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I’m sitting in the kitchen, eating my breakfast and listening to the local news. I’m wondering why K is late when they announce on the radio that there has been a traffic incident on the bypass and traffic is jammed up for miles around. That answers that, I think.

I’m planning the day’s activities with K. Ever since I gave her an official collar, she’s been playing up a bit, getting too full of herself. She’s not supposed to respond to my orders as, ‘Yes, Master,’ with a twinkle in her eye, and ‘Shall I fetch Master another cushion?’ or ‘Would Master like more milk in his coffee?’ as if it’s a game. She seems to think that life will be easier as slave than a sub but she’s wrong, it gets harder as the responsibilities become more demanding. No, I think she needs to be brought down a peg or two and learn her place. I believe in the carrot and stick approach. I’m about to dangle a pretty damned big carrot in front of her, so I think she needs a liberal dose of the stick first.

Eventually I hear her car pull up so I go out, open the front door and then sit on the stairs, waiting.

She pushes open the door and rushes in all flustered and carrying shopping bags. ‘I’m sooo sorry I’m late, Master. There’s been an accident on the bypass and traffic is snarled up everywhere. No one can get on or off the bypass. Then when I did get away I had to drive miles to get those special sausages that you like, and then I remembered you were low on milk so I had to stop at the supermarket. And it just all got out of hand, I’m sorry it won’t happen again. I’ll get up earlier to beat the rush hour, I’ll make sure that-’

‘SHUT UP! Stop gabbling woman. I’m not happy with your lax timekeeping, K. Put the food in the fridge then meet me in the Fun room.’ I storm off up the stairs pretending to be angry, while she stands there pathetically holding up the milk.

When she comes into the Fun room I point to the sexy outfit I had placed on the bed for her to wear. ‘I was going to have a fun, sexy day with you today but you’ve ruined that by being late.’ I sweep the undergarments onto the floor. ‘Today you’ll just have to wear your Downton Abbey outfit but first I’m going to punish you. So get stripped and put your cuffs on.’

She is quick to obey without giving me any backchat. When she is ready I tie her to the whipping stool, face down and go at her with the tawse. I hit her heavily on the back and legs but concentrate on her backside, I want her arse to be sore every time she sits down for the rest of the day. She moans and pleads with me to stop, begging for forgiveness and promising to be a good girl from now on.

When I think she’s had enough, I untie her, sit on the bed and shout ‘MOUTH’. She rushes over, unzips me and begins deep throating me, obviously eager to please. When I’ve finished in her mouth and she has licked me clean, I stand up and tell her to put today’s outfit on and then join me in my study. ‘But first, clean up this room. It’s a bloody mess.’
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Some time later there’s a knock at the study door and I call, ‘Come in.’

K enters in her Downton Abbey outfit and closing the door behind her, stands at Attention, waiting for instructions. I notice she is limping slightly and I feel a twinge of guilt. Just a twinge though. I tell her to sit down in the chair facing me across the desk. She winces as she sits down as her arse is still sore but sits there quietly, hands folded in her lap, looking down at the floor.

‘I’m not happy about your being late today, K.’

‘I’m so sorry, Master. I promise to set my alarm earlier so I can get out before the rush hour. Of course it means I’ll get here earlier so you’d have to give me a key or ... or I could just wait outside in the car until you’re up and about,’ she says earnestly, trying to win back my approval.

‘It’s just not good enough and I’m afraid that I can only see one solution.’ She looks up at me fearfully. ‘You’ll have to move into the house with me.’

‘But Master, if you’d just give me another chance, I promise that I’ll ... wait, what?’ she says as the penny drops. ‘What did you just say?’

‘That’s right, I want you to move in.’

She’s stunned for a moment, then I can see the wheels turning in her head while she thinks through the logistics. ‘Where would I sleep? In your bed?’

‘You know that unless it’s after a session, I like to sleep alone.’

K grimaces. ‘Not the Fun room, surely? I don’t mind staying there overnight after a torture session but I wouldn’t want to live in there.’

‘No, not the Fun room. You’ll have your own bedroom, the one with the ensuite bathroom. No bath I’m afraid, only a shower but I’m sure you can cope. If you need to soak in a bath then use the main bathroom.’

‘Would I be able to keep stuff in there? Personal stuff?’

‘Of course, it’ll be your own room. I’ll put in a bookcase for your books, it already has a TV with access to Netflix, Amazon Prime Video and so on. You can move some of your personal stuff in there, including your sexy outfits. And here’s the best part, I’ll even have a lock fitted to the door. At the moment you can only lock it from the inside but I’ll have a mortice lock fitted so you can lock it when you’re not there. Even Mrs. Scott won’t be allowed in.’

‘But you will I assume?’

‘Well, I’ll have a key, naturally, but I won’t use it unless I have to. You might have a fall or there might be fire or something and we need to gain access to the room. But for the most part you can lock the door and keep the world out. Even me. It will be the one place in the house where the “no privacy” rule doesn’t apply. So you can lock it when we have guests or there are workmen in the house or whatever.’

