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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, stand there 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
against the Pain/Pleasure
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