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Professor Alicia Barton climbed the short flight of steps to the stage and walking to the lectern which was set ready for her in she placed her notes on it, sat on the chair facing the room and turned on the microphone.

“Can you all hear me?” she asked looking out into the audience. A chorus murmurs indicated the microphone was working as it should.

“Welcome to this symposium on divergence in further education.” This was the Professor with her lecture voice turned on full. Every word was clear and chosen for the effect it would have on those who were listening. “We have a full program exploring the difficulties faced and opportunities offered by neurodivergence, physical and sensory limitation, those from the LBGT community and those who choose or need to live their lives according to different rules and norms.”

She looked out at the audience, while there were the normal distribution of academics and students there was a much larger number whose dress or appearance would mark them out as ‘different’.  The front rows of the auditorium were occupied by a selection of people with obvious physical disabilities, some of them so severe that many would never have thought they could pursue an academic based career at all, much less one requiring a degree or higher as an entry qualification. A signing interpreter stood in one corner of the stage ensuring that the significant number of deaf attendees could understand what was said.  A number of the audience sat next to a dog either because they were blind or because they needed assistance. There were people with Tourette’s syndrome and people she knew with various degrees of autism or Aspergers syndrome.  There were also people with mental health problems from mild anxiety to those who struggled to manage psychosis.  Finally, there were people who did not conform to normal gender stereotypes.

Alicia, nominally a professor of comparative religion, philosophy and ethics, had developed an interest in divergence – in its widest sense - ever since she realised that such divergence could not only set obstacles in the way of the individuals concerned but also offered different perspectives and opportunities. She once told a wheelchair bound student to use His experience to create opportunity for himself and He had taken her at her word by opening a business developing solutions for disabled people.  She had flipped his self-image to the point where he now saw his disability and the perspectives gained by it as opening opportunities for him.

Those who had been taught by her inevitably looked back on it as a broadening experience where they had been forced to face their assumptions about the world. Questions such as ‘why might a lesbian find life more challenging than a straight woman?’  or ‘should we praise someone who is autistic and brilliant at one small thing as a result of their autism?’ inevitably generated discussions. There were no ‘right’ answers of course, but the point was to make the student think.

“We are all different of course,” Alica continued with her opening remarks, “sometimes those differences are obvious, sometimes we make them obvious and sometimes they are not obvious at all. To some extent we are all the same too, and often focussing on difference, even if done with the best of intentions, results in people only seeing the differences when really we should be focussing on the commonalities.” She took a deep breath feeling the reassurance of the slight discomfort that was always with her.  “The extent to which we need to recognise or ignore difference is a matter which has always interested me academically, but it is also of personal interest to me because I am also different.  I am an owned person. I have given myself into the ownership of another and I am no longer a free person. In doing so I have found peace and happiness, and my Owner expects me to succeed. It is not overstating the case that He is the reason I am here today; I would never have had the confidence to become a professor if he had not made it plain to me that he expects me to be the best I can be. “Alicia smiled.  “Borrowing a word from lesbian and gay people, I am coming out today.” She leaned back indicating she had finished her introduction. “I am anticipating you may have some questions.”
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This is my story and I will do my best to help you understand it although I am not totally sure I understand it all myself. This is Okay because My Owner understands it and that is all that matters. Where I can, I will tell my story from my perspective but sometimes, as will be seen this is impossible and then I will tell it as if I was looking on it from the outside. In addition it is not just my story and so another will join in later.  My owner has told me that I must tell my story and that I will understand why by the time I reach the end, but the fact that He has told me I must do it, is enough. It is His choice – not mine, I passed the point of having choices a long time ago. My Owner says that if I become stuck, He will help me out, but more than anything I am terrified of disappointing Him and so I will do my best.

So..... here goes nothing.

I have tried to understand when it started. Perhaps I was just born like it. There is a significant “nature” element in people who are gay or trans and maybe I am no different. My Owner describes it as like a sexual orientation and it may be as simple as ‘I am who I am.’ As long as I can remember I was painfully shy, desperate to please others and, at the same time, I found it very difficult to cope with recognition by others of any of my achievements. 

Perhaps it started when, in secondary school I met Jules who was impossibly confident and lived her life by her own standards.  While bullies picked on me because they could be sure of getting a reaction, if they tried those tactics on Jules, she just laughed at them. For some reason Jules decided I was going to be her friend and when Jules decides on something, consider it done. It took nearly two years before I finally gave in and accepted the hand of friendship; she just would not be put off or accept the word “no.”

Looking back on it I can see that there was nothing ordinary about me. Even in primary school I was marked out as an intelligent child and was thus pushed to succeed even though I wanted to just melt into the background. I am only four foot nine now (if I stretch) and as a child I was tiny. I am told I am also pretty, I can accept this now because my Owner has given me permission to accept it, but at the time I just felt like a gnome. I can see my size meant that that people tended to patronise me and there was a steady stream of boys, usually those I detested, who wanted to date me. 

One day, I remember clearly even though I was only fourteen at the time, I had a sleepover at Jules’ house. Perhaps it all started then. Her mom was lovely and made sure there was good food and then left us alone. Her father, well over six feet tall but of medium build showed His face a couple of times, gently teased us, stole a couple of our jelly babies but generally stayed away. Yet for some reason, this man who was already well into His forties made a huge impression on me. 

