect and a
good girth, I’ve been told. I’ve seen plenty of other naked men at
Society orgies and while I wouldn’t win any prizes compared to some
of them, I certainly don’t have to stand at the back of the crowd
to hide anything. Fortunately I’m one of those men whose prick
hangs down further than their balls.

I sit on
the edge of the bed, feet on the floor and throw a pillow down for
her to kneel on. When she is down and her face is level with my
groin I tilt her head up so I can see her eyes.

‘We’re going to fuck later but first I want you to blow me,’ I
tell her. ‘Firstly, I want to judge your technique, when I come it
will be in your mouth and you will swallow it.
Understood?’

She nods
her head in agreement.

‘Secondly, I’ve been lusting after you for a long time so if I
were to just climb on you and fuck away I’d probably last about 60
seconds. That’s why you’re gonna suck me off first, to take away
the urgency and then I can relax and give you the attention you
deserve.’ I kiss her long and deep and then tell her to
begin.

She
takes my semi-erect prick and begins stroking the shaft back and
forth while licking it until I am fully upright and the head is
swollen. She pulls back the skin and runs her tongue around the
base of the helmet. I like that.

Then she
bobs her head down and she takes the whole length into her mouth.
Who knew this girl was a sword-swallower? I can’t tell exactly
where in her mouth my tip is but it feels like I am actually going
into her throat, like she has no gag-reflex. She keeps this up for
a few moments and then pulls back so she can breathe. I take a swig
of wine as my mouth has gone dry. She gets her breath back and then
dives back in again.

As she
works I tell her my rules about cock sucking. When I want it sucked
I just say “MOUTH”. When she hears that she has to stop whatever
she’s doing and come to me, unzip me and start sucking. When we are
screwing, it will sometimes take too long to turn her around, tell
her I want to come in her mouth and get her to do it, before I
actually come. So MOUTH is short-hand for all that.

The
second rule is that whenever possible, every time I come, I want it
to be in her mouth and she should swallow it. Hopefully I’ll get it
in her mouth but should I not and say spray my spunk across the
coffee table I expect her to lick it up and swallow it. She doesn’t
know but I plan to sometimes come onto a plate or something and yet
still make her lick it up.

‘As you wish, sir,’ she replies.

Next
time she comes up for air she asks me to lie back. I do so and this
puts me in position so she can lick my balls and the shaft again.
She works her way further down and I can feel her tongue licking my
arse. ‘Would sir like me to “rim” him?’

‘Why not?’ I roll over and spread my legs. She goes to work
with her tongue, lapping greedily at my backside. I can’t take this
much longer so I go back to sitting on the bed and letting her suck
me some more.

I can
feel my balls beginning to tighten and I warn her that when I say
now, I want her to sit back on her heels, look up at me and wank me
into her open mouth.

I hold
out as long as I can but it’s too much for me and I say ‘now’ and
stand up. She keeps working my cock and it doesn’t take more than
half a dozen strokes before I let fire. She’s experienced enough to
know that a male orgasm lasts longer than the first spurt (some
women don’t) and I actually ejaculate three or four times before
the flow dies down. Then she swallows that and putting my cock back
in her mouth keeps slowly wanking and sucking me to drain every
last drop.

I kiss
her on the forehead and then fall back on the bed, breathing
heavily. I check my testicles to make sure I still have two and I
didn’t fire one into her mouth as it felt like, but they’re all
accounted for.

I can’t
see her from my position but this little voice floats up from the
floor, ‘May I have a drink of wine now, sir?’

‘Go ahead, you’ve more than earned it.’

Now it’s
her turn. I lay her down on the bed next to me and begin kissing
her all over. After long, sloppy kisses on the mouth with plenty of
tongue (terrible I know but I love it) I kiss her all over her
face. Then I work my way down her neck to her torso.

I carry on kissing downwards but I go around her breasts and continue down
her belly and then to her surprise, miss her pussy completely and
kiss along her legs. I reach her feet and kiss them, even sucking
on her toes. (I’m very oral and will happily lick/kiss any part of
a woman’s body.)

I roll
her over onto her stomach and head back up the legs, when I reach
her arse I give her a quick lick up the butt crack, not too deeply,
and then move onto her back. After spending some time covering her
back in kisses and working around her neck, I roll her onto her
back again.

I figure
by now her erogenous zones must be crying out for attention, so I
start on her boobs. I just love boobs, I could spend days kissing
them, licking them, sucking on their nipples. It must be something
to do with not being breast-fed when I was a baby, I guess. If
someone told me that I could only ever again look at one part of a
woman’s body I would always choose the boobs.

While
I’m working on them I reach down and place my hand on her
‘Pudenda’. That’s the posh word for what a friend once called a ‘VW
Beetle Bonnet’. After thinking about it, I had to agree with him.
When you cup your hand over it, it is reminiscent of the curve of
the bonnet on a Beetle.


Eventually I decide that I’m spending too long indulging
myself and she’s probably getting bored, so I get off the bed,
swing her around so her legs are hanging over the side, and I kneel
between her legs. After a few gentle licks to see how wet she is
(quite) I plunge my tongue deep inside her. After tonguing her
insides for a few moments I take her pussy lips in my mouth and
suck on them, alternating between sides. Eventually I run my tongue
up and over ‘the little man in the boat’, namely her clitoris,
which evokes a sharp intake of breath from her.

I go
back to deep penetration with my tongue, even going so far as to
lift her legs and place them on my shoulders, all the better to
reach further inside of her.


Eventually with all the attention, she succumbs to nature and
lets go a shuddering sigh at her first orgasm of the night. It’s
not very intense but I usually find that the orgasms build in
strength as the night goes on. I give her a moment to get her
breath back then I tell her to lick my face clean, which she does,
tasting her own pussy juice as she cleans me up.

I open
the drawer on the bedside table and take a bottle of lubricant.
‘Keep that within arm’s reach, we’ll need that later.’ I lay her on
the bed again on her back and straddle her, pointing my prick at
her face. ‘Get me hard again,’ I tell her, which she skilfully does
using her mouth.

When I’m
nice and hard I move down the bed and enter her, missionary style.
I move gently at first and then speed up to a regular rhythm. Being
a gentleman I am raised on my straight arms. Not just being nice
but I love to look down at a woman when I am fucking her. For some
reason that seems to be when she is at her most beautiful. I glance
to my left and see us both in the mirrored, wardrobe doors.
Absolutely beautiful. I’m glad I remembered to turn the cameras
on.

Having
got used to my rhythm K is now matching me, raising her pelvis to
meet me every time I push. Soon she wraps her legs around my body
and pulls me into her as I move forward each time. This is
fantastic and I’m enjoying it far too much, so I change things
around to break the rhythm. I pull out of her and rolling her over,
slide a pillow under her belly. I enter her from behind and fuck
away for a while. Soon I bring her up onto all fours and screw her
doggy style, while I tell her to get the lube ready. She squeezes
some into her hand and waits for further instructions.

Once
again I pull out of her and tell her to rub the lube on my cock.
She does so and then facing her forwards once more, I take her up
the arse. She makes a painful sounding grunt as I push into her but
then she seems perfectly happy once I reach the same rhythm as
before. Either she’s hiding it or enjoying it. ‘Rub your pussy,’ I
tell her.

On and
on I fuck her until I can feel my orgasm approaching. Unable to
hold on any longer I grab her hips and pull her close to me as I
unload the remaining contents of my balls into her arse. After the
initial ejaculation I keep pushing her away and then slamming her
back into me, draining the last of the sensation from the orgasm
and the spunk from my cock. Then surprisingly I hear her orgasmic
cry, much louder than the first one. It’s one of those odd
occurrences where my coming inside her tips her over the edge and
she too orgasms. It’s happened on occasion before to me with other
women. Rare but not unique.

When we
are both able to move again, I tell her to go clean herself up on
the bidet and then bring a warm, damp flannel and clean me
up.









 





NEXT MORNING

 


 


‘What’s “The Society”?’ asked K.

‘Excuse me?’

‘You’ve mentioned The Society a few times without elaborating.
Do you belong to some sort of organisation of Slave-Masters or
something?’

‘Not exactly, we’re more of a collection of like-minded people
who want to live life by their rules and we share similar
interests. It doesn’t have a fancy name like The Elysium Club or anything, we
just refer to it as “The Society”. Sure it’s run by administrators
and there are fees to be paid but it’s a very select group. Not
anyone can join, you have to be invited or like me have a parent
who was a member. Some of the retreats we go to and the
entertainments that are provided are very expensive so you have to
be wealthy to belong. And some of them are seriously wealthy, they even make me
look poor.

‘Some of them have business fingers in many pies and because
we’re a close knit-group we share our contacts, which gives us
access to certain individual tradesmen or firms for any work that
needs to be done discreetly.’

‘What sort of work?’

‘Well, for example when I had this place built I wanted
certain fixtures and fittings that I didn’t want the ordinary
builders to see, so I was put in contact with a firm that builds
dungeons and another that does audio/visual stuff so I could have
cameras in every room and tape sessions.’

K looked
around the bedroom and asked, ‘So were you taping us last
night?’

‘Well, yes. If this were just a casual date I wouldn’t have
but you formally accepted becoming my sub last night so I’m
entitled to.’

‘Do I have to sign a Slave Contract or something?’

‘What would be the point of a contract? I can’t make you abide
by it and what if you don’t? Am I supposed to sue you in court? No,
you will have to
sign a document and make a short video though stating that all the
mistreatment, physical and sexual, is accepted willingly and you
voluntarily agree to it. Just for my legal protection, you
understand. I’m a rich man and I don’t want any rape claims against
me just so you can win a large, out of court
settlement.’

‘Do you think all that is necessary?’

‘This isn’t just a spanking and a quick fuck we’re talking
about. We’ll be indulging in lengthy, drawn out sessions where I
systematically and sadistically break you down by subjecting you to
sexual torture. I’ll be giving you strict obedience training and
you will be punished if you don’t live up to my
expectations.

‘If I got taken to court the prosecution would have a field
day. That’s why you’ll have to agree to all this before our first
pain session next week. It will give you time to consider all your
options and decide if you want to go through with it. Now come, let
me show you the house and its fittings.’

‘Okay, just let me nip to the loo first.’

‘There’s robes and slippers in the wardrobe.’

K slides
open the mirrored door and finds the spare robes. She puts one on
and pads across to the ensuite bathroom while I put on my dressing
gown and slippers. She makes to close the bathroom door but I tell
her not to.’

‘Do you like to listen or something?’ she asks
puzzled.

‘We might as well start with the house rules, I guess. As a
sub you have no right to privacy so when you go to the toilet, have
a bath or take a shower, the door stays open. After each time you
use the toilet, you will use the bidet. Got it?’

‘Yes, sir.’

I wait
for her to carry out her ablutions and then join me back in the
bedroom.

‘Right, let’s start here. First of all, as you can see, the
large mirrored doors on the wardrobe running along the length of
the bed. There is a concealed camera behind one of the
doors.

‘If you look above the end of the bed you can see a beam.
There are rings in that beam with ropes and hooks attached so I can
stretch you up, on tip-toe if necessary, facing the bed or into the
room. Good position to whip you in. There’s also a camera pointing
down onto the bed. The bed itself with its metal frame with
individual posts at each corner makes it ideal for stretching you
spread-eagled across it. You’ve seen the TV of course.’

There’s
a massive OLED TV on a moveable stand so I can roll it to the end
of the bed or out of the way if I have someone bent over the bed
end. ‘On that I can watch tapes of your sessions or keep an eye on
you on a live feed when you’re locked up on your own in the Fun
room.’

‘Why do you call it the Fun room, sir?’

‘Well, I’ll be having fun in there, you …,’ I shake my head,
‘not so much.’

‘Oh.’

I lead
the way down to the first floor. I show her the guest bedrooms.
Just normal, tastefully decorated rooms with a built in wardrobes.
I show her the hidden cameras around the rooms.

‘Does no one get any privacy?’ K asks me.

‘I’m sure there’ll be times when you yourself are in here
being serviced by another person. This is so I can keep an eye on
you for your safety.’

She’s
surprised by this and smiles. ‘Oh, I see.’ The poor girl believes
everything I tell her.

Next I
show her the large bathroom. It has the usual washbasin, toilet and
bidet along with a bath and a large shower cubicle, big enough for
two people. ‘It’s accessible from both one of the guest rooms and
the Fun room, but the doors can be locked so neither intrudes on
the other when the bathroom is in use.’

Next we
come to the Fun room. The door is locked, naturally, and I produce
the key from my pocket. ‘There is only this key in general use and
I carry it. There’s another inside and several spares in my safe.
The door stays locked when not in use and sometimes I will lock you
inside it for a time. You will have access to the bathroom but the
outside door to that will be locked also.’

I grab
her by the collar she is still wearing and pull her close to me.
‘Outside this room at the moment you are K. Any time you enter this
room, you will become ‘Dogface’ and be treated accordingly.
Remember that.’

She
gulps and blushes but nods her understanding. I unlock the door and
swing it open. I put my hand on the small of her back, she is
trembling slightly, and push her inside.

‘First of all,’ I tell her, ‘as your safety is paramount, I
should point this out.’ On the wall by the light switches is one of
those ‘In Emergency Break
Glass’ boxes containing a key to the door.
‘Should there be an emergency, like the house catches fire or
something when you’re locked in here, you can use this to escape.
See, I think of everything regarding your safety,’ I tell her
smugly.

The room
is dominated by a large, pine, four-poster bed at one end. The
mattress and its base reaches to waist height. Below the mattress
the bed is closed off with bars and a padlocked door, so some one
could be locked under the bed if desired. The headboard has
individual bars so that someone can be restrained in various
positions. The walls are mirrored at the head of the bed and down
the wall along the length of the bed.

The
square frames that makes up the foot and the head of the bed are
joined together by three lengths of wood stretching overhead from
back to front and extend past the foot so that someone can be
attached to them. At each junction of the frame there are tie-ropes
attached to carabineers, or chains with the sort of clips you get
on dog chains, so people can easily be tied down, tied up, in any
manner of combinations. I use this to spread-eagle subs in the star
formation at the end of the bed instead of having an ‘X’ frame
fitted to the wall. ‘When you are here you will wear a collar and
also leather cuffs at your wrist and ankles. They have a large ‘D’
ring that I can easily clip these chains into. Much less messing
about than if I have to untie you and retie you every time I move
you.

‘As sessions can be rather exhausting for a sub I expect you
to stay overnight at least, if not the next day as well. Unless you
are invited to my room, you will sleep here in this bed. There’s an
intercom system built into the phones so we can speak if
necessary.’

Next I
show her the light switches. They control the main lights but also
the spot lights around the room. Sometimes I like it dark where I
can stand in the shadows with the sub under brilliant spotlights.
This makes the session videos more dramatic. I show her where the
cameras are. I replaced the original ones with those new 4K tiny,
Go Pro cameras, the extreme sportsmen use, so they are easily
fitted yet barely noticeable. Naturally they cover all the
positions that a sub is likely to be placed in when receiving
punishment but there are some that are moveable, controlled by a
remote. And, as I take pains to point out, the one above the bed
watches them while they sleep by night vision. There is no privacy
for subs in my house.

‘I had a specialist crew fit this set up. Each camera provides
a live feed and also records to hard disc at the same time. I can
view the feeds from any TV in the house.’

Along
the wall there is what looks like a coat rack with pegs protruding
but instead of clothing the items hanging from it are an assortment
of whips, canes, paddles, tawses, floggers, riding crops, all
manner of instruments of torture.

Beneath
them, set against the wall, is a chest of drawers. Each drawer has
one of those little brass fittings where you slide in a piece of
card with someone’s name on it. One of the cards says Dogface. K
points to it and asks, ‘Mine?’

‘Open it.’

She
pulls it out and it contains items that will be used on her,
intimately. An assortment of gags, dildos, butt-plugs and vibrators
are in there. ‘New ones of everything. The things I insert in your
body will never have been inside anyone else, I promise. These are
for your use alone so when we have finished playing, you are to
wash and dry them then return them to this drawer.’

Picking
up one of the larger dildos she looks at me. ‘I’m not sure about
this.’

‘You’ll not be expected to take more than you can handle.
We’ll start with the smaller ones and work our way up until we find
your limit and then we stop.’

On the
floor before the whips is a cage, about six feet long reaching up
to waist height, with a padded floor. I tell her, ‘You’ll be locked
in there sometimes. I might move it up to my room so you can sleep
at the foot of my bed, some nights.’

She
looks at me and nods. ‘That would be …’ she nods again, ‘That would
be nice.’ I look at her closely and see her cheeks are becoming
redder. This is arousing her!

‘Makeup,’ I declare. On the chest of drawers there is a
complete makeup set which I open up and show her. ‘This is for you.
When you come for a session, or stay over, I want to see you
wearing makeup. You needn’t bother on the way over here, as the
kind of makeup I’d like to see you in is rather heavy for everyday
use, sometimes I want it to look classy but other times trashy.
Yes, I know, it’s pervy but we all have our kinks.

‘When you dress up in the outfits I lay out for you, I also
want you to make yourself up. I want you to use heavy mascara and
eye-liner, more than you would use out on the street. You have
lovely blue eyes and with the right eye makeup they could be really
piercing. I want you to make them ‘pop’. Lipstick should be black
or bright scarlet unless I say otherwise. On those days I’ll lay
out an alternate colour which I think goes best with the clothes
I’ve selected.

‘Now then, if I’ve decided that you shall be naked or topless
for the day, then I want you to paint your nipples in the same
colour lipstick as your mouth. There are also other colours for eye
shadow etc. as I’d like you to put on a distinctive face for
parties and suchlike. Got all that?’

K seems
somewhat discomfited. ‘It’s fine that you want me to look my best
in your eyes but I’m afraid I might disappoint you. You’ve seen me,
I wear minimal makeup most of the time and I’ve no idea how to do a
full face job, like you want.’

‘Don’t worry,’ I reassure her. ‘I know someone who is a
make-up artist in the porn industry. I’ll arrange for her to come
over and give you some tutorials. Being in the fashion/porn
industry she’s used to creating wild facial looks for BDSM shops
and the like. She knows how best to make up a woman’s body. A
little lipstick on the nipples and along the pussy lips, makes a
world of difference.’

She
seems to relax. ‘You seem to have everything figured
out.’

‘This isn’t my first rodeo. This is in essence what the
Dom/sub relationship is all about, if there is an issue with
something, I will sort
it. If you have a problem,
I will take care of you.’

She
doesn’t look at me but gives my hand a quick squeeze.

Next I
draw her attention to a wooden plaque on the wall that has an
inscription on it, burnt into it with a hot poker.

 


I will obey without question

I will accept punishment without complaint

 


‘This the mantra you will learn by heart and live by,’ I tell
her. ‘Every time you come in this room, read these words and
remember them.’

 


Next to
it is a similar one that reads

 


The strong shall rule, the weak shall serve

 


‘That’s what you said the other night.’

‘Yes, it happens to be my personal motto.’

‘And you believe that?’

I laugh.
‘Look around where you are.’

The rest
of the wall is covered in framed pictures of naked women in various
poses with a title below each stating what that position is
called.

K looks at them and then at me. ‘When I wish you to adopt a
particular pose such as kneeling, or hands on head with legs apart,
it is a tradition in the BDSM world to give that pose a name. A lot
of people use names and poses from the House of Gord, which is a
series of books about slavery in a sort of Sword and Sandals
scenario. I’ve borrowed a few names but I also like to use my own,
some from my army days. Same poses as Gord but I use my own names
that I’m more familiar with such as Attention and Sit to Attention. You’ll learn them
all when we begin your training. But you should get into the habit
of when you’re in here by yourself, of memorising them because you
will be expected to know them all eventually and be punished if you
haven’t learnt them.’

In the
middle of the room is what looks like a workman’s four-legged bench
but it’s covered in leather. It’s a whipping stool where sub can be
tied by their four limbs to the legs and tortured. K runs her hand
almost longingly across the leather. There’s also a sturdy chair
without a back. Instead of the usual back there is a single pole
with a collar fixed at the top, a belt at breast height and cuffs
either side at the level of the seat.

We move
to the other end of the room. Half of the wall is taken up with a
mirror. It’s directly opposite the bed so that anyone strung up at
the end of the bed can watch themselves as they are being
whipped.

The
other half are the doors to a walk in wardrobe. I open the doors
and take her in. It’s a clothes closet and contains all sorts of
leather gear and harnesses. Corsets, bustiers, thigh-length boots,
head harness, posture devices, some are just leather collars,
others are full devices that reach from the shoulders, up the neck
and then cover the mouth. They have a metal rod on the front so
that you can adjust the position of the subs head and correct her
posture. There are leashes, handcuffs, chains, and wrist and ankle
cuffs. Clamps, weights and crushers for both nipples and pussies.
I’ve used all of these items on my subs over the years and now they
are all here for me to use on K.

I choose
a medium length leash and clip it to her collar. I use long ones if
I expect to chain them up by their neck but if I’m only leading
them around I use a medium. She visibly trembles and her face
flushes.

‘What is it?’ I slide my hand under her robe and feel her
pussy, it’s sopping wet. She groans. To be honest I was half
expecting this. Showing the torture devices to prospective subs can
scare some of them away, others it excites wildly. I have to find
out which, the audition hasn’t ended yet.

I rub
her clit for a few moments then ask her, ‘What is it, my dear? Tell
sir what’s bothering you.’

She leans in and rests her head on my shoulder.
‘Fuck me, sir. Fuck me
now.’ Her voice is deep and guttural and I
can barely understand her.

I undo
her robe and drop it to the floor. With a jerk I drag her out of
the closet, take her to the big mirror and force her to her knees.
I throw off my robe but I don’t need to issue the instruction
‘MOUTH’ as my erect penis poking her in the face is command enough
and she puts it in her mouth and starts sucking greedily on
it.

‘Rub yourself,’ I tell her and watch in the mirror and she
frantically rubs her pussy while gorging on my cock.

I can
see she’s approaching the cliff edge as each time she takes my cock
out of her mouth she takes longer and longer breaths before putting
it back. It won’t be long now.

I drag
her to her feet, lead her across the room and throw her roughly on
the bed, on her back with her legs spread, while I remain standing.
I enter her and start pounding away. No subtlety, no attempt at
finesse or love-making, this is raw sex. She grunts like an animal
each time I thrust into her. I keep fucking her until she starts to
moan, her pitch slowly reaching higher with each one. As the
ultimate moment approaches she puts her feet on my shoulders and I
push deeper into her than before. Moments later the damn bursts and
she climaxes. She wriggles about and I have to grab her wrists to
hold her in place. She makes noises like she never made the night
before and I gather she’s rather pleased about the
outcome.

I carry
on fucking until she stops squirming and then pull out of her. She
goes limp, eyes closed, and breathing heavily, while I watch her.
She looks so beautiful lying there like that, naked and used. After
a few moments she comes back to earth and opening her eyes, looks
up at me with a satisfied smile. ‘Thank you,’ she says.

‘Glad to be of service. Now it’s your turn,’ I tell her
pointing at my now limp cock.

Without
a word she drops to her knees in front of me and sucks me back to
life and then goes on to finish me off, coming of course in her
mouth. Then, to my surprise, she wipes my cock clean and dries it
off with her hair. Colour me shocked.

We dress
in our robes and I tell her that she will be expected to keep this
room clean and tidy after we have used it.

‘Let’s go get breakfast, I’m hungry.’

On the
way to the kitchen I take a detour into the lounge. ‘This room is
rigged for BDSM as well but as non-participants may visit from time
to time, we call them “Civilians”, everything has to be hidden. You
see those hanging flower baskets?’

The two
baskets in question hang from ropes either side of the room from
ropes running through rings in the cross beam, across to the
ceiling to the wall, and then down to a tie-point on each
wall.

‘Those ropes are capable of taking the weight of a human
being. Remove the baskets and you can string somebody up and whip
them, and the fixings will take it. Also the spotlights around the
ceiling are arranged so they can put the sub in the spotlight. And
of course, everything can be filmed.

‘Practically every room is the house has been modified so it
can be used for BDSM purposes. Even the garage. There’s an electric
hoist in there that I told the supplier would be used for lifting
engines out of cars, so it will easily take the weight of a person.
I can hoist them up and leave them dangling.’

‘Very impressive,’ K admits. What about the other rooms, your
study and so on?’

‘The study is private. Like my bedroom you never enter it
unless I am there or I have sent you there. Understood?’

‘Yes, sir, as you say.’

‘The glass doors lead to the dining room, the other two doors
off the foyer are the downstairs toilet and the cloakroom.’ I show
her how the cloakroom has been modified so I can restrain someone
in there with its built in clothes pegs, if I so choose.

We go
into the kitchen and I show her how I like my breakfast. I drink
Green Tea with no sweetener of any kind, and you have to let it
brew for 5 minutes before drinking. Toast, I’m a bit unusual when
it comes to toast, I admit. Most people like hot, buttered toast
with the butter dripping off it or soaked in. Personally I just see
that as soggy toast. I went out with someone once (in a non S&M
relationship) and she used to let the toast go cold and then spread
the butter on it. I went along with it to please her and eventually
got a taste for it, as I think you can taste the butter better.
After all that’s the way they serve it for breakfast in
hotels.

I tell K
she can have whatever she wants, however she wants, for breakfast,
there’s fruit and healthy cereals, but she says she’s willing to
try the same stuff as me to make it easier for her, when she has to
make breakfast.

We sit
on stools on opposite sides of the central island and I tell her to
take her robe off and she sits there naked except for her collar,
eating. It’s a gorgeous sight watching those breasts across the
island, with her leash dangling down between them. She likes the
toast but I notice she grimaces a bit when she drinks the Green Tea
but readily accepts a second cup, so she seems to be making an
effort for my sake which pleases me.

I notice
that she leans forward, resting her elbows on the marble top as she
eats her toast. I lean across the island and slap her arm. ‘Never
rest your elbows on the table when eating, it’s bad manners. It’s
acceptable if you are working at a table or merely chatting but
never when dining. Sit up straight, posture is
important.’

After
breakfast I tell her to clean the things away and I watch her as
she moves around the kitchen naked. When she’s done, I don’t let
her put the robe back on but take the belt off it and tie her hands
behind her back. Then I lead her upstairs by her leash. Maybe I’ll
fuck her again.









 





POSITION TRAINING

 


 


K asks
me, ‘Can you tell me more about Position Training? I’d like to know
more if I’m gonna be expected to do it.’

We’re
still in our robes after showering so I change into T-shirt and
sweatpants. I tell K to stay in her robe. I clip the leash on her
again and lead her down to the Fun room.

Standing
in front of the photos on the wall, all taken and framed by me, I
tell her about the use of ‘basic positions’ in a slave’s
training.

‘I use my own position training commands, so if you were to
leave me for another Dominant you probably wouldn’t understand a
lot of his commands, as I based some of mine on the old army drill
instructions. Well if that happens, tough, I’m training you to be
my sub, not theirs.

‘Okay then. You’re already familiar with the command ‘MOUTH’.
A single word can make you carry out a move or series of moves.
It’s the same with these, with a single or several words I can make
you adopt a pose for whatever it is that I have in mind for
you.

‘Take your robe off and you can practice the poses as I talk
you through them.’ She does so and I run my gaze over her body.
Those firm butt cheeks seem to be crying out for some red whip
marks across them. For it’s not enough for me to just have her as a
sex-slave, who gets some corporal punishment. What I really want
from her is what I’ve been seeking for a long time, a true
pain-slave, one who revels in the exquisite pain of torture. A true
companion who will not only accept what physical torture I give her
but positively begs me to degrade and humiliate her. Although I’m
not going to force anyone to go to those dark places, I’ll always
respect their limits, I have my needs too and want someone who will
reach her limits and ask me to take her beyond them.

My
previous subs all sadly failed to live up to my hopes and we parted
company. They wanted to stay with me but I wanted more than they
were prepared to give. So I handed them off to other men who could
give them what they were looking for. Well, I say gave, but
truthfully I sold them off at slave auctions – that’s not as bad as
it sounds, they are in-house Society get togethers and all
concerned, including the slaves are willing participants. Some
people like to have the fantasy of being bought in a slave auction
so we make it happen. Like I said, it’s only a game.

I stop
my musing and start K’s indoctrination. From now on everything I
say to her or make her do will be subtly designed to enforce my
authority over her, even in the smallest way, until it just becomes
an accepted fact to her. Once she reaches that point then I can
begin to seriously bend her to my will.

‘In all fairness I should point out that after a while it’ll
be noted down when you fail to perform these poses properly. In
fact, after a few weeks you should have them all down pat and if
you get them wrong, I may even start keeping a record of your
mistakes in a book and count them against you.’

‘For what purpose, sir?’

‘As you know, you will be whipped regularly on a schedule that
we’ve yet to agree on, maybe weekly, fortnightly, monthly, we’ll
see what suits us both best. The severity of that whipping will
depend on the number of demerit points you have against you. Every
mistake will be recorded and then translated into
punishment whippings.’ I
emphasise the word as I’ve realised the use of that particular word
– punish and its variants – keeps cropping up in her conversation
so it obviously evokes something deep in her soul.

‘Some subs can find a regular whipping with something easy
like a cat o’ nine tails rather soothing. Punishment whippings are
not like that, oh no. They’re designed to hurt and they do, to
teach you a lesson. They do what they say on the tin.’

‘But suppose I don’t feel that I’ve earned a punishment
whipping?’

‘The Cardinal rules apply then, you’re free to leave any time
you want. You’re perfectly within your rights to refuse one if you
feel you don’t deserve it. Just don’t ever come back
again.’

K
considers this for a moment. ‘And you’ll keep a record of my
mistakes?’

‘Yes. I’ll even make you buy a little black book to record
them in, so you can check your points as we go along. A petty
detail but that’s what obedience training is all about. Of course
you can also earn good points, what we called “brownie points” in
the army. You get enough of them and they’ll wipe out the demerits.
So you have a fighting chance of avoiding punishment.’ She wouldn’t
of course. She was going to get a harsh whipping either way,
whatever the score was, but I wasn’t going to tell her
that.

‘In time I’d like to hope that I’ll have you so conditioned
that you’ll record your own mistakes, bring them to me and admit
that you need a good whipping. But I can only dream.’

K
neither looks at me nor speaks, so I don’t know what she thinks
about my fancy.

‘First things first. In all the poses, the hands are to be
kept flat with the fingers pointing away, thumb flat against
fingers. Palms up or down depends on the pose. It makes it easier
to remember. Also in every pose you will abide by “army rules” and
stare straight ahead at all times unless you’re facing downwards.
We’ll begin with the army ones which I’ve adjusted to my
needs.

‘Attention! Stand up straight,
shoulders back, chest out, hands laid flat against your thighs,
fingers pointing down.’

She
adopts the pose. I lean into her. ‘When you are at attention your
eyes will point straight ahead, not look around the room. Even if I
come up close and talk to you, you do not look at me, just keep
staring straight ahead unless I say otherwise. But if I’m directly
in front of you, looking you in the face then you can’t do that, so
you will look down at the floor instead.

‘Stand at Ease! You open your legs
and put your arms behind your back but you’re still in a rigid
position. Head up, eyes forward. Your hands are crossed, right hand
into left palm, fingers pointing down.’

‘Stand Easy! This is the same pose as
Stand at Ease except you can actually relax and move your body
slightly, shuffle your feet, move your shoulders, turn your head,
etc. It’s to give you a relaxing position so you don’t fall over
from Standing at Ease for too long. You remain on the same spot
though, not go wandering around the room.

‘Sit at attention! If you are sitting
down there will be times when you can’t stand up as I walk in the
room. In those cases you sit bolt upright, hands at your side until
told to relax.’

I drag
the chair over and run her through those manoeuvres until she has
them in her head.

‘Another thing I use is the finger snap. Regardless of what
the rules are about what to do with your eyes, if you hear me snap
my fingers you will look directly at me to see what I want.
Sometimes when I’m filming I won’t want my voice on the soundtrack
so that’s why I’ll snap.’ I demonstrate. SNAP! And like a good
little girl, she actually looks at me.

‘Once I’ve got your attention, I’ll tell you what I want you
to do. Or, if we’re filming and I do this …’ I put out my index and
middle fingers, the ones you use to flick the V’s at someone, I
point at her eyes then my eyes, her eyes then my eyes, ‘It means
that I want you to keep staring into my eyes, or the camera lens
until I tell you to stop. Sometimes I’ll want to look into your
eyes as someone else is fucking you, see what’s going on in there.’
I tap her head.

‘Now we’ll move onto the BDSM poses. We’ll start with the
standard Kneel which is go down, sit back on your heels and place your hands
on your thighs, palms upwards. Knees wide so I can see your pussy.
That’s the one you’ll see most on BDSM sites on the
Internet.

‘Kneel Up! My variation is, if I want
my cock sucked for example, or I want to feed you something, the
kneeling position is too low if I’m standing. I will want you to
rise up, or if standing get down, to the position where you’re on
your knees, knees together but your body is ramrod straight from
your knees to your head. And it’s hands flat against thighs again
until I tell you what to do with your hands. Look at the picture to
see what I mean.

‘Display! It doesn’t matter whether
you’re standing, squatting, kneeling or kneeling up, if I say
Display you put your hands onto the back of your head, fingers
intertwined, shoulders back, and chest out, showing off your
tits.

‘All Fours! Well, that one should be
self-explanatory.

‘Squat! Same again, speaks for
itself. Just go down onto your heels.

‘Wall! Go to whichever wall I point
to and stand about a yard away from it, legs spread. Then lean
forward and place your hands on the wall, head down.

‘Floor! Lay face down on the floor,
arms by your side, palms touching thighs.

‘Humble! This is for when I’m
watching TV perhaps or working in my study and I want you nearby so
I can keep an eye on you but I don’t want you getting in my way, so
I want you curled up as a small bundle. It’s the kneeling pose but
you close your legs, bend forward and place your hands flat on the
floor.

‘Finally Obeisance!
As the name suggests, it’s showing respect to me.
Start from the Humble pose then stretch your arms out in front of
you as far as you can reach, palms down, thumbs touching.’ I walk
across to the whips and paddles and pick up a riding crop.
Returning to her I say, ‘We’ll have a run through. I’ll point at a
picture so you can see what it looks like and you will adopt that
pose. Clear?’

‘Yes, sir, clear.’

So we
begin but as I’m being a twat, I don’t choose positions that flow
naturally into each other. If I was being nice I would likely
choose something like Attention, Stand at Ease, Display, Kneel Up,
Kneel, All Fours, Humble, Obeisance, etc. Because I’m giving her a
tiny taste of what a bastard I can be, I deliberately choose ones
that make her kneel like Humble, and then the next one makes her
stand, Wall, then Obeisance, then Stand at Ease and so on, so she
has to go down then stand up between positions, deliberately
wearing her out.

She
makes a good show of following the pictures, so once we’ve been
through all of them 3 or 4 times, I deliberately stand in front of
the pictures but keep on shouting out the commands. She does her
best but I can see her struggling as she has to search her memory
for the correct pose then stand up or kneel to adopt it. Along with
which I give her a flick with the riding crop when she forgets to
stare straight ahead. ‘Army rules,’ I remind her and give her a
flick with the crop across the buttocks.

The poor
girl tries hard but fatigue is getting the better of her and she
starts floundering and getting mixed up until eventually I take
pity on her and stop the torment.

I help her to her feet and give her, her robe. She’s worn out
so I tell her, ‘Go and lie down on the bed and recover. Have a nap
if you like. You should get used to sleeping in this room anyway as
you will some nights. I’ll wake you when it’s lunchtime.’ I squeeze
her breast and kiss her, long and hard. Then I lay her on the bed
and kiss her gently on the forehead. Treat subs harshly and then be
nice to them. Or treat her kindly and then whip her for spilling
the milk! Confuses the hell out of them. Keeps them off balance. To
quote Mr. Punch, ‘That’s the way to do
it!’