‘But why would I want to keep you out?’

‘I’ve lived with someone before and at first it’s fine but after a while it gets a bit tiring being in each other’s face all the time. So it will be nice for both of us if we can go to our own separate hidey-holes and have a bit of alone time. I have my study and you’ll have your bedroom. And if you get naughty, I can send you to your room without any supper!’

‘What about the cameras? Will they still be turned on?’

‘I’ll let you decide that. I’ll have them rigged so that barring emergencies when I can override it, you’ll be able to switch them on or off.’

‘Good.’ She blushes and looks down. ‘I know it sounds daft but I must admit, when I’m staying in the Fun room, I like the fact that you can watch me on the night vision camera. I sleep much better because I feel safe, knowing that you’re there watching over me.’

‘Always,’ I reassure her. My God, this girl really knows how to tug at the old heart strings.

‘What would we do about the flat?’ she asked ‘And where would I paint?’

‘I suggest that you keep the flat for the time being and paint there. During the summer you might want to work in the summer house, perhaps. We’ll discuss that.

‘I’ll set up standing orders to pay the rent and utilities on the flat, so you don’t need to worry about them. I’d also suggest that you leave some of your clothes there. You can go there whenever you need to paint and if you work late you can stay over. Besides, if we really have a falling out one day, it will be nice for both of us if you have somewhere away from this house to go to, to give us both time to cool down.’

K gets all excited and leans forward, wincing as her arse stings which seems to bring her back down to earth. Her face drops. ‘Please tell me this isn’t one of your games, Master. You’re not going to change your mind, are you?’

I lean across the desk and grasp the gold dog tag of her collar. ‘I swear on this and all it signifies, that everything I’m saying is true.’

She sits back, wincing again and gives me a satisfied smile.

‘Now then, there will have to be some rules for you to follow.’

‘Of course, Master. I wouldn’t have it any other way.’ K has confessed to me that the more rules for her to abide by and the more detailed instructions there are for her, the better she loves it. Some people need to have stability and order in their lives, even if it is imposed on them by someone else, and are never happier than when someone lays out a game plan for them to follow. I saw a lot of that in the army, and not always just with the junior ranks.

K has never had that stability before and for the first time in her life it gives her a clear path to follow and she finds it reassuring. Also in K’s case there is that thing in her psyche that tells her that if someone is controlling her, then they are actually paying attention to her and care about her enough to spend time managing her.

‘First of all, no loud music. Sometimes I work from home and can’t afford the distractions. I don’t want to hear Adele blasting out at all hours. I will buy you an expensive pair of headphones and a good Walkman, so you can listen in the privacy of your own head without disturbing me. I’ll get a new laptop for you to use, at the same time.

‘Second, no drugs in the house except prescription drugs. In fact I don’t want you using drugs at all but I know what you ‘arty’ types are like. Obviously I can’t control what happens when you’re not in the house but if you get busted for smoking dope in your flat then don’t look to me for help.

‘Next, you will keep your room tidy at all times. I’ve been to your place and your idea of tidying up is to push everything to the edges of the room so as to leave a clear space in the middle. That’s not acceptable here. This is my home and I don’t want you turning part of it into a “Bohemian squat”. To that end, I will inspect your room once a month. This will be a full, army style inspection, where you stand to attention at the end of your bed while I check the room. I’ll give you a few days warning and I will expect the toilet, sink and shower to be spotless and your bed neatly made. Any failures will be noted down in your punishment book for later action. Any questions, so far?’

‘No, Master, that’s all quite clear,’ she says, smiling. The introduction of more rules and inspections seems to please her.

‘Now, about your schedule, forgive me if I use army terminology here but you’ll understand what I mean. At present you come here 3 or 4 times a week and when you’re here you are “on duty” if I may call it that. When you’re not here you’re “off duty”. Understand what I’m saying?’

She nods.

‘Now then, when you move in, you will be in the house 7 days a week, but I don’t think it’s fair for you to be on duty for 7 days. So, we will draw up a schedule when you are on duty, my sexy slave, Dogface, and have to carry out whatever tasks I set you that day, or simply be around the house for me to use and abuse as I wish. Maybe strung up on that wall, or whatever.

‘Then when you’re off duty, even though you’re in the house, you are K, the beautiful artist, free to come and go as you wish and use all the facilities of the house, you don’t have to stay in your room. So you can sunbathe in the garden, nude of course, I don’t like to see white bits on a tanned girl. Or you can use the hot tub, whatever you like.’

‘Err, Master ... I’m happy to be a 24/7 slave if you’d like.’ That statement is music to a Dom’s ears.