My friendship with Jules stood the test of time. It is still strong today and survived separation at university and different career paths. I saw her Mom and Dad less often, since we were adults now and no longer needed the parental taxi service but if I went to her house, He seemed to be always there, hammer in hand and wearing a set of grubby work clothes. 

Jules was very close to her dad.  They had the same dry sense of humour and the same need to understand why things were the way they were. They may not have resembled each other but ten minutes with them was sufficient to demonstrate that, in her head they were the same. Their thought processes were so similar and they would debate a subject to death without feeling put out if they disagreed. 

He was never pushy and did not intrude on our friendship but as I grew older, I started to talk to Him as I walked past His workshop. I realised that He was much better placed to advise me on work matter than my parents partly because He had an almost uncanny ability to stand outside a situation even if He was an integral part of it and partly, despite His somewhat down-to-earth appearance. He had qualifications coming out of His ears He had worked in a number of careers and had accumulated an impressive set of qualifications in all of them. The only one He ever bragged about though was a City and Guilds Qualification in welding. He had held positions in senior and middle management and had even studied for, and obtained with distinction, an MBA. I needed a character referee, and He was the obvious one to ask. I needed help with my CV and He helped me prepare it. I need to organise some research to assist with a movement into academia He showed me how to best go about it.  I needed someone to give me a male perspective on issues, and He was always happy to help.  

It came upon me very slowly that I had never felt anything but comfortable about Him. Given that He was tall, male and intellectually intimidating, I couldn’t understand it. Most men like Him would have caused me to run a mile. He did not seem to fit into any of the pigeonholes into which I crammed the vast majority of humanity. He simply would not be categorised.  I found Him an enigma because He always seemed to understand when I wanted to talk but He did not reach out to her or stop me if I was in a hurry and He never tried to close the distance between us. I have a huge personal space, and He never once stepped inside it. 

By the time I reached my early twenties, I had never dated anyone, and I was still a virgin. I concluded that I was asexual since I had no desire to change that status. I finished my degree and took a job as a trainee teacher combined with a post graduate certificate in education. My Degree had been in comparative religion, and I secured a post as an RE teacher with a strong bias towards philosophy and ethics. At the same time Jules introduced me to a friend of hers and He became my first and only boyfriend. 

I tried so hard to please him. I wore clothes I knew he liked. I cooked for him, I wanted to be with him every day and although it hurt like hell I lost my virginity to him. After a year we broke up because he said I was stifling Him. I was just too much, and since he didn’t love me, it wasn’t worth the effort. I was completely gutted and I locked myself away. I felt a failure as a woman; there must be something wrong with me. I thought it must be because I didn’t really enjoy sex and from everything I had read, I should have done.  I blamed myself and returned to my solitary existence promising I would remain single and not put myself through that again. 

All through it I was still talking to Jules’ father. We were both members of the same social media forum for professionals, and He would occasionally send me a joke post. Sometimes we would talk for a few minutes when I went to see Jules. One year Jules had a New Years Party at her house. (She lives just around the corner from her mom and dad.) I hadn’t worn a bra that night and I got a little drunk. I noticed Jules’s dad glancing at my chest and then He looked up and gave me a meaningful grin. 

I think that one look was where it started. It didn’t occur to me that He was more than thirty years older than me and I didn’t rip into Him as I would with anyone else. I felt something entirely new almost as if my body thought He had a right to look. I didn’t know what the feeling was but while ordinarily I would have been very embarrassed and immediately covered up, on this occasion I found I didn’t mind at all. In fact, I found it rather exhilarating. Within seconds my nipples stood up tenting my T-shirt, but I didn’t mind this either and, completely out of character, I cheekily pushed out my chest in His direction. 

Afterwards, while I was perplexed at my reaction, it had the effect of making me wonder whether my decision to give up on dating might have been a little hasty and I started putting myself out there again. but it seemed like whoever I chose was a disaster, If I really liked him, he would back pedal so fast I couldn’t see him for the dust in his wake and the men who liked me seemed to be all judgemental or self-absorbed. Even the dates where it seemed to be going well lacked a spark. There was something missing, but I had no idea what it was. One evening after a particularly disastrous date I came home, drank a little too much wine on my own and sent a long message without giving it as much thought as perhaps I should have done.

The following day I saw He had replied,  

“Needy, determined to please, liking clear rules you can understand, prepared to be a homemaker, scared of making decisions, likes your partner to drive, happy for Him to choose from the menu? Alicia, are you sure you aren’t sub?

It is fair to say, I did not react well to this. I thought about sending a rude response or telling Him that He had strayed into something which was definitely off limits but, in the end. I said nothing at all. For various reasons I did not visit Jules for quite a long time, and I simply ignored the message. It did not occur to me to ask myself why it should have made me so uncomfortable, but what He had said kept bouncing around in my head.  I couldn’t let it go.

Some contact was reestablished when I needed help with my application for a basic lecturer’s post at a local university and, while I recognised that after a few years not talking to Him at all it was a little cheeky to ask for help, He came back to me almost immediately with some very positive advice. He didn’t ask why I had gone silent, or even mention my absence at all but simply gave me His view and suggested where I could make some improvements.  It did cause me to contact Jules again and we just took up where we left off. When I apologised for not getting in touch, she just shrugged and said that she was sure I had my reasons. 

