
	Every man has a peccadillo. Some are more peculiar than others. Can Kate cope with this one?

	Kate meets her perfect man. He’s rich, intelligent, handsome, and sexy. A genuine contender for the vacant post of husband.

	But is there a catch? Is anybody really perfect?

	Kate soon learns that her new man has some special needs. He’s a submissive and loves to be spanked. In order to satisfy him, Kate needs to learn new skills, so she becomes an apprentice in the dungeon of a Dominatrix.

	Will Kate find her inner Mistress? Has she got what it takes to dominate her man? Will the relationship survive?
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The Dominatrix’s Apprentice

	“Hit me harder, my lord. Do not spare the rod,” the near-naked woman demanded.

	“You deserve it, my lady, you know you do,” replied an imposing and authoritative male. “You did not obey my instructions, and you spent without permission.”

	As I heard the voices, I took in the scene in front of me and looked closely at the man. He was tall and fully dressed. The lady had addressed him as my lord.

	Is he a real lord? He looks like one, or is this the lady just being respectful?

	The lord was a very handsome young man with a mane of long brown hair. Was he wearing a wig or was this his own hair? He was dressed in a crisp white shirt, silk waistcoat, blue coat with brass buttons, dark-coloured breeches, white stockings, and black buckled shoes. The shoes were polished to a high sheen and reflected the multitude of candles which, in the absence of electric lamps, were the sole source of illumination for the room in which the three of us stood.

	Very late eighteenth century. Very Regency.

	He was a fine specimen of a gentleman and held himself with pride and dignity, much as some favoured dandy would have done in the royal inner circle of those turbulent times. I looked at his trousers and noticed the bulge there at the front, straining to burst the shiny buttons, which were all that held back his engorgement. It was obvious that he was sexually aroused and enjoying himself spanking the woman.

	The lord was standing in the middle of the candlelit room with a wooden paddle in his right hand. My attention switched to the woman. She had a mane of wonderfully pleated hair cascading over her bare arms, with delicate fresh flowers embedded in her magnificent coiffure. Her only garments were white stockings and a black garter belt. I could see her delicate, slender form with supple breasts but could not see her face. Her arms were stretched upwards, and she was tied by her wrists to a rope hanging from the ceiling.

	I took in my surroundings of red painted walls and a deep soft Turkish carpet under my feet. There was a candelabra in each corner. The room was very sparsely furnished. I noticed a bed, a bench, and an ottoman. There were other items of furniture, too, but their shapes were peculiar and unfamiliar, and their purpose was unknown to me.

	He hit her again. This time the stroke of the paddle was much harder, and he grunted with the effort, his long hair flying up and then falling back on his shoulders. The paddle landed straight on the pink cheeks of the lady’s naked bottom, emitting a pleasant smack sound as it did.

	The woman squealed in appreciation.

	“That’s good,” she gasped. “I want more of it. Please punish me, my lord, as I did wrong you. I did not obey your instructions, I spent without your permission, and I deserve to be punished by you.”

	She was obviously enjoying being hit by a paddle on her exposed bare bottom, which had now changed its colour to a crimson red...

	 

	The gentleman was delighted with her response.

	“You are a mean, disobeying harlot,” he shouted, swinging the paddle back for an even harder strike. He then swung his arm forward and whacked the young woman’s buttocks again.

	She squealed once more. “Yes, my lord, I am a mean, disobeying harlot. I deserve my punishment. There is no excuse for spending without your permission.”

	What has she spent? His money? What’s going on here? Why am I standing in a room watching a Regency-era gentleman administering this punishment and for what reason? Why is her crime of spending without permission so great? What does it really mean?

	Is she a shopaholic maidservant and he a controlling master punishing her for overspending?

	“You’ve displeased me,” shouted the lord, “you need to control yourself more, you can only spend when given permission.”

	He put the paddle away on a chair nearby and took from there another tool of torture, something which looked like a leather whip with many endings. I suddenly realised what it was. This was the famous cat-o’-nine-tails. I’d seen a picture of it some time ago and was appalled that it was still used in some countries to administer corporal punishment.

	And it was definitely in use in the Royal Navy during that period.

	Surely he is not going to hit her with this. It would be appalling. Why would a gentleman like him want to punish this young woman so severely? What was her great crime that she ended up deserving such harsh punishment?

	He came close to his victim and started fondling her buttocks with his right hand. He then slid his hand between her thighs, touching her feminine treasures and feeling her dampness.

	Oddly, the expression on his face was one of stern disapproval.

	“You are already well aroused,” he said, apparently displeased.

	“Yes, Master, I am sorry, my lord.”

	“This is without my permission.”

	“I am very, very, sorry, my lord, please forgive me again.”

	This time the man said nothing while eyeing her magnificent behind. And so the woman continued to speak, her voice quiet and submissive, yet somehow filled with desire and frustration.

	“Oh, my lord,” she said. “I am so weak. I have no control over my body—as soon as you touch my altar of love, I am ready to spend. Please have mercy on me.”

	He looked sternly at her, while vigorously rubbing his erection with his right hand, which he had withdrawn from the lady’s pink buttocks.

	“You need to control your body better,” he remarked, an injunction that patently he did not apply to himself. He removed the fingers of his left hand from her intimate area and stood back. He brought those same fingers, wet from the lady’s juices, to his lips and licked them, savouring her, while masturbating himself even harder.

	“You are such a harlot,” he said with contempt. “You are already very wet between your legs—you have no control whatsoever.”