‘I appreciate that K, I really do but you need some down time, we all do. Time to just think and recharge your batteries, or paint in your case. Also you need to get out in the community and see people, go to the writing group, go the gym, cultivate friends. Otherwise you just turn into a zombie slave and lose everything about you that makes you interesting. So let’s say that you’re on duty 3 days per week and off duty for 4.’

‘If I can’t be 24/7 can we make it 5 days on duty then and 2 off?’

‘No, for the reasons I just mentioned. Let’s say we compromise and settle on 4 days on duty and 3 days off?’

‘Why so much, Master?’

‘Don’t forget when you’re out of the house you’ll be meeting other people. Can’t have you turning up at the writing group or the gym covered in whip marks. We’ll need to let time go by for them to fade. So obviously those days will be included in your off duty days. Then Sunday perhaps.

‘There are a few provisos to these rules. Whenever you are here, you’ll still bring me breakfast in bed. If I have to change the schedule at a moment’s notice I will, but I’ll only do that if it’s necessary. And furthermore, this is after all only a game we play and takes second place to real life, so should you ever need time off from your duties to carry out a painting commission for example, then you will certainly have it.’

‘That’s very good of you, Master.’

I’ve previously jotted down some notes, so I read them out to her. ‘How does this sound then?

‘Monday, off duty, gym day.

‘Tuesday, on duty.

‘Wednesday, off duty, dance class, writing group.

‘Thursday, on duty. Assisting Mrs. Scott.

‘Friday, on duty.

‘Saturday, on duty. Punishment whipping.

‘Sunday, off duty, recover from Saturday.’

She hesitates to answer so I say to her, ‘Does that not meet with your approval?’

‘There are only 2 days scheduled where I get punished.’

‘Is that not enough for you?’

She deliberately wriggles in the chair, causing her pain and she winces. Then she looks me directly in the eye. ‘Master, I am a very bad girl and need to be kept in line with harsh discipline.’

‘Oh, don’t worry, those are only the scheduled ones, there will be plenty of ad hoc ones along the way, don’t you worry.’

K silently dips her head in acknowledgement.

‘So you do you accept my offer about moving in then?’

‘Without having to think about it twice,’ she agrees.

‘Good. I’ll type up this list of schedules and rules and you will fix them to the back of your door, for you to refer to easily. Now go about your duties and I’ll start the ball rolling with the paperwork on your flat and so on.’

She stands up, limps to the door then turns back to face me. 

‘Do you really think I’m beautiful, Master?’

I stare her straight in the eyes and say, ‘Yes.’

Without another word she breaks protocol, comes to me and kisses my cheek. Then she lets herself out of the study. Later in the day I catch her humming and smiling to herself as she dusts the lounge.

Carrot and stick, carrot and stick.
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I’m sitting in my study one morning checking over the dull, dull, company reports when the phone rings. I welcome the distraction and pick it up eagerly. I check the display and it’s the intercom not an outside call. Bedroom No 3, K’s room.

‘Hello.’

‘Morning, Master, I hope I’m not interrupting you, I can call back later.’

‘That’s all right, K. What can I do for you?’

‘You know you said that if I ever wanted for anything, I could ask you and you would consider it?’

‘Yeeesss,’ I say cautiously, not sure where this is going.

‘Well now that I’ve settled in to the house and we’ve established a routine, I’ve thought of a few things that I would like to ask you to agree to, for me.’

‘How much is this going to cost me?’

‘Oh there’s very little cost involved, well, a few pounds maybe, but everything is mainly suggestions about how I’m treated. Could we discuss this sometime? I’m sat at my computer and with your permission I could press ‘Print’ and then the list would appear on your printer and give you time to view them, before we meet to discuss them.’

Since K moved in and I bought her a new laptop, there didn’t seem much point in buying her another printer when I have a perfectly good colour, laser printer in my office. So I configured her laptop to print to that when she needs a printout. I relaxed the rule about her never entering when I’m not there, I just insist that she knock first. After all, I might be ‘diddling’ Mrs. Scott in there.

‘Okay, press print and we’ll meet at say 2 o’clock?’

‘2 o’clock will be fine, Master. I’ll be there then.’

I take her list off the printer and study it. Before we got together officially, I asked her to send me list of her fantasies, so as to give me an idea of the things she dreamed about in private. Perhaps I might be able to fulfil some of them for her but it let me know what she really wanted, deep down. But they were just fantasies, this is actually a list of suggestions she would like to put into practice. I read it with interest.
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At 10 minutes to 2 o’clock there is a knock at the door. K knows I hate tardiness, a habit I picked up at army briefings. If a meeting is scheduled for 2 o’clock, and you turn up at 2 o’clock, you’re late! You should turn up at least 10 minutes early, with pen and paper, ready to start the meeting.