Then, out of the blue, when I was around thirty-two years old, Jules’ Mum died.  A sudden heart attack and that was it.  I went around to see Jules who was beside herself and I could see that her Dad was doing His best to hold it all together. I spent as much time as I could over there for a couple of weeks and I went to the funeral and then... well, and then life goes on. 

About three months after Jules’ Mum died. I received a message,

“Alicia, is there any chance I could take you out for dinner somewhere.  I need to talk to someone who will not constantly drag Diane into the conversation. I miss her, of course I do, but too many well-meaning people are contriving to remind me how much I am missing her. I need some adult conversation about something else.” 

I replied “yes” immediately and it was only later when I wondered whether it was the right thing to have done. Nevertheless, He sent details of the restaurant booking (it was a VERY nice restaurant) and I told myself no harm could come of it so, a couple of days later, having spent quite a while getting ready, I hopped in my car to the first dinner I had had with a man in quite a while.

He was a courteous host. He stood up when I was shown to His table and He stood behind me to slide the chair in. He helped me out with the menu (I don’t read French) and He understood that I had driven in my own car and so I couldn’t drink.  I had a wonderful time, and I came out relaxed and, for the first time ever on a date, I was left feeling appreciated. He made sure I knew that He had noted the time I spent getting ready and approved of it, yet He did not spend the whole evening looking at my chest.

On the way home I realised that He had exerted himself to draw me out. He had said very little but restricted himself to well thought out questions and a few remarks which made me giggle. He has a dry sense of humour not unlike my own. I had half expected Him to attempt to persuade me to allow Him to return to my flat but all He did was walk me to my car, see me safely into it and shook my hand with His thanks for a lovely evening.  As I drove home, I wondered why I had never experienced anything like it before. If all men were like this, I would be out on a date every night.

I wonder sometimes if that is when it started.
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Alica looked around the room and noted a hand, somewhat hesitantly raised towards the bac of the hall. She recognised it as one of her students who spoke little, but when she did, she always had something worthwhile to say.

“Isn’t that, um... a fetish?” she asked, clearly unwilling to challenge a professor, but unsure whether  it is possible to equate homosexuality or gender dysphoria, with being owned. 

“I asked my owner that same question once,” Alicia replied, “He told me that, while master and slave games in the bedroom can be classed as fetishism and there is nothing wrong with that at all, the situation where person needs to be owned all the time is very similar to a sexual orientation.” She looked around the room and found a young man from one of the ethnic minorities who she had helped come to terms with His homosexuality in His first year at university. 

“Samer,” she indicated the young man should stand. “do you want to explain how it felt to be able to say who you were when you came out.”

“Relived,” was His immediate response. “Free, complete, unconflicted and certain that was how I was meant to be.”

“Thank you Samer.” Alician indicated He should be seated before turning back to the person who had asked the question. “That is how I feel too.” If you asking me for evidence, then that might take a while,” she grinned, “anyone for a PhD? but I am as sure as anyone can be, that it is not a fetishistic relationship.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4


[image: ]


A couple of weeks later I received another message.

Miss Alicia,


I enjoyed your company very much the last time we met. Are you up for another one somewhere else? You can pretend I am a professional colleague. 




I had wondered what I would do if He repeated the invitation. He had however, uncannily hit on the major difficulty; I was a little concerned about how it would look if I, at thirty-two years old were seen out with a man clearly in His middle sixties. It took me all of about ten seconds to make up my mind.

“I would love to, when and where?”

“I will have you picked up at seven thirty on Friday so you can have a glass of wine. I hope you like a curry.”

I love a Curry!

At seven thirty on the dot, an executive taxi turned up at my flat and thirty minutes later I was deposited outside the poshest Indian Restaurant in our city. The driver assured me that the fare had been taken care of, ensured I had reached the restaurant doors and then departed. 

I discovered it is extremely easy to get used to this kind of treatment. I was shown to the table, again He stood up as I approached, and again He moved the chair forward as I seated. He gave the same compliments over the way I looked without being cheesy or over the top. He asked me if I wanted to choose the wine, but I was a little overawed, my usual taste in wine fell into the ‘plonk’ category and those served by this restaurant were anything but. I told Him what I liked, and He chose for me and He directed the wine waiter to offer it to me for tasting. I don’t know the purpose of this, but it was very nice and I would never have the confidence to say it was off anyway. 

The food was spectacular and the fact that I could have a glass of wine (or two) may have loosened my tongue a little. So, after He had asked me about how things were going at work and had challenged me on a couple of items where I might have ventured opinion upon an assertion which called out for evidence, I blurted out, 

“That message you sent, what did you mean by asking if I was sub?” I’m not sure if I wanted an answer or if I was aggrieved by what I considered to be an insult and none of His business or possibly that He thought I was weak, but it had been playing on my mind.

“Exactly what I said” came the blunt reply, “and I received the answer I expected too!”

“I didn’t say anything at all,” I gasped somewhat nervously.

“You didn’t need to.” If you were not sub you would have either come back at me furiously angry, or you would have thought it was a joke and laughed at me. I know you are sub, what I don’t know is how sub.”

“But you have no idea what I get up to in my own bedroom,” I pointed out by this time wondering if I should have kept my mouth shut.

“Being submissive is only marginally relevant to sex although in most cases there is a sexual element to it. It is more about how you react to someone you care about and how you perceive the structure of that relationship.”

“But I don’t want to be that person.” I was getting scared by this point. “I don’t want to be weak and constantly put upon by everyone.”