	Then with both hands, he started manipulating the top of his trousers, undoing the buttons. He worked fast, his hands trembling with excitement. With the last brass button opened, his magnificent cock was free, released at last from its torment, poking proud and unashamed out of his breeches, all red and glistening in its glory. The man stroked himself and seemed to be very pleased, seeing his manhood in such great form.

	This bizarre scene developing in front of me was fascinating. It was like I was watching a film, yet I was part of it, standing in this peculiar room and observing the couple. I didn’t feel out of place, and for some bizarre reason I felt I was integral to the drama.

	It struck me that this was all very duplicitous behaviour from the gentleman—if I could call him that at all. He was obviously a man of high standing in Society. I knew that this was so from his confident bearing and arrogant behaviour. Yet whacking a near-naked woman while berating her for being sexually aroused was not very gentlemanly behaviour, was it? So he could get excited and aroused in this situation, yet he forbade such arousal to his young victim. Disgraceful. I saw this young woman as a victim involved for whatever reason in this wicked game.

	Somehow, though, they had not seen me, and somehow, I could not rouse myself to interrupt these depraved proceedings.

	So all I could do was stand my ground and wait, with fascination, for the situation to develop further.

	The man then put the whip into his right hand and approached the young woman from behind. He cracked the cat-o’-nine-tails on the floor, to let the woman know that her punishment for spending without his approval was to be harsh indeed.

	He raised his hand, preparing to whack her with the whip, but in the middle of the movement, he suddenly changed his mind. His hand dropped, and he put the strings of the whip on her bottom and moved them gently up and down her central crack.

	The woman wiggled her behind and squealed with pleasure.

	“Oh, my lord,” she gasped, “that’s so tickly. I love it. Thank you, oh, thank you.”

	Then the lord withdrew the whip and without a word pressed his cock towards the opening of her bottom. I watched his bare, hairy buttocks move up and down as he rubbed himself on the woman’s still-red behind, his breeches down at his ankles, covering the shiny black shoes.

	Is he going to play with her buttocks only or is he going to penetrate her?

	I watched in fascination and, to my horror, felt that I was also aroused myself. I was disgusted that my body could have such a reaction to the situation developing in front of my eyes. I’d never been into the hitting-and-punishing-your-lover stuff during sexual encounters, yet I could not help my body responding to the violent but sexy scene in front of me.

	Or was the stimulant responsible for my arousal, specifically the view of the gentleman’s naked, hardened cock, exposed in its full glory? I could see the vein throbbing along his penis and the foreskin pulled down exposing the head. Yes, without doubt this was a magnificent specimen.

	It seemed that the young woman was also very impressed with the feel of his hard cock on her bottom.

	“Oh, my lord, you are quite ready. Please let me suck you?”

	The lord carried on rubbing himself on the opening to her anus, while seizing her breasts and suddenly planting a hard kiss on her lips, as her head turned towards him.

	Then he stepped back, his dick wiggling as it detached from her evidently slightly sticky bottom.

	“You want to taste my cock—you want to be a cock-sucker?” he rasped.

	“Yes, Master, I do, it would please me a lot. I want you to spend in my mouth, and I want the honour of swallowing your heavenly juices.”

	The lord seemed to consider this request for a moment. It was almost as if he were being tempted into leniency, but then he roused himself back to strictness and shouted, “No. Not yet, not now, you still need to be punished for your disobedience.”

	And with those words, he stepped back and hit the young woman on her back with the cat-o’-nine-tails.

	She screamed with pain, arching her spine and head backwards. After a couple of seconds, she then spoke. “Thank you, Master. Please, can I have some more?”

	She wants more beating? She must be mad...

	The next whack landed on her buttocks, and I could see red lines on her bottom cheeks where the strings of the whip had struck her.

	The lord kneeled and undid the garters. He started removing the stockings, each of his hands working down one leg.

	“Oh, my lord,” said the woman, “your touch is so exciting, so gentle, yet I know your hands are so strong, so manly, so powerful.” Despite being viciously beaten, the lady actually seemed appreciative of what he was doing.

	He took the stockings and the garter belts completely off, and she gracefully stepped out of them. He picked them up and threw them away.

	Now the man moved to her front. Maybe her face had a momentary flicker of defiance because the expression on his face seemed to darken. He grabbed her by her hair and pulled it towards him. She did not expect such an assault and moaned softly.

	“Oh, my lord,” she said, “please kiss me again and take me. Take me right now, right here. My secret garden awaits you in all your glory, and I am ready to spend again. May I have your permission?”

	“Permission denied.” The man’s voice was full of anger now.

	Is he pretending to be angry? Or is his fury real?

	“You have disobeyed me previously,” he spat. “For now, I will punish you again, so you remember never to spend without my permission.”

	Spending again. Finally, I got it. The words spend, spending, or spent were a substitute for orgasm. So this poor lady had had an orgasm without the lord’s permission, and for this he was punishing her. Severely.

	What a jerk this bastard lord must be. And why has this young woman allowed herself to be put in such a position and to be at the mercy of such a beast? How come she is able to enjoy pain and have orgasms while being hit by a whip?

	Yet the sight of his extended stiff penis brought more heaviness into my belly. I wouldn’t mind sampling it myself, obviously without the flogging. Should I step in and touch his cock? Would they welcome me into their scenery? Would she be happy with another lady stealing the favours of his magnificent manhood?

	I still could not see her face. I was afraid to move, as I didn’t want them to notice that I was watching them, not yet. I was not sure if either of them was aware of my presence, although their lack of acknowledgement of me suggested that I was somehow invisible to both of them.
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