This was something that drove me mad when I first took over the publishing company. The staff were used to the ‘civvy’ way of doing things. If the meeting was at 2 o’clock, they would look at their watch, see it’s 2 o’clock, get a cup of coffee, go to the toilet maybe, bimble along to the meeting. If I was lucky the meeting finally got started around 2:15. I soon put a stop to that. I would lock the door to the meeting room at 2 pm sharp and if you were late you would have to wait outside until the meeting had finished and then explain to me why you weren’t there on time. Soon sorted out the slackers. Anyway I digress.

I let K in and motion her to a seat. ‘Permission to speak freely, Master?’

‘Permission granted. Now then perhaps you’d like to explain the things on this list to me?’

‘First of all, I’d like to thank you for giving me a hearing. You could easily have said no and that would have been an end to it, but you’re smarter than that, Master. I’m constantly learning things off you, and one of them is that phrase you use often, Quid Pro Quo, or in English, “Give a little, get a little”. So I’m hoping that we can maybe barter a little?’

‘What makes you think I have to barter with you to get what I want?’

‘Excuse me, Master, and if you think I’m talking out of turn then take me upstairs, strip me naked and whip me until I’m raw and I won’t moan about it, but it’s like this ... you’ve had slaves before and I guess that maybe they were just property, items to be used and discarded. I was hoping that in time you might consider me more of a partner than just an appendage. You’ve told me in the past that you’re looking for a companion and I hope I could be that companion. I could see us as a team, working together to achieve your aims. We would fit together like this ...’

Instead of meshing her fingers together like most people would, she makes a circle with her index finger and thumb and pokes the index finger of her other hand in and out of the circle, repeatedly. She gives me a broad smile and I have to laugh.

‘Go on, tell me what you want,’ I say, intrigued.

‘Basically, I’d like to ask for a few favours and in return I will make some suggestions about things that are done to me and how I am treated, that I think will be mutually satisfying to us both. I’ve done as you suggested and visited the BDSM websites you recommended and seen a few punishments that I’m interested in having done to me. I made notes of them. I don’t know if I’ll like them but I am interested in trying them and perhaps it will please you, Master, to inflict them on me.’

I pick up the paper and study it. ‘Okay, I’m listening, talk me through your requests.’

She clears her throat and sits upright in her chair. ‘First of all, I’d like a monthly allowance. It doesn’t have to be much, £50 or £100. It’s just that I would like my own money to spend how I wish without having to justify it to you. If I see some lipstick I like, or a nice bra or something.’

‘But those things come under “beautifying yourself” so are allowed spending on the credit card.’

‘Yes but what if I want to lend a friend £10 to put some petrol in her car or something? I would like to be able to do that without having to consult you first, that’s all.’

I put a tick next to that on the list. ‘Okay, that’s fair enough. Shall we say £200 to start with and then we can discuss increasing it if necessary. Give me your bank details and I’ll set up a standing order. Next?’

Shocked at how easy it was I can see that K becomes emboldened and gives me her next request before I can change my attitude.

‘I’d like to get my nipples pierced.’

‘But I like sucking on your titties and I don’t want a mouthful of scrap metal when I do.’

‘But, Master, you won’t have to. I can take them out when you want to do that. But think what you can do in the meantime. I saw one woman who was fastened to a wall by hoop rings through her pierced nipples, couldn’t break free without tearing them. Think of the exquisite torture.

‘And there was this pony girl site where they made the ponies wear silver bells in their nipples and they looked ever so pretty. Wouldn’t you like to see me wearing them around the house when I’m naked or topless?’

Silver bells, I think. I’ll give you silver bells. I’ll make you wear them all the time, and larger ones each time, until you’re sick of ‘fucking silver bells’.

‘Very well, you can have you’re nipples pierced but nowhere else. No clit rings or suchlike. You’ll have pierced ears and nipples and that’s enough.’ I tick the piercing and ask, ‘Next?’

‘I’d like to get a tattoo. A nice little tramp stamp above my bum crack so you can see it when I’m wearing knickers or a bikini.’

‘And what would this tattoo be of?’

‘Your initials. A red ring with your initials inside, in red.’

‘Well I’m flattered but let’s be realistic. Supposing down the line we split up and you take up with another Master? He’s not going to be happy at you bearing the mark of another man, is he? He’ll want you to remove it.’

‘I will be wearing the mark of the first man that broke me in and made me his slave. I shall always keep that memory.’

I look at her and she stares me back in the eyes without flinching or looking away. It obviously means a lot to her, carrying my mark, so I’ll allow it. With conditions.

‘I’ll tell you what. I’ll agree to my initials above your bum if you have a tattoo as well on the front, on the right hand side of your lower abdomen, near the right hip. The coat of arms of The Society. It will denote that you are the property of The Society. No one but Society members will know it for what it is. And if anyone else asks you what it is, you’ll never tell of course.’

‘What does it look like?’

I turn to my computer, browse to The Society website and log in. It’s a secure site and you need a password to get in. The first screen you see once you’re logged in is the Society crest with links to the other pages. I turn the computer screen around and show it to K.

‘It looks all right. How big would it have to be?’