“And are you?” He asked, “weak and put upon, I mean.”

“No,” I answered bluntly, “my colleagues and students think I am anything but a push-over.”

“The subbiest person I know of is a High Court Judge,” the look in His eyes made it clear He was reminiscing. “On the bench she is ferocious. This is one judge you don’t want to cross, but with her husband she is the exact opposite. I helped her reconcile the two sides of her life because she thought the same as you. I pointed out to her that how she is with her husband has nothing whatsoever to do with how she is as a professional. She was borderline suicidal because in her head it was such a contradiction.”  He stopped for a moment before continuing, “you told me last time we met about the student who was struggling with her identity as a trans woman. You told her that those struggles had nothing to do with her ability as a student. She was studying and needed to sit her exams whatever her sexual identity. 

“Oh!”  I paused for a moment. “So, what you are saying is that how I am with someone I truly care about has nothing to do with how I am with everyone else. I see that. I am still confused though, how do you know I am sub?”
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“Doesn’t that put you at a huge disadvantage?” A lesbian I had taught a few years ago who was on the verge of being a fully-fledged misandrist had risen to her feet. “Aren’t you subjugating your will to a man?  Surely this is a feminist cop out?”

“My Owner is a bigger feminist than you.” Alicia replied with a chuckle, “If I were to pull the ‘I’m only a woman’ response,’ He would challenge me on it. He has no doubt at all that women are as capable as men, and He is of the view that we are better at some things. In addition, of course, there are males who have the same arrangement with their women as I have with My Owner. It would hardly be equality if they could enjoy such an arrangement, but women cannot.  As for being weak. You cannot have a relationship like I have if you are weak, My Owner will not permit it. If He thinks I am not doing my best, or I am avoiding something He will make sure I stop. There are so many things I have done because My Owner has insisted, that I would never have contemplated on my own.”  She looked around the room, a broad smile on her face. Quite a number of you have taken my classes, does anyone here think I am a pushover?

A ripple of laughter went around the hall. Alicia was well liked by all her students, but you had better come to her class fully awake and with all your wits about you because if you gave an opinion or view, you would be immediately called upon to back it up and if there was the slightest flaw in your logic she would find it. Her assignments were known to be very interesting but also very difficult. The semester she set her students an assignment to argue a case for outlawing abortion, had passed into university legend. Six weeks after the assignments were due in, she gave her students one of the essays written by a classmate and told them to demolish the argument contained in it. A couple of students complained that their beliefs precluded them from arguing in favour of permitting abortion and as a result they found themselves having to debate those views in a formal debate. Her courses took no prisoners but, as one student was heard to say, ‘it might be a tough class but by God, you learn how to think!’
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He gave me a long look, and an odd expression crossed His face which I interpreted as Him having made up His mind.

“Are you menstruating?” Of all the things I might have expected Him to say, that would not have even appeared on the list.

“No.” I realised, even as I gave my reply that had any other man asked me that I would have given them both barrels. I was just wondering why that was, when He continued.

“It would please me if you would go to the ladies’ room, remove your bra, tights and knickers and bring them back here. You can put them in your bag. Do you consent?

I am pretty sure that it had started by then! 

My jaw dropped but it never occurred to me not to consent. He had asked me to do something for Him and that was all that mattered.  I blushed to the roots of my hair (I can blush for England) and looked at Him wondering if I might not have heard Him correctly but all He did was raise one eyebrow at me, the question obvious. I just stood up, grabbed my bag and headed off in the direction of the Ladies. 

It seems as if I was no longer under my control. I walked into a cubicle, bolted the door and stripped off by knickers and tights in one go all the while wondering what I was doing and why I was doing it. My bra was a little more difficult, but every girl knows how to remove one without taking her dress off and it only took a few seconds. Suddenly, it occurred to me that I was now standing in a public place wearing only two items of clothing, my dress and my shoes solely because He has asked me to do it. He was right, I was sub.

In the company of anyone else this would, I thought, be the stuff of nightmares but I wasn’t scared, or angry or even reluctant. He had asked me to do something, and I had done it. That was all there was to it. I stuffed my undies into my bag and left the cubicle noticing an unaccustomed draught around my nether regions and walked back to the table. While doing so I noticed that I walked taller and with a more purposeful stride.  Usually, I tried to escape notice but for some reason that evening I didn’t care.

I took my place and I saw He was grinning at me. It wasn’t a grin of triumph or the grin of someone who has just challenged the odds. I had no difficulty in interpreting it as an indication that He and I shared a secret to which no-one else in the restaurant was privy. He waited while I adjusted my skirt to preserve my modesty.

“You have pleased me,” He informed me after a few seconds. I was wholly unprepared for the jolt of pleasure I felt at those words but before I could analyse it He continued, “you can keep your bra,” He said, “But I would like your knickers and tights.”  To deny that request after what I had already done seemed pretty pointless, so I dug them out of my bag and handed them over. 

“What are you going to do with them,” I asked curiously

“I shall launder them and return them to you next time we meet,” came the somewhat prosaic reply. “Now tell me; how do you feel?”  

“I’m not sure. This is all so strange.” I paused for a second while I tried to sort out the extraordinary events of the last few minutes.

“Think about it now,” He said leaning back in His chair, clearly indicating the ball was in my court, “This is our table for the whole evening, we are not pressed for time.”