 



~~~

 


I ring K
on the intercom. All the phones in every room are cordless handsets
that are connected to the base station/answer phone in the lounge.
This means that you can call between handsets as an intercom
system.

She
picks up the phone and answers sleepily, ‘Hello?’

‘Hey sleepy head. Come on down and join me in the kitchen,
I’ve made lunch. By the way, do you have any of those ‘Scrunchie’
things to tie your hair back? I fancy seeing you in a
ponytail.’

‘Er, yeah, I’ve got some in my handbag, I think. I’ll stop on
the way to the kitchen and pick one up.’

I hear
the plumbing going so she is obviously using the toilet and the
bidet and she enters the kitchen about 10 minutes later.

‘Is this what you wanted?’ she asks, giving a twirl so I can
see the ponytail.

‘Yes, that’s fine, thank you. Now take your robe off.’ She
smiles, thinking we’re going to have a nude, sexy lunch, like we
did breakfast. She takes it off. She’s still wearing her leash and
it dangles provocatively down between her breasts. It’s a sign to
me that I’m in command of her. For the moment, anyway.

‘We’re going to have some quiche with a few tomatoes if that’s
all right,’ I tell her.

‘Yes, anything will do. I’m a bit peckish.’

I’m
sitting at the centre island with my plate in front of me, sipping
a glass of wine. She moves to sit down opposite me but I stop her.
‘What makes you think you can sit down when I didn’t tell you
to?’

K
suddenly realises that she is “on duty” so to speak and quickly
responds, ‘Yes sir, sorry sir, my mistake.’ She takes her hands of
the counter and lowers them to her sides. She holds her hand up for
permission to speak.

‘Go ahead.’

‘I thought we were going to have lunch, sir. I don’t see
mine.’

‘It’s round here.’ I beckon her round to my side of the island
and point to the floor. There is a stainless steel tray on the
floor and on it there are 2 stainless steel dog bowls, one
containing food and one containing water. Next to it is a padded
cushion.

‘There you go. I’ve even put a cushion down so you won’t hurt
you knees. This is your cushion
and you will store it in the cupboard and use it
when I need you to kneel. Now, kneel down facing me and eat your
lunch.’

There’s
a flash of defiance in her eyes but it quickly subsides and she
meekly kneels by the bowls. She picks up a piece of quiche (I’ve
cut it into small chunks) and is about to put it into her mouth and
I stop her. ‘Ah, ah, ah!’ I caution her. ‘No hands! That’s why I
told you to wear a ponytail, otherwise it will get into your
food.’

K pauses
for a moment as she runs all this through her mind. ‘Will I be
eating all my meals like this, sir?’

‘Mostly, yes. Either here or in the lounge when I’m
entertaining guests. But sometimes when there’s just the two of us,
you’ll still eat out of the bowl but I may let you sit up at the
table and perhaps eat with your fingers.

‘Very well, sir.’ She gives me another look and then slowly
leans forward and gingerly picks at the food with her teeth. Then
realising that it’s going to happen whether she likes it or not,
she just goes for it and chews it all down. She is thirsty but
without the use of her hands, she has to lap at the water like a
dog.

After we
have both finished eating I tell her to pick up her bowls and my
plate and wash them. Once she’s done that I show her where her dog
bowls are stored.

She says
nothing but I can tell all this is discomfiting to her.
Good!

I take
her leash and lead her out into my back garden. Right outside the
kitchen there is a large patio with garden table and chairs and
also a big hot tub. I try to lead her out into the garden but she
hangs back. ‘The neighbours will see me,’ she says,
concerned.

‘No they won’t,’ I re-assure her. ‘That’s why I have a 6 foot
wall around the garden and those trees you can see are
strategically placed so as to block the view from anyone’s bedroom
windows during the summer. So you can frolic around naked and no
one can see a thing. And while we’re at it, the nearest house is 50
yards away, so no one will hear you scream when you’re being
whipped, either.’

Apart
from the trees, the large garden is bare except for the summer
house and the wood pile next to it in a lean-to shelter. I lead her
down there and show it to her. ‘There’s been a few wild S&M
parties in here, I can tell you. There’s a wood burning stove,
that’s why we need so much wood. It has to dry off for a year or so
to stop it smoking when you burn it.’ The whole place is built of
wood so it’s easy to screw in any type of bracket or fixture, so
restraining people is easy.

I also
take her to the garage. It’s a double car garage and with the cars
removed there is plenty of space for BDSM play. I show her the
electric winch and promise her that if she stays with me a while,
I’ll have her hoisted up on it for a torture session or
two.

Leading
her back to the house I send her up to my bedroom to get dressed
and then join me in the kitchen, and I drink my wine while I
wait.

 



~~~

 


I take K
into my study and take two folders out of my desk drawer. I give
one to her and I open my copy.

‘If you look in the folder there’s a list of rules that you
will abide by hence forward. Take a look at them now and we’ll go
through them together, it’s important that you understand them as
you’ll be expected to comply with them from now on. Forgetting the
rules is no excuse, you’re expected to learn them by heart so any
transgression will be punished, starting from our next session.
Understood?’

She nods
in agreement and I read out the list from my copy and they are as
follows:

First a
reminder:

 


CARDINAL RULES

 


 



	
Either of us is
free to walk away at any time. No one will be forced to do anything
they do not wish to do. Once your limits have been established then
they will be adhered to.



	
If you stay it
means that you are willing to accept any treatment or punishment
that I choose to inflict. If you do not accept that condition then
you are free to walk away.



	
You will be
abused verbally, physically, sexually. You will be subjected to
physical punishment – sometimes severely – as I see fit but “safe
words” will be in force at all times.



	
You will not be
cut, pierced, scarred, tattooed or otherwise disfigured in any
fashion, unless you request to be so. Even then it will happen or
not at my discretion.



	
There will be no
asphyxiation play, blood or scat games.





 


 


DOMESTIC RULES

 



	
You will call me
‘Sir’ at all times.



	
You will not
speak unless spoken to. If it is necessary to inform me of
something or ask permission for something you will raise your hand
and wait to be spoken to.



	
As my sub you
have no privacy, so the toilet/bathroom door is always to remain
open.



	
After using the
toilet you will always use the bidet.



	
When I enter a
room you are to stand up.



	
In the house you
will wear an electronic beeper so I can summon you at any time.
When it goes off you are to stop whatever you are doing and report
to me.



	
When you are
summoned, if the door is closed you are to knock and wait for
permission to enter.



	
You are not
being employed as a ‘domestic slave’ but you will be expected to
clean up after serving me a meal or after sex sessions.
Furthermore, I may issue you light domestic tasks as part of your
obedience training.



	
Unless you are
invited into my bed at night, when you stay over you are to sleep
in the bed in the Fun room.



	
When you stay
over, each morning you will arise, shower, and then bring me
breakfast in bed at 8 o’clock. So you will need to set the alarm
accordingly.





 


CLOTHING RULES

 



	
Each time you
arrive, you will go to the Fun room, apply your make-up and then
change into whatever outfit I have laid out on the bed for you that
day. Then report to me.



	
Regardless of
whatever outfit I have chosen – unless I have specified a Posture
Collar – even if you are to be naked, you will ALWAYS wear your
collar with the ‘Dogface’ dog tag on it. Regardless of costume you
will ALWAYS wear the leather wrist and ankle cuffs. As there are
some cold, wooden and tiled floors, even when you are told to be
‘naked’ you can wear sandals to protect your feet.



	
From now on you
will wear skirts and not jeans or trousers, at all times, even in
your private life.



	
At all times in
my presence whether in the house or out in the world, you are to
wear neither bra nor knickers unless told to.



	
Weather
permitting you will wear stockings and suspenders at all times. In
hot weather you may go bare-legged. Unless specifically told to by
me you are not to wear self-supporting stockings.



	
Never wear
tights, except in winter when you can wear those thick, woollen
tights but they must be black.





 


SEX AND BDSM PLAY RULES

 



	
I will push you
to discover your boundaries and then try to take you beyond them
but once they are reached they will be respected.



	
You are not
allowed to have sex with anyone else unless I order it.



	
You will not
masturbate except in my presence, when told to.



	
You will not
have an orgasm unless I give permission.



	
During our
sessions we will employ ‘safe words’ or use a child’s ‘Clicker’ toy
if you are unable to speak. (You choose the word and inform me of
it by next meeting.) On the use of either of these I will
immediately stop what I am doing to you and wait to see if that
cures the issue. If you persist with the alarm then I will release
you from whatever restraints you are in and discover the source of
the problem.



	
There may be
times when I do not wish to have a lengthy sex or domination
session so I might just place you in heavy bondage and put you on
display.



	
From time to
time I may invite other people to watch as I discipline you. I may
also instruct you to watch and assist as I discipline
others.



	
You
will be expected to have sex with people of my choosing, both male
and female, sometimes in my presence, sometimes not. Although they
may be strangers to you, they are all personally known to me and
can be assured to be of no danger to you. If you cannot agree to this then our relationship will be
terminated.



	
These
people will also be allowed to restrain and punish you in the same
way that I do. When you are with them you will obey them as if it
were I issuing the instructions. If you
cannot agree to this, then our relationship will be
terminated.



	
Contraception is
your responsibility.





 


 


After
I’ve finished reading them out she spends a few moments rereading
them and considering each one. ‘Wow, this is very comprehensive …
and detailed.’

‘I’ve been at this a long time, I know what I
like.’

‘Why no self-supporting stockings? They can look quite good if
that’s all I’m wearing.’

‘But they also leave nasty elastic marks around your legs.
You’re right they do look good and I may ask you to wear them on
occasion but generally they’re a no, no.’

‘No tights?’

‘If I catch you wearing tights during summertime, I will
personally kill you with a spade and bury you in the garden.
Hideous things.’

She
laughs. ‘Very well, no tights. About breakfast, I’m not a very good
cook. If you’re expecting Eggs Benedict or something fancy I’m
afraid I’ll disappoint you.’

‘No, tea and toast will be fine. And I even have a toaster so
you can’t burn that.’

K
smiles. ‘Good.’

She
hesitates.

‘Come on, out with it. Our relationship must be based on total
honesty with each other.’

‘Well, I guess it’s the terminology that’s bothering me. When
you talk about other people you often refer to them as “slaves” but
when you talk about me you say “sub” or “submissive”. How do you
see me? Which am I to you?’

‘The question is … how do you see yourself? A submissive is
one who likes being dominated, used and abused and has to do
whatever their Dominant tells them do, except for when it goes too
far for them. They can set limits, they will only do the things
they agree to. And they call their Dominator “Sir” or
“Ma’am”.

‘A slave on the other hand is totally controlled and abused by
their “Master” or “Mistress”. Unlike a sub they have no control
over what is done to them or who does it, they willingly give up
all responsibility for their lives. A Master can subject his slave
to the most painful, degrading and humiliating treatment and they
must accept it. So you have to ask yourself, how do you see
yourself? I can accept you either way.’

‘But some of the stuff in the rules, like “I must submit to
other people if you order it”, for example. Doesn’t that make me a
slave?’

‘The difference is that you always have the chance to say no
and walk away. It would mean the end of our relationship but you do
still have that choice. Anything you do with other people will be
purely voluntary, remember the Cardinal Rules. So you can decide
here and now what you want to be, if you like. Which will it be,
sub or slave?’

We stare into each other’s eyes across the desk. I can see
she is tempted and my mind is crying out, Come on, make the leap of faith, you can do
it.

But it’s
not to be. I can see in her eyes that she reaches the cliff edge
and then backs off, afraid.

‘I … I’m not sure. Perhaps we should stay with the sub thing
and I’ll call you sir. At least for the time being.’

‘Very well. Take the next week and really think things over,
like how do you feel about the rules? How do you like the way
you’ve been treated so far? Are you willing to go further into
this, knowing what might be coming? I’ll expect you next Friday
lunchtime if you decide to come back, unless I hear from you sooner
to say you won’t be coming. Now, I’ll call you a taxi and you can
go home and put your thinking cap on.’









 





WORKING LATE WITH JUDITH

 


 


As I
walk through the office I notice that it’s nearly knocking off time
for the office staff. I stop at the desk of Judith, my personal
secretary, and tell her, ‘I need to go over some reports with you.
Would you come through to my office after everyone has gone? Lock
up first.’

‘Yes, sir,’ she replies.

After
about half an hour she opens the door to my office and enters. All
the office doors were deliberately made so that there is no glass
and you cannot see in from outside. Once the door is locked you
have complete privacy.

‘They’re all gone?’ I ask.

‘Yes, sir, she replies and locks the door.

I put
down the paperwork I have been pretending to work on and move my
swivel chair out from behind the desk. I’m not wearing my jacket
and I begin removing my tie. Judith pours me a glass of whisky and
placing it on my desk within arm’s reach, she opens the cigar
humidor and takes out a cigar. Lighting it for me she places it
between my lips and I sit there puffing on my cigar and sipping my
whisky while she strips.

This is
a weekly ritual for Judith and me. She loves the repeat nature of
it, some subs find it reassuring to perform the same process each
time. It allows them to anticipate the Master’s whims and to enable
them to please more efficiently. And she has been working at this
sort of thing a lot longer that even I have.

I guess
you could say I inherited her, a sort of ‘family heirloom.’ She is
50 now, I know because I attended her birthday party. (Then she
spent the rest of the night in chains at my place, being roughly
fucked by a couple of guys I had arranged for her. Well, you’re
only 50 once, eh?) Age apart, she was still a stunning woman. (The
older guys in the Graphics department were always trying to bed
her.) Tall, blonde haired with long legs. Think Joanna Lumley. She
had kept her figure and like to show it off to me but to everyone
else she portrayed the smart, business woman, white blouse, pencil
skirt and high-heels.

I had known her since I was a teenager and she was my
father’s secretary. She was 10 years older than me and one
‘glorious evening’ she had seduced me and I lost my virginity to
her. After that, every time I came home from boarding school or
later, on leave from the army, we carried on our illicit affair
right under my father’s nose. Or so I
thought!

After my
parents died and I took over the publishing company, the solicitor
handed me a letter that he had been instructed by my father to give
to me privately, without anyone knowing. He denied any knowledge of
the contents but he smiled as he handed it to me and told me to be
alone when I read it.

I was
shocked when I read it, all my ideas about how my family functioned
went right out of the window and my eyes were opened to the ways of
the world, for rich and powerful people.

 


Dear Son,

 


I’m writing you this letter to explain about my relationship
with Judith, my secretary. I imagine you’ve probably guessed that I
was sleeping with her but it goes a lot deeper than
that.

Judith is what they call ‘submissive’ by nature. Which means
she likes to be dominated and controlled by men. She enjoys
physical and sexual abuse by her Master, she gives in return
complete obedience and total access to her body to be treated in
any way they wish. In other words, my sex slave.

I know you think that you have been having your pleasure with
her behind my back but I’m afraid that’s not true. I told her to
‘take your cherry’ and then sleep with you whenever you wished as I
wanted you to learn about women.

She has been with me for so long that I now consider her
‘company property’ and as you are taking over, she is part of the
assets I am handing on to you. She is aware of this arrangement and
is fully in accord with it. She likes to be treated as property and
will welcome being passed onto another member of the family. You
now own her. She has been a good sub over the years, and I wish her
to carry on being so for you. I have discussed this with her and
all you have to do is to show her this letter and inform her that
you are ‘taking possession of her’. From then on she is yours to
command.

Part of the deal with her is that as long as she goes on
providing ‘services’ to the Gilchrist family, then she will remain
as a member of the firm and will enjoy a healthy salary with
retirement benefits.

I have trained her well in BDSM and S&M practices and
hope that she will pass this knowledge onto you so that you can
become an expert Master. She tells me that from your encounter you
show leanings in that direction, so here is your opportunity to be
trained by an experienced sub.

I hope she brings you as much pleasure as she has brought
me.

 


Father

 


So there
it was. She was his sex-slave and then she became mine. I use her
for my pleasure and, once in a while, lend her out to old friends
of my father or visiting clients, who father had told about the
arrangement. Judith is quite happy for me to send her to meet
someone at a hotel and for them to use her, however roughly. She
absolutely loves it. I only allow it occasionally mind. She’s still
my property and I don’t want her ruined.

As I
enjoy my cigar, Judith strips off. Standing in front of me she
removes each item of clothing until I stop her when she has just
her stocking and shoes on. She like to wear self-supporting
stockings, whereas I don’t like the ring the elastic leaves around
her leg but she still does it. I came to realise it’s a sort of
unspoken code, she normally wears suspenders and stockings but when
she wears self-support it’s done deliberately to annoy me. It does,
so I whip her extra hard if I catch her wearing them. She can wear
them all she wants when we’re not together but eventually I
realised that she only wears them when she wants things a bit
harsher than usual, so I oblige. Tonight she is wearing them, so
she’ll suffer for that.

I motion
her to her knees before my chair and she unlaces my shoes and
removes them along with my socks. She undoes my belt, then unzips
my fly. I lift my hips and she pulls my trousers and underpants
down to my knees, exposing me. I’m already semi-hard but after she
takes me in her mouth I become as stiff as a post.

‘You’ve got a new sub, haven’t you?’ she asks between licks of
my shaft.

‘Howdya know that?’

‘I can always tell when you’ve got a new girl. You’re a bit
chirpier than usual and I find you staring out the window more.’
It’s only because of our decades-long relationship that I allow her
such familiarities. Any other sub would be punished. ‘Yes, I’m
taking on a new girl.’

‘Have you fucked her yet?’

‘Fucked yes, whipped no. She’ll be coming round this weekend
to begin training.’

‘Would you like me to be there?’ She has often helped me in
the past.

‘No thanks, I’d like to train her in private first but you can
come along down the line. I’d like to humiliate her by having
someone watching her being punished. It’s all part of the
conditioning.’

‘I know. Your father did it to me enough times. Well, anything
I can do to help. You know I’m yours to command, literally,’ she
says, looking up at me with her blue eyes.’

‘Right, it’s time for your punishment.’ I stand up and shuck
off my trousers and pants. I go to the cloakroom where the coats
are hung and retrieve a set of handcuffs and a thick belt. From now
on things are going to get rough.

I
handcuff her and lead her over to the cloakroom door where there is
a coat hook on the outside. It looks as if it is there in case the
cloakroom is full but it is actually a very strong hook my father
had fitted. Strong bolts are fitted right through the thick door
and it is capable of taking the weight of a person.

I hook
her cuffs over the hook so she is facing the door. I let my eyes
wonder over her body while the skin is still white and unmarked.
She has gained a few pounds over the years since I first met her
but that’s only to be expected. Luckily though, her waist has only
slightly thickened and the extra pounds seem to have gone to her
boobs and made her bum even peachier.

I lay
into her with the belt, concentrating on her upper back and her
backside. I stay away from her lower back, don’t want to bruise her
kidneys. I use strong, steady strokes, getting into a rhythm. She’s
bucks each time she is struck but also experienced at being whipped
and tough as well, so it’s a while before she starts to
moan.

I strike
her again and again until we reach a point where in her head she
goes into what some people refer to as “sub-space”. (It’s got
nothing to do with Star Trek.) It’s a mental state that some subs
and slaves ‘transcend to’, if that’s the right phrase, during
intense torture or extended bondage sessions, where they go into
their mind and either go to a ‘happy place’ where they no longer
feel what is happening to them or alternately, they start playing
out their own fantasy to enhance what they are
experiencing.

In
Judith’s case she starts to plead, ‘Don’t hit me anymore, Daddy.
I’ll be a good girl. I’ll do anything you want, Daddy.’

This
freaked me out the first time she said it to me, then I realised it
must have been what she did with my father and it became fixed in
her head. The same way that some women can only get an orgasm by
carrying out a set routine, when masturbating. As a young woman who
had become sex-slave to an older man, I suppose it became set in
her psyche that she had to beg him not to hurt her and in return he
had to oppress and abuse her while she is punished. So to please
her I kept up with the game, even though she was actually older
than me. Maybe it harks back to something in her childhood and that
is why she became a sub.

You have
to understand that this was all just some psychological game we
played, to increase her pleasure. We had a ‘safe word’, hers was
PAPERCLIP so I knew that no matter how much she begged and pleaded
she could stop it at any time with a single word.

‘You’ve been a BAD GIRL and Daddy is not pleased. I have told
you time and again not to wear those elastic stockings but you
won’t listen and now you’ll have to pay for it.’ This is all said
in a cold, aloof manner.

I turn
her round so she is facing me and start whipping her breasts. I
love the way they jiggle when they are struck. Sometimes I spend a
long time just hitting them with a strap. She moans while pleading
with Daddy not to hurt her. ‘I’ll do anything for you, Daddy. I’ll
be a good girl, Come to my bed tonight, I’ll do whatever you want.’
I’ve never asked her about what memory she is reliving. I don’t
know if my father did but I feel it’s none of my business.
Sometimes it’s best not to delve too deep into a slaves past, just
take it and use it to control them.

‘You’re a dirty little whore aren’t you? You only wear those
stockings so men will want to fuck you. You’d like them to fuck
you, wouldn’t you?’

‘No Daddy, I’m a good girl, I wouldn’t let them touch me. Only
you Daddy, only you.’

‘Liar. I’ve seen you fucking and sucking men. Daddy wants to
know if you’ll be a good girl and save yourself only for him. Will
you do what Daddy says?’

‘Yes Daddy, anything you say.’

I unhook
her and drive her across the room with the belt, to the sofa.
‘Kneel and suck my cock.’ She throws herself into the task with
gusto. It’s all becoming too much for me so I tell her, ‘Turn
around, Daddy wants to fuck you.’

‘Yes, Daddy, anything you say.’

She
turns around and I push her face down into the sofa. Then I mount
her from behind. I fuck her roughly, no attempt at finesse or
pleasing her. I found out over the years that at this stage of the
game she doesn’t want love-making, she wants Daddy to roughly take
her.

I pump
into her until I am ready to come. I pull out and stand up. ‘MOUTH’
I command her. Yes, she taught me that too, apparently it comes
from my father, so the family tradition lives on.

She
turns round and sucks furiously on my dick until I explode down the
back of her throat and she swallows it all, as she is trained to
do. Many women would stop at this point but she knows that her job
is to keep wanking and licking it until she is sure every last drop
of cum is emptied from my balls.

‘Did I please, Daddy?’ she asks.

‘Yes, Daddy was pleased. Therefore I’ll let you play with
yourself until you come.’

‘Thank you,’ and with that she sits on the sofa and spreading
her legs, closes her eyes and her head goes back as she goes back
into sub-space as she rubs herself.

I assist
by leaning over and sucking on her tits. There are beautiful and I
lick them and suck on her nipples with great pleasure, waiting for
her orgasm to arrive. I can feel her back beginning to arch as her
breathing grows heavier so I do my part, once again learned from
long practice, I pinch her nipples hard and twist them, holding
them until she has finished her rise to the heavens and her descent
back to earth.

We dress
and leave for the evening, locking the office after us.









 





FIRST SESSION

 


 


K
arrives at my house and I invite her in. She is obviously nervous
as today I shall be whipping her for the first time. And really all
she knows about me is that I haven’t hurt her or been cruel to
her.


Yet.

It takes a great leap of faith I guess and I won’t let her
down. Softly, softly catchee
slavee.

As per
my instructions she’s wearing no makeup today. Taking away any
signs of femininity unless I want her dressed up, helps to
reinforce the thought that she is inferior and under my control.
For that reason I have forbidden her to wear any nail varnish,
rings, earrings or necklaces except the collar I gave her. For the
moment that is. In the future I shall be telling her what to wear
in all situations whether I’m there or not.

Besides,
I had a nasty encounter between my groin and a ladies diamond ring
once.

‘Did you have a good breakfast?’ I ask. ‘It’s going to be a
long day and you might not feel like eating anything but you’ll
need something inside you to keep you going.’

She
assures me she has.

I take
her coat and bag and explain to her that there’s a little task we
need to undertake before we get down to it and I take her into the
study. I sit behind my desk and she sits in the chair that I have
placed directly in front of it. A Go Pro camera is sitting on a
tripod pointing straight at her.

I
explain what I want her to do. ‘We will be getting into some hot
and heavy stuff involving bondage, discipline and sexual torture
and there may come a point in the future when you decide you don’t
want to do that anymore, not with me at least. Depending on why we
split up, you may feel that you want to exact some kind of revenge
or get a big payoff, so you might go to the police accusing me of
all sorts of rape, imprisonment and torture.

‘So for my protection I’d like you to make a short video
stating that you’re here purely voluntarily and are a willing
participant in all the fun and games. Also sign a document stating
the same, which is not the same thing as a Slave Contract, I assure
you.’

She
shrugs. ‘I can see why you might want a video. Sure, I’ll do it,
sir.’

‘Good.’ I hand her a piece of paper with the wording of the
statement written on. ‘I don’t expect you to memorise this and
quote it verbatim, just get the gist of it and then say it in your
own words. Okay?’

She
reads it through a few times and then says, ‘I’m ready.’

I fiddle
with the camera focus while she clears her throat, pats her hair
down and sits up straight in her seat. She nods and I start the
camera rolling.

‘Hello. My name is K.’ (She gives her full name to the
camera.) ‘I’m here today to become Roger Gilchrist’s submissive,
and I’m shooting this video to show I am willingly placing myself
under his control and give him permission to use me as he wishes. I
am fully aware that this means I will be used sexually and also
that I may be disciplined in the manner of his choosing, with
whips, belts, restraints and other objects of torture.

‘I not only freely consent to this harsh treatment but I
willingly volunteered for this position and only hope that I may
serve him in such a way that pleases us both.

‘Thank you for listening.’

I click
off the camera and she asks, ‘How was that, sir?’

‘Excellent, really excellent. Thank you. Now just sign the
form saying the same thing, please.’ She does and I take the memory
card out of the camera, replace it in its plastic case and after
taping that to the signed paper, lock them in my desk
drawer.

‘Right then, let me explain how today will pan out. I will
take you to the Fun room where you will strip and I will restrain
you. Over the course of the day there will be several sessions with
gaps in between for you to recuperate. It will be a lengthy, drawn
out procedure so I suggest you empty your bladder before each
session. You won’t be allowed to once we start and you’ll have to
hold it.

‘At the end of the day you can sleep over in my bed with me. I
usually insist on my subs spending the night after a session. It
can be very draining and I find that some subs need emotional
support after one. I would normally expect them to sleep in the Fun
room but as it’s your first time, you can sleep with me.

‘Now then, I asked you to come up with a safe word. It’s best
that you think of it rather than I give you one, better chance of
you remembering it that way. Have you got one?’

‘Yes,’ she says. ‘MERLIN like the wizard in King Arthur. I’m a
fan of the Arthurian myths.’

‘Merlin. I see. You will also be provided with a clicker for
when you’re gagged. You’re clear about how the safe word works? No
matter how much you beg or plead, I will
not stop punishing you unless you speak
the safe word or use the clicker. Anything up to then I will
consider to be just play acting to heighten the
scenario.’

‘I understand.’

‘Just a reminder, if you speak the safe word or use the
clicker I will immediately stop what I’m doing, spanking you for
example. You might just not like what I’m doing to you at that
particular moment. However, if you carry on using the clicker or
word then I will assume that something else is wrong and ungag you
or untie you to see what the problem is. Is that clear?’

‘Clear.’

‘Let’s go then.’

I lead
her up to the Fun room. Before we enter I tell her to use the
bathroom on that floor and then join me. While she’s freshening up
I check the room, making sure everything is in place. I drag the
chair to the centre of the room, facing the mirror.

I also take an A4 sized chalk board in a wooden frame and
write MERLIN on it in big letters, then hang it on a hook on the
wall. It’s for my benefit rather than hers. The safe word might be
noteworthy to them but in the heat of things ‘I’ might forget it.
It would be terrible if I’m beating the poor girl half to death and
she’s screaming MERLIN, MERLIN and I’m thinking to myself,
Nope, not stopping, she hasn’t said the words
KING ARTHUR yet.

She
joins me in the room and I make her stand in front of me, strip,
fold her clothes and place them neatly on the chest of drawers. I
want her first session with me to be a naked one. Any clothing worn
is still a sign of being a person and complete nudity can take that
away. Then I put the leather ankle and wrist cuffs on her (herein
after just referred to as “the cuffs”, okay?) just to show my
dominance over her. She’s trembling as I do so. Perfectly natural,
first night nerves I call it.

‘Come,’ I tell her as I lead her over to whips and chains
wall. ‘Let us pick out the instruments of your destruction,’ I ham
it up, deliberately sounding like a ‘Hammer House of Horror’
villain.

I peruse
the assortment, ‘As it’s your first time with me, we’ll take it
easy.’

‘I thought you said that it would be a hard session, sir? I’ve
been mentally preparing myself for that.’

‘Oh it will be a long and painful session, trust me. What I
mean is that for our first time we’ll use low-level stuff like a
cat o’ nine tails, belts, floggers and so on, which although
painful at the time will bring on a warm afterglow and it won’t be
long before the marks fade. As opposed to things like this!’ I
brandish a bullwhip. ‘Now that really hurts and leaves marks that
will last for days.’

‘You seem very knowledgeable about whips, sir.’

‘Why shouldn’t I be? I’ve had them all used on me.’

‘But I thought you were the one that gave whippings, sir, not
takes them?’ She’s obviously puzzled by my statement. Perhaps
thinking she’s with the wrong person.

‘I am but I’m one of those people who when they take on a new
subject, likes to learn all they can about it. When my father died
and I was informed that I was a hereditary member of the Society
and all that entailed, I determined to throw myself into it fully.
I had always had Dominant tendencies and being an army officer in
charge of people only reinforced them.

‘I figured that if I was going to be a Dom, then to be a good
one I needed to know how a sub felt, how they thought, what they
were seeking. To that end I sought out one of the Society’s most
famous Dominatrices and over a 3 month period she taught me the use
of all these,’ I waved my arm at the whips, ‘how to use restraints
and bondage gear safely, and most important how to take punishment.
She used all these on me. They say the best Doms started out as
slaves, because they can truly understand a sub and they know the
places to take them. That’s what she taught me.’

I pick
out a selection of instruments and hand them to her and tell her to
place them on the bed. Then I take her to the chair in front of the
mirror, sit her down and cuff her to the seat of the chair. I don’t
fasten the neck collar however.

I’m
going to leave her for a while and there are 2 unwritten rules
about leaving a sub alone.

One, you never leave them alone if they are tethered by the neck in anyway.
They may struggle and end up hanging themselves.

Two, you never leave them alone if they are gagged. If they are sick, the
vomit has nowhere to go and they could end up choking on it. The
only exceptions to this rule are if you are using an O ring gag,
where there is a metal ring in their mouth (supposedly for a man to
shove his dick through) or a dental gag which cranks the mouth open
wide. If they’re wearing either of these or similar, then if they
are sick at least they can spit the vomit out.

I remove
her rubber collar and replace it with a stiff, leather, posture
collar. They’re wider than normal and fit tightly on the sub,
stretching the neck and forcing their chin upwards, so they can’t
look down. They’re to train a slave to ‘comport themselves
properly’ head held high. Lastly I put clamps attached to heavy
weights on her nipples. They are the ‘butterfly’ style ones that
pinch the nipple tightly between rubber-tipped, metal
prongs.

She
looks at herself in the mirror. I’d like to gag her (and blindfold
her and do lots of other things but I have to be patient). So I
select a flat piece of wood like a large, lolly pop stick and place
it between her teeth. ‘Bite down on that. I want you to hold onto
that until I return. Spit it out if you are in trouble but apart
from that, if I see it on the floor when I get back I will increase
your punishment. Clear?’

Unable
to speak she simply nods.

‘Now then, look at the clock on the wall.’ It’s a big, railway
style clock above the door of the wardrobe and is visible from
anywhere in the room. ‘It’s now just gone half past the hour. I
will return when it is on the hour and we will begin the
session.’

I make
sure the cameras are operational and pointing at her and I leave
the room.

 


 



~~~

 


I go up
to my bedroom and change into T-shirt, sweatpants and soft shoes.
All black, it adds to the drama, then I go downstairs, make myself
a cup of coffee and go to my study to watch K on the monitor. I sip
my coffee as I wait for the top of the hour.

This is
always the worst part before the session, the waiting. Not for me,
though I can’t wait to get my hands on her, but for the sub. They
sit there, staring at themselves in the mirror or at the clock, all
bound and clamped and worrying, particularly before their first
ever session with me. What will he do to me? How severe will it be?
So the tension mounts as the minute hand of the clock advances to
the top. I’ve often found subs trembling with fear, scarcely able
to speak when I enter the room. It’s okay though, I’m not going to
kill or cripple anyone today.

While
we’re waiting, I’d like to explain something that may be confusing
to some of you. Delve into the psychological side of things, if
you’ll indulge me. If you find it boring just skip to the next
scene.

The
question you might be asking yourself is, how come on the one hand
I can find K very attractive and yes I admit, have growing feelings
for her, and yet at the same time will take great delight in
abusing and degrading her? Plot little tricks and play games to
keep her off balance and unsure of herself. ‘Gaslighting’ her if
you will, to undermine her confidence in herself, until the only
person she can safely rely on is ME, her Dom. Surely that’s a
contradiction? Well it is if you’re a ‘civilian’, a ‘norm’ but I’m
not and neither is K.

Despite
having a warm, caring nature there is something inside me that
makes me want to be a bastard at times. In normal life I restrict
those urges because those around me don’t feel that way, but in my
private life, amongst others of a similar bent, I let myself be
true to my nature. So yes, I do enjoy whipping a naked, bound
woman. And she enjoys it too. I’m not bastard enough to force
myself on unwilling women, I would never do that. But when a woman
asks me to whip her, or even ‘begs’ me to whip her, I will take
great delight in doing it, for both our pleasure.

The same
thing applies to my conditioning a sub to believe that she is
sub-human at best, just a piece of meat, who’s only worth is to
serve the Masters of the world. I constantly use subtle,
psychological tricks to enforce that thinking. For a lot of subs,
lowering their opinions of themselves to those levels in a way
absolves them of any responsibility for themselves and their
behaviour. They convince themselves that they are ‘bad’ and deserve
to be treated strictly BUT if they submit to a Master or a Mistress
then that Dom will take care of them and guide them to be a ‘better
person’ (and by that they mean a ‘better slave’).


Secondly, K deserves to be treated that way because she WANTS
to be treated that way. We have entered into the beginning stages
of a relationship (that I hope will be rewarding for both of us)
because frankly she needed it. Her life isn’t running too
successfully and she feels that someone else could run it better
than her.

But
alongside that, she has a deep psychological NEED to be taken over
by a stronger personality and TOLD and SHOWN repeatedly how she
will be taken care of as long as she obeys the Dom. Some people
just cannot face up to the responsibility of being an adult in
today’s world, and long to go back to a simpler time when others
made all the decisions for them and they were just told what to do
and when to do it.

In the
sub’s mind it’s perfectly understandable that to make them into
this ‘better’ person the Dom will need to enforce strict obedience
by creating a set of rules for them to follow and failure to follow
those rules with result in swift and painful punishment. Obeying
the rules means that they will accept torture, physical and sexual
abuse because as long as they do, they are useful to the Dom.
Restrict that use and they will be cast out into the world, on
their own again. Some subs are masochists and physically enjoy the
pain, while others actually seek the pain and mistreatment to atone
for some real or imagined sin in their past.

So K is
seeking punishment and domination, and she came to me for that
because I can supply it. I promised it to her and to give her
anything less would be betraying that promise.

So that
explains why I’ll treat her badly.

And
because I’m a bastard.

 



~~~

 


I check
my watch and it is a few minutes to the hour. I silently make my
way up to the Fun room and wait outside. My watch is set to the
same time as the room clock and as the minute hand reaches the top
of the hour I throw open the door, startling K.

She
still has the lolly pop in her mouth so I take it, pat her on the
head and call her ‘a good girl’. I release her from the chair and
take her across to the bed. I give her a drink of water as her
mouth must be dry after holding the lolly pop in for so
long.

Placing
her so she is facing the mirror, back towards the bed, I fasten her
wrists to the corners of the frame, above her head. Then I buckle
her into a waist belt that is tethered to the frame on either side
by chains, to hold her torso steady. Lastly I fasten her ankles to
the floor posts of the bed so she is spread-eagled and restrained
in the middle so she can’t move around too much.

Once she
is firmly fastened and unable to move, I tell her, ‘The nearest
house is 50 yards away. This house is made of bricks and I also had
it soundproofed, I told the builder it was going to be a recording
studio. So you can scream as much as you want and no one will hear
you.’

Then I
play a dirty trick on her. She’s been wearing the nipple clamps for
half an hour now, normally you would take them off after around 15
minutes but this time I deliberately left then on her. Her nipples
will have gone numb now due to lack of blood supply. So, pretending
to be a nice guy, I say, ‘Here, let me take those off you now, they
must hurt a bit.’ And I do.

She moans a bit as the blood rushes back in. I leave it a
minute or two and then I put the clamps back on her nipples. Now, I know
this hurts – like a Son of a Bitch! – as I’ve had it done to me
several times. And if you’re into that kind of pain it can really
excite you.

I saw it
done to one woman who had been denied orgasm for some time and she
came within seconds when the clamps were reapplied. But that’s a
rare case.