‘Say 2 inches by 2 inches.’

‘Okay then, I accept.’

‘Good. I’ll set you up with an appointment with our specialist. He does all the body mods for members of The Society and their slaves. He can do your piercing, he knows how to do the Society tattoo and if you give him the design you want of my initials he can do that as well. He’s very good, that’s why we use him.’

‘Okay then, yes. Go ahead and set it all up please. Will he do them all on the same day, do you think?’

‘Probably your back one day and then your front another. Do you think you can handle a tattoo and nipple piercing on the same day?’

‘If you tell me to I will.’

‘Without any anaesthetic?’

‘If that would please you.’

‘Yes it would. Good girl. Now were they any more requests before we move on to your suggestions?’

She looks embarrassed. ‘Yes there is one more. You know how in my mind the more you control me, the more you care about me? I know it’s not really like that but my subconscious seems to believe that so I don’t argue with her. Well, I’d like you to control me even more.’

‘How so? Put a bridle on you?’

‘At the moment you dictate what clothes I wear when I am “on duty” as you put it. I’d like you to also tell me what you want me to wear when I’m “off duty”. Days when I’m out of the house even.’

‘Oh ... K. I appreciate the sentiment and the trust you have in me but I’m not really all that up on ladies fashions and what scarf goes with what jumper and all that sort of thing. It’s one thing dressing you up in leather outfits or bra and knickers to please my eye, but I’m not sure I could send you out on the street with my clothing choices.’

‘Do you think I don’t know that? You’re a man after all, no fashion sense. No what I’ll do is I’ll pick some complete outfits, I’ll decide which blouse goes with which jumper and which skirt goes with those boots, etc. and you just pick a complete outfit. A, B or C. Simple as that.’

‘And this all means something to you, does it?’

She nods. ‘Yes, when I look down and see my sleeve or my skirt, or catch my reflection in a shop window it’ll give me a warm feeling inside thinking, “I’m wearing this outfit because my Master wants me to wear this outfit.” I know it’s strange but it’s important to me, so please humour me.’

‘Seems fair enough, okay then, if that’s what you want. Anything else?’

‘Yes, please could you control my eating habits, my mealtimes and what I eat? You already choose my meals when we are dining out together, I’d like you to do it during a normal day as well.’

‘How do you mean?’

‘Things like, whether we are at home or if I’m out and about for the day on my own, I must eat at 1 o’clock and I can only eat chicken, in a sandwich or a salad, and it must be brown bread, that sort of thing. I’m only allowed pasta twice a week, perhaps. I can only eat a takeaway if you have one. Minor details like that but it means that you are in control of me even more than you are now.’

‘Are you’re sure about all this?’

She closes her eyes and her voice has a certain edginess to it, ‘It’s rules, I must have rules. It’s the only way I know you care about me.’

It sounds daft to me but it obviously means so much to her, so I give in. ‘Okay then,’ I reply, ‘if that’s what you want. I’ll look into it and get the doctor to draw up a healthy diet for you. I don’t want to be picking things at random and make you lose out on some essential vitamins or whatever.’

‘Thank you, Master. It may not be true but I feel that the more you control my life the more I’m cared about. Silly I know but ...’

‘By the way, did I tell you I think you’re fucking weird?’

‘Many times, but I give good head, that’s why you keep me around.’

‘True enough. Okay, if we’re finished with your requests, let’s take a look at your suggestions for how I should mistreat you.’

‘Yes, Master. I don’t know if I will like any of these but I’m willing to give them a try as they seem to interest you.’

We both study the list K created. I’ve never seen such an organised slave. If I was to tell her that I was going to whip her and she had to count the strokes, I wouldn’t be surprised if she turned up with one of those clickers that they use at events to count the number of people there. Or maybe an app on a Fitbit watch.

SUGGESTIONS

	The use of vibrating eggs and butt plugs randomly turned on during the day, while I am serving at the house.

	Being watched/filmed while I masturbate.

	Strung up, upside down on the hoist in garage and whipped.

	Total immobility bondage and sensory deprivation. Tight corset, neck and shoulder brace, arms bound, legs thighs and ankles bound with straps, body strapped to a pole so I can’t bend my body. Blindfolded and with noise cancelling headphones on.

	Being used as furniture.

	Staked out in the garden in the midday sun.

	Made to toil in the garden, naked. Used as a beast of burden.

	Run around in the snow, naked.

	Occasionally sleep in the cage in Master’s bedroom, so he can watch me while I sleep.


‘This seems pretty comprehensive, I’ll see about implementing them,’ I tell her. ‘I will of course allow you to add to this list as time goes on.’

‘Thank you, Master. You’ve been so understanding today. I only hope I can live up to your hopes for us.’

I give her a few moments to enjoy the little victory I gave her today as I’m going to lay some bad news on her that she might not like.