Intellectually I knew that no-one could, even if they were to stare at me, determine I was wearing nothing under my dress. I rarely wore tight clothes, and I am not one for skimpy or sheer outfits either. I don’t have large breasts, and I wore a bra more out of convention rather than a need for mammary support so realistically nothing was on show. My nipples were standing up, I could feel the tightness and the extra sensitivity, but they didn’t show through. Underneath my skirt the sensation of being totally bare was entirely new and I was acutely aware of it. I felt moisture down there, a very unusual sensation for me, and I had a sense of being hyper aware of my surroundings. It was not unpleasant, but it was new and I briefly wondered if this was what arousal flet like.  

“I feel.... I feel naked,” it came out in a rush, “but I’m not scared or embarrassed. If you had asked me yesterday to predict how I would feel I would have been horrified. I don’t feel angry, or coerced, or that things are out of control. I am not scared of you or indeed anyone while I am with you. You have stripped away protection and yet I feel protected. I... I don’t understand it.

“Was it reasonable of me to ask if you were on your period?” He was watching me closely, “and how would you react if one of your male colleagues asked the same question?”

“No... It was not a reasonable question,” I answered slowly, “but I didn’t mind it. If one of my colleagues asked the same question, I would be furious.”

“And my request you remove your underwear? Was that reasonable?” The truth suddenly dawned upon me. I did as He asked because I wanted to please Him and I knew that He would not take advantage of me.  It did not matter whether other men were pleased with me or not, because I didn’t care what they thought. 

“I understand.” I nodded accepting the reality of who I was for the first time, “being Sub does not make me weak because it only engages with one person. With everyone else I would have regarded both requests as sexist and offensive. With you it is different. Why it is different, I am not sure. It just is.” I gave Him a sour look, “I hate not understanding things. Will you explain and...just how far does this do?”

“These are questions you will have to work out for yourself, and it will take you some time.  I will help you, however, if that is your wish but there are limits.” He gave a rueful smile. “I am an old man, double your age and already collecting my pension. You really need someone nearer your own age to help you deal with this. 

“You don’t look your age.” I was conscious of a strong feeling of disappointment, “and you don’t seem embarrassed to be seen out with you?”

“I can assure you, at this moment I feel every one of my sixty-six years, and I would give quite a considerable sum to lose a couple of decades. I thank you however for your kind observation and a man, no matter how great His years were numbered, would have to be hard to please indeed to not enjoy an evening in your company.” 

This was heady stuff! I felt more comfortable sitting in a posh restaurant with this old man, the father of my best friend, devoid of any underwear and assailed by a range of unfamiliar emotions than I had ever felt while out with a man. The thought came to me that I felt more alive and yet, at the same time, more relaxed than I had ever felt in male company. He made it clear He enjoyed my company and admired the way I look and He had challenged me like no-one else ever had. More than that He had not asked for anything in return other than two items of my underwear which, I had no doubt would be washed and returned to me as promised. 

Chapter  7.

“I presume the deal is that He gets to tell you what to do and you do it.” Helen a teacher from another establishment with whom Alicia had worked on an on-and-off basis for a few years stood up. It was clear that she was having some difficulty in reconciling the person she knew with what she had just learned.  “Has He ever asked you to do something you didn’t want to do, and can you refuse?

“I asked Him about that too, and He told me that He would never ask me to do anything He knew I couldn’t do, because He wants me to succeed. I don’t know how He does it; He challenges me all the time, but He seems to know exactly how much to push me. But to answer you more directly, He has never told me to do anything. He asks me if I will do it and explicitly seeks my consent. I can refuse at any time, and I can withdraw my consent even if I have previously agreed. He says that He will never give me a command unless He considers I propose to do something which would put me or someone else at risk.” She shrugged, “it hasn’t happened yet so I don’t know how I would react but, since He owns me, I think I would probably do as I was told... and smartish. 
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We talked and talked that evening. The restaurant only has one sitting and so we were under no pressure to leave. As the evening progressed, I noticed that my mind and body seemed to easily adapt to which, by any measure, was a strange situation. The feeling of strangeness passed to be replaced with a sensation that everything was right. My nakedness was still there but it became more an awareness of the choice I had made. More than anything else it felt right and it was a reminder to me that something in my life had somehow fundamentally shifted. 

He walked me to the executive taxi which He had called for me again. He opened the door and waited for me to sit. Damn! Leather is cold when you have no knickers on, and you never get used to it – trust me, I know. He leaned over me to make sure my seatbelt was buckled, confirmed with the driver that the fare had already been paid, closed the door and stood back.

Over the next few days, I experimented with not wearing underwear around my flat. It saved on laundry and once I got used to it the feeling of newness slowly wore off. That was not the only difference I noticed; for some reason I had more energy and enthusiasm. I smiled and laughed more, I went to the gym more often, I joined in more groups at work. My assistant noticed the change and gave me a knowing look,

“Got a boyfriend at last?” The idea that He would ever consider himself to be anyone’s boyfriend, was almost ridiculous and, truth to tell I had no idea how I would describe Him. So I just said I had been on a couple of dates, but we had not agreed to meet up again and left it at that.

I didn’t hear from Him for a week by which time I was starting to twitch, after two weeks I had stated to search my soul for how I might have offended Him. In the end, realising that I was imagining all sorts of things none of which might be true, I rang Him.

“Oh Hi, Alicia, how are you?” The mere sound of His voice had the effect of immediately relaxing me and driving away all the crazy ideas I had been entertaining.