When I put the first clamp on K’s right nipple, she cries,
‘Oh God, Jesus no!’ and futilely struggles against her bonds. Then I put the
clamp back on her left nipple and she groans, ‘Oh motherfucker! Don’t, no, I can’t take
it!’

I rest
my hand on her belly and run my hand up and down her back. ‘There
now, take it easy. Breathe, just breathe, breathe through it,’ I
say softly into her ear. She takes my advice and after several deep
breaths she calms down and although she is holding herself rigid,
she has stopped struggling.

I leave
her there like that while I take some photos to humiliate her and
then I take pity on her and remove the clamps. She groans and I
ease her pain by gently rubbing her nipples with the palms of my
hands until she calms down.

I lean
into her and calmly say in her ear, ‘Welcome to my
world.’

I give
her few minutes to catch her breath and then start whipping her
with the cat o’ nine tails, ‘the cat’. I work up and down her
front. I include her pussy in my targets and she reacts strongly to
that. I stand to one side so that she can actually see herself
being whipped in the mirror. For some people it makes it more
intense, they are not only being whipped but they actually have to
watch it happening!

Next I
take the two-pronged tawse and work across her belly and legs for a
while. She probably hopes her tits are going to get away but no, I
am just saving them up. First thing is I hit her smack on each
nipple which will certainly still be sore from the
clamps.

Then I
tell her I’m going to strap her breasts and she has to count the
strokes out loud. I start with the outside of her boobs. Left tit,
right tit counts as one stroke and for each pair of strokes she
will say, ‘One, one. Two, two. Three, three,’ and so on. If she
misspeaks, she will have to call out that number again on the next
two strokes. She’ll receive 20 strokes to begin with.

So it
begins. She miscounts several times so by the time she has
correctly counted to, ‘Twenty, twenty,’ she has probably received
about 25 strokes.

Now I tell her we will do the same again but this time I will
beat the inside of her tits. Once again she makes it to the count of 20 but
actually takes about 25 strokes.

My arm
needs a rest, so I unfasten her from her restraints and tell her to
go and freshen up. Splash some cold water on her boobs as they’re
looking red. When she comes back I sit her on the bed and then
leave her to rest for a while. I don’t look at her or talk to her,
I busy myself getting things ready for the next go.

I give
her about 15 minutes grace then I start another session. I remove
her wrist cuffs and replace them with suspension cuffs. These are
made of thicker leather and are heavily padded so that they grip
the slave but don’t cut into the skin. I fasten the cuffs together
with a 2 foot length of chain. I tell her that I am going to
suspend her by her wrists and I explain that she will find it
easier if she grips the chain with her hands. I show her how and
she holds them like that.

Then I
gag her with a ball gag. The neighbours can’t hear her scream but
this is done for my benefit not theirs. I’d just like to see her
gagged. I choose a pretty blue one that will show up well on the
cameras. As she’s gagged I hand her the clicker to attract my
attention if necessary.

I drag
the chair to the foot of the bed and tell her to stand on it,
facing the bed. Once she is up there I instruct her to loop the
chain over the centre of the three beams sticking out of the top
frame. Once she done that I get her to lift her feet up and I drag
the chair out of the way.

So there
she is, dangling in the air. She’s not very tall so she’s some way
from the floor but it only takes a few inches to suspend someone,
as long as their toes don’t touch the floor.

I amuse
myself by spinning her round a few times when I notice she is no
longer with me. She seems to have mentally gone somewhere else. I
mentioned Judith going into ‘Subspace’ but I don’t think it’s that.
Subspace seems to be a place that subs send their mind to enhance
the experience they are undergoing, they often seem happy. This
looks like a total absence on her part, like she is off Astral
Projecting somewhere while she has left her body behind to deal
with the real world.

I poke
her in the belly with my finger until she looks at me. I walk to
the chalk board with MERLIN written on and tap it several times,
asking if she wants to call it. She shakes her head. Oh well, I go
and fetch the whip I’ll use on her and by the time I get back she
has ‘gone away’ again. Nevertheless, I start to work on her, she
had her chance to avoid it.

The whip
I’ve chosen is a cane about a yard long with a thin leather strap
attached, about twice as long.

I bring
it down harshly across her back, only hitting her with the leather
strap not the cane, again and again. Slowly at first but as I work
I tell her that I will speed up and hit harder as we go. At first
she flinches each time I hit her but after I have settled into a
rhythm, she relaxes completely and just hangs there as I whip
her.

I spin
her round a couple of times to check on her but she’s still in her
own headspace and doesn’t even bother moaning any more. She is just
a piece of hanging meat, which both infuriates me and excites me at
the same time. Obviously her tactic of disassociating her mind from
her body means she can take longer, harsher punishment, which is
good on the one hand, but I like to see some reaction to my hard
work, otherwise I’m sweating for nothing.

I
continue working on her back, arse and legs until she is good and
red then I drag the chair over for her to stand on and I help her
down. She is unsteady on her feet and I help her to the bed and
remove the gag and the suspension cuffs.

I ask
her if she’s okay or wants to stop but she says she’s willing to
continue, she just needs to rest for a while. She seems defiant as
if she has decided she’s ‘damn well going to beat me,’ which
pleases me. I like ‘em feisty. The harder they are to conquer, the
bigger the prize when you do. And I always do.

I
replace her ordinary wrist cuffs and after fastening them behind
her back, chain her by them to the head of the bed, just to remind
her that the game is still on and she remains under my control.
Then I lay her on the bed and cover her with the duvet, before
going to get some food and drink.

 



~~~

 


I take
my time downstairs to give her a chance to recuperate, the next bit
involves a bit of torture, which is not as draining as a whipping.
When I return I bring her a sandwich and an energy
drink.

I keep
her hands fastened behind her back so she has to rely on me feeding
her by hand. She watches me as she chews her food and I’m not sure
at that moment if she loves me or hates me, as I see resentment in
her eyes as she has to ask politely for a drink each time and rely
on me holding the bottle while she drinks.

She
finishes the sandwich but I don’t let her drink too much. For the
next bit she’ll be lying on her back and I don’t want it rushing
back up her throat, so I give her just enough to slake her thirst
and take great delight at the look on her face when I refuse her
any more.

‘Have you ever been candle waxed?’ I ask her.

‘No. What is it?’

‘I drip the molten wax from a lit candle onto various parts of
your body.’

‘Will it hurt?’

‘Yes but only for an instant. It burns as it hits your body
but then immediately cools down without doing any damage. You might
end up with a few red patches but they soon fade.’

‘I am here for your pleasure, sir. Do with me what you
will.’

I go to
the drawer marked ‘Dogface’ and take out a butt plug and a cunt
plug. After oiling them up with lube, I insert both of them in
her.

I
unchain her from the bed and lead her to the whipping stool. I lay
her down on her back and fasten her wrists and ankles to the
legs.

‘Going to whip you some more first, before we get to the
candles,’ I tell her. I get the cat and wrapping the strands around
my hand so there is only about a foot of leather showing, I proceed
to whip her pussy and tits again for a while. Not too long, I just
want to warm her up a bit. I’m glad to say this time she cries out
at every blow. It gives me ‘job satisfaction’.

Then out
of the wardrobe I take one of those thick candles you see in
stores, the ones used for decoration not really for lighting. This
one is bright red as the coloured wax will look great against her
white skin.

I light
the candle and before long the hot wax is building up around the
wick. I start on her belly to allow her to get used to the feeling
and understand that it will only ‘hurt’ not ‘injure’ her. I spill
the first drop and she gasps from the unfamiliar shock. Then
several more drops, each eliciting a reaction. I let the wax harden
and then break it up and brush it off her. I put my hand on her
belly and rub it. ‘See, no damage.’

‘That was unusual and quite interesting,’ she admits. ‘Please,
more.’

So I
proceed to pour droplets of wax all over the front of her body.
Once she has grown used to it I start dropping the wax onto her
nipples. This produces a louder groan from her as each droplet
sears her skin. She seems to be enjoying it as the moans sound like
more pleasure than pain.

I decide
to see if she can take the ultimate and stretching apart her pussy
lips I drip wax onto her clitoris. Her back arches and she gives a
loud groan and this one is definitely of pleasure.

‘Ooh that hurt, do it again, more,
more,’ she pleads. So I drench her pussy
in wax and she has what seems to be a mini-orgasm. Right there,
just like that. She is definitely my kind of woman.

I’m
getting aroused too so I stand by her head, turn her face in my
direction and push my burgeoning erection in her mouth. I pump it
in and out as I pour wax over her tits. I pull out and extinguish
the candle. I grab the cold wax on her tits, breaking it up and I
massage them.

‘Fuck me,’ she begs. ‘Please fuck me.’

I stand between her legs and pull the cunt plug out and
discard it, sliding my prick into her instead. ‘Do me,’ she cries.
‘Do me hard now, now,
sir!’ I pump into her as furiously as I
can as she practically screams her orgasm. I can’t believe how hard
she is coming but I guess it’s all that pent up masochism being
released after a day of torture. Her first in years I
understand.

She
finishes her orgasm but I still keep fucking her as I haven’t
reached mine, yet.

She’s still hyped up though and urges me along.
‘Come in me, sir. Come in my cunt, come in
my mouth, please sir, let me have your cum.’

It
doesn’t take much talk like that to bring me to the edge. I pull
out of her pussy and standing by her head, I stroke my cock until I
spurt over her, some into her open mouth but the rest over her
face. Then I put it in her mouth for her to suck me dry.

When I
can breathe normally again, I break up all the wax she has on her
then I uncuff her from the whipping stool and help her to her feet.
I help her on unsteady legs to the bed where we finish removing the
wax from her more intimate places.

We lay
on the bed. I’m just puffed out but she’s absolutely exhausted poor
girl. I’m pleased with her and I tell her so. She took everything I
threw at her and then asked me for more.

‘How did you like today?’ I ask her. ‘Not too much for
you?’

‘No sir, I could take it. I’ve been treated like that before,
but it was always rough and ready. Today was so, I don’t know,
formal and planned out, almost like a ritual. 20 strokes on my
tits, and I had to count them out loud, that sort of thing. That’s
what made it more special than anything I’ve had before. Will we
always do it like that?’

‘Well not every time, I enjoy spontaneous sessions as well.
How about we agree on a schedule and on those days I’ll bring you
here and we’ll have a session like that, call it a “Punishment
Whipping”. Alongside all the other times I might just want to bend
you over a chair and take my belt to you. How about
that?’

‘Yes, sir, that would be very nice, sir. Thank
you.’
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K has
come over for a few days while we continue her training. We haven’t
worked out a proper schedule yet so we’re working on an ad-hoc
basis, but as K is a freelance artist, she’s not tied to anyone
else’s timetable.

Last
night we just had a sex night, no rough stuff and she slept in my
bed. I’ve been using butt plugs on her and sodomising her more as I
enjoy it and I want her to get really used to it. Don’t want her
too loose though, I like her nice, tight, little
butt-hole.

After we
shower I get dressed and I tell her to stay naked and put the wrist
and ankle cuffs back on. Although we didn’t use them for any
bondage stuff last night, I make her wear them all the time to get
used to them. I also tell her to tie her hair back into a
ponytail.

I’m not
worried about K being naked all day, I have a heating setup that’s
like the Climate Control in a car. You can set the temperature in
each of the rooms and the system maintains it at that temperature
all year round. All my rooms are set at a comfortable temperature
all year round except the Fun room which I vary according to the
weather and whether I want to see the slaves sweat.

I take K
to the Fun room and first I gag her. The bright red ball gag looks
pretty in her gaping mouth then I make her stretch across the
whipping stool on all fours and fasten her to it by her wrists and
ankles.

Then I
take one of the tawses and give her a good strapping on her back,
concentrating on her backside, and down her legs, leaving beautiful
stripe marks down her lovely body. She struggles and moans but her
cries are muffled by the gag.

When I’m
done I take my time releasing her. I look at the clock, it’s time
for Mrs. Scott to arrive and she’s always punctual. When I hear the
car pull up outside, I slip the tawse into my pocket, then I fasten
K’s wrists behind her back and leaving the ball gag in place, lead
her downstairs to the foyer.

We are
standing there when the front door opens and an older woman walks
into the house and closes the door behind her. K panics at being
caught in such a compromising position, naked and covered in whip
marks, and tries to run for cover but I pull her back by her leash.
Then she tries to hide behind me but I drag her round to the front
so she is fully exposed.

The
woman just looks at us. She’s somewhere between 50 and 60 but still
good looking, what some would call a MILF. The Society never takes
on any ugly slaves.

‘Morning, Mrs. Scott,’ I say. ‘K, let me introduce you to Mrs.
Scott, Mrs. Scott, meet K.’

‘Morning Mr. Gilchrist, morning lassie,’ she replies without
batting an eyelid. ‘Got yourself a new sub I see. Very pretty too
if I may say so.’ She approaches K and studies the whip marks down
her back. ‘I see you’ve already given her a good going over. You’ll
enjoy serving Mr. Gilchrist lassie, he knows all a woman’s pain
spots. Can really make you dance with a whip he can.’

To me
she says, ‘Keep on strapping her, sir, that’s the way to instil
obedience, keep on strapping her. Always worked on me.’

‘Mrs. Scott, I’m training K here and I’d like you to put her
to work today. Make her mop the floor or cut carrots or something.
I’d like you to keep her gagged a lot of the time with a few breaks
to eat and drink. She should get used to wearing one for long
periods. And keep her naked too. Tell her what you want her to do
and if she slackens off, encourage her with this.’ I hand her the
tawse.

‘Righto Mr. Gilchrist.’

K just
looks at me, a shocked expression on her face.

‘What?’ I ask, jokingly. ‘Is something wrong, dear? Oh her?
This is Mrs. Scott, been a slave of the Society for donkey’s years.
The Society takes care of its slaves, even after they’ve passed
their prime. We give them jobs as ‘domestic slaves’. You know,
cooks, gardeners, etc. They’re well paid and if someone is feeling
generous they might give them a whipping once in a while, just for
old time’s sake.

‘She comes round here once a week and does my laundry, a bit
of cooking and a general tidy up of the place. She tidies
everywhere except the Fun room. The sub is expected to keep that
clean and tidy. After all it is their “workspace”, so to speak. And
that means you.

‘K hasn’t eaten today Mrs. Scott, so if you could feed her
something later when you’ve got time, no rush. A bit of food denial
won’t do her any harm. She ate well last night.’ I pat K on the
backside. ‘Besides, she could stand to lose a few pounds.’ A
blatant lie, of course. There’s not a spare ounce of fat on K’s
lean body, but I know every woman takes it to heart if she thinks
people consider her overweight. ‘I’ll take breakfast in my study
when you’re ready. Send her in with it.

‘One last thing. If you fancy playing with her, help yourself.
I want you to consider her as part of the fixtures and fittings of
the house, so as the housekeeper she comes under your
purview.’

‘Why, thank you, that’s very kind of you, Mr. Gilchrist. Well,
I’d best be getting on then.’

‘Right you are Mrs. Scott, I’ll send her in, in a moment. Just
want to have a final word with her.’ After she has gone into the
kitchen, I tell K, ‘As you’ve probably guessed she’s a lesbian and
if she wants to play with you, you’re to let her. Probably the only
sex she can get nowadays.’

I lead K
into the kitchen by her leash and hand her over to Mrs. Scott’s
good graces. Then I go to my study to do some work. I turn on the
TV and switch to the channel showing the camera feed from the
kitchen, so I can keep an eye on them while I work. It’s a very
good, very expensive system, Full HD in colour, remote control of
the cameras from my desk, acute microphones that will pick up every
last gasp or whisper. And at the flick of a switch I can record it
all.

I see K
making the tea and toast while Mrs. Scott prepares the food for the
meals she cooks for me. She put the stuff on to cook and then does
the housework. By the time she’s done the food is usually ready and
she divides it into portions, which I then put in the freezer once
they have cooled down.

Sometime
later I hear a knock at the door. I check the monitor and Mrs.
Scott is still in the kitchen so it must be K. ‘Come in,’ I call
and K steps in carrying a tray with my breakfast. ‘Put it down over
there,’ I indicate the coffee table by the sofa. There is a pot of
tea, not just a cup so I ask her to pour me a cup. She does so,
places it on my desk and then stands there, arms at her sides,
waiting for further instructions. I’m glad to see she’s still
gagged and looking straight ahead instead of looking
around.

‘Before you go, I have a little something for you.’ I take a
couple of items out of my desk drawer and approach her. One is a
small electronic device and the other is the remote control for it.
I show her the device. ‘You will wear this at all times attached to
your rubber Dogface collar. It’s a beeper.’ I demonstrate. I press
a button on the remote and a beep goes off on the device, 3 beeps
repeated 3 times and a red light flashes. ‘When you hear that,
you’re to stop whatever you’re doing and report to me. Understood?’
She nods in agreement.

I clip
the beeper to one of the D rings of the collar. She will always
wear the collar in my house, therefore she will always wear the
beeper. I press the button again so she can see what it sounds like
when it is attached, as she can’t see it of course.

I point
to the door, ‘Dismissed.’

I sit
down to eat breakfast.

 



~~~

 


I sit at
my desk answering emails and arranging meetings but mainly browsing
the Internet. I am nominally the boss and have an office at the
company but I have a director to deal with all the ‘niff-naff and
trivia’ and to be honest, my personal secretary, Judith,
practically runs the company, so I let her get on with it. Even the
director defers to her and I trust her implicitly, she’s been with
the company longer than I have. I only get involved with the major
decisions.

I make
sure I can locate K on the monitor, she is indeed mopping the
kitchen floor, good old Mrs. Scott, and I beep her to come and take
away my breakfast tray.

Once she has the tray in her hands I dismiss her without
speaking to her by just waving her away. The sub must learn that
although their life revolves around the Dom, the Dom’s life doesn’t revolve
around the sub. They are just an item to be picked up, played with
and put down again until the next time. Until that time, they are
expected to make themselves useful in other ways.

I watch
K wash up the breakfast things and clear up after Mrs. Scott’s food
preparation. Then Mrs. Scott returns to the kitchen. She gets
something out of the fridge, quiche I think it is, chops it up into
pieces and then squirts mayonnaise over it.

She
removes K’s gag and gives her a drink of water, which K gulps down
greedily. When she’s drunk that Mrs. Scott sits on one of the
stools and tells K to kneel in front of her. She then proceeds to
feed K a piece at a time of whatever it is on the plate. As each
piece is placed in her mouth, K looks up gratefully at Mrs. Scott
as she chews and swallows.

I zoom
the camera in on K’s face. I’m not sure if it’s unconscious or
whether K is deliberately using her sex appeal to get into Mrs.
Scott’s good books, but when she looks up with those piercing blue
eyes and gives the ‘little girl lost’ expression it would take a
hard heart not to be aroused. I know I am. Mrs. Scott is too as I
see her rubbing her own thigh with one hand.

And then
to top it all off, Mrs. Scott holds out the plate and K slowly
licks it clean, looking up at her benefactor while she
does.

It may
be perfectly innocent but I can feel my cock stiffen as I watch
this incredible Lesbian Dom/sub situation taking place. I’m tempted
right then and there to go and ‘borrow’ K for half an hour or so
but I hold off, there may be further action during the
day.

She
gives K another drink of water and then gags her once more. She
hands K a feather duster and then grabbing her leash leads her off
around the house. I follow them from room to room on the monitor as
Mrs. Scott makes her dust the place and tidy the bedding etc. and
vow that next time Mrs. Scott comes round, I’ll put K in a French
Maid’s outfit if she’s going to do housework. More appropriate for
a servant.


Everything seems to be going normally with no sexual
overtones and I’m starting to get disappointed until they get to my
room. After picking up my laundry, Mrs. Scott stops K as she is
walking across the room by putting a hand on her belly. Rubbing it
gently she tells K to put down the basket and then she gently
pushes K back to the wardrobe and holds her against the mirrored
door. She removes the gag and then kisses K and using both hands
she rubs K’s tits, plucking and teasing the nipples. She lowers her
head and suckles on them, alternating between them. Her hand slides
down K’s stomach until she is massaging her pussy. Pushing her
fingers inside, K lets her have her way, with no word of
resistance, just the occasional gasp of pleasure as Mrs. Scott
explores her.

Mrs.
Scott sucks K’s nipples some more and then kisses her way down her
body until she is kneeling before K and then she delves her tongue
into K’s intimate flesh. K welcomes the invasion and lowers her
hips and opens her legs wider to accept Mrs. Scott’s tongue deeper
into her crevice. But she can’t hold this pose for long and her
legs start to tremble, so Mrs. Scott guides her to the bed and sits
her on the edge, legs spread wide before going back to
work.

It’s not
long before K orgasms. Her head goes back and she issues a guttural
cry. She gasps several more times before subsiding. It must be the
unusual situation that fired her up so quickly. Either being used
by an older woman or the fact I had told that woman to treat her as
property. I will need to explore this new finding more
deeply.

When K has come back to earth again, it becomes obvious that
it’s now Mrs. Scott’s turn. Quid Pro
Quo. While K has been recovering she has
undone her blouse and unclipped her bra at the front. Her breasts
fall out of her shirt, slightly saggy but still impressive and she
takes K’s hands and presses them to her tits and K begins rubbing
and kneading them. Soon this is not enough for Mrs. Scott and she
takes hold of K’s ponytail and forces her head forward and feeds
one of her tits into K’s mouth. After a moment she switches her to
the other boob. While K’s mouth is on one tit, her hands are busy
working on the other.

Probably
not having had sex for a while, it’s not long before Mrs. Scott is
getting hot and heavy. She takes K’s free hand and puts it under
her skirt. ‘Rub me,’ she utters. ‘Rub me.’

H does
as she is told and soon you can see the older woman reaching a
peak. ‘Rub me harder,’ she groans. ‘Bite me, bite my nipples,’ she
orderS K, who complies.

As she
comes, Mrs. Scott grabs K’s head and forces her boob as hard as she
can into K’s mouth, almost choking her. She comes with a shudder
and lets K go and both of them gasp for air.

When she
has her breath back, Mrs. Scott stands K up and gags her again.
Then bending her over the end of my bed tells her, ‘I’m afraid
you’ve gone out of your way to distract me when I should be
working, you wee hussy. It’s sexy, little bitches like you that
made a slave out of me. For that you’ll have to be punished.’ She
takes out the tawse and gives her several thwacks across her
arse.

She
hands K the laundry basket and then grabbing her leash leads her
roughly downstairs.

I decide
to casually stroll into the kitchen and see what the game is. I
find Mrs. Scott loading the washing machine and K standing in the
corner, still gagged, facing the wall with her hands fastened
behind her.

I wander
over and inspect the new red weals on K’s backside. The ones I gave
her this morning have faded somewhat, so the new ones stand out
clearly. ‘Trouble?’ I ask Mrs. Scott.

‘Aye, I thought she wasn’t pulling her weight so I had to give
her few strokes,’ she replies. K starts to make noises behind her
gag but I tell her to shut up.

‘Can I have a word with you, Mrs. Scott? In the
hall?’

I close
the kitchen door so K can’t hear us. ‘You told me I could use her
and to give her a stripe if she played up,’ she starts off,
defensively.

‘No, no, that’s fine. I watched you on the monitor and I have
no problem at all with how you handled her. In fact I would like
you to do that more. I want you to treat her badly and be cruel to
her. Every time you come here, give her some more stripes. But use
her sexually as well, if you want I’ll even let you take her into
the Fun room and use a strap-on perhaps and make her squeal.
There’s nothing worse I imagine than having to submit sexually to
someone who you think hates you and is only doing it to hurt you. I
love the idea.’

‘Och, you’re a cruel one, Mr. Gilchrist and no mistake, but
I’ll do as you say. It’s been a while since I had the chance to
play with a juicy, young tart like that, I’ll make the most of it
if you don’t mind.’

‘When you go back in, tell her ‘sir’ has asked you to give her
some more stripes, across the back this time. Say … half a dozen?
That’ll upset her because she’ll be thinking that right now I’m
telling you off, rather than egging you on. Bend her over on the
island and do it. And I forgot to mention, she’ll go by the name
Dogface so call her that from now on.’

‘Very well, sir.’

She goes
back in the kitchen and I stand in the doorway. She grabs K by the
ponytail and turns her round. ‘Mr. Gilchrist just informed me that
he didna think that I was strict enough with you before, so he’s
ordered me to give you some more stripes and you’re to be called
Dogface from now on. Come with me, Dogface.’

K shoots
me a hurt look but I ignore it. Mrs. Scott leads K up to the island
and bends her forward until her breasts are squashed against the
cold, hard, marble top. Then she proceeds to beat her with the
tawse. She leaves some nice stripes across her back while I watch.
She stops when she thinks I’ve seen enough but I encourage her to
keep going so she gives her some more on her backside and down her
legs. ‘Stay there until you’re told to move,’ she tells K,
sternly.

K is
sobbing behind the gag but doesn’t argue and remains bent over the
island.

‘Well, time I was off,’ Mrs. Scott says to me. ‘Your wee
trollop can unload the washer once it’s finished its
cycle.’

‘Goodnight then, Mrs. Scott. See you next time.’

‘Aye.’ She walks over to where K is still bent over the
counter waiting for instructions, and slaps her on the arse. ‘And
I’ll see you next time and all, Dogface. Next time you see me, you
bow to me,’ she says threateningly, then leaves.
Perfectly done, I think
and mentally salute her play acting. She’s an experienced slave and
has spent many years role playing with various Doms and subs, so
this comes easy to her.

I walk
over to K, where she is bent over the counter, she is sobbing
quietly behind her gag and her face is wet. ‘You poor thing,’ I say
to her gently. I put my hand on her sore back and she flinches. ‘It
seems that Mrs. Scott has taken a dislike to you. You’d better be
on your best behaviour around her from now on.’

I rub
her sore behind and then her pussy slit until it’s wet. She tries
to stand up but I gently push her back down onto the marble top. ‘I
guess the only thing that could possibly make things worse,’ I say
casually as I unzip my erect cock, ‘would be if some unfeeling
bastard came along and decided to fuck you.’ I plunge it into her
pussy, hard and deep and release the pent up sexual arousal I’ve
been feeling all day. I grab her wrists and pull her back each time
I push forward until I can’t last any longer. As she’s all tied up
and gagged there’s no time for a ‘mouth’ command, so I just empty
my sack into her. “Bust a nut in her” I believe the Americans call
it.

I remove
her gag, unclip the wrist cuffs and tell her to go and tidy herself
up and then report back to me. ‘But first, disinfect this counter.
People eat off here, you know.’
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I take
her cushion into the lounge and put it next to my armchair and
watch TV while she cleans herself up. When she comes back I point
to the cushion and tell her to Kneel. She is obviously upset about
something, huffing through her nose and clearing her throat, but I
ignore her. After a while she meekly raises her hand in a request
to speak.

‘Go ahead, speak.’

‘It wasn’t nice what that woman did to me today,
sir.’

‘And what exactly did she do that has upset you
so?’

‘Well, she whipped me for one thing.’

‘I whipped you today too.’

‘And … and she had sex with me.’

‘I also had sex with you. She didn’t do anything that I didn’t
do to you.’

‘Well I didn’t like it. Why should she be allowed to force
herself on me like that? She’s only here to do the washing
up!’

‘What part of “You will have sex with anyone I tell you to and
they can whip you too” don’t you understand?’

‘But you said you’d protect me and you weren’t there,’ she
complains.

I pretend to get narked with her. ‘Fuck me, do you want some
cheese with that whine? I was
there, I was watching it all on my TV. She
didn’t do a thing to you that I wouldn’t have approved of, if I’d
been there in person. Besides, I did hear you moan while she was
eating your cunt but it wasn’t moans of displeasure. Now you know the rules,
if you’re not happy with what goes on here, you can leave any time
you like and never come back.’

This
shuts her up for a moment and then she starts to back pedal for
fear of being thrown out. ‘So you were watching it all on TV, sir,
and … and you had my back all the time?’ she asks.

‘Of course I did.’

‘That’s all right then I guess, sir. If you were watching out
for me.’

‘I’ll always watch out for you, you have to learn to trust me. So you’ve
decided you’re staying, have you? Still going to belong to
me?’

‘Yes, of course, sir.’

‘Right, well I’m trying to watch TV, so you can either
shut the fuck up or I
will take you to the Fun room and show you why you shouldn’t open
your mouth to me and then you will have to spend the rest of the
night convincing me sexually, why I should keep you around. Which
is it to be?’

‘I’ll shut the fuck up, sir.’

‘Good girl, wise choice.’
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The
doorbell rings and I open it to find K standing there. I motion her
inside. I take her coat and bag and hang them up. She stands there
expectantly, awaiting orders.

I notice
that her demeanour is not the same as before. Initially when we met
she did what she was told but there was an air of independence
about her. She obeyed but it was as if she felt, ‘I’ll do what you
ask but only because I want to.’ Sure I had whipped her and fucked
her but she seemed to take that in her stride, but now it was as if
she had mentally stepped across that line where she accepted my
dominance over her. I guess she had done a lot of thinking recently
and had come to accept it, otherwise she wouldn’t be here
today.


Following her instructions, as I’m facing her, she is looking
at my feet and not at my face. It’s so arousing to have her bow her
head in submission before me that I just want to fuck her there and
then in the hallway, but we have business to discuss.

My not
saying anything seems to be unnerving her somewhat as she is doing
that thing people do when they’re nervous, by gripping one hand
with another and rubbing them. Finally she broke the silence by
asking, ‘Shall I go and change now, sir?’

‘No not yet. Come with me, we have things to discuss.’ I lead
her into my study. I sit down in the swivel chair behind my desk
and turn around to find that she is still standing in front of it,
I had expected her to sit in the chair but she is obviously waiting
for permission to do that. ‘Sit down.’

I say nothing as I take a folder out of my drawer. When I
look up at her she obviously wants to say something but is holding
back. Then I realise she is abiding by the rule not to speak unless
spoken to. Good girl. ‘Listen, we need to have a frank discussion, so I release you
from your inhibition about talking and looking at me. Speak
openly.’

‘Am I in trouble? Did I not please you?’ she asked anxiously.
‘I’ve tried to, I did everything you wanted. I even let Mrs. Scott
beat me. What did I do wrong?’

I laugh. ‘Let me put your mind at rest. I’ve been very
satisfied with your conduct and performance over the past few weeks
and I want … us …
to continue. I take it from your questions that you feel the same
way?’

She
nods, relieved. ‘I’ve thought about nothing else since I was here
last and I’m sure I want to continue, if you still want
me.’

For the
first time since she entered the house our eyes lock and something
funny happens to my throat as I look into those blue pools.
‘Yeesss,’ I manage to squeeze out. I clear my throat. I can’t help
it, she has that ‘little girl lost’ look about her and that always
gets me in the pit of my stomach. It’s why I take on women like
her. ‘I think you’re adorable and that we could be very well suited
to each other. But there are certain conditions you must accept
first. If you agree to them then all well and good, if not I won’t
be changing any of them so you will have to decide if you can
tolerate them. As I said, this arrangement has to be mutually
satisfying, otherwise there’s no point to it if only one of us is
having fun.’

She
leans back in the chair, ‘I’m listening.’ I like that about her, no
arguing, no trying to barter, just waiting to hear the new set of
rules to obey.

‘You’re not the only woman in my life. There are several
others who I see from time to time. They are not my subs and they
don’t belong to me, I see them only when they need me. I visit them
or they come here and we have a BDSM session. And before you ask,
yes, sometimes I fuck them. Consider it as … they develop an itch
and they want me to scratch it. I simply service a need they have
that their partners can’t fulfil. Are you okay with
this?’

‘As you are allowing me to speak frankly, I must admit that
I’m not surprised. I always imagined that a man like you would have
“several mares in his stable” so to speak. I don’t have the right
to expect you to see only me.’

‘So you’re fine with that?’

‘I may not like it but as your sub I accept it …
sir.’

‘Good. I’m glad about that, I was afraid it might scare you
away. I want to make it clear though that you are my one and only
sub and you will be treated and protected as such. I don’t consider
you just a casual bed-mate, I intend to spend time and money
developing your full potential. All you have to do is trust me and
allow me to guide you.

‘Next thing, I told you I belong to a group of friends, The
Society, who share similar interests in this lifestyle and we’re in
the habit of having get togethers. Sometimes I just invite a couple
over, other times we have parties and those who have regular subs
or slaves are expected to bring them along to
participate.’

‘Participate? What does that mean?’

‘It means whatever I want it to mean at the time. If they want
to have sex with you they will, if they want to beat you they
will.’

‘And where will you be when this is going on?’

‘I will either be watching or away having sex with one
of their slaves.’

‘Okay,’ she nods nervously.

‘Once you’re fully trained I may allow some of those friends
to use you independently of my being there. It will only be with
people who I personally trust and I expect you to come back with a
video of your time with them, for us to enjoy together
later.’

‘You’re going to pimp me out?’

‘Well, it’s not pimping you out. Think of it along the lines
of ‘wife swapping’, trusted friends swap partners to liven up their
sex lives. Both couples benefit from new ideas and experiences.
Come on, you told me that you’d been fucked by strangers before,
sometimes two or three at a time. Most times I’ll be there as I’d
like to watch you being used but there will be times when you will
be picked up and taken away, or I might send you to an address. It
will be a reminder that you are just my property and I can loan you
out to others if I see fit. Understood?’

She
blushes as it comes home to her that I regard her as such. It was
cruel but necessary after my earlier slip when I nearly lost my
composure as I looked into her eyes.

‘Very well,’ she says quietly, looking down. I fear that she
may have begun harbouring the idea that something romantic was
happening between us and I had to nip that in the bud straight
away, bad for discipline.

‘The deeper we go into this relationship, the stronger your
obedience must be,’ I explain.

She
nods.

‘Now then, before we move on, is everything I’ve told you so
far acceptable?’

‘It will be as you say, sir.’ She has become aloof which is a
good thing. I don’t want any romantic notions coming between her
expectations and mine.

‘Okay then, now that we’ve agreed to attitudes we can move
onto business.

‘As I told you, when you arrive here each time, the first
thing I want you to do is to go to the Fun Room and dress in
whatever I have laid out for you on the bed. Once you have done
that, you report to me wherever I am in the house.

‘Sometimes I’ll want you to be naked so there will be just
collar and cuffs on the bed. Or perhaps a body harness. But there
are some particular outfits I want to see you in.’ I hand her the
folder.

‘If you open that you will see that there are different styles
of dresses and foot wear that I want you to wear. For example,
sometimes I want to see you as a simple slave, perhaps like a
‘Roman Slave’ so I want you to wear this simple dress and those
sandals. Unless I want to show you off in exotic lingerie or
something, you will probably wear this when we have guests and you
have to wait upon us. French maid’s outfit for other times. And
dungarees. I find dungarees on a woman sexy when she’s naked
underneath, boobs barely covered and readily accessible.

‘Also buy some of those stilettos that have a strap across the
ankle. Reminds me of ankle cuffs but like a choker can be worn in
public without raising comment. And buy some knee length boots.
It’s all in the folder, the things I like and want to see you in.
Some of the things I want you to start wearing in everyday life,
some of them are just for here.

‘I want you to buy corsets and bustiers, some that expose your
breasts, some that don’t. Also teddies, camisoles, French knickers,
that sort of thing. I can’t buy them for you as I don’t know your
sizes. I’ve downloaded images of the designs I want you to wear
from the shops you can buy them at.’

K flicks
through the folder, looking at the images. She looks at me, aghast.
‘I can’t afford to buy all these things. You haven’t forgotten that
I’m a struggling artist, surviving on what paintings I can sell,
have you? Some months I can’t even pay my rent and have to borrow
from friends. I spent all my savings on that outfit you wanted me
to wear on our first night together.’

‘I thought that might be a problem,’ I reply. I open the
drawer again and take out a credit card which I place on the desk
before her. ‘Consider me a “Patron of the Arts”. I’ve opened a
credit account that only you and I have access to. This is a credit
card to draw on that account, I’ll pay the bills. You can use it
for food, drink, utilities, clothes, whatever you need, even things
for your flat. And, of course, all the sexy and kinky stuff I want
you to buy.’ I indicate the folder.

‘You can also use it to take out a membership at your local
gym. Our games can be strenuous at times, particularly standing for
a long time, and I want you to be fit. So have a gym session once a
week. And keep up with your running.

‘Use it for everyday expenses, pay for meals out if you’re
with friends and so on, but I don’t expect to see you buying
expensive presents for people, booking holidays, etc. When you go
on holiday it will be with me and I guarantee it will be a better
one than you can buy on that card. I’ll be checking the account
regularly so I’ll spot any frivolous purchases. You’ll be asked to
explain them, and if the explanation doesn’t satisfy me, you’ll be
punished severely.