‘Right now then K, I’m glad we had this chat today but to be honest I would have called you down for one anyway as there are some things I have to inform you of.

‘I’ve given you a lot of concessions here. It’s now time to tell you of your increased obligations since you transformed from my sub to my slave. These aren’t parts of our negotiations, I would have informed you of these even if today’s conversation hadn’t taken place.

‘It’s time for you to be made available to more people who would like to have the chance to fuck you.’

‘Like who?’ she asked.

‘It’s time for you to have your 3 monthly check up with the doctor. He will test you for STD’s but also check you over generally for any problems, low blood sugar or whatever. He has expressed an interest in you now you are a full slave and available, so has requested to have “extra-curricular activities” with you each time you have your regular check-ups.

‘What does that mean?’

‘It means that if he takes his time examining you and his hands wander then so be it, you will allow it. If he wants to use his prick as a thermometer and insert it into you to take your temperature, you will allow it. When you attend your regular check-ups you will stay there until he has had his way with you to his satisfaction, and if he then wants to share you with his nurse you will actively comply and pretend to enjoy it. Clear?’

‘Yes, Master, very clear.’

‘Next, in the coming days you will be introduced to Sid the gardener. You will work under him in the way you do Mrs. Scott. He will put you to work in the garden and that will comply with one of your “suggestions”. He will also have full access to your body in the same way that Mrs. Scott does. Which means he can beat you if he wants and fuck you as many times during the day as he can manage.’

‘Is he a young man?’

‘No, he’s 50 and he has a beer belly, so sadly you won’t get to fuck some young stud. If you did it wouldn’t be humiliating for you, which is the point of the exercise.’

‘I understand, Master. I must be kept low in case I get ideas above my station. Isn’t that the way you put it?’

‘Exactly. Good girl. Now then, have you had an orgasm today?’

‘No, Master, you haven’t given me permission to have one.’

‘Neither have I.’

‘Would you like me to blow you?’

All this talk about handing her over to other men has got me aroused. ‘Let’s go to my room, get naked and fuck like rabbits.’