“I’m good thanks.”

“To what do I owe the honour of this communication,” I could hear the smile in His voice, and I realised that He knew exactly why I had called Him. I had to think fast.

“Fish and chips tonight for you and Jules. I’ll bring them round. My treat?”

“Smooth recovery there. Very smooth. OK I will tell Jules; fish and chips for three at seven thirty it is.” 

The urge to doll myself up was almost compelling but it is just not done to put on the glad rags with the intention of seducing your best friend’s father, especially right under her nose! It was therefore a nice pair of jeans and a sweat top. Not unflattering but not alluring either. A middle-of- the-road outfit for informal occasions, the only concession to where I was going was that I left off my bra. 

Judicious questioning of Jules over WhatsApp, served to find out the location of His favourite chippy and on the dot at seven-thirty and conscious of feeling slightly out of breath I arrived with dinner. Jules lived at the same address as her Dad, but she had her own studio flat in the back garden. They had left the garden gate open for me, so I went straight up. The jolt I felt when He opened the door stunned me. I wasn’t expecting it and it was all I could do to resist throwing myself at Him. Mutely, I held out the bag containing our meal while I fought to control myself. 

He seemed to understand, because He positioned himself between me and Jules to give me time. He looked over His shoulder at His daughter.

“Hey Julia, there is a small person here bearing food.  I’m not sure she is reputable though, do want me to grab the food and send her on her way?”

“I would,” Jules was on the other side of the room and the noise from that direction indicated she was getting out the plates, “but it would be so rude, given that she has brought our dinner. You had better let her in. we can put her in a corner and ignore her. She doesn’t take up much room.”

“Cow.” I called, feeling my world right itself. 

“Commoner,” retorted Jules whose family was aristocratic on the wrong side of the blanket a few generations previously.

We had a great time eating and talking and playing board games. I had to be very careful because I caught myself flirting with Him. Fortunately, Jules is famously blunt and explained to me, in the sort of tone one uses to a five-year-old that it is bad form to flirt with your best friend’s father who is, moreover, twice your age. An irreverent discussion then followed to work out the maximum age of the men I was allowed to date.  I was felt to have one the debate by pointing out that the size of His wallet was also a factor. Much can be forgiven an octogenarian with a shed load of money!

After a couple of hours, He said He had some work to do in His workshop and He left me with Jules. I am afraid I forgot I had driven there and once more found myself over the limit. This was not an issue, and it was not the first time either.  Jules offered me the pull out and I gratefully accepted.

I always keep an overnight bag in my car just in case and I had to pass His workshop, so I stopped to tell Him I was sleeping over and that I had told Jules I has some career stuff I wanted to talk over with Him.  He nodded and pointed me to a small bag which contained my knickers and tights of two weeks ago, freshly laundered as promised together with a pair of fantastically expensive “hold up” style stockings still in their packet.  

“Those are more hygienic and, incidentally, much sexier.” He grinned. “I accept that you have two garments to put on whereas with tights you have only one, but it can’t possibly be that much harder.” I gave Him an answering grin and slid them into my bag.

“I’ll try them out,” I confirmed. I paused uncertainly before continuing, “I wanted to ask...” I stopped. The question was much easier to ask in my mind than it was when I came to ask it.

“You want to ask...?” He encouraged me.

“I did some research online and I came away much more confused, but I got that relationships between dominants and submissives are open to abuse.” He nodded, it was obvious He agreed and I caught an edge of anger in His face. “How do I protect myself?”  He took a deep breath.

“It is a valid question, and you are right, there have been some utter horror stories. Abusing a submissive is cruel because they tend to consider it is all their fault. The answer is about consent. As soon as consent is absent it becomes abuse. You will notice that when I asked you to remove your underwear in the restaurant, I said that it would please me. That gives you the ‘why’ – the reason why you might consider doing it. Having then asked you to remove your underwear I asked you if you consented. If you had said ‘no’ then that would have been the end of the matter; although I might have asked you why you refused.”

“I must consent to everything?” that sounds a little mechanistic. Doesn’t that take something out of the relationship.

“I said you your consent must be sought, not that you have to give your consent every time. “Suppose I asked you to stop wearing underwear entirely...”

“Is that a thing?” I asked, round eyed.

“Easy Alicia. It is a supposition.” He smiled at my interruption, “As I said, suppose I asked you to stop wearing underwear entirely and you consented to it, that consent would not need to be renewed every day.  It would continue until withdrew your consent.

“Oh! I get it. The consent remains in place unless and until it is revoked. So, the consent is only sought when something changes, after that it is assumed.” I frowned, deep in thought, what happens if I refuse consent to most things or having consented, I then withdraw it, but He tries to insist?”

“Most dominants,” He explained “have a personal philosophy which they should be able to articulate clearly and relatively simply, but they all come down to this; the only thing that matters is the needs of the submissive. The relationship between a Dominant and a Submissive is very Sub-centric, as soon as it becomes about the Dominant the relationship is in the danger area.  If it ever becomes primarily about the Dominant, then you should run like hell.  Obviously if the Submissive refuses or revokes consent and the Dominant insists then the line has been crossed. If the Submissive refuses nearly everything the Dominant suggests then the relationship is probably going nowhere both should walk away.”

“But that means this is all about me,” I pointed out.  “I agree or I do not agree. If, having agreed, I then change my mind. That is all my choice. Doesn’t that make me in charge?”