‘Next, I want you to set up a separate email account and only
use it for contacts between you and me. You can send emails to me
at my private address.’ I hand her another of my business cards
that only has the private email address I’ll be using for her and
my private phone number, no name.

‘That way we can keep our communications separate from all the
others, not get them mixed up. Now then, a little quirk of mine.
The signature block on my emails to you will say “Always
demanding.” The signature on your emails to me will say “Always obedient.”
Set it up so that is at the bottom of every email. That way I’ll
know it’s really from you, even if it comes from another email
address. Clear?’

She nods
her head.

‘Moving on, I don’t like you having to take the taxi over here
each time. They don’t always have a cab available. It means I can’t
trust you to be on time when you’re at the mercy of the taxi
company.’

‘I can drive but I don’t have a car,’ she replied.

‘I’ve arranged a car for you on one of those long term rental
deals, all monthly bills are included and I will cover the costs.
It’s a better deal than owning a car when it comes to insurance and
tax and so on. The car is parked outside, you can see it after
we’ve finished here.’

‘A car?’ she asks, surprised. ‘So … I’m to be a kept
woman?’

‘Does that bother you?’

‘Not in the slightest. Not if it means I can eat every day,’
she replies with a smile.

‘Any more questions?’ She shakes her head. ‘Good, let me show
you the car then.’ I stand up and K follows me out onto the drive.
I chose a Red Renault Clio (women like that sort of thing). She
unlocks the car and we climb in. She almost squeals with delight as
she plays with the switches and knobs. Then she pauses, gripping
the wheel and staring out the windshield.

K turns to me and I see her eyes are moist. ‘Thank you for
this, for all this. The car, the credit card, everything. For the first time in
a long time I feel that there’s someone looking out for me. Being
free-lance, not responsible to any employer and living alone, I’ve
lost all sense of structure in my life. I felt alone and adrift but
now these rules you impose … they give me a feeling of order and
stability, a sense of purpose, which I realise I needed. I like the
thought of having an older, more experienced man to guide
me.’

She
takes a deep breath. ‘I have nothing to offer you in return except
my pain and my obedience. Abuse, defile and humiliate me how you
wish, I’ll take it. I will be your toy, to do with as you please.
Tonight, I want you to be extra hard with me, make me suffer, make
me cry even, it’s the only way I can repay you.’ Then to my
surprise, she leans forward, takes my hand and kisses the back of
it, like they do in the movies when they meet the king or the
bishop.

‘I shall certainly hold you to that, but first let me lock up
and then we can take the car for a test drive.’
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DOWNTON ABBEY

 


 


I’m
working in my study when K knocks at the open door. I beckon her in
and indicate she can speak. It’s one of those days when she’s
wearing her Roman Slave outfit.

‘Well, sir … if I understand it correctly, you wish me to wear
this outfit with no makeup to make me look and feel like a worthless servant,
just a worker drone. Is that right?’

‘Yes, that’s correct. Why do you ask?’

‘You see, I’ve been watching Downton Abbey …’

Oh God, here we go, I
think.

‘…
and I was looking at the outfits that the
servants wear and they’re just as drab and dowdy as this is. So I
was wondering if I might be allowed to wear one of those outfits
instead when I’m on domestic duties. I’m sure I could find
something like it online and if not get it tailored.’

‘Are we talking about the black dress with the white pinny
over the top?’

‘That’s it. And with the little, white bonnet as
well.’

That’s
artists for you, always thinking in pictures.

‘And another thing,’ she says, ‘you know I have to stand up
when you enter the room? Maybe I could do the curtsey as well, you
know that little ‘bob’ that servants do. I could even do it if our
paths cross around the house. What do you think, sir?’

‘What do I think? I think you’re fucking weird, that’s what I
think.’

‘Well that’s why I’m here isn’t it?’ she states
plainly.

‘Fair point,’ I concede.

‘Look, sir, you’re always telling me that we’re living in a
fantasy world. I’m just embellishing my fantasy a bit. I can never
be Lady Mary at the Abbey but I could be a damned good chambermaid,
if you’d let me.’

I notice
that of all the fantasy roles she could pick, she picks one where
she is subservient to others. ‘Very well then, but it must be a
short skirt, mid-thigh.’

‘That would ruin the effect. Too much like a French Maid’s
outfit. This has to be drab and boring. It should be below the
knee.’

‘Above the knee.’

‘Done!’ she says with a laugh.

‘Just as long as you don’t expect me to play Lord of the
Manor, coming below stairs to diddle the scullery maids. I don’t
know though, could be a good idea. Best get two outfits, you know
how spunk shows up on black.’

‘I’ll go ahead and order them then, shall I, sir?’

‘Right. On your way and next time I have a good idea like
this, don’t argue with me.’

She
plays along. ‘No, sir. Sorry, sir, won’t happen again.’

After
she leaves the room I replay the conversation in my head. I realise
that the cunning, little bitch has outmanoeuvred me. Good for her,
shows she’s using her head.

When she
first became my sub, I asked K to email me a list of her fantasies
and ways she would like to be treated. It has come in useful and I
have used some of her suggestions in scenarios I have dreamed up
for her. I call up her list of fantasies and add ‘Downton Abbey’ to
it.

 



~~~

 


A couple
of weeks later I’m sitting in my study working on my emails, K is
sitting nervously on the sofa anxiously awaiting the arrival of
Mrs. Scott. K is dressed in her Downton Abbey outfit, black nylons
and flat shoes. Her face is scrubbed clean of makeup, nail polish
removed, hair up in a ‘bun’, showing her collar off nicely. Today
she will be a ‘domestic’ so isn’t allowed any female frippery, just
reduced to the anonymity of a working drone.

The
reason K is here today (and anxious) is that I told her that as she
doesn’t have much going on in her life work-wise, no commissions
for paintings, etc. she is to attend here every day that Mrs. Scott
pays her weekly call, and is to work under her supervision for the
duration of her visit.

Although
I’d promised K that I hadn’t taken her on as a ‘domestic slave’,
she needs to know certain things about the running of the house,
such as how to work the heating system, how to work the cooker and
the dishwasher, how I liked my shirts ironed and so on. So I
figured I’d kill two birds with one stone and have Mrs. Scott teach
her as she did the housework.

We hear
a car pull up outside and by the time Mrs. Scott has entered the
house, K and I are waiting in the foyer to meet her. ‘Morning, Mrs.
Scott,’ I greet her.

After
the first time with Mrs. Scott, I warned K that if she wants to
please Mrs. Scott she might do well to show respect by calling her
‘ma’am,’ so K’s been doing that ever since. K gives her a neat
little curtsy, the ‘bob’ as she calls it and says, ‘Good morning,
ma’am.’

‘What’s all this?’ asks Mrs. Scott indicating the black outfit
K is wearing.

‘K has a thing about Downton Abbey and asked if she could wear
one of their chambermaid outfits instead of the usual, so I thought
I’d indulge her harmless fantasy. Oh, and she also asked if she
could curtsy to you instead of bowing, so I said yes.’

Mrs.
Scott feels K’s breasts. ‘No bra, good. Now lift your
skirt.’

K does
so and we can see she has no knickers on. But she is wearing
suspenders and stockings, not tights.

‘No knickers, I see. Good girl.’

‘Rules of the house, ma’am.’

‘Don’t you have something for Mrs. Scott, dear?’ I always call
K ‘dear’ when I’m being sarcastic.

K
reaches into the pockets of her dress and takes out a notebook and
pen, which she holds out to Mrs. Scott in the formal way that I’ve
taught her. When a sub is bringing something small and hand-held to
a Dom they don’t just hand it to them. Instead, size of item
permitting, they hold the item/s in their open hand/s, arms
outstretched, palms facing upwards, and with head bowed ‘offer it’
to the Dom. They remain in that position until the Dom deigns to
take it from them.

Mrs.
Scott keeps her waiting in that position while she asks, ‘What’s
this for?’

K
doesn’t answer until I tell her to. ‘Sir has decided that he will
keep a written record of any mistakes or errors in protocol that I
make and he would like you to detail them in this book during your
visits. These are to be tallied up and will decide how much
punishment I am to receive each week. Sir wishes me to hand you the
book when you arrive and to recover it from you before you leave,’
K rattles off the speech I made her learn, face burning with
embarrassment.

I also
made her buy the book herself. Instead of just using any old book,
I made her go out of her way and go to a specific stationers and
buy a notebook of a specific size and colour from a particular
printer. It’s little tasks like that, that reinforce the need to
perform tasks correctly to please the Dom. The more precise and
detailed the requirements are, the greater the onus on the sub not
to disappoint her Dom.

Still
leaving her in the position, Mrs. Scott asks me, ‘Does that mean I
can’t punish the lassie myself?’

‘Not at all. Feel free to give her the strap any time she
deserves it. I’d just like you to note it down, what she did, how
many stripes you gave her and so on, just to give me an overall
picture so I can decide whether to be harsher or softer when I whip
her.’

‘If I know subs, you’re going to need a bigger book for this
one.’ With that she finally takes the book and K can relax into the
Stand Easy position.


Truthfully, Mrs. Scott is really a sweet old, thing. It’s
just that after many years of being slave to lots of different
lesbian Dominatrices, and assisting them in their strict treatment
of clients, she is well-versed in the art of playing the harsh
Mistress and can convincingly turn it on for K’s
benefit.

‘Well times a wasting, it’ll no get your shirts ironed will
it?’ And she heads off into the kitchen with K meekly following
her.

 



~~~

 


Later,
as I return to my study, on my way back from the kitchen with a
drink of water, I see Mrs. Scott leading K down the stairs by a
leash. K has been gagged with one of those leather gags that cover
her mouth instead of fitting into it, fitted with straps that reach
round the neck and others that go either side of her nose and over
her head, to be fastened at the back of her head. Her hands are
also fastened behind her.

K is
topless as her dress has been unbuttoned and pulled down to her
waist, leaving her breasts exposed, which are now showing fresh
whip marks.

‘Been naughty again has she?’

‘Aye, answered me back, so she did. Thought I’d teach her not
to talk out of turn.’

K looks
at me pleadingly, but I tell Mrs. Scott, ‘I’m sure I’ll read all
about it in the notebook later, Mrs. Scott. Just do what you think
is best.’ I say dismissively, as if I can’t really be bothered with
administrative details. Mrs. Scott knows I’m playing a game but K’s
head sinks as she is led into the kitchen, probably to receive
another thrashing.

Part of
undermining K is that me not watching Mrs. Scott discipline her,
implies that she and her punishment have become of such little
significance, that I delegate it to the staff and don’t even bother
to attend. It’s all part of breaking them down so you can build
them up in whatever image you want.

 



~~~

 


Later
that day after Mrs. Scott has left, K knocks on my door. ‘Come
in.’

She
comes in and stands meekly before my desk in the Stand Easy
position, waiting for permission to speak. I deliberately keep her
waiting until I finish writing and then ask what she
wants.

She
takes her little punishment book out of her pocket and places it in
front of me. ‘I thought I’d better bring this to you to
inspect.’

Without
speaking I pick it up and open it. I can easily spot Mrs, Scott’s
scrawl but on the last used page there are two entries in K’s
handwriting.’

I read
them and ask, ‘What are these last two entries?’

‘You said I should record any breaking of the rules, so I’m
reporting myself for a couple of bad things I did.’

‘Explain them.’

‘First, I used the credit card to buy some expensive paints
and brushes that I’d always wanted. And secondly I was at home one
night, thinking about one of our sessions and I got so aroused that
I had to masturbate to the memory. I felt guilty about them so I
thought I’d better own up because I should be punished for
them.’

This is
fantastic. I knew that Mrs. Scott would record faults in the book
but now K is actually confessing wrongdoings to get them off her
chest.

‘Well, let’s see. Buying the paints and brushes is permissible
as you need them for your work.’ I draw a line through that one.
‘The other one though, masturbating, well that’s not allowed
without my permission, so you’ll have to be punished for that one.’
I hand her the book back and she pockets it. I think for a moment.
‘As your crime was sex related, so should your punishment be. I
sentence you to a week of orgasm denial starting today, Monday. I
will not fuck you in case you come and you are forbidden to touch
yourself.’

‘But what about your needs, sir.’

That’s
okay, if I feel the need to come you can blow me.’

‘Very well, sir. Thank you, sir. May I go back to my duties
now?’

‘Run along.’

After
she’s left I ponder over what just happened. I reach the conclusion
that writing the entries in the book and then showing it to me was
her way of saying “Thank You” for the whole Downton Abbey thing.
She knew I wanted her to start logging her faults and whether she
just thought of it or had been saving it up for the right occasion
I don’t know, but I took her generous gesture for what it was, an
attempt to please me.









 





A NIGHT WITH JUDITH

 


 



Towelling robes are okay for when you’ve just had a shower or
a bath but they’re hardly sexy, are they? I get fed up of seeing K
padding about in one so I buy her some sexy, silk Kimonos in
various colours. There are normal length ones that come down to her
knees and are for use when we have strangers in the house. But I
also bought her some ones that are cut short and only just cover
her bum when she sits down and they leave her pussy totally
exposed, for when there’s just the two of us.

She is
wearing a red one of the short kimonos when Judith arrives, along
with the usual collar and cuffs. I’ll be restraining her
tonight.

I’ve
explained to K all about Judith. It’s important that she knows
about her as the other important woman in my life. Apart from
anything else, Judith might come to the house for business reasons.
But it’s also important that K knows that Judith’s not a
rival.

‘So is she your number one sub then, sir?’ K had asked
me.

‘No, you are. I regard Judith as more company property than
mine, so if I sold the company to someone else, then she would go
along with it. If I had a son, she’d be passed down to
him.’

I let
Judith in and produce K for her to see. ‘So this is the famous K
I’ve heard so much about? Nice to finally meet you.’

‘And you too ma’am. It’s a real pleasure.’

‘Lookee here, my home wife meets my work wife. I believe K has
prepared a little speech of welcome for you.’ I like to humiliate K
by giving her little speeches to say to introduce herself, when
meeting new people, specifically designed to embarrass and
humiliate her.

She
curtsies to Judith, drops into the Kneel position and facing
forward, not looking into Judith’s face, recites the
following.

‘Welcome to the home of my Dom, ma’am. He tells me that you
have graciously agreed to assist in punishing me tonight, for I am
a very bad girl and need to be disciplined in the strictest manner.
I hope that my suffering will be sufficient entertainment for you
so feel free to be as harsh with me as you like. I am also
available to you for any sexual services you may require of
me.’

Judith
looks down at K, pats her on the head and says, ‘Don’t worry dear,
the bastard makes me do the same thing when he loans me out to
clients.’

I yank K
to her feet and lead her into the lounge.

‘Would you like a drink, Judith?’

‘Yes please. A Gin and Tonic would be fine.’

‘Certainly. K, fetch,’ I say and she goes to make one. She
comes back several minutes later and ‘offers it’ to Judith, who is
still standing. ‘Okay, Judith, lose the dress,’ I command
her.

Judith
shucks off her dress and places it neatly folded on the sofa. I
look her magnificent body up and down. Bra, French Knickers,
suspenders and stockings, high heels.

‘Take the bra off. I want to show K your lovely breasts.’
Judith does as I tell her. ‘See K, I told you they were
magnificent.’

‘Indeed you did, sir. I hope you will give me the chance to
suck on them later, ma’am.’

‘You not having a drink, sir?’ asks Judith.

‘No, I don’t believe in a Dom or a sub drinking before a
whipping session. The Dom may get too carried away and the sub may
not stop being sick. Too dodgy, I’ll drink afterwards.’

‘K, come here.’ I stand her in front of my chair and raising
her arms above her head I clip her cuffs to the ropes dangling from
the ceiling, from where the hanging flower pots have been removed.
Then I take a spreader bar about a yard long and clip each end to
one of the D rings on her ankle cuffs, spreading her legs
wide.

‘Now then K, when was the last orgasm you had?’

‘Some time before Monday, sir. That was when you decided to
punish me for masturbating without your permission by not letting
me come for a whole week. Just 2 more days to go but I was hoping
you’d relax your rule because of tonight.’ Today is Friday, I have
been deliberately denying her orgasms as one of her lessons and
saving her up for tonight when the denial will be more exquisite as
she gets to make Judith come but is forbidden to
herself.

‘Well you still won’t be allowed to come tonight. How good a
Dom would I be if I make a rule and then let it slide, eh?’ K’s
face drops. She was obviously hoping that with Judith here she
could get the chance to have one but no.

I pull
on the ropes and drag K into a stretched position, but with her
feet still on the floor, and tie off the ropes so she is fixed in
this position.

‘Okay, let’s not waste time,’ I tell them both. ‘I am going to
whip you K and Judith is going to assist me by playing with you.
The idea is to humiliate you as this is the first time you have
been punished by me while being watched by another. The idea is
also to learn what the Dom’s assistant does as one of my “Little
Birds” has reached out to me and is sorely in need of a discipline
session, and I want you, K, to assist me. Judith, sit and watch
until I call you. Any questions? Everybody ready? Good, let’s
start.’

I gag K
tightly with a ball gag, place the clicker in her hand and proceed
to whip her back. As this is not actually a punishment whipping,
more of a demonstration, I’m only using cats, belts and floggers on
her tonight. Judith stands there watching but K can’t meet her eyes
and looks down at the floor.

I walk
all around her giving her a good going over back and front. I
remove K’s gag then motion Judith over to us and tell her to kiss
K. She does. Long deep kisses on the mouth with the occasional
flash of tongue. Judith knows that’s how I like to kiss, how I kiss
her, probably how I kiss K, so she squares the circle and kisses K
in the same manner. Smart girl, Judith. That’s why I let her run
the company.

‘Stand behind her,’ I tell Judith as I move round the front
with a tawse. I beat K’s tits and belly back and forth while Judith
rubs her back. I get the short cat and whip K’s pussy.

K moans
from the whips but Judith is rubbing her tits on K’s back, which
distracts her and calms her down somewhat.

Next I
tell Judith to go the front and suck on K’s boobs, she does for a
while and then I point at the floor and Judith dutifully drops and
licks K’s pussy, while I start strapping her backside.

Both
these occurrences happen at the same time and so K is coming up on
the Pain/Pleasure paradox. To some masochists pain can be so strong
it becomes pleasurable. To others an orgasm can be so intense it
becomes painful. And then there’s the mixing of the two where one
part of your brain is groaning because it’s in pain but another
part of your brain is moaning because of the pleasure it’s
receiving. The poor devil suffering it gets so confused they
literally don’t know if they’re coming or going. K is going through
that now.

If
mishandled or done deliberately perhaps, you can condition some
subs to ONLY feel pleasure when they are receiving pain. In a way
that’s partially what I want to do with K. I want a pain slave, one
who will constantly seek punishment and pain at my hands, in fact
beg me for it when I deny it to her. But I also want her to still
enjoy our sexual encounters so I don’t want to take her too far
down that path. Some cruel Masters do that to their slaves. They
only allow them pleasure after giving them pain and if done long
enough, it becomes inexorably fixed in the slaves mind that there
can be no pleasure without pain first. Ruins them in my
opinion.

I tell
Judith to back off and to sit on the sofa. I pick up the gag again
and put it in K’s mouth but I don’t bother buckling it on to her, I
just tell her to hold it in her mouth. Then I take a thick belt I
haven’t used on her yet. I announce to the room that I’m going to
give K another going over then we’ll finish that part of the
night.

I give
her another hard whipping, in fact it gets to the point that she
spits the gag out onto the floor and gives a deep cry of pain yet
she doesn’t use the clicker or cry MERLIN. Good girl. So I finish
for the night. I take the spreader bar off her ankles and lower the
ropes until she is kneeling on the floor but with her arms still
raised above her head.

Still
breathing heavily I go and get a drink for me and a fresh one for
Judith.

I
release K and bring her across the room on her knees where Judith
is standing up, removing her knickers. ‘Be a good girl and suck on
Judith for a while will you?’

Judith
sits on the edge of the sofa and offers her wondrous tits for K to
suck on. After a while she leans back and pulls K’s head forward
into her crotch.

I get a
deal of pleasure watching them. Not just from two beautiful women
playing with each other but also from my own private joke. Both
Judith and K are subs and have had to pleasure women many times at
men’s commands BUT neither of them are lesbians. They only do it
because they are TOLD to do it, not because they lust to do it.
That’s why I get a big kick from making them act out my lesbian
fantasies. That’s more fun than watching the actual performance.
Told you I was twisted.

‘Time for bed,’ I inform them and the girls pick up what
little clothing they have and I march them up the stairs. When we
get there, there’s a surprise for K. The cage from the Fun room is
up there. I brought it up earlier today before K arrived. It’s
about waist height, just enough room for a sub to kneel without
banging her head, and about 6 feet long. It’s not a cage of iron
bars and heavy fixings. It’s built the same way as a shopping
trolley is built, just metal rods welded together. It’s collapsible
and lightweight and easily transported. ‘That’s where you’ll be
sleeping tonight,’ I tell K.

‘But I thought …’ replies K, pointing towards the
bed.

‘Oh no, that’s where Judith and I will fuck. You don’t get to
fuck, you’ve been a bad girl remember? So get in your
cage.’

‘Can I go to the toilet first?’

‘Very well. Judith, take her in there and watch her pee. I
want to make sure she doesn’t have a quick wank. She looks like she
wants to rub one out. Make sure she doesn’t.’

So
Judith takes K to the bathroom and they both have to suffer the
indignity of it. One having a pee while being closely supervised
and the other having to watch another woman peeing. I love being a
bastard.

When
they are done I tell Judith to fix K’s hands behind her back so she
can’t touch herself and then lock her in the cage. She knows how
the lock works as she’s been locked in their enough
times.

I then
tell Judith to strip completely and then I stand in front of the
cage in full view of K and issue the command ‘MOUTH’ to Judith. She
drops to her knees instantly and starts sucking me. After a while,
I put Judith into the All Fours position and start banging her from
behind. This is done deliberately just in front of K’s cage so she
has to watch. I look at her face as this is being done to taunt her
and she seems conflicted. Part of her is incredibly aroused after
tonight’s happenings and a week’s abstinence but she is also
agonising that the most important man in her life, in fact the ONLY
man in her life, is taking his pleasure with another woman, when
she would give anything to be in her place.

‘This could be you on Sunday night if you behave yourself,’ I
tell K.

‘Please, sir, please,’ she responds.

I’m
getting close I can tell, so I order Judith to go and lie on the
bed. I open K’s cage and she shuffles out on her knees. I lead her
to the bed and force her to her knees again next to Judith’s open
legs. Then I push my cock into Judith and hump away, looking at K
occasionally.

Soon
‘showtime’ creeps up on me and as I announce my imminent ‘arrival’
K starts to beg, ‘In my mouth, sir. I’ll take it in my mouth. Let
me swallow your cum, sir.’ I ignore her and keep on pumping Judith
I empty my nut sack inside her.

At the
end, I tell Judith to lie where she is and not move. I pull out and
offer my cock to K to lick clean, which she does eagerly. Then
still on her knees I drag her to Judith’s gaping pussy. ‘Let me
introduce you to ‘cream pies’. You wanted my cum, well there it is,
lick it up and don’t stop until she’s had an orgasm.’

K gives
me a hurtful look but does as she is ordered to. When Judith has
come I pull K back by her hair. Her face is all wet from my cum and
Judith’s pussy juice so I ask Judith to lick her face
clean.

When
we’ve all got our breath back I put K back in the cage, still with
her hands fastened behind her back. She’s whimpering and begging to
be allowed to come but I tell her it was a week’s orgasm denial and
as it started on Sunday, it will end on Saturday.

I wake
up in the night and turning the lights on, fuck Judith once more.
When I’m finished, I look over to see K silently staring at me from
her cage with a look of anguish on her face.

I switch
off the light and her face disappears but from the darkness I hear
a sob.









 





LONG SUSAN

 


 


I’m in
my study. I’ve had a call from one of my “Little Birds”, the women
who visit me or I visit them when one of them requests it. I’m
going to need K’s help on this one, so I beep her. I wait a while
and when she doesn’t respond I beep her again. Still no sign of
her. I check the cameras, flicking through the video feeds but
there’s no sign of her in any room. Mrs. Scott is in the kitchen
preparing food but no sign of K.

I walk
out into the foyer and press the remote again. I can hear it beep
faintly. I press the remote once more and hear it again. I keep
pressing it and follow the sound until it leads me to the
downstairs cloakroom. I open the door and see a dark shape standing
there.

I flick
on the light switch and K is in there, wearing her Downton Abbey
outfit and facing the wall, her wrist cuffs are hooked onto the
clothes pegs and she can’t move. ‘What are you doing in
here?’

‘Mrs. Scott,’ she says with a
sigh.

‘Oh dear. What did you do wrong this time?’

‘I don’t know, the wind was blowing from the west or the
carrots were pointing in the wrong direction or something. Any
excuse for that beastly woman to be cruel to me.’

‘You don’t like her being hard on you? She only does it on my
orders, you know.’

‘I know, that’s the only reason I put up with it.’

‘You could leave any time you want.’

‘I know, but that would mean she’d won and I’m not going to
let her beat me.’

Good
girl, I like ‘em feisty. ‘How long have you been in
here?’

‘Since yesterday, I think.’ Which isn’t true, both of them
only arrived at the house this morning, she’s just exaggerating for
dramatic effect. So I switch off the light and start closing the
door.

‘All right, all right, about half an
hour, an hour maybe. It’s hard to judge time in here in the dark.’
I switch the light back on.

‘You know, this is a good punishment, I may use it on you
myself.’

She
gives me one of those, “If my hands were free and I had a sharp
knife …” looks but I let it pass. ‘Come on down and give your arms
a rest, I need to talk to you.’

I unhook
her then take her into my study and sit her down in front of the
desk.

‘Am I in trouble? I always get nervous when you say you want
to talk to me. I always fear the worst.’

‘And what is that? In your eyes what is the worst?’

‘Being sent away.’

‘No, you’re not in trouble. In fact I asked you in here
because I need your help with something.’

She
visibly perks up, at my asking her to help me.’

‘Anything I can do for you, sir, you only have to ask,’ she
says with a smile.

‘Right, pay attention. I need to tell you a lot about
something that be happening here soon and then I will explain your
part in it.

‘When we first agreed that you would become my sub, I told you
that there were other women that I see from time to time. My
“Little Birds” I call them because it sounds better than clients.
We meet on an Ad Hoc basis, usually when they contact me, often
several months apart. Some of them lead perfectly ordinary lives,
not like us, but they keep the secret side of themselves bottled up
until it reaches a point they just have to have the release of a
session with me. I whip them, humiliate them, fuck them and so on.
All the things I do to you. How much of each depends on our
previously agreed limits. Then they go away cleansed I suppose you could
describe it, until the need builds up again. With me so
far?’

‘Yes. They come to you when they need a good whipping. Are you
classed as an expert or something?’

‘No, not really there are much more practised guys, and ladies
come to that, that are much better than I am. It’s just that they
have made contacts in the Society world, they’ve been referred to
me and we have found ourselves to be on a similar level about what
they want and what I can offer them. The Society is very good at
that, pairing up Doms and subs.’

‘Is one of your little birds coming to visit you
then?’

‘Yes, she emailed me and asked for an appointment, and I want
you to act as my assistant.’

‘I wouldn’t know what to do.’

‘Well the point is you won’t do much. Just stand around and
look sinister most of the time but we’ll come to that later. Let me
tell you what’s going on first. There is this woman called Susan,
not her real name of course. I call her “Long Susan”.’

‘Why?’

‘Because her name’s Susan and she’s very tall, nearly as tall
as me and I’m six foot. That’s why I forbid her to wear high-heels
in this house, it maintains the height advantage I have over her.
There was a TV series once and it had a character in it who
everyone referred to as Long Susan, I never did understand why. As
soon as I saw this Susan
that nickname just popped into my head, so that’s
why I call her it.’

‘So what’s her real name then?’

‘You don’t need to know and I would no more tell you her name
than I would tell her yours. Part of why she comes to me is she
trusts me to keep her identity and our meetings secret.’

‘What exactly is it that you do for her?’

‘Okay, let me tell you about her. She’s a high-powered
executive in Marketing or Public Relations or some such, it doesn’t
matter what. She’s important and has lots of people working under
her. She’s well-paid, attractive and from what she tells me, gets
laid regularly. So some people would say she has the ideal “Cosmo
woman” life.

‘But underneath all that she’s like us. You and I have a need
to let our dark sides out to play. I believe we stay sane and
mentally healthy because we do precisely that. People like Susan
don’t do that and it eats away at them, at
their soul, if you want to get dramatic,
but even though she can’t live the life, she at least has the
courage to dip her toes into the waters from time to time, to keep
the wolf from the door.

‘So when Long Susan comes to visit I treat her harshly, I whip
her, I treat her badly, calling her all sorts of names, I treat her
like a dog, I make her cry and watch coldly as she does. I
humiliate her, even though she’s heterosexual I make her eat pussy.
Judith often assists me and I make Susan eat her out.

‘The whole aim is to reduce her to a whipped, cowering piece
of fuck meat. When I’m done with her I usually put her in the cage
overnight and let her go next morning. Now then,
it is important that you
understand something. You will see me do some beastly things to her
and they may shock you, and make you see me in a different light.
You may even want to intervene to protect her but I’m telling you
not to. All these things I do and make her do, the whole scenario
in fact has been carefully created over a period of years. It’s
what she wants, it’s how she wants it, and it’s why she comes to
me. So if you interfere you will only end up disappointing her, not
saving her.’

‘Got ya, Boss,’ K says in a fake
American accent, like a gangster in a ‘B’ movie.
‘Treat the bitch like it’s her last day on
Earth.’

We both
giggle at that, and I say, ‘Yeah, something like that.’

K looked
puzzled and then asked me, ‘I’ve never understood why people like
that need to be brought down. You see lots of celebrities and MP’s
and the like getting caught being spanked by prostitutes and so on.
Or successful women with domineering boyfriends. Why is that? Why
do they need to be degraded like that?’

‘I heard a theory about that once. Someone explained to me
that people in high-powered jobs live their daily lives in high
pressure environments. If they make mistakes hundreds of people
could lose their jobs, if you’re an MP some of your decisions could
cost people their lives. It’s a lot of pressure to have on one’s
shoulders.

‘So it must be nice for them to spend a day or a weekend
handing over responsibility to someone else and saying, “You decide
everything, just tell me what to do and when.” Checks and balances
I call it. Too much of either way, Dom or sub is not good for you
and you need to find a proper balance between the two.

‘The most perfect relationship I know is a friend who has an
important job, lots of people working for him, but when he gets
home his wife orders him about, she makes all the household
decisions, does all the budgeting for the house, she even drives
the family car all the time. It was years before I found out he
could drive. So at home he can relax and let someone else take the
strain. On the outside however he may look like just another
hen-pecked husband but I happen to know he rules the roost in the
bedroom, and regularly whips his wife and she loves it. So they
both have the chance to be in charge and yet relinquish control to
another on occasion. Checks and balances, you see.

‘That’s why I insist you go the gym and the writing group and
the dance classes. You can’t be a sub all the time.’

‘But what about you, sir? Who takes the strain for you?’ she
asked, concerned.

‘Don’t worry about me. I let my soft side come out when I
dress you up and take you out to dinner.’

There’s
a pause in the conversation as she knows that I don’t really have
anyone to take the load off me when I need it. After a moment she
says, ‘You’re quite good at this psychological stuff, aren’t you,
sir?’

‘I’ve been doing this a long time. You can learn a lot about
people when you have them under the whip.’

‘So I understand I’m not to interfere, what is it exactly you
do want me to do.’

‘I’m going to dress you up like a Dominatrix. Wild makeup,
black lipstick, black fingernails and so on. Wearing a leather
bodice, boots, studded collar and cuffs, carrying a riding crop,
all that sort of thing. We’ll go up after this and pick your
costume out. I want you to look sinister and
intimidating.

‘When Susan arrives I will introduce you as my assistant,
nothing else. I want you to stand around saying nothing unless you
have to order her around, then it will be only simple instructions,
“sit”, “stand” kneel” “move over there” and so on. DO NOT engage
her in conversation at any time and if she tries to start one with
you, tell her to shut up and hit her across the boobs with the
riding crop. If she carries on, hit her again, harder.

‘I will be doing most of the whipping but occasionally I will
tell you to join in. I have one particular thing in mind that works
best if two of us are hitting her at the same time. Also cast your
mind back to when Judith was here and I whipped you, the things she
did to soothe you as you were being struck. I want you to do those
to her but I’ll tell you when. If you’re not being asked to do
anything at any time, just stand there and silently watch. That
alone she should find frightening.’

‘Sounds exciting. I only hope I can carry it off.’

‘That’s why I’m keeping your involvement to a minimum. You
have to ease into this sort of thing, you can’t be expected to hit
the ground running.’

‘And you’ll be there all the time? I won’t be expected to deal
with her on my own.’

‘I might make you take her to the toilet to make sure she uses
the bidet, just to humiliate her, but apart from that I’ll always
be there.’

‘Can we pick out the costume now?’ K asks, excitedly. ‘I’ve
got a few ideas.’

 



~~~

 


K stands
before the full length mirror, admiring her outfit. As requested
she has done the “wild makeup”, blue eyeshadow, thick black
eyeliner and eyebrow pencil, black lipstick and fingernails. She
has her hair scraped over to the left side of her head where it is
contained in a ponytail sticking out over her ear.

She’s
wearing a tight, leather corset that cuts off below her breasts,
that would normally expose them but today she is wearing a bra.
From the waist down she is wearing a thong, stockings and
suspenders and on her feet high-heeled, knee length boots. On a
normal day if she was wearing this outfit she would have her tits
and pussy bare, but being in ‘Dom mode’ tonight she is not expected
to have them exposed until I need her to.

To add
to the drama I have selected for her a wide, studded collar and on
her arms she is wearing leather, elbow length gloves and on each
wrist a studded leather armband, about 4 inches long. The fingers
have been cut off the gloves up to the second knuckle counting from
the end of the finger. Leather gloves are okay for squeezing a
breast or a buttock but when you start teasing a nipple or rubbing
a clitoris, skin on skin contact is needed.

‘By God, it scares even me,’ she admits. I think she looks
incredibly horny and vow to make her wear this outfit for me one
day she is visiting.

I take
her down to my study and we wait for Long Susan. It’s Friday night
and she will come to me after work. ‘Why are our encounters always
on a Friday night?’ K has asked me in the past. ‘Because you and I
have the luxury of not having to go to work every day. Most people
can’t do that and have to go to work next day. Friday and Saturday
are the only times they can lie in next day. Or take the weekend to
recover from a whipping.’

We hear
Susan’s car pull up and we go out into the foyer. We are both
carrying riding crops. ‘Now remember,’ I tell K, ‘Even if you think
I’m going too far do not interfere, just follow my lead. This
little play has all been worked out the way she wants
it.’

‘Okay,’ she agrees. I notice she’s trembling
slightly.

The
doorbell rings and K moves to open it but I motion her back. After
while the doorbell rings again but I still tell K to ignore it.
There are frosted glass panels either side of the door so whoever
is outside can see there are people inside who are ignoring them.
So they ring the doorbell repeatedly.

I tell K
what to do next and she asks, ‘Are you sure?’ I nod. So K walks to
the front door and opens it. I stand to one side so Susan can’t see
me. Susan is standing there. K slaps her across the face, not too
hard, and tells her, ‘Don’t be so FUCKING impatient. Ring the bell
and wait!’ then she slams the door in her face, leaving Susan
standing there shocked and probably wondering who this unfamiliar
face and has she got the wrong night? Has she got the wrong house,
even?

After a
minute or so the doorbell rings again and then there are no further
rings. I give K the nod and she opens the door and as Susan makes
to enter, K prods her in the chest with the riding crop, points at
Susan’s feet and says, ‘Shoes, off.’ Susan does as instructed and
removes her shoes. K then lays her crop on the back of Susan’s neck
and pushes her forward until she is standing in front of me. K
closes the door and then returns to stand to my side but slightly
behind me.

Susan
looks at K and I announce, ‘This is my assistant, she will be
assisting me tonight and that’s all you need to know about her. You
will obey her as you would me.’ I don’t bother asking Susan if she
understands me or if that is clear. I take it as a given that when
I issue an order, it will be obeyed.

Susan
stands there nervously clutching her shoes in one hand and an
overnight bag in the other.

‘Put your shoes down. What’s in the bag?’

