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His mind was awash with impossibilities...

Events and behaviour so outlandish it felt to him as if he had been transported into another body.

A weaker body.

And with a mindset to match.

He did, however, take some consolation from the fact that the flight of stairs above him were so strangely lit that even as he felt completely awake he knew he must be dreaming.

Everything just seemed so... exaggerated.

The air sucked into his lungs more... charged.

The red glow of the lighting in which he was bathed.

Lighting which should have dazzled his eyes into closing but, instead, served only to concentrate his mind more fully on the scene unfolding before him of which he, unbelievably, was an integral part.

Especially the sight of the long legs in stockings and rounded derriere ascending those stairs ahead of him., the face above it indistinct but still recognisable from his earlier experience of it only that evening.

A youthful face masking what he sensed was an older interior that looked wanton in the delight it was taking in his condition.

This as he crawled after her at the end of the dog’s chain-lead she had attached to the collar locked around his neck.

Wanton and implacably cruel, as if any relenting in her treatment of the creature she now insisted belonged to her would detract from the great pleasure she took from her treatment of it.

A creature who was...

HIM!

Proud of his standing in society and never lacking in self-importance, the fact he was naked in front of a woman in such a way was excruciating enough, given the levels of his ego and the masculine pride he took from both his looks and attainments.

But to be in such a condition before a woman of her age and background placed his humiliation at a level removed from any scale he could think of.

The mockery implicit in her accented English doing nothing to lessen his feelings of affront at being in such a condition before this woman so many years his junior; even as he told himself that his humiliation would not have been diminished had she been his senior.

“That is my good boy,” she praised from above, pausing her ascent as her mocking oriental lilt reached his reddened ears. 

“Good boy?” his thoughts question, even as he was compelled to acknowledge a part of him thrilling to her description.

“Already you are beginning to obey your Qíngfù without hesitation like the good and servile Núlì you must be for her from now on.”

In spite of his indignation at her words, despite having no idea what either “Qíngfù” or “Núlì” meant, he realised he was continuing to crawl upwards and only stopped when he reached the heel of her shoe and, as she gazed down with an expression mingling contempt and sexual euphoria, placed his lips upon her hosed ankle.

Without urging from the younger woman or conscious thought of his own, he felt his tongue protrude from his mouth and begin to slather the length of the black and pointed dagger heel.

“What in god’s name are you doing?” his thoughts screamed as he continued to place soft kisses upon what he could only admit was a shapely foot, even as his own cur-like actions set his stomach in uproar.

“There,” he heard from above him. “That is the attitude I wish to see from you going ahead. It will give me so much pleasure and save me the effort of having to punish you that you might learn to be more attentive to your owner.”

“Punish me?” his thoughts raced.

“Owner?”

“It is the responsibility of the Núlì to please his owner with his complete obedience because that is what affirms her superiority as a woman and you have made an acceptable start. But just to be sure you know what to expect if your behaviour displeases me,” she went on, continuing her ascent, “I must give you a small taste of my displeasure.”

Continuing her ascent, he was forced to follow as if he were a lapdog being dragged at the heels of a displeased owner.

But there was worse...

Crawling behind her at the end of the lead, he could not believe how DISAPPOINTED he was to have his lips removed from her ankle as strange sensations he found as delicious as they were degrading and inexplicable set the blood pulsing to his groin to molten even as his befogged mind cast itself in every direction seeking an explanation for his craven behaviour.

Though he was not so befogged her words did not make the skin encasing his molten lifeforce crawl.

Punish him!

Was she serious?

And, more crucially, was he really so subdued by her that he would allow himself to be humiliated in such a way? 

As he crawled on all-fours at her heels and was led into a room at the end of a corridor he knew she intended to do exactly as she said and knew with a sudden certainty that he would allow it.

Why else would she be pulling him along the passage way behind her with such urgency if she were not serious?

His heart almost stopped beating as got a first sight of the room he crawled into; despite the fact his vision was partly blurred by her stockinged feet in their heels he was, for yet another reason for which he could not find an answer, doing his utmost to keep his face as close to as possible – so close, in fact, he could detect the faint odour of perspiration mixed in with the leather of her shoes and the aforementioned hose covering her feet.

An odour which, far from nauseating him as it should, seemed to stir his libidinous senses.

“Why???????” his thoughts screamed.

When she brought him to a halt and he could finally examine the room more fully; his flesh ran cold as he took in the walls decorated with whips, canes, tawses, and other implements the purpose of which was not exactly a challenge to his imagination.

But it was when she ordered him up onto a vaulting-horse in her heavily accented English that the hair covering his neck began to stiffen.

A vaulting horse he was familiar with from having read of Mrs Berkeley, the famous Victorian dominatrix renowned for her floggings of men that were as excruciating and realistic as they were expensive.

Even through his perfect horror of what he sensed was about to come, he was able to be amazed that any man with even the bare minimum of sanity could seek out such treatment at the hands of a businesslike but no less sadistic female.

And, into the bargain, pay her for the privilege!

Bile inspired by his fear met the back of his throat before coating his tongue. 

And yet...

If he was so afraid and appalled why was he continuing to obey her orders?

And obey them instantly?

So far he had not uttered a word and seemed unable to make the least protest, but this changed when she had him stretched and secured over the horse and selected a wicked looking tawse.

As she fetched it down upon his vulnerable and unprotected buttocks his scream reverberated around the room and fetched an almost loving smile to the face of his tormentor.

Again and again her hand fell and again and again he screamed and screamed as he begged her to stop.

Until...

––––––––
[image: ]


...The gibbering man who awoke, grateful and troubled from his nightmare, stared at the ceiling of his own bedroom and expelled a sigh of great relief before realising the sheets covering him appeared... wet.

This despite the fact his cleaning lady had changed them for fresh only that morning and were now clinging to him with the adhesion of his own cooling but still copious sweat.

Stepping from the bedroom and making his way to the bathroom to splash himself with cold water, he professed astonishment to the reflection looking back at him from the mirror.

Not only for the fact that this rare nightmare could have affected him in such a profound and nerve-jangling way.

But for the inexplicable contents of a dream that was not only a first in his experience but had come from nowhere and in no regard reflected any underlying hankering he had ever detected in himself to actually experience such degrading treatment at the hands of the opposite sex.

Though it was an inexplicable phenomenon this supremely self-confident man soon shrugged off and, indeed, was only the faintest of memories by the time his working day had been completed.

And would remain that way.

At least until the next time his head hit the pillow and he found himself once again at the mercy of Morpheus and the dreams and nightmares the master of sleep sent his way...
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