With a smile on her face she tells me, ‘As you wish, Master. I am yours to command.’

~~~
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K returns from her run just as I cross the foyer, heading for the kitchen. She doesn’t notice me at first as she leans forward and puts her hands on her knees, while she gets her breath back. After a moment she straightens up and notices me for the first time.

She sees me watching her silently and she knows why I’m watching her. She’s wearing a hooded top and leggings that come down to just below her knees. It’s a hot day and her face and neck are covered in sweat. She stares back at me without saying a word and slowly unzips her top and removes it, then just stands there with her hands on her hips. The sweat is running down her chest and the sports bra she is wearing is soaked in it. Of course now I can see her bare abdomen and that is shiny from her sweat too. I lick my lips (I can’t help it, I’m a dog) and she sees this.

‘Of course what I need now after that run is a good, hard, naked, sweaty workout in the garage gym. Perhaps with some hard fucking after that. Followed by a soak in the hot tub, don’t you think, Master?’

‘I, err ... yes, I suppose so. Err ... I’ll fire up the hot tub, should be ready by the time you’ve finished your workout. I’ll meet you in the gym,’ I manage to squeeze out.

I go to the patio and set the thermostat on the hot tub, then I head for the garage. K is just removing her knickers as I arrive. She’s still got her trainers on because of the cold garage floor. She’s tanned from nude sunbathing and with the sweat covering her body she looks as if she’s been oiled. Just to make sure she sweats some more though, I turn on the air blowers to keep the place hot. 

‘Ready, Master?’ she asks.

I pull over a collapsible chair that I keep in there for such occasions and make myself comfortable. ‘Ready.’

She begins the workout I have drawn up for her. I watched her doing her own workouts for a while, then I chose the different routines that showed her naked body off to the best advantage for me, as a spectator, to watch. K was so delighted I’d taken the trouble to regulate her life even more. It also appeals to her vanity, as the sole purpose of the routine I have chosen is to display her body to me, for my viewing pleasure.

Press ups, followed by a session on one of those step machines, then dumbbell lifts in various positions to exercise different muscles. Then lying on a sloping sit-up bench, head down doing uphill sit-ups or turning around and doing leg raises over her head. Each one showing off her musculature properly as well as showcasing her intimate parts.

(Just for the record, I’m not into muscly, weight-lifter type, women. Rather, I like women who are athletic and supple, who show their underlying muscle tone when exercising but who look perfectly nice and slim when not tensed. Also women who work out too much, tend to lose their breasts as they seem to sink into their expanding pectoral muscles. I don’t want K to suffer from that as she has perfectly lovely boobs and I don’t want her to lose them.)

Occasionally she stops and asks me to spray her with water as ‘she’s getting too hot and sweaty’ she says, knowing what it does to me when she says that. I spray her with a mist of water and she goes back to working out as the rivulets of water and sweat run down from her neck, between her breasts and into her crotch. (Damn! I am so going to fuck her when she’s finishing exercising!)

Eventually, as my stiff cock is beginning to throb painfully, she finishes her routine. She’s lying on the sit-up bench facing me, with her feet on the ground either side to stop herself sliding down. Which means her legs are apart and that tight, little pussy is staring directly at me. She puts one hand down to it and begins to slowly rub up and down it with her middle finger.

‘I know it’s forbidden for a sub to initiate sexual contact with a Dom,’ she tells me, ‘but I was just thinking what an opportune moment this might be for any randy Dom who happened to be in the neighbourhood, to take advantage of a horny ... sweaty ... slave like me. It’d be shame to miss out really. Not that I’m suggesting anything of course, it’s just that I’m so wet, inside and out.’

‘Okay, that’s it. Shut the fuck up or I’m going to come before I’m even inside you.’ I strip my clothes off as quickly as I can and approach the bench. She grips the top of the bench to stop her sliding down and raises her legs until they are on my shoulders. I enter her, that position allowing me to sink deeply into her. I rub my hands over her wet body, and she moans as I massage her breasts. But I don’t have too long and don’t want to waste it on foreplay. So I slide into her again and again until I reach my peak.

With a cross between a groan and a cry, I begin emptying myself inside her (the vinegar stroke as it is known). As I’m still pounding away at her, she slides her legs off my shoulders and wraps them around my body, locking her ankles behind my back. She puts her arms around me and pulls me close. As I go through my orgasm, I hear her muttering in my ear softly, as if it’s more for her benefit than mine, ‘Yes, that’s it, Master. Come for me, come in my cunt. Give me your cum, give me all you’ve got.’

I don’t know what magic is contained in those words but I keep going, pounding away at her willing body while I kiss her long and hard, only breaking off when we need to breathe. It’s getting a bit precarious on the sit-up bench so I stand up and turn her around, kneeling her down so she can lean on the bench, while I kneel behind and enter her again.

Slowly and methodically I plunge into her body until I feel my blood rising again. To delay that I sit back on my heels, pulling her with me, so we’re still connected. She sits there in my lap, impaled on my cock while I kiss and bite her neck, as my hands roam over her body. She grabs my hands and putting them on her breasts, squeezes them hard so I crush her boobs. After a few moments I pull one free from her grasp and slide it down her sweat-slick body to rub her clit.

Whatever magic worked on me is working its spell on her too. It’s not long before she is approaching her climax and with her free hand, she pulls my head forward until my mouth is on her shoulder and commands, ‘BITE ME!’ as she goes into the throes of her orgasm. I bite her hard as she lets out a strangled yelp followed by a lengthy moan. I keep the pressure on her clit and shoulder until the moaning subsides. She leans back against me, gasping for breath.

Even though we’ve stopped moving, my erection hasn’t subsided and I’m still rock hard, but I do the decent thing and say, ‘Do you want to stop now?’

She leans forward so her elbows are resting on the bench again and looking back over her shoulder gives me a strange look. (She scares me sometimes.) ‘Finish!’ she commands. ‘I want your cum inside me.’

So I oblige her. I put my cock inside her again, grab her hips and fuck away until I’ve finished. Unlikely as it seems, it feels as if I’m pumping even more spunk into her than I did the first time! After I’m done, I reach up to her shoulders, push as deep inside her as I can reach and then lay my head on her back, my arms around her waist. It’s ungentlemanly I know, but I’m spent and I just want a bit more closeness with her before we separate. K just waits patiently for me to recover, without saying anything, but stretches her arm around to what she can reach of my torso and gently rubs it.

When my dick has subsided enough to fall out of K, I get to my feet and help her to hers. ‘You’ve got to stop doing those runs, they’re wearing me out,’ I joke.

K says nothing, just obediently follows me when I take her hand and lead her outside to the hot tub. Once we have climbed inside, she scoots over to me and puts my arm around her shoulders. I hug her close. ‘Please don’t ever send me away, Master,’ she asks. ‘I love ...’ she pauses as if she’s saying too much. ‘I love it here with you and the games we play. It would break my heart if I had to leave.’

‘Then don’t ever leave,’ I tell her.
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LESSONS MUST BE TAUGHT
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I’ve stopped having breakfast in bed. It’s a treat 3 or 4 times a week but having breakfast and a blowjob every morning gets repetitive after a while, so I only have it when I’m in the mood. Normally I’m up and about before breakfasting.

As K is here full time now, I no longer have the opportunity to lay out her clothing for the day, before she arrives, as all her ‘exotic’ clothing is hanging in the wardrobe in her bedroom, which I don’t have access to. So I’ve got it in the habit of emailing her every day detailing what clothing I want her to wear and any tasks I may have for her, the next day. So she emerges from her room, into the house already clothed in what the navy call, ‘Rig of the Day’.

Today is different however. Today I have decided to fuck K about as there is a certain lesson I want to teach her, so I tell her to wear stockings, suspenders and high-heeled stilettos, and the usual collar and cuffs. When she reports to me, I take her to the Fun room and pick up a leg spreader bar. As well as fastenings at each end, they have a ring fixed in the middle, usually so you can stretch a chain or a rope from there up to the sub’s genitals. Today I fasten the ring to one of the D rings at the back of her collar. Then I fasten her wrist cuffs to either end of the spreader bar. This means that to pick anything up she will have to bend over to lower her hand. And today she’ll be doing housework. That’s going to be difficult.

Along with this I fasten a chain between her ankle cuffs. Not too long, short enough so it restricts her ability to walk, to a shuffle. Then I put a ball gag in her mouth and heavy weights clamped onto her nipples. I take her downstairs to wait for Mrs. Scott. Due to the shortness of the chain K has to walk down the stairs sideways, one step at a time. This is made doubly difficult when tottering about on high-heels. And it’s amusing to watch her struggle, mind you I stay close in case she stumbles and falls. I just want to fuck her about, not have her hurt herself.

Mrs. Scott comes in and stands there wordlessly looking K up and down. ‘Been naughty again has she, Mr. Gilchrist?’

‘Yes. She kept trying to talk to me when I was watching TV last night, instead of waiting for the adverts, as she knows she’s supposed to.’ K blushes and looks away. ‘So today, I want you to keep her chained up like this all day. Ungag her when she needs to feed, take the clamps off and put them back on from time to time. She has asked if she can have her nipples pierced so I want her to have sore nipples by the end of the day so she can see how much it will hurt having them pierced.

‘As usual, if she gives you any problems, beat her, but use this instead.’ In place of the usual tawse that she generally beats K with, I hand her one of the medium length whips that we have worked up to in K’s punishment routine. 

Mrs. Scott takes the whip and says, ‘D’ye no think you’re being a bit hard on the wee lassie?’

I look at her. ‘Mrs. Scott, I believe the terms of my contract with you allows for me to beat you if I feel like it. Unless you wish to end up naked, bent over the same counter next to K, while I whip the pair of you, I suggest you carry out my instructions.’ I’m doing this for a reason and I don’t want Mrs. Scott ruining the lesson by being kind to K.

Mrs. Scott can’t meet my eye and looking down at the floor says, ‘As you say, Mr. Gilchrist.’

‘I’ll have breakfast in the study, make her serve it.’