“Do you feel in charge?” He read the answer in my face, I had never felt less in charge since I was a young child. “The relationship is one where you give your Dominant power over an area of your life that makes you, potentially at least, very vulnerable.  You must have the power to protect yourself.”

On the way home that evening, I realised, apart from the one request in the restaurant, He had never cast himself in the role as my Dominant. I could see that when He asked the question, I needed to understand something about myself, but other than that, He had spoken about a hypothetical person I hand not yet met. But I didn’t want any Dominant, I wanted Him and somehow, I was going make sure He knew.
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“How did you meet? And how do you find out that He is looking to own someone.” One of her students, who classed himself as asexual, asked from the floor. “I mean, I don’t date but I imagine a chat up line of ‘Hi there, I would like to own you,’ would crash and burn.” This caused a chorus of chuckles around the floor.

“And yet another PhD thesis is born,” Alicia observed, “The relative effectiveness of prepackaged chat up lines by Anne Other.  You might even get an ignobel prize for that one. In my case My Owner knew I was submissive before I did. I had known Him for years through someone else and He was able to explain to me why I was how I was. As for why Him? He thought He was too old for me, and I had to persuade Him to take me on.  He made me wait though.”

“But why would He do that if He knew what you wanted?” the student asked.

“He says that it is the duty of the Dominant to always act in the best interests and in accordance with the needs of the Submissive. He wasn’t convinced it was in my best interests given that He is thirty years older than me.” Alicia caught the startled looks around the hall and nodded, “Yes, He is in His late sixties although you wouldn’t know it to look at Him. For me at least, a person like Him needs to have a degree of gravitas and I am not sure I could respect someone who was near me in age. I think I would be likely to become a little stubborn. He made me work for it though. I had to think about it for six months during which time there was no contact between us.”
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A couple of weeks afterwards He invited me out again, this time to a Japanese restaurant. Again, He arranged for a car to pick me up. This time I didn’t wear knickers or a bra, but I did put on the stockings He gave me. I bought a beautiful dress which clung in all the right places, and I spent well over an hour doing my hair and make-up.  I didn’t care what anyone else might think; I was dressing for Him, and I wanted Him to know it. 

I could see it had the desired effect. When He saw me, He stood up He gave me a very appreciative grin, grasped my hand twirled me around so He could get a rear view and then pulled out my chair for me.

“Were I not made of stern stuff,” He commented, having seated himself opposite me “I might be in immediate need of a defibrillator. You, my dear, are an exceptionally attractive woman although I note,” He indicated my face which had become very hot, “you have not been told this often enough. That is an impressive blush.”

We talked all the way through the meal. Rather I talked and He listened. I explained what I was doing, and my plans for the future, the ideas I had for my doctoral thesis. I complained about my boss and the difficulties they were putting in my way and my conviction that everyone was entitled to an education no matter what challenges they faced in obtaining it. He does not have a background in education although He has worked in humanities and the soft sciences with occasional detours into other things. He was, by this time, retired and to make a little extra money and to keep himself active He made things in His workshop. 

He seemed to be able to keep up though and if I said something He did not understand He asked a question and always seemed to understand my answers. It was not until after we had finished eating that He took control of the conversation.

“I apprehend from the effort you have put into your appearance this evening and from the fact that you are wearing no underwear but are wearing the stockings I gave you that you have something to ask me. It is probably time to ask it now.”

This put me on the spot somewhat since my usual way of approaching difficult matters was to come at it obliquely, feeling my way and leaving open the opportunity to retire if the ground became too difficult. 

“I... um... I... Oh dear.” He gave me no help and left me to stew in my indecision. “I would like you to teach me, or... or do whatever it is you do. I want to become your submissive!” I finally managed to blurt out. “Will you? I mean, can you?” I stuttered to a halt again. “I’m not even sure I know what I am asking you to do.”

“No, I can see that.” He finally answered with a slight smile. “And the answer is No, I will not.” He clearly saw the despair in my face and so He continued, “at least not yet.” The despair was replaced by hope. “I am not convinced I am the right Dominant for you. I am an old man, and you have no idea what you are proposing or what you are potentially letting yourself in for.  So... This is my offer to you.  I am going away for six months. I am going to walk the Appalachian Trail. I am doing it now because I always wanted to do it, In five years I may not be able to do it and I need to have something to mark the change in my life which started when my wife died.  During that time, I will have no contact with you, although I will have to check in with Julia every so often and when I return, If I am then satisfied, that you understand what you have asked me I will reconsider your request.”

“Ok.” I was suddenly determined to show Him. “What do you want of me in the interim?”

“I want to find out what a Dominant Submissive relationship involves and make sure it is something you want.  I want you to meet some Dominants nearer your own age and I want you to know what your hard limits are and what are your soft limits.  Lastly, I want you to be able to tell me about it with much the same fluency as you have just discussed your work.”

He flew to the USA three days later and the next six months were the most difficult of my life. This was not because of the instructions He gave me but because of how much I missed Him. I have not realised how much He had become to mean to me over the previous weeks and I found the separation very hard to bear.  Nearly every week I would visit Jules to find out if He had been in contact. 

“If I didn’t know better,” she joked one day “I should think you only came to see me to find out about my Dad.”