‘Just some fresh clothes.’

‘You won’t be needing them. You’re not fit to wear clothes in
my house.’ I take the bag off her and carelessly throw it into a
corner. ‘Do you have my payment?’

While
she searches her coat pockets I pretend to explain to K what the
payment is for. ‘You see, a piece of gutter trash like Susan can’t
find anyone to deal with her in the way she deserves without paying
them. So she has to stump up a fee when she comes to me or I send
her away untouched.’

Susan
finally produces a bank note and holds it out to me. I nod in K’s
direction and she gives it to K. K looks at it, it’s a £20 note and
then shoves it in her bra.

I should
explain this is all role-playing. £20 is only a petty sum to
someone of Susan’s financial status but she admits to me that she
actually gets a kick out of ‘having to pay someone to abuse her’,
it makes her feel more worthless. I know women that will happily
fuck you if you ask, but they get a great kick out of charging you
a fiver or a tenner, just so they can feel that ‘dirty little kick
out of being paid to have sex’. It’s the action that matters, not
the amount.

‘Take your coat and your dress off, give them to her,’ I
indicate K.

Susan
takes off a very expensive coat and dress and hands them to K. K
following my instructions just drops them on the floor. ‘And they
will stay there until you leave,’ I tell Susan.

I look her over, she’s wearing an expensive bra with French
knickers, but that’s not all. ‘You are wearing self-supporting
stockings. Why are you wearing self-supporting stockings? I told
you never to wear
them. How dare you disobey me?’ I ask her coldly.

‘But they looked pretty on me. I thought you might like them,
I wore them to please you. I wanted to look good for you,
Master.’

Shaking
my head I hand K a pair of scissors and tell her, ‘Cut them off
her. In fact cut everything off her, the bitch doesn’t deserve to
be treated like a human and wear clothes, make the pig
naked.’

K
dutifully shreds several hundred pounds worth of lingerie and then
stands back up.

‘Put your hands behind your head and spread your legs,’ I
instruct Susan. I walk round her, inspecting her naked body. I’ve
got to say she is in a fine state. A tall woman with long blonde
hair down to her shoulder blades, she has what I would consider a
‘normal’ body, a regular amount of body fat, flat stomach, large,
rounded boobs, firm buttocks, all in all, quite an attractive
lady.

Of
course she is a much bigger than K’s shape but that’s different, K
runs a lot and works out at the gym, whereas Susan is office-bound
all day. Plus I make K go to dance classes and go swimming. I like
her body toned and lean and intend to keep her at it. I’m not
trying to make her into a female body-builder but I want her to
have a ‘hard body’ that you can feel the muscles under.

I don’t
have time to go to the gym myself so I have a mini-gym in the
garage, weights, sit up bench, running machine and so on. Sometimes
I make K work out there, naked, while I film it. I must admit that
when she does sit ups on the reclining sit up bench and you can see
the six-pack of muscles under her stomach as she flexes, I get a
stiffy there and then. I barely make it to the end of the filming
before I have to use it on her. What can I say, I like lean,
athletic types. Anyway, back to Susan.

She has
a great body but I know that all women are sensitive about their
weight, so I tell her, ‘You’re getting fat.’ I point at K and say,
‘That is what a woman’s body should look like, not “doughy” like
yours.’ I slap her tits and naturally they wobble, they’re large
and you would expect them to.

‘I’m surprised you can find anyone to fuck you, being that
large.’

Susan
says nothing, just hangs her head.

‘Do you know why I call you Long Susan?’

‘No, Master, I don’t.’

‘How tall are you?’

‘5 feet, 10 inches tall, Master.’

‘That’s what I told my assistant but she didn’t believe they
could pile shit that high, but you’ve proved her wrong. She doesn’t
like being wrong. I suggest you apologise to her.’

‘I’m sorry, ma’am, I didn’t mean to prove you wrong. I won’t
do it again, I promise.’

K is
getting the hang of the vibe and says nothing, just points her
riding crop at Susan and shakes it threateningly in a ‘Just you
watch yourself’ manner.

‘Right, take her into the lounge. It’s about time we started.’
K uses the crop to push Susan’s arms down by her side and like
before puts the crop on her neck and urges her forward, giving her
a flick across the backside to encourage her.

As I
briefed K earlier, she takes Susan into the lounge and points to a
spot in the room where I made her stand when I strung her up.
‘Here,’ she commands Susan.

K grabs her by the shoulders and turns her round facing the
other way. (She looks so tiny next to
Susan. It’s so cute!)

K taps
Susan behind the knees and says, ‘Kneel.’ Then once she’s down,
‘Hands behind back, head down, don’t move.’ She sees me motioning
to her and joins me in the kitchen.

Once she
closes the kitchen door she gushes at me, ‘How am I doing, this is
great, am I doing all right?’

‘You’re doing marvellously. I knew you had it in
you.’

‘It’s so strange being on the other side of the fence. I just
hope I won’t disappoint you.’

‘You’ll be fine, I have every confidence in you.’

Then
with a woman’s logic to find a wrinkle in every situation she asks,
‘Why does she call you Master when I only get to call you
sir?’

I roll
my eyes and explain. ‘Training you is a long, slow process as we
make our way up the mountain, so we have to work up to where you
are my slave and I am your Master. Susan however only gets short,
sharp exposures to the life, so we have to leap ahead and do things
that would normally take time. Besides, I’ve been seeing her for
several years so she has earned the right to call me,
Master.’

K pulls
a ‘Okay, fair enough’ expression and shrugs. ‘Are you going to whip
her now?’ she seems almost excited at the prospect.’

‘I’m going to string her up first and then ask her
embarrassing questions about her love life and so on. You just
stand there and look on. No smiling, no talking to her. Got
it?’

‘Got it.’

We go
back into the lounge and I throw some wrist and ankles cuffs down
in front of Susan. ‘Put those on.’

Susan
hurriedly puts on the leather restraints and then goes back into
the kneeling position she was in before. I throw K a collar and
indicate she should put it on Susan. Then K pulls Susan to her feet
and she can see herself in the mirror above the fireplace. The
collar is wide and studded and has a huge hoop on the front to clip
a leash to. When you see yourself wearing it in the mirror there is
no mistaking it for a fashion item, like K’s day to day collar, no,
this makes a clear statement that this is to be used to restrain
you and you will be chained up like a dog. Susan looks at her
reflection and then looks away, embarrassed.

I have
previously removed the hanging baskets and the ropes are dangling
loose. Following my lead, K clips Susan’s wrist cuff onto the rope.
I then attach the leg spreader to her ankle cuffs. Then K and I
pull the ropes tight and tie them off. Susan is pulled into a
spread-eagled position but with her feet still flat on the floor.
I’m not cruel enough to put someone on tip-toe for more than a few
minutes and this is going to take considerable longer than
that.

I walk
around Susan giving her the occasional tap on her tits and her arse
with the crop. Then I begin interrogating her.

I tap
her pussy with my riding crop and ask her, ‘How many men have you
had up there since we last met?’

‘Two maybe three, I’m not sure, Master.’

‘You’re that much of a slut you’re not sure how many men have
fucked you recently?’

‘I mean I can’t remember when we last met.’

‘But they only fucked you in your cunt and your mouth,
yes?’

‘Yes, Master, definitely. I saved my arse for you Master, like
you instructed me to. It’s only for you.’

‘Good.’ I whack her across the buttocks with the crop. ‘See to
it that it stays that way.’

‘Yes, Master.’

‘You like to get fucked don’t you?’ I ask her.’

‘Only if it’s you, Master. Everyone else I do because it’s
expected of me, but I only enjoy it when it’s you,’ she lies,
trying to ingratiate herself with me.

‘Don’t lie,’ and I whack her across the boobs with the
crop.

‘Ow! Sorry, Master. I thought that’s what you wanted to hear.
I’m just trying to please you, Master.’

‘You’re a dirty, lying whore, who loves cock, aren’t you?’ I
ask her, not accusing her but in a disappointed voice. She doesn’t
reply so I give her a hefty whack across the arse with the
crop.

‘Yes, yes, all right. I’m a dirty,
lying, cock-loving whore. I’m sorry I can’t help myself, I love
cock.’

‘Why do you debase yourself like that, Susan? I bet you don’t
even make them take you out and buy you dinner, do you? I bet they
get to fuck you for the price of a cup of coffee in the staff
canteen. Isn’t that right?’

She
nods.

‘I didn’t hear you. Isn’t that right?’

‘Yes, Master. I’m a dirty low-life whore and they can all fuck
me on the cheap. I admit it, I love cock and I can’t get enough of
it.’

‘And seeing as you love cock so much, what is the worst thing
I make you do?’

‘When you make me eat pussy. You know I don’t like it but you
make me do it anyway.’

‘And guess whose pussy you are going to be eating later?’ I
ask, pointing at K.

‘Very well, Master. If you say so,’ she replies in a resigned
tone of voice.

‘And why is it that you are so cock-hungry, Susan? Why are you
such a cock-loving whore?’

There is
a pause before she answers and when she does her voice is quivering
slightly. ‘Because I’m filth, a dirty piece of gutter trash, only
fit to live with the pigs, not decent people. That’s why I whore
myself out to men, it’s the only way I can get them to like me. So
I suck them and let them fuck me, just so they will be nice to me.
I know it’s wrong and I deserve to be punished for it. That’s why I
come to you, Master, so you can beat the bad out of me.’ And tears
slowly run down her cheeks as she admits her deepest
secret.

‘Yes, you really do have a low opinion of yourself, don’t
you?’ I call to K, ‘Come here. Now, Susan, I want you to look my
assistant in the eye and tell her what your “safe phrase” is. Go on
tell her what it is, show her how little you think of
yourself.’

I lift
her chin up until she is staring K in the eyes. ‘My safe phrase is
… I’m a cunt.’

‘Louder!’ I command.’

‘I’M A CUNT!’ Susan says with a sob and hangs her head in
shame.’

‘And that’s why you need to be punished,’ I tell her, as if
I’ve just got a confession in court. ‘I can whip the filth out of
you until the next time. Would you like me to? Eh, Susan? Do you
want me to make you suffer in the hope it will cleanse your soul
and make God forgive you.’

‘I hope so, Master, I hope so … it’s my only hope … if you
would be good enough to punish me … then perhaps I may be
forgiven.’ she says between sobs.

I know
I’ve touched on something deep inside her mind but that is why she
comes to me and we play the games we do. It’s an opportunity for
her to briefly bring the dark side of her into the light and expose
it, instead of letting it fester away inside her. Releasing the
pressure I call it. I often compare a sub confessing to a Dom as
being the same as confessing to a priest, and I’m not entirely
joking.

‘Very well then. I shall whip you until you’re clean
again.’

I gag
her and place a clicker in her hand in case she wants to stop for
any reason. Taking up the short bull-whip that I use on K
regularly, I proceed to lay into her, up and down her back. We are
well past the cat o’ nine tails stage with Susan. She’s accustomed
to much harsher treatment than that by now.

As I
work on her, K comes closer and watches fascinated as I beat Susan.
I’m not sure if she ever seen it done to anyone, close up like this
before, and she seems to drink it in. I take a pause and indicate
to K that she should comfort Susan, so she begins rubbing her back
and buttocks, soothing them.

After a
while I start on Susan again but her front this time. I lash her
tits and belly until they are red and sore looking. Susan is
sobbing all the time behind her gag but doesn’t fight against her
restraints. She bucks as every stroke lands on her body but she
doesn’t try to break free. She stoically accepts the punishment as
she believes she deserves it.

I give
her as much as I think she can take then set K on her again. She
gently rubs Susan’s boobs and teases her nipples, trying to ease
the pain in them and when I indicate Susan’s pussy she slides a
hand down there and gently rubs her slit for a while before teasing
out the clit and playing with it.

This
seems to be working on Susan, easing her pain as when K and her are
close together, body to body, Susan actually relaxes and leans
against K’s shoulder. K looks across at me and I give her the
thumbs up and motion for her to continue.

Soon,
Susan begins to move her hips backwards and forwards against K’s
hand. She is getting aroused as sexual play is as pleasurable to
her as is the painful whipping. I’m not ready for her to get
aroused yet, so I gently pull K away from her.

I remove
Susan’s gag and leg spreader and lower the ropes until she is
kneeling on the floor but still attached to the ropes, so she can
rest her arms.

‘May I be fucked now, Master? Please?’ A note of pleading creeps
into her voice. I know the whipping followed by K’s fondling has
got Susan pretty aroused.

‘Oh no, my pretty,’ I say sarcastically. ‘You know the routine
… first the whipping, then the humiliation, then the sex. And I’ve
not finished whipping you yet.’

I undo
the ropes and then hand K a head harness to put on Susan. It’s a
bit like a pony girl harness that is used for human girls who want
to be treated like ponies, except this doesn’t have the bit gag
through the mouth, or the fake ears.

It’s
made of leather straps that buckle together to form a headdress.
One large piece goes over the mouth and chin and is fastened at the
back of the neck. Then stretching from one side of the gag, a strap
goes over the head and fastens to the other side so the mouth is
covered and when the strap is tightened the jaw is held firmly
shut. Next, one strap comes from the back, over the head and splits
into two to run either side of the nose, where they are fastened to
the mouth gag. Another runs around the head at eye level holding
two padded circles in place which cover the eyes, blinding the
wearer. Next, another straps runs around the head again but this
time at forehead level, which is buckled tightly to hold the
harness in place, firmly fixed to the wearers head. All these
straps are intertwined or riveted together to hold them all
together in one piece. Lastly there is a collar attached which K
fastens over the collar she is wearing already. K knows well how to
fasten it in place on the subs head, as I have made her wear it
many times.

Lastly,
on the top of the harness is a large D ring. I attach this to one
of the ropes and pull her to her feet by it. Then I pull the rope
tight so she has to remain standing or hang herself. Her body and
arms are free to move but she is blind and unable to scream for
mercy. I give her back the clicker to hold.

I hand K
one of those whips with the foot long cane handles with a foot
long, thin leather strap attached. I tell K, ‘The last whip I used
on her was painful, this is a different kind of pain, it stings
more than hurts but still enough to cause a reaction, especially on
a freshly whipped back. The subject can’t see where the next blow
is coming from, only react to it, which means she jumps and jerks
every time she is hit. That’s why I call it “Whip
Dancing”.’

K nods
her understanding. I whisper to her under my breath so Susan can’t
hear, ‘Just watch me and join in when you feel like it.’ She nods
again and then starts waving the whip about to get the feel of
it.

I stand
near Susan and prod her with the whip to let her know I am there,
then I do nothing for a moment or two. Not knowing when the next
blow will come is the worst kind of anticipation. I move silently
so the first blow will come from a different direction than she is
expecting. She turns her head slowly from side to side, listening
for a clue to where I am when suddenly, THWACK! I hit her on the
legs. She can’t scream but she jumps as if she’s stood on a hot
plate. I wait a moment then THWACK! again. This time across her
arse. Her hands fly to it and she rubs it furiously. I wait another
few moments then I hit her again across her tits, she clutches at
them but it’s too late, I’ve moved on to somewhere else. I don’t
pause, I just keep on whipping away, moving between each blow so
she never gets hit from the same direction twice, so she can’t
anticipate the next blow.

After a
few minutes, K steps up and waits until I wave her in and she
starts to lay the leather onto poor old Susan. After every stroke,
Susan recoils, lifting a leg, clutching an arm, rubbing a shoulder,
trying to soothe the sting but before she can, she is hit again.
It’s like being stung by a swarm of angry wasps. Her hands
constantly fly to the last place she was hit but to no avail as she
then gets stung somewhere else. I step back and watch K as she
continues to torture Susan. Now that I don’t have to concentrate on
the whipping myself, I watch this and my cock is getting steadily
harder and harder.

Just as I’m deciding that Susan has had enough she starts to
use the clicker. Damn, I know that woman’s
rhythms so well, I congratulate myself. I
tell K to untie the rope and I remove the head harness. I check
that Susan is fine and breathing okay and let her fall forward on
the carpet and recover.

I tell K
to go and fix us both a drink. ‘What about no drinking during
sessions?’ she asks.

‘That’s no drinking during the bondage and whipping sessions.
We’re over that part now. We’re moving on to the humiliation and
the sex parts, so it’s okay to have a drink.’

The two
of us sit on the sofa relaxing, sipping our drinks, watching Susan
curled up on the carpet, covered in whip marks. Eventually she
recovers enough to sit up, into the kneeling position, hands behind
her back, eyes down. I never bothered teaching her the positions as
I did K, there didn’t seem much point as she would forget them only
using them once every few months. But I did teach her a few basics.
Whenever she is standing or kneeling she is to do it with hands
behind her back and eyes cast down.

We
finish our drinks and I send K to get us fresh ones. This next bit
might take a while and I want a drink to hand. When K returns,
Susan asks me, ‘Have I had all the bad whipped out of me, Master?
Am I a good girl now, am I forgiven?’

‘Well, that remains to be seen. Good girls do what their
Master tells them. Are you a good girl, will you do what Master
tells you?’

‘Yes, Master, anything you say, if it pleases you.’

I tell K
to remove her bra and her thong. Susan swallows hard as she knows
what’s coming next. ‘Come here, Susan. On all fours.’

Susan
crawls across the floor to the sofa on her hands and knees. I
position her between K’s open legs and tell K to sit upright on the
edge of the seat. ‘Suck them,’ I command and Susan gingerly at
first, leans forward and licks K’s nipple to get the taste and then
she takes one of her tits into her mouth and suckles on it. ‘Suck
on both of them,’ I tell her. Susan does as she is told and works
on them both alternately.

K is
adamant that she is only heterosexual but after a few moments she
closes her eyes and licks her lips in enjoyment, so I suspect there
may be a bit of ‘Bi’ hidden away in her sexuality whether she knows
it or not. Or maybe it’s just that to the best of my knowledge,
it’s the first time she has ever whipped another woman and maybe it
turned her on and she’s just seeking release, whoever does it for
her.

I let
Susan work on her for a time, while I rub the part of K’s back that
is exposed above the corset, then I slide my hand down her thigh to
check the state of her pussy. It’s pretty wet and K opens her eyes
and looks at me. She nods, meaning she ready for more, so I gently
push Susan away from K’s breasts and push her head down into her
lap, as K leans back against the sofa and closes her eyes
again.

I sip my
drink and watch closely. I know this will take some time so that’s
why I got another drink. After a while I put down my glass and help
out as I see K’s face getting slightly redder and her breathing
getting heavier. I take my turn at sucking on her boobs and teasing
her nipples with my fingers.


Eventually due to Susan’s efforts, the inevitable happens and
as K begins her orgasm, she grabs me by the back of my neck and
pulling my head down on hers, kisses me, long and hard, her tongue
deep in my mouth and she holds me there as she breathes her orgasm
into my mouth, until the last ripple has faded away.

Boy that
was a doozy. Not the strongest she’s ever had but definitely up
there in the top 50%. I’m beginning to suspect that she either
likes ‘lording it’ over another woman, or just gets turned on by
whipping the hell out of somebody. I will need to explore this
further.

When
she’s done, she pushes me away, then Susan. After that she wipes
her pussy with a napkin, then throws it at Susan with the command
to, ‘Wipe your mouth.’

Susan
does so, meekly and then looks at me for what to do
next.

I stand
up and take my sweatpants off. After witnessing K’s orgasm,
correction, experiencing K’s orgasm with her, my prick is hard
enough to smash through a plate glass window. Time for Master to
get his share of pussy!

I grab
Susan by the hair and pull her towards me, still on her knees and
stuff my cock in her mouth. Susan’s normal oral technique is okay,
not brilliant but satisfactory, I’d say 7 out of 10, but tonight
I’m in no mood to sit back and let her gently work on me, I need
action. I grab the back of her head and start to fuck her mouth,
going into her throat on every thrust. She chokes each time but I
pull out and let her breathe every few strokes but even so she puts
her hands on my thighs and tries not to let me go too far into her.
K sees this and kneeling behind her, pulls her arms behind her back
and holds them there while I pump away.

As this
is getting uncomfortable for Susan, I pull out of her mouth and
push her forward, face down onto the sofa and enter her from
behind.

I tell
them both when I am close to coming I want Susan to turn around and
face me, still on her knees, and for K to stand next to me ready to
wank me to the finish. I can soon feel my orgasm begin to rise as
my nuts tighten so I pull out and stand up. K grabs me and keeps me
going and I tell her to point it at Susan’s upturned
face.

At K’s
hands I have an exciting climax and spurt across Susan’s face, it
goes everywhere, in her mouth, up her nose, in her hair. 3 or 4
times I splash across her. When I’m done she picks up the napkin to
wipe herself clean but I tell her, ‘Oh no. You will leave that on
you, you will let it dry on your face and you will leave this house
tomorrow with your mark of shame still on you.’

She nods
miserably and puts the napkin down. I get a leash and clip it to
the large ring on the collar she is still wearing then hand the
leash to K. ‘Take her upstairs to my room. I’ll lock up down here
and then follow you up. Take her to the toilet and watch her. Make
sure she doesn’t wash her face.’


Remembering the role she is meant to be playing, K simply
nods her understanding. She pulls Susan to her feet and then simply
says, ‘Come.’ She leads Susan out of the room, my spunk still
dripping off her chin onto her large breasts.

 



~~~

 


I’m
sitting on the bed in my room, K sat beside me, looking at Susan. K
has fixed her leash to the cage and she is kneeling there wondering
what will happen to her next. ‘What shall we do with her next?’ I
ask K. I know K’s answer as I’ve already briefed her on what to
say.

‘Fuck her arse,’ says K, succinctly.

‘Fuck her arse, yes, an excellent idea. Let’s hope it’s
tighter than her pussy. I nearly fell in before. Why is your pussy
so loose, Susan?’

‘I don’t know, Master. It must be all the men that use it. But
I kept my arse especially for you only so it should be nice and
tight,’ she says, trying to ingratiate herself with me.

‘So why do you let so many men use it?’

‘It’s the only way I can get them to like me, Master. They
told me so.’

‘Who told you?’ I ask.

‘The men in my office, Master. There are three men who date me
regularly. When they want a fuck they invite me for a night out and
it always ends up at their place with my legs over my shoulders. I
didn’t think that they knew about the others but then at the
Christmas party, the three of them took me into a back office and
they all took it in turns to fuck me.

‘It turns out that they have known all along and they even
have a rota worked out, to date me. When I said I wouldn’t play
along in future they threatened to have nothing to do with me
anymore and told me I’d be on my own again. Furthermore they’d
spread it around the office what I’d been up to with
them.

‘So now I have to let them fuck me anytime they want, they
don’t even take me out any more and sometimes when I turn up at the
home of one of them, all three are waiting there for me and they
make me their whore for the night or the weekend.’ Susan is crying
now.

K looks
shocked, as if she is about to break into tears at the sad story
but I wave my hand at her and shake my head.

‘A very sad tale but not my problem, time for me to have your
arse.’ I get her leash and then clip it lower down on the cage so
her head is touching the floor. Then I take some pillows from the
bed and put a couple between her ankles and lay one beside her. I
strip off and ask K to get the lube. I put my limp dick into K’s
hands and she brings me back to life. Then I kneel between Susan’s
legs and raise her hips up so she is resting on her knees with her
head on the floor.

I rest
the head of my erect cock on her puckered, little arsehole (the
chocolate starfish as it is known by some) and K pours lube over
both of us. When both of us are greased up, I gently slide into
Susan’s hole. It’s tight at first and I have to slide it in and
out, a bit deeper each time, slowly stretching her and getting her
used to it while lubricating her back passage, until I am fully in
and start moving backwards and forwards, until I’m pounding her
lovely arse forcefully. I tell K to lie on the pillow beside Susan,
on her back and rub Susan’s clit.

It’s
been a long time since the last time Susan came to visit and she
has all these pent-up emotions and physical needs bottled up, plus
she has been harshly whipped tonight and we have both come on her
while she has had no release, so it’s not long before my fucking
and K’s rubbing takes her over the edge. With a strangled groan
like she is in pain (but I recognise as just her orgasm cry) her
knees buckle under her and she falls to the side, pulling herself
off my cock.

I give
her a moment to collect herself but before I lose my erection, I
pull her to her knees and enter her again. I just bugger her with
no thought for her feelings (that’s why she’s here, after all)
until I’m ready to come. I grip her hips tightly and dump my load
of tadpoles into her arsehole.

I pull
out and sit back on my knees only to find K is waiting with a warm,
damp cloth and she cleans me up as I get my breath back.

I tell K
to unhook Susan and put her in the cage. Once she’s done that, I
head for the bathroom and K follows me in. ‘What?’ I ask her. ‘And
keep your voice down.’

‘You heard her story, three men have made her into their
sex-slave. Is that true? Did you know about this?’

‘Well, yes and no. It is true after a fashion but just not the
way she tells it. She does date three different men. And yes,
sometimes they do get together and the three of them use her as
their sex toy, but it was her idea!
She emails me when she wants to be beaten and she
tells me what is going on in her life. So she told me about the
three guys and how I can use that to belittle her. I mean how many
women would like to have three men at her beck and call? Lots of
them, I’ll be bound.

‘But for some reason, although she enjoys being used
immensely, she still feels guilty about having such pleasure. It’s
the old “Catholic Guilt” I suppose. Sorry if you’re catholic, I
never asked. So she builds this guilt and shame at her enjoying it
until it reaches a peak, and then she has to come and see me. After
a night with me, she feels that she has paid the price for any of
her misdeeds and can go back to having a great sex life until the
guilt builds up in her again.’

‘So how do you know that’s true?’ asked K. ‘She could be just
spinning you a line in the emails. Perhaps it’s as bad as she says
it is.’

‘Is it bollocks!’ I scoff. ‘I had it
checked out and it’s exactly the way I just described it to
you.’

‘You had it checked out?’

‘Sure. I look after my slaves. So I got someone to check into
the company and the people and I’m telling you the truth, and she
is fantasising just to give me an excuse to abuse her and call her
names, so she will feel bad about herself and I can cleanse her
again with the whip.

‘Now believe me or don’t believe me, it’s up to you. We’re
done for the night so you can take all your gear off and remove
your makeup, it’s time for bed. You can sleep here tonight.
Okay?’

‘Okay,’ she agrees.

‘Now would you mind leaving? I want to use the
toilet.’

‘Sorry, yes,’ and she leaves.

Later
that night after the lights are out I hear another moan from Susan
as she masturbates to orgasm.

 



~~~

 


Next
morning I wake up and K has gone from the bed. I look across the
room and she is kneeling by the cage, feeding Susan. She has cut
some toast into ‘soldiers’ and is poking them one at a time through
the mesh of the cage. Susan tries to take the piece of toast from
her but K quickly withdraws it. After a few times it becomes
obvious to Susan that she can only use her mouth so she leans
forward and takes the piece of toast in her teeth, chews and
swallows it then leans forward for another piece.

K has
also brought up her sports water bottle, you can turn it upside
down and it won’t release any water unless you suck on the spout. K
pokes this through the top of the cage and Susan has to reach up
with her mouth and suck on it, to get any liquid.

After K
has finished feeding Susan, she must think I’m still asleep as she
wants to have some fun with Susan by teasing her, sexually.
Wordlessly she beckons Susan to press her tits against the mesh of
the cage until her nipples are poking though, which isn’t easy for
a tall girl like Susan, the roof is only waist height, and she has
to lie down to do it but she seems to do it willingly, and then K
starts tugging on them and teasing them.

Quietly
as I can I pick up my tea which K has placed on my bedside table
and eat my toast but I make too much noise and K turns around.
‘Don’t mind me, you just carry on,’ I tell her and go back to
watching.

After a
while K starts sucking on Susan’s tits. It’s hard to take much in
her mouth as little can squeeze through the bars but K does her
best. I watch fascinated as this wasn’t in the game plan I laid out
with K before Susan’s arrival. This is something that K has come up
with all by herself. I think she has just discovered what a
powerful aphrodisiac it can be to have total control over someone
else’s body, to do with as you will.

K slides
a hand through the wide mesh and reaches for Susan’s pussy,
stroking the slit until Susan is wet. Susan is hesitant at first
but then lifts her upper leg to accommodate K’s probing fingers.
Determined to maintain her silent, woman of mystery persona, K
silently holds up her two middle fingers and then slides them
inside Susan, rubbing them in and out of Susan’s pussy. After a few
moments of that, K withdraws her hand, holds up three fingers and
reinserts them into Susan. Once again after a few moments she
withdraws her hand and holds up four fingers. When she puts all
four fingers inside Susan, Susan groans out of pleasure not pain
and grips K’s wrist so she can’t withdraw.

I know
what K is doing but I can’t imagine what is going through Susan’s
mind. Here is this scary woman who whipped her the night before,
who Susan had to kneel before and service with her mouth, now
treating her gently and tenderly, sexually arousing her.

Soon
Susan is becoming aroused to the point of no return. She lets go of
K’s wrist and opens her legs wide to give K full access to her. K
frigs Susan’s clit faster, playing her like a violin. K obviously
doesn’t want to lose her mystique by speaking but feels the need to
say something, so she says to Susan, ‘Bad girl. Dirty
girl.’

‘Bad girl. Yes, very bad girl,’ replies Susan, her body
beginning to shake visibly. ‘Dirty girl, needs to be punished.
Punish me hard and make me your bitch …’ and she babbles on and on
in a similar vein, losing control of her faculties as she loses
control of her body. Her back arches and she grabs hold of the mesh
of the cage, grunting her orgasm.

K keeps
stroking until Susan has come back down to earth and got her breath
back. She opens the cage and draws Susan out. Leading her by her
leash she brings her to the end of my bed and then tethers her to
the bed rail by her neck. She has her on a short leash so Susan is
bent forward, chin level with the bed frame.

I watch
all this silently, having decide to let K play out her little
scenario to see where it leads. She walks up to my side of the bed
and pulls the bedclothes back. I am semi-erect but she leans over
and takes me in her mouth and it is the work of moments to get me
fully erect. She then straightens up and indicates Susan. ‘Fuck her
now?’

‘Err, yes,’ I agree. ‘Fuck her now.’

So I
climb out of bed, stand behind Susan and slide my cock into her
warm, very wet pussy. Each time I thrust forward Susan’s big tits
slap against the cold metal bed end. She uses her hands to brace
herself so I indicate to K who grabs her wrists and holds them
behind her back so she can’t do that.

I can’t
make out now if K was having her pleasure with Susan or just
preparing her for me. Either way I got the benefit of
it.

K can
tell that I’m coming soon and opening her mouth points
questioningly into it, offering to swallow my load. I shake my head
and carry on fucking Susan until I have come inside her. ‘Leave her
tied to the bed like that until I come back,’ I tell K. ‘Stay with
her as she is tethered by her neck.’

When I
come out of the shower, I check Susan’s pussy and as expected the
spunk has oozed out of her and is running down her inner thighs. I
tell K she can take Susan into the bathroom and let her clean up
but she is not allowed to wash her face or brush her hair. When
they are done I make Susan stand in front of me and I issue
instructions. ‘Well, Susan. Let’s hope this visit has beaten some
of the bad out of you. From now on I want you to record every
sexual experience that you have, even if it’s only you
masturbating. Write it all down and bring me the list next time you
come. Then we can see for ourselves exactly how much of a dirty
little cock-loving whore you really are.

‘You may go now, my assistant will see you out.’ I hold out my
hand and she kisses it like I am royalty.

‘Yes, Master. Thank you, Master. I’ll go now.’

K takes
her by her leash and leads her downstairs to the foyer. Out of
curiosity I follow them discreetly down and unseen I watch from the
landing. I want to see how K deals with the next bit.

K gently
pulls on the leash until Susan is bent over far enough so that K
can reach her neck and undo the collar she is wearing. She is
carrying the riding crop and she points with it to Susan’s
clothing, lying crumpled on the floor and commands,
‘Dress.’

Susan
goes to get her overnight bag and K stops her. ‘My bag,’ says
Susan. ‘I have fresh underwear in there.’

K points to the clothes again and this time is more
insistent. ‘Dress!’

Susan
picks up her dress and climbs into it while K retrieves the bag.
With the tip of the riding crop K pulls the sliced up underwear
into one neat little pile and places the bag next to it. When Susan
has finished dressing, K points to the pile and then the bag. Susan
gets her meaning and stuffs the ruined underwear into her
bag.

K then
holds her hand out for Susan to kiss, as she did mine. Susan takes
it, kisses it and says, ‘Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,’
meekly.

K points
her riding crop at the front door and says, ‘Leave.’

Susan
backs away from K, afraid to turn her back on her, until she bumps
into the door. Fumbling with the door knob, she lets herself
out.

K just stands there silently until we hear the sound of
Susan’s car drive away, then K waves the crop above her head, says,
‘Take that, bitch!’ and does a little victory dance around the foyer. Which
comes to a sudden stop when she sees that I’m watching her. I
beckon her up to join me on the landing.

‘It’s intoxicating having that much power over another human
being, isn’t it?’ I ask her. ‘Now maybe you understand why I get
such of kick out of dominating you.’

‘It was … I don’t know … it was unreal at some points. To have
her dancing on the end of my whip and then to control her
submitting to us sexually. It was so … horny. If it wasn’t her
night I would have insisted on you fucking me instead, but I can
wait until you’re ready.’

‘You were very good as a Dom. All silent and menacing. I loved
the way you controlled her with just a few simple words. Maybe you
should take the lead next time. It would be interesting to see you
run the session almost totally without words.’

‘I don’t know. I couldn’t say those things that you did about
her. I just couldn’t.’

‘You don’t have to, you just prompt her with a few lines like
“You’re a dirty whore. Why don’t you admit it?” and then let her
say her piece. That section is not about us, it’s about her
unburdening herself of what she perceives to be her sins. You just
need to give her a little start and then stand back and let her
confess.’

‘Hmmm. I get it, maybe I could do that after all. You do
realise that once she is down the road she will pull over and clean
her face with a wet-wipe and comb her hair?’

‘Yes, I know, it doesn’t matter though. She left her Master’s
house this morning having been fucked in all three holes, unkempt,
without any underwear and with his dried spunk still on her face.
That will live with her for days.’

‘I’m learning so much about … well, people, being with
you.

‘Stick around, there’s much more I can teach you, but that’s
for another time. Right now it’s your turn for a shower and I’ll
come and wash your back for you.’









 





A RUN IN THE COUNTRY

 


 


I wake
with a yawn to find K putting my breakfast tray on the bedside
table. When she stays over, unless we have a late night sex
session, I make her sleep in the bed in the Fun room as I normally
like to sleep alone. (I only let my subs sleep with me as a treat.)
When that happens she has a morning ritual she has to carry out.
She has to set her alarm for 7 o’clock and then get up, have a
shower and then make me breakfast – tea and toast – then wake me up
at 8 o’clock. Then her next task is to give me my morning blowjob
while I eat my breakfast and watch the news on TV.

We
didn’t get up to anything last night, I want her rested today, I
have a surprise for her and she is going to need all her energy. So
I just made her dress in bondage gear and wait upon me. I used her
as a coffee table and a footrest. One of my kinks is treating
people as ‘furniture’. It’s all part of the dehumanising process,
which is what K seems to be enjoy, being treated as an object or an
animal rather than a person.

She
gives me an orgasm that nearly makes me spill my tea and as I
didn’t have her last night, my balls are full and she has to
swallow several times to take it all down.

As she’s
licking me clean, I tell her, ‘For today the no talking rule is
cancelled. Feel free to speak. As it’s a lovely, sunny day let’s go
for a run in the country.’

‘Seriously?’

‘Yeah, let’s have a day off from all the kinky stuff and just
have a picnic somewhere nice. In the woods maybe. I know someone
who has private woodlands and he lets me use it. Several acres with
no one around, we might get up to some naughty stuff.’

‘Great,’ she says. ‘What do you want me to do?’

‘While I’m having a shower you can pack a hamper, there’s
stuff in the fridge. Pack a couple of bottles of wine.’

‘What do you want me to wear?’

‘Hmmm let’s see.’ I pretend to think about it but actually I
have this all planned out, including her clothes. ‘Knickers, no
bra. That denim skirt that buttons down the front and that check
shirt that you can tie up under your boobs, leaving your belly
bare. Oh and trainers on your feet.’

‘Trainers? Not sandals?’

‘No, we’ll be in the woods and there’s all sort of thorns and
thistles on the ground, go right through a sandal they would.
Trainers are the best bet.’

‘Okay, trainers it is. I’ll go and get ready.’ She seems quite
excited. Poor girl.

‘And wear plenty of sun screen all over,’ I tell her. ‘You
might get naked.’

