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THE CARROT AND THE STICK

 


 


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.’

 



~~~

 


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.


 



REQUESTS AND SUGGESTIONS

 


 


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.

 



~~~

 


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
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