“Well, I do want to know,” I had prepared an answer. “He is in His late sixties, and He decides to go to another country, on His own, to undertake one of the toughest walks on the planet. I looked it up, it is two thousand one hundred and ninety-seven miles long and it goes through fourteen states. Most people who start it with the intention of doing the whole length in one continuous hike never finish it. It is a helluva undertaking whichever way you look at it. I want to know how He is doing. I have classes of kids at school that are putting pins in maps to indicate where He was last time I told them, and they have loads of questions.” I gave her a sly look. “I don’t suppose...?”

“I will ask Him next time He contacts me,” Jules gave a resigned sigh. “What do you want me to ask?”

For the rest of the time He was away; once a week, Jules would send Him three or four questions which had been asked by my students, and He would do a series of thirty second video segments filmed on His satellite phone in answer. It was fantastic for the students, and it gave me the opportunity to see Him, if only for a couple of minutes. 

I did as He had asked.  I went onto a number of blogs and message boards used by Dominants and Submissives and I discovered, somewhat to my surprise that they were ordinary people doing ordinary jobs.  Like gay people half a century earlier however, they had to keep it very private because society did not understand. To most people, Dominants were getting their kicks abusing vulnerable people and submissives were weak and inadequate. While it was true that there were people like that about, abusers were not tolerated and often referred to the authorities and people who were inadequate or mentally ill were steered to the appropriate services. 

I realised that I was not a masochist.  I thought I might not mind a little pain, but I would not find it arousing. I didn’t like humiliation. What I thought I would probably like is to be controlled but with understanding.  I wanted to continue with my career, and I did not want to become a homebody although I thought I would like pleasing my Dominant.  I wasn’t sure what would be involved in that, and I discovered that the road a particular relationship follows is one you have to walk, you cannot lay it out in advance. 

I went out on some dates.  Some were utter disasters and resulted in me leaving halfway through. I cannot be made to agree with someone just because they tell me to. A couple were very pleasant, but it was clear that it was not going anywhere and there was one man I went out with on three occasions. We got on really well and He made me laugh but halfway through the third date, He asked me why I was seeing Him and I just blurted out how I was fulfilling a promise I had made.  

My date was not remotely offended.  He said that He had received the strong impression I had already decided with whom my future lay and He added that had He been in the same position as Jules’ dad He would have done the same thing.  We are still friends and recently He and the lady He married a year ago named their daughter Allie.  I was honoured when He told me. 

Those six months dragged, it seemed like they would never end.  He finished the trail in a good time as Jules and I had known He would, but He didn’t come home immediately but stayed with a few American friends He had met on the trail.  It was nearly seven and a half months before He returned to the UK. Jules phoned me to say He was coming home the following Saturday, and I arranged to spend the day with her to welcome Him back home. If it had been up to me, I would have dressed up for the occasion, but it could have given rise to some difficult questions, so I just pulled on a pair of clean jeans and a t-shirt. 

It was mid-afternoon when He finally got home. Jules threw herself at Him, clearly pleased to see Him and explained that in His absence, I had been around there regularly, asking after Him and keeping her company.  I told Him, once I could get a word in edgeways that His messages to the students in the school had been a major interest for my students. Children who rarely took an interest in anything had been fired up and had started to work. I asked Him if He would be prepared to come and meet them in person. 

At five pm I excused myself saying that I had a pile of marking to do the following day and I would need to get an early night. At this He said that He was pretty jet lagged and wanted some sleep too, so He said He would walk me down the path. On the way He gave me a sideways look and raised one eyebrow. 

“I have done everything you asked me to do, and I can answer all your questions,” I replied to the unspoken question.

“When you have finished your marking, say about six o’clock tomorrow evening, I will see you in my workshop. I will tell Julia that you are coming to see me to make arrangements for your students.” was all He said. 

The following evening, I arrived at five-thirty and went up to see Jules.  She knew I was her to see her Dad. At six I went to see Him.  I was never more scared, and at the same time more excited in my life. When I walked in, He turned the machine He was using off (I think it is called a lathe – I am not very practical) and He leaned back against His bench.

“So?” He gestured that I should tell Him what I had learned and so I told Him. I said I was not a masochist and could not see how pain would be enjoyable although I could see that sometimes a little pain might be necessary, for example as a punishment. I explained how I understood Domination and Submission relationships worked and how important trust was.  I said that the only hard limits I could see I had were children, animals, blood, clear abuse of myself or anyone else, anything obviously illegal including drugs, and poo. I explained that I had dated, and I told Him what had happened on each date and why none of them had worked.

“If anything,” I finished, “my need to have you as my dominant is greater now than it was seven months ago. Please will you accept me?”

“Are you menstruating,” He asked after a long pause.

“No.”  He turned around and picked up a knife from His bench. (Even I know this was a Stanley knife) 

“Please put your hands on your head.” He gave me no clue to what He was proposing but He held my gaze as I complied and I didn’t flinch. He reached under the waist band of my jeans at the side over my hip, pulled up my knickers and sliced through them. That knife was sharp!  Then He did the same on the other side. “Please undo the waist of your jeans pull down the zip and the replace your hands on your head.” I could feel a calmness and sense that I was just where I wanted to be come over me and again, I did as He requested. “I am going to pull out your knickers. Do you consent?”

“Yes.” He grasped the material and pulled the remains of my knickers through my legs and out through the front of my jeans.  Without looking at them He threw them in the bin. He stroked a finger over the hair thus revealed.

“We shall have to do something
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