After
she’s left the room I send a quick text on my phone and then head
for the shower.

 



~~~

 


When I
come down stairs she has a hamper open on the centre island in the
kitchen. She shows me all the stuff and I nod approvingly. I’ve
brought my camera with me and I’m just testing it out in the
kitchen to make sure it is fully charged, with plenty of memory
space. It’s one of the 4K Go Pro cameras. It fits into a mounting
that has a pistol grip so you can wave it around and point it like
a gun.

‘What’s that for?’

‘Oh I just thought we might capture some memories.’

I take
the hamper out to the Rover. I make sure she doesn’t get to see
what I already have in the boot. It’s actually the rear compartment
but I call it the boot. Some rope, several gags, one of those sets
of shackles where metal handcuffs for the wrists and ankles are
joined together by chains. Some blankets and a big plastic bottle
of water with several towels and flannels to wash her down
afterwards.

Once
we’re fully loaded, I usher K out the house but before I leave I
send another text.

 



~~~

 


I’m
taking the Land Rover Discovery today. It’s one of my three cars, I
have a posh one for going to Society get togethers and business
meetings, a more modest one for every day driving around and going
to the shops etc. and the Discovery for when I fancy a spot of
off-roading or visiting the ‘Highlands of Scotland’ type
journeys.

It’s not
far and takes us under an hour before we turn off road and drive
down a dirt track until we reach a barrier across the track with a
No Entry – Private Property sign on it.

‘Are you sure we’re allowed in there?’ K asks.

‘Sure. Just watch.’ I get out of the car produce a key to the
barrier, unlock it, raise the barrier, drive through and then lower
and relock it.

We take
a slow trundle down the track. You can see where there has been
some logging taking place but for the most part the beauty is
unspoilt. Its hilly country and I take a lesser used track and
drive up the hill, looking for a spot I know.

I find a
place where there is open ground where we can sit in the sun. I
park up and get a blanket out the boot. As we sit there sunning
ourselves, I play around with the Go Pro camera, taking shots of K
and the surroundings. It’s going to be a boiling hot day and a good
one to be naked.

We crack
open a bottle of wine and as we sit there drinking it I send
another text on my phone. K chides me for it but I tell her it’s
business.

‘Are you sure there’s no one around?’ she asks.

‘There might be the occasional woodsman around but there no
public access so it’s fairly quiet.’

‘Do you want me to strip off then, sir?’

‘Not yet, let’s just drink the wine for the
moment.’

About
twenty minutes later we hear the sound of a vehicle approaching and
a truck hoves into view. Two men get out and walk towards
us.

‘I thought you said there’d be nobody around,’ K hisses to me
under her breath.

‘I lied.’

The men
approach me, they obviously work here, they are both muscled and
tanned wearing work clothes and boots. One of them, is probably in
his early thirties and the other nearer my age, forty-ish. The
older one say, ‘Morning, sir, we came as soon as we got your
text.’

‘You know them?’

‘Yes. K, allow me to introduce … well, let’s just call them
Bill and Ben,’ I say, indicating each of them in turn. Bill is the
younger and Ben the older man.

‘Morning,’ she replies. ‘Can we help you? My friend here says
that we’re allowed here so we’re not trespassing.’

‘No that’s all right miss,’ says Ben. ‘We’re not here about
that, we’ve been invited.’

‘What’s going on?’ asks K, a little anxiously.

‘Well,’ I explain, ‘on a summer’s day like this, out in the
fresh air, I thought it might be fun to play a little game so I set
this up. I owe these two a favour so to repay it I’m going to let
them join in the game.’

‘Game? What game?’

‘We’ll you see the top of that hill? How far would you say it
is, about a mile?’

‘About a mile,’ agrees Bill.

‘Here’s the game. If you can make it to the top of that hill
before Bill and Ben can catch you, then you’re free and clear. If
however they catch you before that, they can have you.’

‘Have me?’

‘Yes, my dear. Have you. To use as they wish, to roughly and
wildly fuck you. Now then, I shall drive up to the top of that hill
and will be waiting for you all. To be fair to them it’s not enough
just to reach the Land Rover, you actually have to get into it. If
you don’t then you’ll be theirs. Any questions?’

‘That’s why you told me to wear trainers isn’t it?’

‘Yes, I told you I’d take you for a “run in the country” and
as it is such a nice, hot day, that’s all you’ll be
wearing.’

‘What?’

I turn
the camera on her and repeat. ‘All you’ll be wearing. Now strip.’
She hesitates. ‘Come on,’ I urge her. ‘You were willing to strip
just now.’

‘But that was for you, not two strangers. Supposing I won’t
play?’

‘Then they’ll just fuck you here and now.’

‘Please sir, don’t make me do this,’ she begs but the game is
on.

I video
her humiliation as she strips naked. Once she is down to her
trainers, I note with a touch of pride that she doesn’t cower and
cover herself but stands proudly upright with her hands by her
side, even though her cheeks are burning with shame.

I look
at my watch. ‘To be fair to you we’ll give you a ten minute start.
Now go!’

She
doesn’t waste any time arguing, she realises we are way past that
point now. She turns and heads off at a run up the track to the top
of the hill, while I video her until she is out of sight. Bill and
Ben and I all set off in the Land Rover and head off to the hill
top by a different route. Of course they’re not chasing her, we
just want her to think they are.

 



~~~

 


We reach
the top of the hill. I park the Rover in a clearing and Bill and
Ben jump out and they take the shackles and the rope and hide in
the bushes. I tell them not to come out until I give them the nod.
I smoke a cigar and swig out of the bottle of wine while I’m
waiting.


Eventually K arrives at the top of the hill and enters the
clearing. Her hair is all tangled with twigs in it like she fell
into a bush, her knees are green from falling onto the grass I
guess. Goodness knows where she found mud on a hot day like this
but she has fallen in some and her breasts and belly are streaked
with it.

She is
obviously worn out, who knows how far she ran and how far she
walked? Once she sees the Rover though, she puts on a burst of
speed and runs towards it. I wait until she is close enough to see
me clearly and I wind the window up and press the button that locks
all the doors. She tries my door handle but it won’t open. She runs
to the passenger door and then the boot but they are all locked. K
understands immediately what this means, even though she got there
first (she thinks) she’ll still lose the game as she can’t get in
the vehicle and therefore I’ll let Bill and Ben have
her.

She
staggers back a few steps, staring at me in shocked amazement at my
betrayal. I just stare back, then toot my horn. Suddenly she hears
Bill and Ben coming out of the bushes and she looks frantically
around her. They have placed themselves at each end of the clearing
and she will find it difficult to get past them.

K makes
a run for it but Bill blocks her, she doubles back but now Ben is
in her way. Backwards and forwards she runs, the gap between them
getting smaller every time until they catch her. She struggles with
them but then I see the moment she gives in. K is being held,
squeezed between both of them but Ben steps back. Bill grips her by
the biceps from behind and Ben grabs her breasts and I see the
sparkle go out of her eyes and her head drop. She’s realised she
can’t escape and has gone into submissive mode and from now on she
will do whatever they want or accept what they do to her without
question. I’ve seen her reach that level when I’ve been working on
her. Something inside her makes her resist at first but then she
reaches a point where she surrenders. It’s her way of coping with
the worst things I suppose and she goes into her ‘head
space’.

While
they have been waiting for her, Ben has fashioned the length of
rope into a noose at one end which he loops over her head and only
tightens it enough so she can’t shake it off – like I said, I’m not
into asphyxiation games. While Bill holds her, Ben fastens the
shackles onto her. There is a chain between two handcuffs and one
between the ankle cuffs, and from the centre of them another chain
joins the two sets of cuffs together.

I walk
over to them. ‘Is this how you wanted it, sir?’ asks
Ben.

‘Perfect,’ I reply. I look at K but she is just staring down
at the ground, in a world of her own. ‘Take her by the leash and
lead her around the clearing a few times while I film it.’ I look
around to see which side of the clearing is in the sun. ‘When you
get back to here, put her down on her hands and knees and make her
crawl to that tree there, then fasten her to it, facing into the
tree.’

‘Righto, sir.’

He
follows my instruction and I get some beautiful shots of her being
led like an animal around the clearing. I make him keep doing it as
I get shots approaching me, going away from me, side shots on both
sides. Just fantastic. Never had the opportunity to do this with a
sub before so I make the most of it.

K shows
complete indifference to what is happening to her, she only shows a
reaction if she stumbles or lags behind and he jerks her forward
with the leash.

Finally
I give him the nod and he drags her down to her knees and leads her
to the tree. He refastens the shackles so her arms and legs are
restrained around the tree.

The
three of us stand there looking at her. Bill runs his hand down her
back and squeezes her buttocks. ‘That’s a lovely arse. Want me to
give it a bit of a spanking before we fuck her, sir? You said we
could do anything.’

‘Wait here.’ I go to the Rover and bring back a flogger. It’s
got a wooden handle with many thin leather straps dangling from one
end. ‘Why not save your hand and use this. She could use a good
flogging. You could take it in turns, one do the back and the other
one does the front. Make her squeal.’

‘Righto, sir. Ready?’

I raise
the camera and nod. Bill lays into her with a good, strong, steady
rhythm, he’s obviously done this before. K winces each time the
leather cracks across her helpless body but she doesn’t make a
sound until Bill is starting to breathe heavy. Then she utters a
moan each time the flogger strikes her.

‘Okay Ben, I think it’s your turn, Bill looks worn out. Time
to turn her round but put this gag on her first, it’ll look great
in the video.’ I hand him a blue ball gag on leather straps which
he fastens around her head then releases her from her restraints.
Unfortunately for her they both immediately retie her to the tree,
so her neck is roped to the tree and she can’t look down and her
arms are reaching round behind the tree. Her ankle chain is
shortened as well, so that her legs are spread wide.

Once she
is ready Ben looks at me for permission and I tell him, ‘Have at
her, Ben.’

I
thought Bill was good but Ben is really a connoisseur when it comes
to tit and pussy torture. He starts on her pussy and every time he
strikes it, it makes her tits jiggle. Makes good video but when he
actually starts beating her boobs, it’s a joy to watch. Each one
growing redder and redder. And painful too I imagine. Every stroke
forces a muffled scream from her which, were it not for the gag,
would echo round the forest like the cry of an animal in
torment.

Which
she is of course and must be taught that. Which is what today’s
lesson is all about. You belong to Sir and he can do what he likes
with you, that’s what you agreed to. No K, you can’t have nice
things or nice days unless I allow it. If I decide to dress you up
and make you look glamourous it’s because Sir chooses to, not
because you deserve it. Except for those times you are just a
worthless animal.

I must
admit, watching her being whipped is such a powerful aphrodisiac. I
want to lay her down and rut with her like a beast but I refrain,
today is her day where she is being taught a valuable lesson, and
besides I promised the guys they could have her.

I see
her eyes are moist but I wait until tears are actually running down
her face before I tell the guys to untie her.

I go to
the Rover and taking the blankets out, spread them out in front of
the sofa. I tell them to bring K over on her hands and knees like a
dog, still on her rope leash and in shackles and tie the rope to
the bumper, leaving her enough length for what’s going to happen
next. All the while filming.

She must
be thirsty by now so I give her the half empty wine bottle to glug
on and she finishes it. I want her to be slightly pissed, drinking
on an empty stomach after all she’s been through. The guys and I
give her a little time to recover while I set up the camera on a
cool box so I don’t have to hold it. When I think she’s ready I
invite them to have sex with her.

Being
men they both want their cocks sucked and she goes to work on them,
sucking each of them in turn, occasionally coming up for air, while
still working their shafts. To see her in all her glory, kneeling
in submission to the two men who have just tortured her, her body
glistening with sweat and covered in mud and grass stains is almost
too much for me, she looks so beautiful, I almost can’t contain
myself.


Eventually Bill can’t contain himself either and he forces
his cock down into the back of her throat as he explodes. She
choking on it as he forces himself back and forth into her willing
mouth until he is drained.

Ben
however has greater staying power and he pulls out of her mouth and
turning her onto her hands and knees, enters her from behind. He
pumps away at her with a slow, easy rhythm for a while until he
suddenly withdraws and shoves it into her arse. With no lubricant
except her pussy juice it must hurt as she gasps and curls over and
then grunts every time he pushes into her.

As all
good things must come to an end, Ben approaches his climax he pulls
out of her and standing up, pushes her back onto her heels. She
waits there looking up expectantly until he comes, straight into
her face and open mouth, showering her with his spunk. When he has
worked out every drop, he wipes his cock on her hair and sits down
beside me and Bill.

K acts
like the queen of whores and casually sweeps her hand across her
face and then wipes the spunk off onto her breast. The she
deliberately licks her hand clean as if in defiance.

I break
out the food and more wine. I’ve deliberately chosen food that can
be broken into small pieces and eaten by hand, such as ham
sandwiches, sausages, pork pies and other finger food. There’s a
reason for this. I break off a bit of the sausage I’m eating and
throw it on the blanket in front of her. She goes to pick it up but
I caution her, ‘Ah, ah, ah. No hands, if you want to eat it you
pick it up with your mouth and eat it.’ She does this without
question, still in her own head space. The guys and I amuse
ourselves feeding her like she is a dog. All on video of
course.

After
he’s finished eating, Bill lays back and slips his trousers down so
he is exposed. Sipping his wine says, ‘I’m ready for another go.
Get over here and lick my balls.’ K does as she is told. Licking
his balls and running her tongue up and down his shaft before
taking it in her mouth and swallowing it.

Soon Ben
wants in on the act and tells Bill to move over. Bill goes round
the back as he hasn’t fucked her yet and enters her. After a time
Ben says, ‘Do her in the arse, Bill, she seems to like that.’ So
Bill obliges and sodomises K who can’t complain as her mouth is
full. This time it doesn’t seem to cause her as much problem though
as Ben has already stretched that orifice and Bill gets an easy
ride, so to speak.

Watching
K being ‘spit-roasted’ by the two of them is driving me nuts and
eventually I decide to join in. I nudge Ben out of the way and put
my swollen cock in her mouth and start pumping away. I don’t want
to fuck her, sticky-seconds is not my idea of fun, so I stay at her
mouth while Bell and Ben swap over. Ben also takes her arse and K
starts jucking and humping her hips like a bitch in heat. ‘Keep
going,’ I tell Ben, ‘she’s about to come.’

K comes
with a mighty shudder, unable to make a noise because of my cock in
her mouth she sucks frantically on it and that along with watching
my baby come is too much. I shoot my load down the back of her
throat and then collapse on the ground.

The fun
isn’t over for K though. Ben pulls out and Bill rolls her onto her
back and fucks her missionary style. Ben ready to come, kneels at
her head and pulls himself of, spurting over her face.

Bill’s
pace is quickening so I can see he is about to lose it as well. K
tries to ignore what’s happening, but after so much sexual use
today her body betrays her and she goes into a second orgasmic
spasm as he shoots his spunk into her.

After
that we all need a rest and I move K to make sure that she is lying
in the sun. Me and the guys chat about stuff and smoke cigars until
I say, loud enough for her to hear, ‘Well, we should be heading off
soon. Do either of you want another go on her? (Like she is a ride
at the fairground.)

They both say yes so I pack away the stuff while she sucks
them and they take it in turns to do her again. I tell them I want
them both to come over
her, leaving her spattered with their
spunk and I film it as it happens. Watching it drip down her face
onto her breasts.

Bill
hitches up his trousers and says, ‘Well, I guess we’ll be on our
way then.’

‘Wait just a minute,’ I take the rope leash around K’s neck
and tie it to the rear bumper of the Rover, leaving a long length
between her and the car for safety.

I fix
the Go Pro into a special fitting I’ve had welded to the rear door
of the Rover for just such occasions and switch it on.

Tying
K’s hands in front of her so she can protect herself if she falls
over, I give Bill and Ben a couple of switches from the boot,
really thin flexible canes, they can use to drive her down the
hill. I set off very slowly as the guys walk alongside her, giving
her the occasional flick with the switch to drive her along. I
watch her in the rear view mirror and she just goes along with it,
expressionless unless she’s hit, as if she isn’t even there but
gone to another place in her mind.

The guys
are actually there for her safety, if the Rover should start to
slide or something they can quickly release her from the noose,
which is only loosely draped around her neck.

I even
manage to find a muddy bit and make a point to drive through it. K
is gingerly stepping through it when one of the guys gives her a
nudge and she goes full length into it.

She
doesn’t bother to complain, just drags herself to her feet and
staggers on, covered in mud and dripping muddy water.


Eventually we cover the mile to the bottom of the hill where
the guy’s vehicle is parked. I check the Go Pro and I have some
great footage of K being driven along behind the Rover like a cow
being taken to market.

I show
the guys and we have a laugh over it.

K stands
there motionless, hair all matted and body caked in drying mud and
spunk and waits for something else bad to happen to her. Instead I
open the boot of the Rover and take out the bottle of water. It’s
quite warm as it’s been in the car all day. I pour some over her
and Bill and Ben start swabbing her down with the flannels. I get
her to rinse her mouth out. When she is reasonably clean, they
towel her dry.

Her
clothes are messed up and she’s still a bit muddy so I spread her
skirt on the passenger seat and give her a Barbour jacket to cover
her nakedness. She doesn’t want to be involved with Bill and Ben
any further but I order her to say what must be the ultimate
humiliation for a woman after what has happened to her, ‘Thank you
for fucking me today, I hope you enjoyed having me,’ to them
individually and shake their hands, which she does without
question.

We climb
into the Rover and I notice that K has tears running down her face.
Well, lessons have to be taught.
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Although
I haven’t re-established the ‘No talking’ rule, K is silent all the
way back to my place. I unload the car and throw her things into
the washing machine. She takes her trainers off and follows me
upstairs. I’ve told her she can use my shower.

K stands
in the bathroom and I reach to undo the Barbour jacket but she
pulls away and holds it closed across her body.

‘Why did you give me away to those men like that? I thought
you wanted me for yourself, but you just want me to be your whore,
don’t you? I thought we were going to have a nice picnic in the
country, instead you did that to me. I’m just a piece of meat to
you, aren’t I?’ She’s not even angry, she just sounds tired and
dejected.

‘Well I seem to remember you signed up for the full service
package, physical and sexual abuse, agreeing to be degraded and humiliated. I have
a video in my safe of you declaring that. You promised that we
would try and stretch you to find out your limits, that’s all I was
doing.’

‘But you said you’d respect my limits.’

‘And I will, but the way you took today in your stride means
that we are nowhere near them yet. I’m afraid that I’m going to
keep pushing and pushing until we find them. Then we’ll stop, I
promise.’

‘So there will be more … and worse than today?’

‘Much more, much worse. You’d better get used to that idea if
you are going to remain my sub. I believe you have it in you, and
all I’m doing is bringing it out.

‘Look at me, K.’ I take her by the shoulders and look into her
eyes. She stares back at me. ‘Listen, it’s important that you
understand this if our relationship is to progress. There are two
types of men whose partners sleep with other men.

‘First there is the Cuckold
whose wife sleeps with other men whether he likes
it or not. She has affairs or just a series of one-night stands but
the point is, like it or not, there is nothing he can do about it.
He just has to tolerate being cuckolded.

‘Secondly there is the man who has a
Hotwife or girlfriend. The man willingly
lets his partner sleep with other men, sometimes when he is there
watching, but always with his approval. They are proud of their
woman and like to show her off. “See the sex-bomb I’ve created. She
can take on all of you and still come out winning!” They also
respect her enough that they wish her to have levels of excitement
that they’re not able to give them by themselves alone.

‘That’s the way I feel about you. When I walk into a room at
one of our Society parties with you, dressed up to the nines, I
know all the men there will want you. And I’ll say to myself, “Yes
you may all desire her, I may even let you play with her for a
while, but when it’s over she’ll come back to me, because she’s
mine.” I was so proud of you today. The way you stood up to them
and took everything they could throw at you. It was glorious to
watch.

‘Another personal reason is, I think a woman looks her most
beautiful when she’s being fucked. I like to watch us when we’re
doing that but no matter how I look at you, even at our reflection
in the wardrobe mirrors, I can’t see you from every side. When
you’re with another man I can watch you from all angles. View the
way your back arches when you’re on top, see your neck as you throw
your head back, watch your face as you orgasm. Hold you as another
man makes you come. Yes, I treat you like a piece of meat, but
you’re my piece
of meat.’

A tear
comes to K’s eye and she sobs, ‘I’m sorry, I didn’t understand, you
do care what happens to me, forgive me.’ Then she throws off the
jacket leaving her standing before me completely naked, still
covered in traces of sweat, mud, spunk, hair all tangled and
looking so vulnerable and lost. Maybe I’m being fanciful but I take
the gesture to mean – Here I am, completely naked with no defences
and I’m all yours for the taking.

K steps
forward into me and I take her in my arms and hug her tightly, then
I kiss her long and hard. I can feel my cock starting to stiffen
but I don’t want to ruin the moment with some gratuitous sex. ‘Go
have a shower and then you must be tired. You can sleep in my bed
and come back down when you’re ready. Just a robe and sandals will
do.’ I leave her to her ablutions and go downstairs.
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A few
weeks later, K is serving me breakfast in bed and I tell her to
skip the usual morning blowjob as I’m busy today. I let her share
my shower with me and we wash each other down but no sex takes
place. I tell her to stay naked today, so she just dresses in the
usual collar and cuffs.

I check
my watch, it’s nearly time for my visitor to arrive. I lead her
down stairs to the Fun room. I hand her an O ring gag and say, ‘Be
a good girl and put this on then lie on the bed, arms and legs
spread, please.’

‘Oh, I thought you were busy today. Are we …?’ I put my
fingers on her lips to silence her. ‘Gag,’ I insist.

She does
as she is told and I walk round the bed, fastening her cuffs to the
restraining chains. ‘I’ve given you an O ring as I may have to
leave you for short periods.’

‘Urgh, urgh,’ she replies and nods her head.

I’m
double checking her restraints when the front doorbell goes. ‘Wait
here, shan’t be a minute,’ I tell her and go down to answer the
door.

A few
minutes later I walk back into the room followed by a workman in
blue overalls and cap, tool belt around his waist and step-ladders
over his shoulder. We walk into the room and stand at the foot of
the bed. He puts down his step-ladders then calm as anything, as if
he sees naked women strapped to a bed every day, he doffs his cap
to K, ‘Morning Miss.’

I turn
to K and tell her, ‘This gentleman has come to fix the video feeds,
some of the cameras are out of focus and it’s a two man job to fix
it.’ I point out the problem cameras then I hand him the phone
handset and show him which button to press to call me. ‘We can talk
to each other on the phone intercom. You can adjust the cameras
here and I can check the output on the monitor down in my study.’ I
could check the feed from the TV in the room but I deliberately
want to leave K on her own with him.

Once she
gets over her shock, K starts to struggle and make ‘Urgh, Urgh’
noises.

‘Quiet dear, the men are talking.’ K continues to make noises.
I can’t understand her but I assume she is saying, ‘What the fuck
are you doing bringing a stranger into the room when I am tied up
here naked, on display?’

‘I’ve left her tied to the bed so we can check the focus on a
live subject. I want one of the cameras to give a wide shot and
then zoom in, onto her pussy. The other one, same thing, wide shot
and then zoom, but into her face this time.’

‘Righto, Mr. Gilchrist. I’ll get right on it.’

K is continuing to make noises, so I say to him, ‘Excuse me a
moment.’ I go to the wall and take a strap and give K a few whacks
across her tits. ‘I said be quiet!
You’re embarrassing me in front of the nice
gentleman by misbehaving, now shut up or I’ll make you regret it
later.’

K sees
the look in my eyes and goes quiet, she looks away from
me.

‘Sorry you had to see that. Some of these girls nowadays just
don’t know how to obey a man. I blame Women’s Lib.’

‘They’ve never been the same since they got the vote, have
they, Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Exactly. Anyway, you can ignore her, she’s just craving
attention.’

He nods
and sets about setting up his ladder and getting his tools out,
etc. I go down to my study and monitor the room from other
cameras.

The
workman climbs up the ladders and starts playing around with the
cameras. Plugging, unplugging them, fiddling with the focus and so
on. Several times he leaves and goes out to his van and comes back
with wires and stuff. He replaces one of the cameras, so it takes
even longer. All the time he is completely oblivious to K, as if
she doesn’t exist. Which must be slightly embarrassing if you think
about it. K is proud of her body and he doesn’t even spare a glance
in her direction.


Eventually, after about an hour, he rings me on the intercom
and we go through the testing of focus on the various cameras. We
do a complete test of all of them in the room while K lays there
patiently, having her intimate orifices closely examined on
video.

Finally
we agree that everything is working fine and his job is done. Then
he says to me, ‘Err, Mr. Gilchrist, sir, you know there’s usually a
fee for this? I’ll have to charge you for the camera of course, the
firm will notice if that’s not paid for, but I could drop the
service charge if we could come to some sort of an
arrangement.’

‘What sort of an arrangement?’

‘Well, your little missy tied to the bed here, I could drop
the charge if you were to let me throw one up her.’

‘Do you mean fuck her?’

‘Yes, exactly.’

I
pretend to consider it for a moment. ‘Yeah, all right, go ahead
then. But do me a favour, come in her mouth at the end, she likes
that.’

‘Righto then. It’s a deal.’

I’m
watching all this on the monitor in my study. He takes his
workmen’s boots off and then strips off his overalls just leaving
him in a T-shirt and boxer shorts. He climbs onto the bed and
starts feeling K up, getting her wet. K just lies there and lets
him get on with it, she’s way past caring by now.

Stroking
her pussy with one hand and rubbing his cock with the other, when
he is sufficiently hard he just climbs on her and starts pumping
away. I zoom in on K’s face and she is just staring at the ceiling
as if nothing is happening. He might as well be just giving her a
manicure for all the notice she takes of it.

He’s a
good stayer, I’ll give him that and he gives her a lengthy fucking.
At one point I think I may have to take them both up a packed
lunch. Poor old K gets a right pounding. When his time finally
comes he pulls out of K, kneels by her head and placing the tip of
his cock in the O ring, works it until he shoots into her forcibly
open mouth. Then he casually wipes his wet cock on K’s face and
proceeds to get dressed. He straps his tool belt back on and
doffing his cap to her, saying, ‘Good day, Miss,’ he picks up his
step-ladder and heads downstairs.

I meet
him in the foyer and walk him out to his van. ‘Thanks for doing
this, Pete. I really appreciate it.’

‘That’s all right Rog. You know I like to help you play mind
fucks on your subs. You really are an evil bastard though. Do you
think she suspects that I’m not really a workman?’

Pete is
in fact another member of The Society. He actually owns the company
that installs the video systems for most of the Society members.
Because he started up the company by himself, he knows how to do
all the technical stuff and often helps me out by pretending to be
a simple video repair man, when I play my games.

‘At the moment I doubt it. She’s smart though, she might
figure it out later but it’s too late then, the message will have
sunk in.’

‘She’s nice though, nice little tight, pussy. Any chance I
might borrow her for personal use one weekend?’ I’ve lent him my
previous subs in the past.

‘One day, not just yet. She’s not fully trained. You saw the
way she objected when you first walked in. It will take a while to
mould her.’ An evil thought occurs to me, ‘How many guys you got
working for you now?’

‘There’s six of them and me.’

‘How about I lend you her for your staff Christmas party? She
should be fully trained up and compliant by then. She can be the
stripper and then she can take on anyone that wants to have her.
The Boss gets first go of course.’

‘I’ll look forward to it. Bye.’

‘Bye.’ And he drives away in his van.

I go
back up to the Fun room. I pick up the strap again and lay it
across her tits. ‘Now you’re going to be a good girl when I release
you, aren’t you?’ She nods her head. ‘There will be no moaning or
whining about what just happened, will there?’ She shakes it from
side to side.

I undo
her cuffs but I leave the gag in place. ‘You know, I think I’m
going to send you for some dance lessons. I’ll be taking you to
some posh places in the future and I’d like you to be able to dance
properly, Waltz, Tango, Foxtrot, that sort of thing. But I also
want you to learn how to do exotic dancing like a sexy stripper. I
think you’d look good doing that.’

She
shoots me an evil glance but says nothing.

‘Now, run along and have a shower.’ She meekly goes into the
bathroom, leaving the door open behind her so I can
watch.

 



~~~

 


A couple
of weeks later the landline phone in my study starts playing up. I
checked things out and it’s that handset that is faulty. I change
the battery but it makes no difference, so I call the Telecoms
company.

It’s not
BT or any of the big ones but I pay an expensive support contract,
so I get quick service. We agree that I need a new handset. The
trouble is you can’t just plug in a new handset like an Analogue
phone. It’s a cordless Digital phone system, so the new handset has
to be programmed into the little computer inside it and I can’t be
doing with all that, so they say that they will send an engineer
round to fit it.

I tell K
that I have to go out the following day for a publishing company
meeting, but as I’m expecting a telecoms engineer she can break the
rule about not letting strangers into the house when I’m not here.
I tell her to wear her Downton Abbey outfit, lose the collar and
cuffs and just pretend to be the maid.

Next
day, I’m heading off for my meeting at the office. K is waiting for
inspection in the foyer before I leave the house. I check she’s not
wearing any makeup or nail polish then make her lift her skirt to
check she’s not wearing any knickers. Daily inspections when she’s
on site are all part of the ritual humiliation.

‘Engineer should be here around 10 o’clock,’ I tell her as I
walk out the door.

It’s a
long meeting and then we have lunch so I don’t get home until
around 3 o’clock. K must have heard my car as she is waiting in the
foyer as I let myself in. She curtsies when she sees me.

‘Has the engineer been?’ I ask her.

‘Yes, he left a short while ago. He’s fixed the phone in your
study, all working again.’

‘Did you look after him? Give him a cup of coffee or
whatever?’

‘Oh yes, I looked after him all right. Just the way you wanted
me to.’

‘Sorry, not following you. What do you mean, “Just the way I
wanted you to”?’

‘Well, he wasn’t a real engineer, was he? He was just another
of your mates pretending to be one. Just like that video repair guy
you let have me a few weeks ago, I figured that one out.

‘I’m not that stupid that you can pull the same trick on me
twice, you know. So when he’d finished working I sat him down on
the sofa in the study, gave him a cup of coffee and decided not to
wait around for the games, so I hit on him first,’ she said,
smugly. And gave me one of those “Aren’t I clever”
grins.’

‘What exactly do you mean? Explain yourself.’

‘First I made sure all the study cameras were on so you could
watch me later and be proud of me. Then I knelt down in front of
him and I explained that my employer was very strict and pretty
insistent that I was nice
to visitors to the house and should attend to
their every wish, whatever it
was. If I didn’t I’d get a good strapping
later, then I asked him if he’d like me to blow him. Of course he
said yes, so I did. It was all part of the game wasn’t
it?

‘Then he asked for another coffee and when I came back he said
he’d like to see me naked, so being obedient and compliant like you
want me to be, I stripped for him. He played with me for a while
and then he fucked me from behind as I knelt on the sofa. I asked
him to come in my mouth, I thought that would please you. He had
short rest and I said we could do anal if he wanted but he just
laid me on my back and fucked me again.

‘Did I do everything you wanted? That was how you wanted it
wasn’t it, sir? I’m sure if you check the tapes from the study
you’ll see I did everything that was expected of me. I hope I
pleased you, sir.’

‘Come with me,’ I order and go into the study. Turning on the
TV I switch to the channel that gives me the recorded video feeds.
I select ‘Study’ and hit ‘Play’. Everything unfolds exactly as K
described it. Her kneeling before the engineer, a younger guy in
his 30’s, with his cock in her mouth, head bobbing backwards and
forwards.

Then I
skip forward to where she strips and he plays with her on the sofa,
hands and mouth all over her body, finally fucking her as she knelt
on the sofa.

Then as
he rests, she is on her knees once more, playing with his cock and
balls. After a time he has recuperated enough to lay her down on
the sofa and screw her again. Once again the workman dresses and
leaves her lying there, spattered with his sweat and
spunk.

I stop
the tape and look at her. She looks back brightly, ‘Is sir pleased?
Did I do everything you wanted to see?’

‘K’, I say to her slowly. ‘I’ve never seen that guy before,
he’s not a friend of mine. That was a real telecom engineer you
just fucked. He probably thinks he’s just got lucky with a lonely
house maid.’

The
blood drains from her face and she drops into a chair. ‘Please tell
me you’re kidding, sir. Please tell me.’

‘Sorry, K. I’m telling the truth.’ And I am, he’s a complete
stranger to me. This is not one of my games and that guy is not a
member of The Society.

‘Oh my God, oh no. What have I done?
I thought it was one of your games, I thought he was your mate,
honestly I did, sir. Please don’t throw me out, punish me if you
must but don’t send me away. It was a God’s honest mistake!’ She’s
trembling and has tears in her eyes.

‘Whoah! Take it easy K. I realise it was a mistake. Nobody is
sending you anywhere. You’re staying put. Besides, you thought you
were playing one of my games and you lived up to what you thought
was your part, no one can fault you for that. That’s what I’ve been
training you to do. It’s okay you can relax.’

‘Oh thank you, sir.’ She grabs my hand and kisses it. ‘I was
so afraid you’d send me away for being unfaithful to
you.’

‘But you will have to be punished of course. After all, you
did have sex with someone without my permission. And furthermore
you initiated that sex when subs are forbidden to. And a dozen
other reasons that I will make up as we go, just as an excuse to
punish you because watching that video has made me horny. So we
will start off with a good whipping and take it from
there.’

‘Of course, sir. Anything you say. And that will put me back
in your good books, will it, sir?’

‘Let’s just say it will take you out of my bad books. Now get
up to the Fun room and strip, I’ll be there in a
moment.’

I need a
minute alone to get the urge to laugh out of my system before I see
to her. What a cock up but that’s what subs get when they try to be
clever. There’s no harm done though. After all, I am training her
to sleep with anyone and everyone on my command, so what’s the odd
telecoms engineer here or there. Good practice for her. That’s why
I more amused than angry.

I divest
myself of my suit and tie and change into sweatpants and T-shirt
then join K in the Fun room. She is naked as instructed and holding
one of the whips that we’ve never used before. It’s like a short
bull-whip with a frayed end, about 3 feet long. Being shorter it’s
not as devastating as a full sized bull-whip but still more painful
than a cat or a flogger, and I’ve not yet built her up to that
level.

‘I think you should use this one on me, sir. I deserve
it.’

‘Are you sure? This is more severe than you’re used
to.’

‘I shamed myself today and by extension you, my Dominant. I’m
ready to pay the price.’

‘Very well then. First let me check you over. No love bites,
no teeth marks?’ I check her closely but she is unmarked. I could
make her shower first but I want to punish her while she is still
covered in sweat and spunk and she still has the feel of his cock
in her pussy. ‘Lie on the whipping stool, please.’

She
readily complies. ‘Now then, this time is going to be different,’ I
tell her. ‘As you insist on being punished I’m going to make it
harder for you. It’s easier to take a beating when you are tied
down, you can’t escape when it gets too much, and so you have to
endure. But when you’re not tied down, to remain in place
voluntarily stroke after stroke, when you could easily run away,
takes courage, or in your case guilt.

‘So, you will not be tied to the whipping stool and only
allowed to grasp the legs to brace yourself.
Understood?’

‘Yes sir, anything you say, sir. Punish me and then forgive
me.’

‘Very well, I’ll begin.’ I bring the whip down across her back
and she gives a strangled cry and grips the legs of the stool
tightly. She hooks her feet onto the rear legs, holding herself
tightly on the stool.

I don’t
make her count the strokes as this will be bad enough for her
anyway. This will be real punishment, everything else up to now has
been a picnic compared to this.

I take
steady strokes with a pause in between. First I hit her across the
upper back, then the backside and then the thighs. After every set
I ask her if she wants me to stop but she tells me ‘No, sir,’
through gritted teeth, tears running down her cheeks. Even though
she cries out loudly at each blow she doesn’t try to get away. We
make it to 15 strokes before I decide she’s had enough. It’s her
first time with that whip, after all. I inspect her stripes and she
winces as I run my hands over her body. I’ll rub some Aloe Vera
onto her back later but for now I haven’t finished with
her.

‘Today was a bad mistake on your part and shows you exactly
why the Dom should be allowed to run the show without the sub
taking things into her own hands. You could have got hurt and it
would have reflected badly on me.’

‘I’m so sorry,’ she says for the hundredth time, her voice
barely a whisper.