~~~
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Some time later there’s a knock at my study door and I call, ‘Come in.’ I hear the door open and K walks in carrying a tray. (Ah! I hear you say. How can she carry a tray if she has her hands shackled level with her head? Well the answer is, this isn’t my first rodeo, I’ve bound slaves like this before and there’s a simple solution to the problem. If you’ve travelled anywhere in the middle east, as I did in the army, you will know that the waiters in coffee houses serve you from a round tray, with three or four wires rising up from the rim of the tray that meet up and connect to a handle. So the tray can be carried with one hand. K is carrying one of those. See, simple.)

She puts the tray on the coffee table. I ignore her and she leaves the room. Moments later she is back with teapot in one hand and cup and saucer in the other. ‘Pour me a cup,’ I tell her and it is fun to watch her struggle with pouring it very carefully, so as not to spill a drop. She manages to do it and very pleased with herself turns to me, eyes wide, as if expecting congratulations. ‘Get out,’ I order her, curtly.

Her face drops and she leaves the room, closing the door behind her with some difficulty.

~~~
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I keep an eye on the pair of them during the day. Luckily for K, Mrs. Scott only makes her flit around with a feather duster and not do anything difficult like making the beds. Mrs. Scott still demands her due though and poor old K has to kneel before her and eat her pussy. Because of the spreader bar getting in the way, K can’t easily get close enough to Mrs. Scott’s pussy to do it justice as the bar presses against her thighs. After a few minutes struggle with the logistics of “muff diving” Mrs. Scott lays K on the bed and straddles her head with her legs open.

Later in the day as our paths cross, I can see that my instructions have been carried out and K has some fresh, red weals across her body, back and front. Obviously in a choice between K being whipped or herself, Mrs. Scott has chosen to lay into K and she has some particularly nasty looking stripes across her breasts and buttocks.
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Later that day Mrs. Scott comes to my study. ‘I’ve left yon lassie kneeling in the kitchen, awaiting further instructions. I’ve removed her gag so she can be safely left for a while, and I’ve just replaced the clamps on her nipples so they’re good for about 15 minutes before they’ll need removing.’

‘You can go,’ I tell her and deliberately wait until she has opened the study door and is halfway through before I call her back. ‘Mrs. Scott.’

‘Sir?’

‘Another thing, don’t ever question my orders again.’

‘No, sir. Sorry, sir. Won’t happen again.’

I dismiss her with a wave of my hand.

I wait 10 minutes or so and then go to the kitchen and stand before K. She
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