‘From now on when I play games, such as having you kidnapped
or some such, I will warn you in advance and you can happily play
along then. As further punishment, I will play this recording every
day upon every TV in the house until today’s whip marks have faded
from your body. You will not receive any further beatings until
they have done, not even from Mrs. Scott. Clear?’

‘Yes, sir,’ she replies meekly, head bowed. ‘Very clear and
once again I’m truly sorry. Am I forgiven now?’

‘Not until the marks have faded.’ The excitement of seeing K
being fucked by a stranger and then getting to whip her hard at her
insistence, has got me so aroused my erect cock is nearly ripping a
hole in my sweatpants. There one more thing left to do to complete
K’s punishment.

‘You say the engineer only fucked you in the mouth and the
cunt?’

‘Yes, sir. I offered him anal but he wasn’t
interested.’

‘So that’s the only part of you that he hasn’t used and is
still clean. Shame to let it go to waste. Get the lube and then
kneel on the bed.’









 





A NIGHT ON THE TOWN

 


 


I bleep
K and she comes and finds me in the guest bedroom where she hangs
her clothing. She enters the room and stands at
Attention.

‘Stand Easy,’ I tell her.

‘Yes, sir. What may I do for you?’

She’s
just wearing cut-off dungarees today. I love seeing her in those,
they show off her toned legs and her barely covered boobs. ‘I want
you to strip, please K. Take everything off including the
cuffs.’

She
obediently takes off all her clothes until she is standing there
naked, except for her collar.

I take a
long, black dress out of the wardrobe and hand it to her. ‘I want
you to try this on for size.’

She
holds it up against her and looks at it in the mirror. ‘It’s very
nice, is it a present for someone?’

‘It’s for you dummy, it’s been tailor made to your
measurements.’ A while back, before I let K buy the more expensive
BDSM outfits such as leather bodices and such like, I got her to
strip naked and had Mrs. Scott take every possible measurement so
that when she or I ordered anything, we knew her exact size for the
item.

She
measured head, neck, shoulders, around the boobs, above the boobs,
below the boobs, circumference of boobs, distance from nipple to
nipple, waist, hips, buttocks, thighs, below the knees, ankles,
biceps, height, leg lengths, arm lengths, foot size, the lot. I
wanted all the corsets and so on to fit correctly and with some
restraining items like thigh cuffs, for smaller women like K you
need to know the right size to order. So I was able to get this
dress made to fit her exactly.

‘For me?’ she says in amazement. ‘It’s not my birthday, what’s
the occasion?’

‘I’m taking you out to dinner tomorrow night. That should give
you plenty of time to shave your legs and pluck your armpits or
whatever it is you women do that takes you four hours to get ready
when it takes a man thirty minutes.’

She puts
it on and naturally it fits like a glove. It starts above the boobs
and leaves the shoulders and the arms bare. Then it sweeps down to
the floor with a thigh length split up the right hand
side.

‘I think this would best be worn with a thong, no bra, your
tits are firm enough to stand up on their own. Also wear these
flesh coloured, self-supporting stockings.’

‘Not black stocking and suspenders, sir?’

‘The whole idea of the split is to give a flash of leg and
thigh as you walk. Black stockings make them blend in with the
dress, so ruins the effect, flesh coloured will show your legs off
nicely. Also if you wear suspenders you can see them when you sit
down, which kind of lowers the tone I think. This is one of the few
occasions when self-supporting is the right choice. And strappy
stilettos of course.

‘Now you can’t wear your collar as we’ll be out in public so I
want you to wear this choker with the cameo brooch on it. And to
round it off, these black, dangly earrings. Are you
listening?’

K is
transfixed with her reflection in the full length mirror, turning
from side to side, sticking her leg out of the split and posing.
‘Sorry, what? Yes of course, you want me to wear a thong and a
choker. Got it. Are you really taking me out to dinner? Where are
we going?’

‘I thought we’d give Condolini’s a try.’ It’s one of the most
exclusive and expensive restaurants in the county.

‘Condolini’s! Ha,’ she scoffs. ‘You’ll be lucky. I’ve heard it takes months
to get a reservation at that place. You’ll never get us in
tomorrow.’

A
thought occurs to me. K is only visiting today. She didn’t stay
over last night so I didn’t get breakfast in bed or my morning
blowjob. ‘Do you wanna bet?’

‘Bet what?’

‘Bet that I can get us a table tomorrow night?’

She
hesitates, suspicious. ‘What are the stakes?’

‘Oral sex. If I can get us a table, you give me a blowjob. If
I can’t, then I give you a good “muffing”.’

‘All right then, I’ll take that bet.’

‘Good, now take that dress off before you crease it. You look
fabulous in it, by the way.’

She
curtsies, ‘Thank you, kind sir.’

I put
the phone on speaker and dial the number from the contacts
list.

A female
voice answers, ‘Hello, Condolini’s restaurant. Can I help
you?’

‘Hi yes, I’d like to make a reservation for a table for two
for tomorrow night.’

‘I’m sorry sir, we’re fully booked for several weeks ahead. If
you like to call back then?’

I glance
at K and she has a “See, I told you” expression on her
face.

‘My name is Roger Gilchrist. I’m on the list that you keep
under your counter.’

‘One moment sir, I’ll check.’ There’s a pause and then she
comes back on the line. ‘Of course Mr. Gilchrist, we can arrange a
table for two, tomorrow night. About 8 o’clock, would that be all
right?’

‘That will be fine, Thank you very much. See you at 8 then.’
Click!

‘That was amazing,’ said K. ‘How did you manage
that?’

‘Less talking, more sucking,’ I say and sit on the
bed.

She
takes me in her mouth and as her head is bobbing up and down, I
explain. ‘Alberto Condolini is a member of The Society. He owns
that restaurant and several others. All his staff are subs and
either are or have been, property of Society members at some point.
He always keeps a table free for Society members.’

K stops
what she is doing and looks up at me. ‘You cheated!’

‘You should know me well enough by now to know that I would
never bet on anything unless I am sure I’m going to win. Now then,’
I point to my dick. ‘To the victor go the spoils.’ K dutifully puts
her head down and goes back to work.

After
she’s finished, I lay her on the bed and eat her pussy anyway.
Well, sometimes you have to be gracious in victory.
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It’s the
following night and I’m standing in the foyer, dressed in my best
Armani suit, waiting for K.

I’m
checking my watch as I’m expecting the taxi at any moment, when I
hear a discreet cough. I look up and once she has my attention, K
begins to descend the stairs. That makeup woman I got to tutor K on
how to do makeup and hair really did a good job of teaching her.
She not only has the ‘Classy’ face on, she has put her hair up and
with a side parting has brought a swathe of hair across her
forehead and back behind her ear. It exposes her neck wonderfully
and really shows off the choker.

When she
reaches the foot of the stairs I take her hand and kiss the back of
it. ‘You look gorgeous. I just want to ravish you here and now but
I won’t.’ I want to kiss her but I don’t want to smudge her
lipstick so I just kiss her on the neck.

‘You’ve got me all dolled up to give me to one of your friends
tonight, haven’t you? Is he important? Is that why you bought me
this expensive dress?’

‘And if I was, what would you say about it?’

‘Nothing, sir. I am yours to command.’ But I detect a hint of
steel in her voice.

I take
her hand. ‘Look K, I won’t be giving you away to anyone tonight, I
promise. No games. Tonight is part of your training. I’m not just
teaching you to be a good sub, I’m preparing you to be my
companion. When I get invited to Society dos, or company dos for
that matter, I want an attractive, classy woman on my arm. That’ll
be your job.

‘Some of the places I’ll go with the Society will be filled
with top people, the movers and shakers of the world and their
women. I need someone by my side who is at ease in that company and
not swayed by the opulence around them. That’s why I’ll be taking
you out more and more to places like Condolini’s and museums and
art galleries. Book launches and the like. That’s what tonight’s
all about. Honest.’

She
grips my hand and squeezes it. ‘Then thank you. I’m sorry if I
doubted you.’

I hear
the taxi pull up and we go out to meet it.
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We
arrive at the restaurant and are shown into the waiting area where
we are given a glass of champagne on the house. They give us menus
and K glances at hers then puts it down and says, ‘You order for me
please, Roger.’ She pauses. ‘In fact, I’d like you to always order
for me in future, whenever we eat out. I’ll eat whatever you
choose.’

‘Of course,’ I tell her. This surprises me,
her voluntarily ceding away control of a small part of her life
like that. I didn’t ask for it, I didn’t even suggest it, she just
offered it to me. Must be a ‘Thank you’ for the nice
dress. Quid Pro Quo
or in English, ‘You give a little, you get a
little.’

When the
pretty, blonde hostess comes to take our order I choose a beef dish
as I’m in the mood for red wine. She takes our order and then
looking round to make sure no one can overhear us says, ‘As you are
one of our “special guests”, Mr. Gilchrist, Mr. Condolini would
like you to know that should any of the waiting staff particularly
appeal to you, they will make themselves available to you or madam
for your pleasure, after the restaurant has closed. My name is
Madeline and I would be happy to oblige.’

K’s jaw
drops but I’ve been to this restaurant before and availed myself of
their ‘after hours service’ several times, so I’m not
shocked.

‘That’s very kind of you to offer, Madeline, but I’ve got my
hands full with that lady over there.’

Madeline
looks at K and gives her the smile of one sub to another. ‘Very
well, sir. I’ll call you when your table is ready.’

After
she’s gone with our order, K says, ‘You could go with her you know.
I wouldn’t be upset.’

‘Yes you would, don’t lie. Anyway, I’ve told you, tonight is
our night, K.’

‘Why didn’t we come by car tonight?’

‘Because they have an excellent wine cellar here and I’m going
to fully avail myself of it. I don’t intend to limit myself because
I’m driving.’

‘I see, I was wondering. Am I going to have to carry you out
of here, singing sea shanties at the top of your voice?’

‘That depends. Do you know any sea shanties? I don’t. You may
have to lead and I’ll just join in on the choruses.’

Soon
they call us to our table and we have splendid meal.

As we’re
sitting there at the end of our meal, I skipped desert but K is
just finishing hers off, a gent comes over to the table. I know him
well, he’s around 60, still good looking and trim, not lost his
waistline as most men of his age have. He stops at the table and I
stand up to greet him. ‘Squire Amos, good to see you. If I’d known
you were here I’d have come over to say hello.’

‘That’s all right, Roger. Only just spotted you myself, it’s
the layout of this place is the problem, all nooks and crannies. Is
this your latest?’ he asks discreetly. He knows I don’t have normal
relationships but on the other hand, I might be smooching a client,
so he asks carefully.

‘Yes, this is K. K this is Gerald Amos, another Society
member.’

‘Charming, absolutely charming, my dear,’ he takes her hand
and kisses the back like some old school gent, which is what he
is.

He talks
to me but he can’t take his eyes off K. ‘You know you must come and
have dinner at the Manor some time. It’s been a while. And bring
your delightful companion along. Do ya think she’d be up for
it?’

K realises from the way Gerald is talking directly at me that
he is talking about ‘private business’ so she doesn’t interrupt.
She understands that we are talking about
her and not to
her.

‘Well, she’s still in training but I think she’s experienced
enough for your needs. Same rules as before, no rough
stuff?’

‘Only for the wife. I’ll send you an email in the next couple
of weeks, invite you both over. Must go now, got to get the old
wifey home. I promised to give her to the chauffeur tonight.
Charming, just charming,’ he says, looking at K and kissing her
hand again.

After
he’s gone K asks me, ‘Did you bring me here tonight to meet him?’
The steel is back in her voice.

‘No. I told you that we’re here together. Meeting him was just
coincidence, I promise. I didn’t know he’d be here.’

‘Okay, I believe you. Did he really say, “Dinner at the Manor”
and then “I promised to give the wife to the chauffeur
tonight”?

‘Yes. “Dinner at the Manor” means he’d like to fuck
you.’

‘What?’

‘He owns a big Manor house in a little village outside town.
You know, the sort of place that the Squire of the village used to
live in. That’s why I called him “Squire Amos” it’s his nickname in
The Society. Anyway, he has a couple of subs working for him, one
is the chauffeur and one is the house maid. I don’t know if Gerald
still sleeps with his wife but he makes her submit to the
chauffeur.

‘Every so often he will invite someone over for “dinner”. What
that means is that he usually puts on a floor show that involves
the chauffeur whipping the wife and then fucking her in front of
us, all for our entertainment. Gerald doesn’t like doing the
whipping himself but he does like to see his wife get a beating.
Then he will offer the guest use of his housemaid for the night. In
return the guest is expected to offer their sub to Gerald for the
night. This is all purely sexual, there’s no bondage or punishment
involved. You are still a sub though and subject to his orders
while you’re with him.’

‘Do you want me to sleep with him?’

‘It is what I’m training you for. To sleep with whoever I
choose, whenever I order it. But this would be different, it would
be the first time that you would be away from me and I won’t be
able to watch over you. Of course Gerald is a long standing member
of The Society and has been thoroughly vetted and I’ve known him
for years. You’d be perfectly safe with him, you have my word on
that.’

‘Well, he is nice looking for an older man. It would be a new
experience for me, being seduced by the Squire of the
Manor.’

‘Well, we’re not even meant to be talking about that sort of
thing tonight. Put it out of your mind, it’ll be a few weeks before
he invites us anyway. So we can think about it and discuss it
another time. Have you finished desert? Would you like one of the
waitresses to take home with us?’

‘No, I’m fine thanks. But don’t let me stop you.’

‘After all that wine, no thanks. There’s be no nookie at Chez
Gilchrist tonight, I’m afraid. Sorry to disappoint you.’

‘That’s all right. I’m sure there’ll be plenty of other
times,’ she says with a smile.

‘Good. Waitress, two coffees please.’
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We
return home, both of us slightly the worse for wear after several
bottles of vintage wine, God, that woman can put it away. I switch
on the alarm and lead her up the stairs. When we get to the first
floor landing she touches my arm and when I look at her she says,
‘Thank you for tonight. I know I’m not the prettiest girl in the
world but tonight you made me feel like I was a beauty queen. I
felt like a princess and it meant a lot to me, Roger. Sorry, I mean
sir. I forgot for a moment we were home again and house rules
apply.’

‘That’s okay, tonight Roger is fine.’

K goes
to the Fun room and stands patiently outside the door, waiting for
me to unlock it. ‘What are you doing?’ I ask.

‘Well you said you didn’t want sex tonight, so I assumed I’d
be sleeping in there as you didn’t need me.’

‘That would ruin a perfect evening. Come upstairs and we’ll
both sleep in my bed.’

‘In that case I’d better take my makeup off first. Don’t want
to get it all over your pillows. And I need to hang this dress up,
it’s too lovely to get it creased any more. You go ahead and I’ll
be up in a few minutes.’

‘Okay, turn the lights off when you come up.’ I go upstairs to
my room, get undressed and into bed. I lie on my side facing the
mirror. I figure that after a night like this she will want to chat
about it and I just want to go to sleep, so when she comes in some
time later I pretend to be asleep.

When she
enters the room she asks, ‘Are you awake, Roger?’

When I
don’t reply she climbs gently into bed, so as not to disturb me and
turns her bedside lamp out.

It’s
quiet for a moment and then I hear her say softly but clearly, ‘I
love you, Roger Gilchrist.’









 





DINNER AT THE MANOR

 


 


Several
weeks after we dined out at Condolini’s, the expected email finally
arrives from the Squire. K is not at my place, it’s one of the days
she doesn’t attend and is at the dance classes I ordered her to
take. I can’t wait to see her do a sexy dance and a strip for me.
I’m also looking forward to that office party I offered her to Pete
for, for him and his workers. Stripping for them, letting her get
drunk and then having to take them all on, one after the other or
two or three at a time. Even if I’m not there, Pete will make sure
it is all recorded for me to watch later in glorious 4K colour.
Makes me hard just thinking about it.

I
forward K the email, with a return receipt on it so I will know
when she has read it and can’t pretend she didn’t see it. In the
text area I just put a large ‘?’ in 48 point font. I wait for her
reply. I think I might allow her to say no to it. I could order her
to do it as her Dom, but I want her to do this first time on her
own, voluntarily. (We’ll overlook the telecoms guy. That doesn’t
count as she thought she was doing it for my entertainment. I
forgave her and we’ve moved on since then.)

I know
that K perhaps feels that she doesn’t deserve to enjoy having sex
with other men but I want her to enjoy it, Goddamn it! And she
can’t really do that if she feels shame and humiliation about it.
To some subs that IS the reward but I want her to feel physical
pleasure as well and actually look forward to those
encounters.

After
about half an hour I get the notification to say she has opened the
email and read it. After another couple of hours I get a
reply:

{Do I
HAVE to do it?}


{K}

{Always
obedient.}

 


I
reply:

{Not
this time, no. I’ll make our excuses.}


{R}

{Always
demanding.}

 


Back
comes the almost immediate reply:

{WAIT.
Don’t cancel yet. Let me think about it. I just wanted assurance
you weren’t going to force me into it.}


{K}

{Always
obedient.}

 


{Okey
dokey. Waiting to hear from you.}


{R}

{Always
demanding.}

 


An hour
or so later, I get another email from her:

{I’m
willing to do it but I’m still a bit nervous about being on my own
with him. How about if you carry the beeper from my collar and I
carry the remote, and if I get scared I’ll beep you, then you can
come and rescue me?}


{K}

{Always
Obedient.}

 



Gleefully I email back:


{Excellent suggestion. Smart girl. I’ll go ahead and accept
the invitation.}

{P. S. I’ll always
come and rescue you.}


{R}

{Always
demanding.}

 


Later
that evening I receive another email from her:

{Forgive
my impudence but may I propose something, sir? Even though I will
sleep with Squire Amos with your blessing, I will still feel that
I’m being unfaithful to you in a way, as I will be actively
participating and not just being used as a piece of fuckmeat to be
whipped and screwed, as I have been in the past.}

{As I
presume you won’t be punishing me much before the dinner to keep me
fresh and unmarked as it were, I’d like to suggest that when we
return from the Manor, you punish me harshly for having had another
man’s cock inside me.}


{Furthermore, may I suggest that this happens EVERY TIME I
return from an encounter with another man? Even if I did it on your
instructions, I will still be the ‘dirty little whore’ that let
another man use her and therefore should be punished for
it.}


{K}

{Always
obedient.}

 


Well,
this is an interesting development. I never refuse when a sub asks
for more, harsher punishment unless I think it will damage them. I
do see a familiar pattern emerging however, first subs accept the
rules and the punishments that go with them if they are broken.
Once they become accustomed to those, they then start creating
rules or inventing transgressions so that they feel more involved
in the process and by inviting more punishment, appear more
interesting to the Dom.

K is now
creating a persona of the ‘dirty little whore’ who will sleep with
anyone she is told to, but at the same time seek redemption by
asking to be punished harshly after each encounter. She obviously
didn’t think this all up today, so she must have been thinking
about it since the night at the restaurant. Maybe she will turn out
to be the pain slave I am searching for after all. Let’s hope
so.

I
imagine K is waiting anxiously by her computer so I send a
reply:

{Agreed.
Proposal accepted.}


{R}

{Always
demanding.}

 



~~~

 


The
night of the dinner, K has spent the day at my house getting ready.
When it is time to go I check her over. She’s wearing the same
little, black dress she wore on our first night together. She says
as she wore it on her first night WITH me it feels symbolic to wear
it on her first night WITHOUT me. She has classy makeup on with
scarlet lips and fingernails. No underwear except stocking and
suspenders. Since we’re going somewhere where she will openly be a
sub, she also wears her Dogface collar. As it is a ‘posh’ night I’m
wearing a bow tie and a dinner jacket.

I
explain the rules of the evening. When we get there, have
pre-dinner drinks and then the meal, she will behave as if she is
my girlfriend, i.e. talk freely and not wait to be spoken to. Help
herself to food and not wait to be fed, don’t have to ask to go to
the toilet and so on. She will call him Squire and his wife is
called Cynthia.

However, once the ‘Entertainment’
starts, then she is to revert to sub mode, meaning she will
unquestioningly obey any commands given to her by me or Squire
Amos. When she is taken to bed she will actively participate and
not wait to be told to suck him or whatever. She will however obey
ANY instruction he gives her for the night.

Next
morning he will bring her down to breakfast and we will all behave
as if nothing happened. His wife is just his wife and the maid is
just the maid. After breakfast we will leave, they don’t want their
dinner guests to hang around next day.

I take
the posh Mercedes as we’re going to the Manor and K is impressed by
the place when we pull up outside. It is splendid, dates back to
Tudor times. A uniformed chauffeur comes out and welcomes us,
offering to take our bags. I open the boot and let him get on with
it.

When we
walk up to the main door it opens before we knock and Squire Amos
comes out to greet us. He takes us inside and his wife and the maid
are waiting for us.

He
shakes hands with us both and introduces his wife. She’s about 55
and still attractive. Perhaps putting on a little bit of weight but
that’s only natural. I’ve seen her stripped and she still deserves
a second look. K shakes her hand and calls her ma’am.

‘Oh don’t call me ma’am,’ she replies. ‘I’m just a sub like
you.’ She pulls down the neck of her dress to display a studded
collar. ‘Just call me Cynthia.’

Next the
Squire shows us the maid. She’s about late 20’s I’d say and she’s
dressed in a French Maid style outfit, very low cut and very short
skirt. Good figure, nice bust. ‘This is Ruby. She’ll be waiting on
us this evening, then she’s yours to play with for the rest of the
night. Take their coats Ruby, there’s good girl. And if you’re very
nice to Roger, he may spank you later.’ There’s no pretence here,
everything is out in the open. All three women know their place.
They are just subs, and are there purely for the pleasure of the
dominant males in the house.

The
Squire takes K by the arm making it obvious that she is going to be
his for the night and leads her off into the drawing room. Cynthia
takes my arm and we follow them.

The
Squire looks at K’s dog tag and asks, ‘Why on earth would someone
call a pretty thing like you, Dogface. Roger I must protest, you
insult this charming damsel.’

‘Oh it wasn’t him that gave me the name, Squire,’ says K and
you can see that the Squire is visibly pleased at the use of his
nickname. Although it’s only a nickname he is inordinately proud of
it, and preens when someone uses it.

‘A man called me it in my past and sir continued using it to
remind me of my low past, and how he is improving me as a person by
training me to be a better sub. I hope one day to be worthy of sir
giving me a better name. But I have to make him proud
first.’

‘Ah what it is to have a Dom that cares about you enough to
punish you to make you better,’ said Cynthia. ‘My Squire cares
about me but doesn’t like to beat me himself, he says it’s too
undignified for a Squire, so he employs subs and has them do it for
him. Does Roger beat you hard?’

I don’t
know if it is talking to another sub that brings something out in
her, but K replies, ‘Yes he does. Although sometimes I wish he
would be stricter, sometimes he doesn’t go far enough,’ K looks
directly at me. ‘Sometimes I wish he’d make me cry more
often.’

‘That’s enough of that talk,’ interrupts the Squire. ‘There’ll
be none of that tonight, at least not for you, my girl. The wife
maybe, later, but for now let’s go through to the dining hall,
dinner should be ready by now.’

We
follow him into the dining hall and seat ourselves at the long
dining table, although we are only sitting at one end. He naturally
sits at the head of the table and as the other man, I sit on his
right hand side. K sits opposite me so he can ogle her during the
meal and Cynthia sits to my right.

Anyway, the meal progresses normally, four courses and lots
of wine. K is doing a splendid job of buttering the Squire up and
flattering him. She even tries to seduce him, the way she eats her
asparagus tips and lets the butter run down her chin. Dropping
cream from her strawberries onto her tits and inviting him to wipe
it off with a napkin. She’s thrown herself into the part of
femme fatale and seems
to be determined to enjoy the inevitable. And there’s
just a little touch of
trying to make me jealous, I see. That doesn’t work
though.

While
they’ve got their heads together, whispering and laughing, Cynthia
tugs on my sleeve and says, ‘She seems to have set her cap on
bedding my husband.’

‘Don’t worry, I put her up to it. And I think that as she’s
got to do it anyway, she might as well play a little. I usually
offer her for sex to people when she’s tied up and can’t resist. I
think she’s enjoying the pretence that she’s seducing your husband.
Harmless fun. Nothing to worry about.’

‘That’s good.’ She looks at the maid as she clears away the
plates and brings coffee. ‘She’s a pretty little thing isn’t she? I
think you’ll enjoy her, my husband seems to.’

‘Do you two still fuck?’

‘Oh yes, quite often. I wouldn’t put up with it if he just
screwed the maid. But I have masochistic needs that the Squire
doesn’t want to have to deal with, so he employs people like the
chauffeur and he gives me to them, so they can abuse me. Sometimes
the chauffeur and the gardener take me down to the summer house and
after a good beating they fuck me rigid. I love it. I’m getting
quite moist just talking about it. You should join us some time. I
can’t wait for the Squire to call for the entertainment to start.
You will stay and watch won’t you Roger? I don’t want you sloping
off with the maid.’

‘Wouldn’t miss it for the world. Love seeing you fucked
Cynthia.’

Ruby
clears away the last of the plates and the Squire asks her to bring
brandy for the men. K looks puzzled but the Squire tells her, ‘So
sorry my dear but you’ll be using your mouth soon on my sensitive
bits and brandy stings. Cynthia my love, why don’t you go and find
Carl and get ready?’

As she
leaves, the Squire says to me, ‘Roger, give me a hand moving these
chairs would you?’ and I help him place four chairs in the centre
of the hall, facing the staircase. It’s one of those where the
stairs go up a way and then split into two, rising in opposite
directions.

‘Roger, would you please take the end seat. I’ll sit at this
end, Ruby can sit next to you and this delightful creature can sit
next to me. Ruby lose the dress.’

She does
so and is down to her bra and pants over her stockings. I motion to
K to do the same and yet when she strips, she only has her
stockings left on. ‘Ruby, be a good girl and do the same would
you?’ She takes off her bra and panties and sits next to me. With a
quick glance at me K sits next to the Squire.

‘What now Squire?’ asks K.

‘Patience my dear, patience.’

‘But you make me not want to wait.’

‘Charming just charming,’ he says as he fondles her
breasts.

We wait
a few moments, sipping our brandy while the girls allow themselves
to be groped. K glances over from time to time but says
nothing.

Soon the
Squire says, ‘Ah, here we go. Action.’

A tall,
muscular blonde guy, stripped to the waist makes his way down the
stairs leading Cynthia on a leash attached to the collar she showed
us earlier, the only piece of clothing she is now wearing. In his
other hand he has a whip about four feet long.

He gets
to the bottom of the stairs and bows to us and then forces Cynthia
to do the same. I notice there are handcuffs already attached to
the bannisters either side of the stairs and he clips Cynthia into
them.

‘Permission to begin, sir?’

‘You may begin,’ says the Squire.

The man
nods and begins lashing Cynthia with the whip. Back and forth
across her belly and tits until she is crying and begging him to
stop. Ruby has undone my fly and is gently rubbing my cock. I see
that the Squire has his hand in K’s crotch and is rubbing her
pussy.

Next,
Carl uncuffs Cynthia and forces her to her knees. He unzips himself
and I must admit it is a pretty fair sized cock. Cynthia will love
that inside her.

He
shoves it into her mouth and grabbing her hair starts pumping away
in her throat.

‘Lovely, just lovely,’ the Squire says as he takes hold of K’s
collar, brings her around to the front of him and pulls her down to
her knees. She unzips his cock and looking at me as she puts it in
her mouth, proceeds to gobble him. The little minx.

Carl
meanwhile has cuffed Cynthia to the bannister again but facing away
from us this time. He begins lathering her again with the whip.
She’s crying and moaning and begging to be released but I happen to
know she has a safe word and isn’t using it, so she obviously wants
it to continue.

I’m
enjoying this so I ask Ruby to get on her knees before me and suck
away.

Carl
must be getting tired as he uncuffs Cynthia again, puts her on all
fours and takes her from behind.

What a
scene this would make if I was filming it. Two guys, both with
women on their knees before them giving service to the Dominant
males, while a third female is being whipped and roughly fucked
while we watch. What a great life I’ve got!

Well,
all good things must come to an end. I come and Ruby cleans me up.
I look across and watch K and the Squire. Before long he puts his
hand on the back of her head, holding her in place, so I assume he
is going to shoot his load into her mouth any moment. She doesn’t
struggle and accepts his cum. Then looking at me, she licks his
cock clean of cum. We watch the floor show for a while as we get
our breath back and within minutes even Cynthia comes to a
shuddering climax.

‘Well done my dear, an exquisite blowjob,’ the Squire
compliments K. ‘And you too as well,’ he says to Carl and Cynthia.
‘That was such an arousing performance that you can have Cynthia
until the morning as I promised but I must have her back for
breakfast. I trust you’ve got some devilment planned for her down
in the servant’s quarters?’

‘Yes sir,’ replied Carl. ‘I persuaded the gardener to stay
behind and we’ll make your wife wait on us first, serve us dinner,
and then we’ll fuck her all night.’

‘Excellent, excellent. Well on your way then.’ And with that
Carl takes Cynthia by the leash and leaves by a side
door.

‘Now then, that was just a starter. Let’s get on to the main
course. Pick up your dress and follow me, my dear. Roger, help
yourself to Ruby for the night but she needs to get up at 6 o’clock
and prepare breakfast for us. Okay? Night all.’ He takes K by the
hand and leads her up the stairs. She looks at me before she
reaches the top and I take the beeper out of my pocket and wave it
so she can see I still have it to hand.

 



~~~

 


When I
wake up next morning, Ruby has gone. I get up clean my teeth, etc.
get dressed and go downstairs. I’ll shower when I get home, the
plumbing’s a bit antiquated at the Manor.

Cynthia
and K are sitting there quite normally eating breakfast while the
Squire reads the morning papers. All acting as if nothing happened
last night.

I eat
some breakfast and tell the Squire we must be going. We gather our
things and make our exit. ‘We must do this again soon,’ says the
Squire. ‘I’ll email you and we’ll set up another night, if you
fancy it.’

On the
drive home K is quiet. ‘Well, did you enjoy it?’ I ask
her.

‘Once I got over my guilt trip yes, I did. For an older guy
he’s quite good in bed. Still got plenty of stamina. Kept me up
half the night. How was Ruby?’

I know
she’s waiting to hear me say it, so I do. ‘She’s not as good as
you.’

‘Did you miss me then?’

‘A bit. Did the Squire make you do anal?’

‘Yes. That’s all right wasn’t it? You said I should do
anything he wanted.’

‘Yes, that’s fine. I was just curious.’

‘Were you jealous at all when you saw me go down on the
Squire?’

‘No, not at all,’ I lie. ‘But I’m still going to give you a
damned good whipping when I get you home.’

She
doesn’t reply so I glance across at her and she’s
smiling.









 





COUPLES VISIT

 


 


I phone
my old friends Bob and Alice and invite them to come round and play
with my new sub. I’ve known them for years, they’re good friends,
they’re about my age and I met them through The Society. Even
though they are members they’re not really into bondage and the
whippings, what they are into though is the domination and sexual
submission side of things.

Some
people would consider them both as Sexaholics although I don’t
believe such a thing exists. We’re programmed to want sex
regularly, it’s not an illness. Being in The Society allows them
free reign to lots of people who want to have sex, Doms and subs
and they make the most of it. Bob will fuck any female with a pulse
and although Alice loves cock, she swings both ways and isn’t
averse to a bit of Sapphic love.

They are
fully on board with coming round here and ‘test driving my subs’ as
they call it, it’s a regular thing for them. And they aren’t a bit
uncomfortable with using them and wearing them out. (Sometimes at
my request, as it’s all a setup I get them to complain about the
subs disappointing performance and insist they are punished while
they watch.) They’re not into the whipping themselves but have no
objection to watching someone else do it. They are Society members
after all, so they also don’t bat an eyelid when I make the sub do
humiliating and embarrassing things. They understand the need for
it in training a sub.

Because
I know them so well, I sometimes let them borrow my subs for the
odd weekend.

I get
Bob on the phone and invite him and Alice over. ‘She can wait on us
and then when we’ve had a few drinks you can both play with her.
I’ll film it if you don’t mind and I’ll take a few snapshots as
well.

‘I’d like to give her a proper workout, see how much she can
take. So instead of just double-teaming her, you can do a bit of
that at the start if you like but after that I’d like to see you
play with her, one at a time, then after one has finished the other
one takes over straight away, not giving her chance to rest. If you
two need a rest at some point I can always step in and keep her
warm for you.

‘I particularly want to see her lick Alice out. Afterwards
Alice can maybe give her some strap on fun while we watch. And
after all that you can take her to bed with you in the guest room
for the night, if you like.’

‘That sounds good,’ Bob replies. ‘I know Alice will enjoy it.
I’ll tell her what you want us to do. See you Friday
then.’

I beep K
and she comes quickly to my study. Today she is wearing a boob
tube, mini skirt and sandals, no underwear. I love the way I could
just ease the top down and her breasts would be exposed.

I point
to the front of my desk and she stands at Attention there, staring
over my head. I don’t have to order it as that is the starting pose
when she attends on me.

‘Good news, K. A couple of friends of mine are going to come
round and fuck you on Friday.’

She goes
to answer but remembers the no talking rule.

‘Yes, my old friends Bob and Alice will stop over Friday night
and while they are here you will wait on us and I’ve told them they
can have free access to use you.’

K raises
her hand. ‘You may speak,’ I tell her.

‘I thought you said two friends were going to fuck
me?’

‘That’s right. Bob likes to fuck any woman he comes across …
or come across any woman he fucks, if you prefer. Alice loves cock
but she also like to “Sip from the furry cup”.’

K looks
puzzled. ‘What does that mean?’

‘She likes to eat pussy.’

You can
see the wheels grind in K’s head. ‘Oh, I get it,’ she says with a
smile.

‘So she’ll no doubt be eating you out and will expect the same
in return.’

K
grimaces but doesn’t argue.

‘Sorry, K. I like to watch two women going at it so you’d
better get used to it. Some of the people I loan you to will be
women. You’ll need to know certain things if you’re going to wait
on us. Follow me.’

I take
her into the kitchen and from a cupboard I produce a velour sofa
cover. I take her into the lounge and show her how it fits on the
sofa. ‘When I am expecting the sofa to possibly get a bit messy at
a party, I throw this over it. Afterwards you just simply pick it
up and put it in the washing machine. Tumble dry it and you don’t
even have to iron it. May as well leave it on ‘til
Friday.

‘I’ll order a large Chinese takeaway and we’ll eat in the
dining room. Everyone can just help themselves to food, which you
will have set out on the table for them in serving dishes. You will
be on hand to serve the wine. You will not be drinking that night
of course.

‘Eating Chinese food out of a dog bowl can get really messy if
you’re eating Chow Mein or whatever, so I’ll order lots of dry
foods without sauces like spring rolls and Egg Foo Yung for you to
eat.

‘Then we’ll go through to the lounge and carry on drinking.
Vodka and Tonic for them, Vodka and orange for me. Makes it easy to
remember doesn’t it? Keep the Vodka in the freezer and the mixers
in the fridge.’

I take
her into the kitchen and pick up one of the stools from the island.
I take it in the lounge and place it in the corner of the room
where it can be seen by everyone seated.

‘They usually sit at either end of the sofa so they can have a
side table to put their drinks on. The middle seat will be used by
you later, I imagine, as they play with you. You will sit here on
the stool and keep an eye on everyone for drinks and nibbles. When
they’re getting low, don’t wait to be asked, get a refill in a
fresh glass and then put it on their side table. If they have
finished, take away the old glass and rinse it out. Then return to
your stool.

‘You will sit on the stool unless you’re working. You don’t
have to Sit at Attention all night, just sit up straight. Just sit
quietly with your hands folded in your lap but don’t fidget and
don’t appear to be watching them or listening to the conversation.
Pretend you’re on a park bench and the people next to you are
having a conversation.

‘As the night goes on they will get more touchy-feely with you
and start groping you, that’s fine, let them. If they pull you down
onto them or the sofa and feel you up, let them. If they ask you to
carry out a sex act on them, do it.

‘But one word of caution. If Bob is groping you and you
think, Alice might like it if I kiss her
tits, don’t! If Alice has her hands on you
and you think, Bob might like me to stroke
his balls, don’t! They’re Society members
and are fully aware of the rules about the sub only doing what they
are commanded to do, remember, you do not initiate sexual activity.
Clear.’

‘All sounds very complicated,’ says poor K.

‘What’s complicated about it? Serve drinks, get fucked, even
you can manage that. And you’d better,’ I warn her. ‘I ask my
visitors to mark my subs on their performance on a scale of 1 to
10. If you get less than 7 you will spend a day in the cage, no
food or water. If you get less than 5 you will get a hard
whipping and then locked in the cage for a day with no food or
water.’

‘I’ll do my best, sir.’

 



~~~

 


I have K
standing, waiting in the foyer to greet our guests. I had her dress
in stockings and suspenders, no knickers and a pair of stilettos.
Covering her pussy she is wearing a small, white apron. She is
topless and when she made herself up with a Classy look, she also
painted her nipples scarlet, to match her lips. She is wearing her
Dogface collar but none of the usual cuffs. I don’t expect have to
restrain her tonight. I also told her to wear a pony tail as she’ll
be eating out of her dog bowl tonight.

When Bob
and Alice arrive I let them in. She stands there quietly as I take
their coats, we are all deliberately ignoring her. When we’ve
finished our greetings, I introduce them to K who is standing at
Ease. I turn to K and say, ‘Don’t you have something you wish to
say to our guests?’ I’ve given K another of my little speeches to
recite to introduce herself, purely designed to embarrass
her.

‘Yes, sir.’ She comes forward and drops to the Kneel Up
position before them, staring straight ahead. ‘Good evening, sir,
madam. I am called Dogface and will wait on you tonight. Sir has
graciously permitted me to be your sex toy tonight, so feel free to
use me in any way you wish. If I have not fully satisfied you by
the end of the evening, sir has generously allowed me to accompany
you to bed tonight, to make up for it, where you can use me for as
long as you wish. I hope I can please you both.

‘If I fail to please you in anyway, please tell sir and I will
be punished harshly for my failings. Which of course, sir invites
you to watch.’

I pull
her to her feet by her collar.

‘Why are you called Dogface?’ asks Alice.

‘Because somebody called me that once as he thought I looked
like one, and sir thought it was appropriate that I carry on being
called that.’

‘Well,’ said Bob, gently squeezing her boob, ‘we shall have to
see if you fuck like one.’

K bowed
and said, ‘If it pleases you, sir.’

‘Dogface. Show our guests into the lounge and then go and get
the drinks. I’ve told her what your regular tipple is.’

K serves
us all and we chat for a while as K sets out the food in the dining
room. When it’s ready we go through to the dining room, sit
ourselves down, I’m sitting at the head of the table with Bob and
Alice either side of me. We help ourselves to food while K fills
our wine glasses and then stands quietly in the corner. Ever
attentive, she comes forward and replenishes our glasses when
necessary. Bob drops his fork and K is there in an instant with a
new one.

‘What will Dogface be eating?’ asks Alice.

‘Oh, I figure she only deserves our leftovers. No sense in
wasting good food or spending good money on her,’ I reply. Tonight
is not about punishing her but using her sexually and humiliating
her when possible. All part of the conditioning.

We
finish eating, so I send K to bring her dog bowls. I gather up the
plates and the leftover Chinese food and scrape our leavings into
her food bowl. I also pour some red wine into the other
bowl.

I move
my chair out of the way and position K standing at the head of the
table. I know I promised her dry food to eat but it just didn’t
work out that way.

‘Eat,’ I tell her. ‘No hands.’

She puts
her hands behind her back, bends forward and starts eating. Bob and
Alice watch with interest but are neither shocked nor outraged.
When K is half way through the bowl I tell her to drink some wine.
She does, lapping it up like a dog and her face is red with effort
and shame. Finally her humiliation comes to an end as she empties
her bowl and laps up the last of the wine. I make sure she licks
both bowls clean as well. I pull her upright by her ponytail and
her face is covered in grease, with rice sticking all over it. I
grab the wine bottle and pour some straight into her mouth which
overflows and runs down her cheeks. The wine drips down off her
face and onto her tits. She looks so disgusting and dishevelled and
unhappy that I just want to fuck her there and then, but that would
be greedy as I promised her to our guests.

‘Clean yourself up and then get this lot cleaned away. Just
leave it in the kitchen and you can load the dishwasher later.’ K
does as ordered.

I lead
our guests back into the lounge, stopping in the kitchen to get
fresh Vodkas on the way.

By the
time K returns we have nearly finished our drinks and K gets us all
a refill. She has redone her makeup and repainted her nipples. When
she hands Bob his drink he starts to fondle her bum and run his
fingers around to her pussy. K behaves herself and just stands
there politely waiting for him to finish.

‘You’ve been a busy little girl,’ says Alice. ‘Why don’t you
sit down here and have rest for a minute?’ When K sits down, Alice
moves K’s knees apart and lifts up the apron and examines her
pussy. Then she kisses K on the lips, long deep kisses.

Bob
turns to K and rubs her belly. ‘Careful Bob,’ warns Alice. ‘You
don’t want to get lipstick all over your hands. Best lick it off
first.’ They both lean forward and take K’s tits in their mouths.
She leans back to accommodate them.

Alice
slides her hand under the apron and begins rubbing K’s pussy, while
Bob undoes his fly and takes his cock out. He puts K’s hand around
it and she begins rubbing it up and down.

Then he
leans back and brings K’s head down and puts his cock in her mouth.
While this is going on, Alice is kissing her way up K’s back and
pushing her fingers rhythmically into K’s pussy.

Bob
gently pushes K away and as she sits up she sneaks a quick glance
at me but I just give her a friendly wave and a smile. I get up and
dim the main lights slightly and turn up the spots that are
focussed on the sofa. I want to make sure I get all this on
camera.

Alice
drops to her knees in front of K and removes the apron. Spreading
K’s legs, she goes down on her. Bob stands up and takes his
trousers off, then kneels on the sofa and pulls K’s head onto his
cock again.

After a
while K starts to wriggle and it looks as if she is on the way to
her orgasm. Alice stops what she is doing and swaps places with K
so she has to eat Alice’s pussy. As K is kneeling on the floor,
Alice encourages Bob to fuck K from behind, which he
does.

I
casually wander over and take some close ups of the action. Bob and
Alice don’t mind, it’s the price for being allowed access to my
subs, which they are more than happy to pay. Like it or not, K just
has to accept it.

Alice is getting quite worked up now, she’s been rubbing
herself while licking K, and she’s encouraging Bob to fuck K
harder. ‘Fuck her Bob, fuck her hard. Make
her squirt. Do her Bob, do her.’
Unfortunately, (or fortunately depending on your point of view) all
this dirty talk forces Alice over the edge and she is the one that
has the orgasm. Bob pulls out and leaves his wife to enjoy the
moment with K. K keeps going until Alice comes down from her high.
She gently pushes K’s head away from her pussy and then kisses her
long and hard on the mouth. ‘Well done, girlie. Took me by surprise
you did. You’re good at this, but then no one can eat a pussy like
another woman.’

‘Thank you ma’am, kind of you to say so, I’m glad I pleased
you,’ and to everyone’s surprise, she takes Alice’s hand and kisses
it, like she’s the queen. And there’s not a trace of irony or
sarcasm in her voice.

Alice
strokes K’s face and kisses her on the lips again. ‘Perhaps you
should see to my husband now. He needs to shoot his load otherwise
he gets blue balls and then he’s unbearable.’

K nods
and still kneeling moves over to Bob and sucks him until he comes.
Without question or argument she swallows it down and drains him
dry. Then she gets to her feet and goes back to sitting on the
stool as if nothing happened but I notice she doesn’t meet anyone’s
eye.

I was
going to get her to blow me next but I’m so puzzled by what just
happened between K and Alice that I’ve lost my erection.

I signal
K to replenish the drinks while everyone covers themselves up. When
she’s in the kitchen Alice takes Bob’s hand and asks for a favour.
‘I know the usual routine is we fool around down here while you
film us and then we get to take your sub to bed. You said we could
have Dog- … her, to take to bed tonight, so Bob can screw her all
night if he wants, but would either of you mind if I took her to
our room, and had some alone time with her first? And privately, no
cameras.’

I look
at Bob and he says, ‘Sure fine, as long as I get to have her later.
Just don’t wear her out.’ Bob’s easy going and quite happy with his
wife being bisexual, so it doesn’t faze him when she goes after
women.

I say,
‘Okay by me, just let me tell her. I want to see her reaction.’ I
go into the kitchen closing the lounge door behind me so Bob and
Alice can’t hear the conversation. ‘It seems you have a fan. Alice
has asked if she can take you away privately for a while, no
cameras even. I don’t know what she has in mind but honestly I can
assure you, you’re in no danger from her. She’s not some kind of
looney.’

‘Okay, I’ll go with her,’ K says with no
hesitation.

‘Are you sure?’

‘If she wants me, I’ll go with her. It’s what you want isn’t
it? Have me trained to serve women as well as men?

‘Yes but I do have a duty of care for you and despite all the
games we play, I don’t want to see you get hurt.’

‘You said she’s not dangerous.’

‘I’m talking mentally, emotionally.’

‘I’ll be fine. Please, just let me go with her. It’s …
something I want to do.’

I look
at her for a moment, puzzled. I have an idea what’s going on but I
don’t want to challenge her with it in case I frighten her off. If
she doesn’t realise it already I want to let her find out for
herself, in her own time. So I say, ‘Go ahead, you have my blessing
and I won’t turn on any cameras, you have my word.’

‘That’s good enough for me.’ She goes to the fridge and takes
out a bottle of wine and picks up two glasses from the drying rack.
‘But I think I’m going to need a drink for this.’

Because I respect her as a person and don’t
really think she’s a
piece of shit, sub-human, piece of garbage (I only treat her that
way because we both enjoy playing that game) I say nothing, just
pick up Bob’s and mine drinks and follow her into the
lounge.

She
stands in front of Alice and says brazenly, ‘Sir tells me that
you’d like to take me away and deal with me privately. I’m more
than happy for you to do that. I’ve brought some wine to make
things go smoother.’

Alice
smiles and standing up, takes K’s hand and leads her out of the
room.

 



~~~

 


I wake
up in the night as someone climbs into my bed. It’s K, I recognise
her smell, even though it’s masked by sweat, perfume, spunk, stale
wine, Chinese food, I know it’s her. She doesn’t try to wake me,
she just climbs into bed and lays beside me. I just wait to see
what she’s going to do or say when I hear her softly
crying.

I sit
up, startling her, and turn on the light. ‘K! What is it? What’s
wrong? Has somebody hurt you?’

‘No it’s nothing like that. I just needed to cry a little, I’m
afraid my emotions were getting the better of me and I needed
somewhere safe I could come and let it all out, so I came here. I’m
sorry I disturbed you. I’ll go.’ She makes to leave the bed but I
stop her.

I grab
her by the shoulders, concerned for her welfare. ‘Tell me what
happened. Do I need to go and punch somebody? What did Bob do to
you, or was it Alice?’

‘It’s okay. We promised Bob sex so when he took me to bed I
blew him, he had me again while Alice watched and then he went to
sleep perfectly happy. I’ll be back in their bed before dawn and
they’ll never know I was gone.’

‘So what’s going on then?’

‘I don’t know. Something happened tonight with Alice I don’t
think has ever happened to me before, at least I don’t remember
it.’

I try
and lighten the mood by making a joke. ‘So you’ve turned into a
lesbian then. Damn, that’s another one lost to us.’

She
punches me in the side as she knows I’m making fun of
her.

‘No, it’s nothing like that. It’s just that when Alice and I
were on the sofa and then when she took me away, we had sex sure,
but nothing like I’d ever experienced before with a woman. She was
so gentle with
me. I felt emotions that I hadn’t felt for a long time, if ever and
I don’t really know how to process it. I’m confused. I don’t know
how to explain it. She didn’t just use me for sex,
she made love to me.’

‘Do you mind if I take stab at explaining it?’ I venture. ‘A
large part of being a Dom and managing your sub is the
psychological aspect so you become adept at seeing things in people
which often they’re not aware of themselves. I saw something
tonight and let me take a guess at what it is. I may be wrong but
this is my take on it.

‘You say that when you were being abused when you were younger
some of the people who did it were women. You were forced to have
sex with them. I presume when you came to this town you never went
with a woman again, otherwise you’d have mentioned it. The next
woman you meet that has sex with you was Mrs. Scott who once again,
terrifies you and abuses you.

‘And yet tonight a woman who you had sex with was gentle with
you, treated you with kindness, and that’s why you responded by
kissing her hand. You were touched. I don’t know what went on
between you and Alice later this evening but I guess it was fun and
dare I say … loving? And you’ve never had that in your life before
from a woman. That’s why you went willingly with her, because you
wanted to experience more of this new sensation.

‘For the first time in a long time, if at all, you had an
older mother figure show you love. And that’s why you’re crying now
because you’ve just realised what you missed all these years and
those emotions have come to the surface.’

K starts
sniffling again. ‘You really are clever, aren’t you? Because I
think you’re right, you know. When I drifted away from my family, I
lost my dad and my mum. I found my daddy type in you, don’t take
that the wrong way. And tonight I found a mummy type again. What
should I do, do you think there’ll be others? Should I tell
Alice?’

‘To be honest, I think she has developed quite a crush on you,
I’ve never seen her ask to be alone with anyone before. Why don’t I
ask them to stay over today? I’m sure Alice won’t object and we can
tell Bob that as he didn’t get a fair crack at you tonight, you
will be at his and Alice’s disposal all day. You’ll have to shag
him but when you’re alone with her, you can tell her the
truth.’

‘I don’t know if I can.’

‘If you don’t I will.’

‘No, let me do it, sir.’

‘I’m not going to lose you am I?’ I ask her. ‘You know you’re
free to leave at any time and I won’t stop you, but I want you to
stay.’

She
throws herself at me and squeezes me so tightly that I have trouble
breathing. ‘You’ll never lose me,’ she insists. ‘You saved me from
the black, lonely hole I was in and saw no way out. But you rescued
me, I owe you my life. I will never leave you. Please don’t ever
send me away.’

‘Never.’

We cling
to each other tightly and eventually fall asleep. When I wake up in
the morning she has gone. I check the video feed from the guest
room and she is in bed with Bob and Alice, the three of them
cuddled up together, sleeping.

 



~~~

 


A few
weeks later the phone goes as K and I are watching TV. She’s
sitting on the floor resting her head on my leg, just dressed in
her collar and cuffs. ‘Hello?’

‘Roger? Hi it’s Alice, I hope I’m not disturbing
you.’

‘Nope, just watching some telly. What can I do for
you?’

‘Bob’s away on a golf tournament on Friday. It lasts the whole
weekend and I get so bored when he’s away, you know. I was
wondering if perhaps, maybe, K was free on Friday, if she’s not
busy … or … or maybe for the whole weekend, if you can spare her.
Don’t want to impose or anything, just thought I’d ask.’ She sounds
nervous.

‘Erm … Friday you say? I think I’ve rented her out to a Rugby
team this weekend. I’m pimping her out online these days and I’m
getting some pretty good offers from Saudi Arabia for her, I can
tell you. Just let me check her schedule. Only take a
minute.’

I put
the phone on mute and look down at K who is staring at me open
mouthed in amazement. ‘It’s Alice, I’m just messing with her. She
wants to know if she can borrow you this weekend. Bob’s away
playing golf so it will be a whole weekend with just the two of
you. Give you a chance to get to know her better.’

K thinks
for a moment. ‘I’d like that. You’re sure you don’t
mind?’

‘Everybody needs older, wiser people in their lives who care
about them, to guide them. I’m sorry it took you this long to find
yours, but now you have, I’m not going to stand in your way. As
long as you come back to me.’

‘Always, I promise.’

I unmute
the phone. ‘Well, I’m sorry Alice, but this weekend is one of K’s
weekends off, so I’m afraid I can’t order her to come and visit
you.’ There’s a disappointed sigh down the phone.

‘However, I did ask her if she would
like to stay with you this weekend and she
said she’d love to. There is one rule I must insist on though. As
it’s her weekend off, you will not treat her like a slave, order
her around or call her Dogface. You will call her K and she will be
treated gently with lots of sex and TLC, as any other young woman
you’re fond of would be. Agreed?’

‘Yes of course. And thank you, you’re a very understanding
man.’

‘Oh, and one more thing, do me a favour and ask her to call
you Mummy, will
you?’

‘Call me Mummy? I don’t understand. If it’s important why
don’t you just tell her
to call me Mummy?’

‘You don’t have to understand. Just do it for me will you?
It’s important that you
ask her. I promise you, it’ll be worth it. K will
explain it if she wants to but don’t try and force it out of
her.’

‘Okay, I’ll do it. Until Friday then. Bye Roger.’

‘Bye Alice.’

K is
looking at me, amazed. ‘What was that bit about me calling her
Mummy? Why did you tell her to do that?’

‘Because if she’s going to be the older mother figure you
need, she has to know what you
need. I did it for her as well. They’re a
childless couple whose life just revolves around meaningless sex
with strangers. You don’t have to be a psychiatrist to see that
something’s missing from their lives. She would probably love to
have a younger woman look up to her and even call her
Mummy.

‘In fact, why don’t you go to another room now and call her.
Her number’s in the contacts list in the phone. Pretend you want to
ask her what you should wear, should you bring anything, blah,
blah, blah, and take it from there.

‘Look K, frankly, I don’t mind if she becomes your lover on
your days off, if that’s what you want. I give my permission. Just
as long as you remember I own you and you always come back to
me.’

K looks
at me, a deadly serious expression on her face, her eyes begin to
get moist and her lower lip trembles slightly. She shuffles around
on her knees until she is facing me, and says, ‘My Lord,’ and goes
into the Obeisance position. Kneeling down, head touching the floor
and arms outstretched in front of her.

I don’t know what to say but I have just enough smarts not to say
anything, just watch.

After a few moments K sits up into the Kneeling position and
tears run down her cheeks. With one hand she plays with her pussy.
When she is wet, she stands up and wipes her pussy wet fingers
across my lips and says, ‘This will always
belong to you, above all others.’

Then she
turns and walks to the door, deliberately exaggerating her swagger
so her butt cheeks swing from side to side. At the door she pauses
and gives me a look, then leaves the room.

If the
last few moments had the same effect on K that they had on me, then
that phone call with Alice promises to be pretty
raunchy.









 





HOME VIDEOS

 


 


I’m
sitting in my recliner watching some porn videos on the TV. K is
knelt down next to me on her cushion. She’s just in collar and
cuffs and I reach down and fondle her breasts as we
watch.

I know
it might sound strange, a man with his own sex-slave watching porn
to get aroused but the truth is I don’t use Viagra pills but I
can’t jump over a building from a standing start. So I need
something to put some petrol in the engine first. Sometimes I watch
porn, and to be honest, I also use it to look for new things to try
out on K. Even my imagination has its limits and I like to spot new
punishments and tortures. Every time I say, ‘That looks good,’ and
rewind it, K shudders because she knows I’ll be trying it out on
her later to see if we both enjoy it. Well, if I enjoy it, that
is.

We are
five minutes or so into a movie where two men are abusing a chained
woman with whips, when the camera actually catches the faces of the
men who are abusing her. Their faces are familiar to both of us and
K Kneels Up, turns to me but before she can speak I tell her to
shut up. ‘But sir!’

‘Shut up!’

She
kneels back down on her cushion but soon a little hand pops up
requesting permission to speak. I ignore it. She starts clearing
her throat loudly and repeatedly in an attempt to attract my
attention but still I ignore her.

Finally
she’s getting too annoying so I gag her and clip her hands behind
her back. Then I make her watch the whole 45 minute movie in
silence, from the beginning, of the woman being mercilessly whipped
and then fucked in every hole.

When the
movie’s over I release her from the restraints and ask her, ‘Was
there something you wanted to ask me, dear?’

She
gives me a quick glare but then says, ‘Those men in the film, doing
things to that woman, those are the two men you gave me to in the
woods. What did you call them, Bill and Ben? That’s
them.’

‘No shit, Sherlock. Holmes, you fucking amaze me sometimes.
Yes it’s them.’

‘You know them!’ It was an accusation not a
question.

She
pauses and you can practically see the wheels turning in her head.
‘So that means that the thing in the woods was all a set
up?’

‘Of course it was,’ I confess. ‘Do you think I’m going to hand
my sub over to a couple of passing woodsmen? Of course it was
arranged. They make BDSM films for The Society and I contacted them
and we set up that little scene. They make films for the Internet
but they also do private commissions, so I hired them. You were in
the hands of professionals the whole time. Didn’t you think that
their whip technique was a little too
good for a couple of itinerate
woodsmen?’

‘So I was never in any danger or at risk?’

‘No, and you never will be, not while I’m around.’

She gives a half smile, ‘You bastard … sir. You really had me going. Would
you ever have told me if I hadn’t seen this film?’

‘Why do you think I showed you the
film? I wanted you to know because there’s
something I wanted to ask you. You’ve seen the sort of film they
make and you’ve already had a taste of how rough they can pretend
to be, while staying within safe parameters. The question is …
would you like star in one of their movies?’

‘To show on the Internet?’ she
gasps.

‘Certainly not. Like I said, they also do private commissions.
Their real names are Todd and Alan. Many of the Society members
have used them and they’re completely trustworthy. After filming,
the raw footage is professionally edited and then given to the
customer. Only you and I would get to watch it.’

‘What would I have to do?’ I can tell she’s intrigued by the
idea but not yet convinced.

‘Well, first watch some more of their movies and see how they
operate. Note down everything you do like and things you don’t
like. Then decide whether you want to take part or not.’

‘So I’d have to let them work me over again?’

‘Oh yes, as you’ll see from the other films, whipping, fucking
and cock sucking aplenty takes place. You also get tied up and
rammed with dildos. They only work to a rough script but you’d be
allowed to approve it and take out the bits you don’t want to do.
Their studio is in Oxford so we’d have to go down there for a few
days.’

‘And where will you be while the filming takes
place?’

‘I’ll be right there behind the cameras, watching with
pride.’

K looks
down at her hands and then out of the window as she considers it. I
could demand that she does it as my sub, but I don’t want her
disappearing into her headspace again, like she did before. The
film would be boring as it would just look like Todd and Alan were
fucking a rag doll. I want her to be a willing participant, ready
to give as good as she gets when she has to do her part. That’s why
I’m not going to push her on this.

She
takes a deep breath and looks at me. ‘Show me the rest of their
movies, please sir.’









 





TRUE CONFESSIONS

 


 


I’m
sitting at the desk in my study and K is dusting around the room. I
decide to ask her about something that’s been puzzling me for a
while. I call her over to my desk and tell her to Stand Easy –
relaxed, legs apart, hands locked behind her back.

‘K, do you mind if I ask you a question? You can speak freely
or you can choose not to answer at all, it’s up to you.’

‘What is it you want to know, sir?’

‘I’ve known you for a long time now through the writing group,
before we got involved. During that time I watched you and you’re a
strong, independent woman. You stand up to people who criticise
your writing and aren’t afraid of voicing your opinion, which is
what I always liked about you. When you’re out there in
the Real World,’ I point
out the window, ‘you don’t seem to be scared of anything. Yet here,
with me, you seem to meekly accept my control over you, without
question. Why is that?’

‘Is that not the way you want me to be, sir? Do I disappoint
you?’ She sounded slightly concerned.

‘Not at all, it’s just that I thought that you’d be more
resistant to being ordered around, you know, put up more of a
fight. You did a bit at the beginning, but you soon “settled into
the yoke” so to speak, easier than I imagined you would. To be
honest, I thought it would take longer to break you but it didn’t.
Why is that, I’m curious?’

K
blushed. ‘I’m embarrassed to say, sir.’

‘Go on, you’re amongst friends, no one will laugh at you. I’ve
told you before, confessions between a sub and her Dom are like
confessions to a priest,’ I joke.

She took
a moment to gather her thoughts, while I waited. I didn’t want to
push her, if it was going to come out, I had to let it come
naturally and not force it.

‘As you know, sir, I had a bit of a turbulent life as a
teenager, my parents didn’t seem to care much about me and I was
pretty much on my own, emotionally. I had to develop a hard shell
to survive but as we both know, the harder you are on the outside,
the softer you are on the inside.

‘Then when I moved to this city I was on my own again, this
time physically and what with struggling to make a living at
painting and just coping with things in general, I had to stay
strong again. Not much time for being able to relax
emotionally.

‘Then I met you and you took me under your wing, and for the
first time in a long time I’m not alone, somebody actually cares what happens
to me. And they also understand me and my special needs. Although I
get physically punished regularly, even by Mrs. Scott, sometimes
more than I’d like, at the end of the day I know you’re concerned
about my welfare, hence the safe words and so on.’

She looked down at her feet, unable to meet my gaze. ‘To be
honest, sir, as your sub, for the first time since I was a child I
feel … safe … and protected, and I desperately needed that. You’re the first man in my
life that ever made me feel that way. With you I don’t have to be
the strong woman all the time. I can relax and let the little girl
inside me, the one that’s shy and scared of the world, be herself.
I don’t have to be afraid anymore because I know if I fall over,
you’ll be there to pick me up.

‘So that’s why I’ve decided to give you my all, no holding
back. Absolute obedience. You gave me something I haven’t had for
most of my life … hope. So I decided that my personal motto from now on would
be something I saw in a picture on the Internet. A slave had it
written on her chest “What Daddy wants, Daddy gets”. That’s the
only way I can repay you for what you’ve given me.’

I’m
gob-smacked. This is the sort of thing a Dom doesn’t hear very
often (but secretly hopes to). I’m unable to speak for a moment as
for some reason my collar suddenly seems too tight, so I pretend to
be coolly assessing her little speech. In reality I’m trying to
dislodge the rather large lump in my throat. Eventually I manage to
clear it and ask her, ‘You say you get punished more than you’d
like sometimes but you could use your safe word and stop it any
time you like. Why not use it?’

‘I said I get punished more than I’d
like, not more than you’d like. You should keep going
until you’re satisfied and I’ll accept it for your sake, because I know you’d never
take it too far. Safe word be damned! I’ll only use that if I’m in
real trouble.’

At this
point I decide to end the conversation before one of us ends up in
tears and I’m not entirely sure that it would be K.

‘Thank you for your honesty, and your trust in me. I promise
not to abuse it but please, if I am pushing you beyond what you can
take that day, please say something.’

She says
nothing, just shakes her head.

‘Okay, well back to your duties then. I’m going outside for a
smoke.’ I go to the back garden for a cigar and some
serious thinking.

 



~~~

 


I’ve
decided that there’s only one way to deal with K’s confession to me
about how she feels regarding our relationship. I leave it a week
or so while I make the arrangements and then tell her to come over
one evening.

When she
arrives, Mrs. Scott is waiting for her in the foyer and takes her
up to the Fun room to prepare her. I wait in the dining
room.


Eventually after what seems like an age, K and Mrs. Scott
enter the room. K is made up in a classy look, red lipstick,
eyeliner and a touch of rouge on her cheeks. She also wears her
hair up showing off her neck with the simple collar, and
highlighting the small, black, dangly earrings I picked
out.

I’d
given Mrs. Scott specific instructions on how I wanted K dressed
and she has followed my orders to the letter. K is wearing a little
black dress, low cut so that it barely covers her nipples, with a
short hemline, showing off her great legs in black nylons and a
pair of strappy, stilettos. I’ve never seen her looking more
beautiful (well, not fully clothed, that is). I pull out a chair
for her to sit down at the table and then return to my place
opposite her. The table has been laid for two people to
dine.

K looks
around her, warily. ‘What’s going on?’ she asks nervously. She
glances at Mrs. Scott and back at me. ‘Is this one of your games,
sir? Are you going to give me to her for the evening? Or have a
couple of men burst in and pretend to rape me?’

‘No games tonight, K. I thought it would be pleasant to have a
nice meal together. Nothing is going to spoil that I promise you,
so you can relax. Mrs. Scott prepared the meal and is going to wait
on us, so sit back and enjoy it.’

Mrs.
Scott fills K’s wine glass. ‘Shall I serve the first course now,
sir?’

I look
at K to see if she’s ready and she nods so I tell Mrs. Scott to
please bring it.

K looks
around the room, and runs her hands along the polished dining
table. She’s seen it before, she’s dusted and polished it often.
I’ve even fucked her a few times on it, but she’s never sat at it
and eaten before.

She
looks down at her plate and asks, ‘No dog bowl?’

‘Not tonight.’

We have
our meal, Mrs. Scott serving each course and then waiting in the
corner until we’ve finished. We start off with salmon mousse,
followed by steak and potatoes, with strawberry cheesecake to
finish. I’ve relaxed the ‘no speaking unless spoken to’ rule so we
chat away like a normal couple although K is a bit reticent, as if
something is troubling her.

At the
end of the meal Mrs. Scott clears away the dishes and then returns
to her position in the corner of the room. The time has come to
talk seriously to K.

I walk
around the table and turn K’s chair away from the table and sit
down in the adjoining chair so we’re facing each other. ‘K, we need
to talk.’

‘I knew there was a catch,’ she replied, sadly. ‘I’ve been
waiting all night for the other shoe to drop and now here it is. Is
this our final meal together? Go on, what do you want to say?
“Sorry K, it isn’t working out, you’ve become too involved. Time
you were moving on, K. Better luck next time.” Is that it?’ She
looks at Mrs. Scot. ‘At least you could have had the decency to
ditch me in private. Did you have to humiliate me further by doing
it in front of her?’

‘I want you to remove your collar.’

‘Not my collar?’ she says, alarmed. ‘Even if you take away all
this,’ she indicates her dress, ‘take away the credit cards and the
car, I always thought I’d get to keep the collar as a memento of
happy times. Please don’t take my collar, it’s all I’ll have left!’

I put my
hand on her arm. ‘Relax, K, relax, it’s not what you think. You’ve
trusted me this far, trust me now.’

She sits
back in her chair. Giving me a doubtful look she removes her collar
and drops it on the table.

I hold
my hand out to Mrs. Scott. ‘Do you have the item?’

‘Aye sir, I have it right here.’ She hands me a long, thin,
polished wooden box.

I give
it to K and tell her to open it, which she does. She’s quiet for a
moment as she stares into the box. Then she takes out the contents
and examines it. It’s another rubber collar, wider than her
original one was, about an inch and half. I know it is because I
had it specially made. Another difference is that the dog tag is
made of solid gold. On one side is her full, real name and on the
other my initials, RJG, and today’s date. Mouth open, she looks to
me for an explanation.

‘K, after your true confession the other week, I realised that
the time had come to move on to the next stage of our relationship.
I’m asking you formally, with Mrs. Scott as a witness, do you want
to move forward and become my slave, with all that entails? If you
accept this collar, instead of being my sub and calling me sir, you
will be my slave and have to call me Master. You’ll be giving up
your right to say no to anything you don’t like and will live by
the rule “The Master’s always right”.

‘K, will you accept my collar?’

She
looks at Mrs. Scott and then back to me. A tear runs down her
cheek.

‘Yes, Master.’

I stand
up and go behind her where I place the new collar around her neck
and buckle it at the back. Then I pull her to her feet and embrace
her. When I step back, Mrs. Scott gives her a big hug. ‘Good for
you lassie. Ye’ll make a grand couple, so ya will. I remember the
day I was first collared. It’s a special moment in a slave’s
life.’

K seems
a bit flustered and not sure what to say or do so I tell Mrs.
Scott. ‘Bung everything in the dishwasher and then bring us coffee
and brandy in the lounge please, Mrs. Scott.’

I lead K
into the lounge and we sit beside each other on the sofa. She leans
her head on my shoulder. ‘I’m so happy, thank you. How did you get
that dragon to wait on us tonight? She was actually polite to me at
one point.’

I
confess, ‘The truth is that she’s really a sweet old dear. She only
gives you a hard time because I asked her to.’

‘I know, but why?’

‘It’s all part of your conditioning. Obey the dominant figure
that gives you orders and prepare to be disciplined when you don’t.
I can’t be around to do it all the time, so I delegate.’

‘Bastard!’

‘And that’s another demerit added to your account. Shall I get
Mrs. Scott to administer a stripe to you before she leaves?’ I
joke.

‘Please no, Master Roger,’ she says, playing along. ‘Surely
there is some way that this poor, innocent wench can buy her way
out of trouble? Perhaps with some lewd
sexual practices that I read about in a
book once? It had pictures an’ everythin’.’

‘Stap me vitals, young Missy, it will do an old soldier good
to frolic with a fine, young wench like yourself until the dawn
comes, but then I must away with my regiment.’

‘Do what you will with me, Master Roger, but do it hard and do
it often!’

We both
collapse in a fit of giggles until Mrs. Scott brings the coffee
through and we try to hide it, like two naughty school children
who’ve been caught out.

‘I’ve filled the dishwasher and put it on its cycle. It’ll
just turn itself off so there’s no need to worry about it. I’ll
just get your brandy and then I’ll be off. She fills two glasses at
the drinks cabinet and places them with the coffees on the table,
besides the sofa.

‘G’night then to you both. Sir, when I come next week, do you
still want me to treat the wee missy harshly?’

‘But of course, her training must continue. Perhaps now she’s
totally mine, conditions should be harder. I’ll think about it but
for now, carry on as before.’

‘Aye, sir. G’night again. I’ll let myself out.’

We drink
our coffee and brandy and discuss the changes this brings to our
relationship.

‘From now on you will wear that collar at all times unless I
remove it. For example, if I want to put you in posture collar you
can’t really wear that underneath. They’re tight fitting and
restrictive as it is. Or if I’m restraining you by the neck, I
don’t want to damage the collar. But apart from that, wear it every
day. It’s made of rubber so you can even wear it in the shower or
when swimming.’

‘What should I say if someone asks me about this?’ she asked,
jangling the dog tag.

‘Tell people we’re a couple. It’s normal for couples to wear
love tokens from each other. In fact, if anyone asks about our
relationship at all, tell them we’re a couple now. It will explain
a lot of things without having to elaborate.’

She
nods. Eventually the brandy is drunk and the questions die down, so
I take her hand and lead her up to my bedroom. Wordlessly we
undress and climb into bed. There doesn’t seem to be any need for
words.

We have
sex but I don’t ‘fuck her’, instead we ‘make love’ until the wee
small hours of the morning and then exhausted, we fall asleep in
each other’s arms.
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I’m
alone at home one day when the doorbell rings. I check the door
camera and there appears to be a delivery van, with two men
standing there.

‘Morning,’ I say to them as I open the door. ‘Can I help
you?’

‘Mr. Gilchrist?’ asks one of them.

‘Yes, that’s me.’

‘Gotta delivery for you.’

‘That’s strange, I haven’t ordered anything. Who’s it
from?’

He
checks his notes and reads out K’s real name and
address.

‘What is it?’

He
indicates his mate who’s holding an artist’s easel and a large,
rectangular object wrapped in brown paper, marked “FRAGILE”. ‘Says
here it’s a painting.’

‘Best bring it in then.’ I don’t want it cluttering up the
hall so I ask them to take it through to the study. At the far end
of the study, directly facing my desk, there’s a blank wall, which
has concealed retaining points. When I’m working in my study, I
often have K strung up on that wall, naked, arms spread wide
pointing to the corners of the ceiling, blindfolded and sometimes
with an O ring in her mouth, so that I can step out of the room for
a short period and I know she won’t choke. Part of her duties are
to be on display for me when I desire it. She is just there to be
viewed as an object, for my pleasure, like viewing a fine painting.
To that end I have spotlights and cameras pointed at that
wall.

I tell
the men to stand the easel in front of the wall and then put the
painting on it, still wrapped. If it came from K then I don’t want
the delivery men to see it.

After
I’ve signed for it and they leave, I get a pair of scissors from my
desk and carefully cut through the string and brown paper. Once
I’ve cleared it away, I switch on the spotlights and stand back and
take a proper look. It’s about 3 feet wide and 4 feet
high.

I’ve
seen the painting before. It was one of those BDSM ones that K
keeps concealed in her attic studio. It shows a female slave and
her Master. Only now it’s different from when I last saw
it.

The
slave is kneeling, looking up adoringly at her Master, who holds
her leash in his hand. She is naked and side on to the viewer but
you can clearly see whip marks across her shoulder, arm and legs
and the part of her back that is visible.

K has
repainted it so that the slave has K’s face. The Master is standing
over her, whip in his other hand, wearing leather trousers and
boots and a leather, studded harness crosses his bare, muscular
chest in an ‘X’ shape. And he has my face. I guess it’s her way of
signifying in a material way that she has accepted she is now my
possession.

The
painting is called ‘Her Master’s Plaything’.

I’m
knocked out. How many Doms have such an adoring and giving slave? I
get my mobile phone from the desk and text K. ‘VERY impressed with
picture and VERY pleased with the artist. R.’

I take a
seat on the sofa and just gaze at the painting for the next
hour.

 


 


THE END OF

The Training of ‘K’

 


The story continues in The Trials of
‘K’
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