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I made a promise to the woman in this book that I wouldn’t reveal her true identity, so I only refer to her as ‘K’ She wanted me to tell this story in the hope it might encourage others to take ‘the leap of faith’ in the way that she did and find their own truth. But despite her undoubted talent as an artist, she felt that she did not have the written skills to do this story justice.

As a published novelist I not only had the experience to tell the story but also the publishing connections to share it with the public. K said to me, ‘You must tell our story, Master, for it’s as much yours as it is mine.’ As I’m not K, I can only tell this tale in my words, from my point of view, as I’m one of the protagonists. What I can do however is tell what a profound affect she had on my life and how it changed us both forever.

So, here’s to K who found what she was looking for and her hope that others may, too.
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Roger James Gilchrist

RJG
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My name is Roger Gilchrist but this book is about ‘K’. She wanted her story to be told, but wants to retain her anonymity, so that’s why I only identify her by the first letter of her name.

This story is about her journey from a lonely, confused, and frustrated submissive to becoming a well-trained, obedient, and well-cared for, much-loved slave. My slave to be precise.

Her hope is that it may help other submissives out there who feel the need to be controlled by a firm hand but lack the courage to take the necessary steps to make it happen. The message is that if you find the right Dominant, they can show you the life you desire, long or short term.

I’m a published author so K asked me to write about her journey, as she feels that she doesn’t have the right talents to do the story justice. Besides, I was there to witness it first-hand so can perhaps add some perspective.

I’m the sole owner of a large, successful publishing company which I inherited after both my parents died in a car crash, 10 years ago. I was in the army at the time but I resigned my commission to take over the company.

I’m also a writer of novels myself, thrillers mainly but once I took over the company I was able to expand the business by branching out into the S&M/BDSM literature market, which is a hobby of mine, as it was now acceptable, as the classic Story of O and the more recent Fifty Shades of Grey proved. This type of literature has been around at least since Victorian times, read The Pearl Garden some time. Previously it was sent out mail order in brown envelopes, now it’s on general sale in railway stations. Woman’s Hour, you’ve got a lot to answer for.

As well as one pen name for my thriller writing, Sam Fisher (it sounded like a hard-boiled detective type name) I have another for my BDSM novels. As the boss I was able to combine my love of writing with my love of S&M practises and publish my works under another name – Avery Pearson – with only a few people in the company knowing it was me.

This is how I met K, our shared love of writing led us to join a local writing group. There we met and over time I revealed to her that I was Avery Pearson once I’d learned she was a fan and she in turn eventually revealed herself to me.

I’d been attending the writing group for some years, it meets every Wednesday evening. I call it a group as it’s not a class. The woman who runs it chooses a topic for us to discuss each week, reads out examples of that week’s subject and then we discuss it. We can do homework on the subject if we wish but I never do, if I’m going to spend my spare time writing it will be on something useful like a novel.

I never let on that I run a publishing company otherwise they’d all be badgering me to publish their work, and frankly most of them weren’t worth it. I told them I’d retired from the army (which I had) and I gave them my Sam Fisher pseudonym so they could Google me and see that I was Kosher as a published author.

I’m particularly friendly with one of the men in the group as we had the same sense of humour and hold the same political views, which are often at odds with the rest of the group.

Then one week he started bringing a couple of new people along who were members of another group that he belonged to. One was male and the other was female. I didn’t pay much attention to the male but the female caught my eye. She introduced herself to the class. It was the first time I laid eyes on ‘K’.

I’ll admit that like most men do, I looked her over critically at first. She was around 30 years old, which made her about 10 years younger than me. She was short, 5 ft. 3 ins. I found out later, had thick, straight brown hair down to her shoulders, with an off-centre parting, and very blue eyes which caught my attention. She had a slim body but still a pleasing amount in the chest area. A flat stomach and when she turned around I could see a nicely shaped backside. This woman works out, I thought.

K had one of those faces that just looks plain and normal at first, nose slightly too long and a slight overbite, nothing remarkable about that face but it grows on you. As I found out over time when she smiles and you see the way mouth lifts at the corner and her eyes wrinkle at the edges, her face becomes very attractive. And eventually it’s like the song, ‘I’ve Grown Accustomed to Her Face’.

She was actually my ‘type’. It was pointed out to me once that although I often bed tall, long-legged blondes, it’s always the smaller women with brown hair that I fall for. I’m not sure what that says about me, but I admit I was drawn to her.

It turned out that K was a good artist, she showed us photos of her work. Usually people and places, mainly in watercolours but in prints too. She’d even been displayed in galleries and museums. She made a living by selling what paintings she could but she didn’t make much of an income.

She explained that she drew all these fantastic paintings but what she really wanted was to be able to write good stories to string her artworks together, which is why she joined groups, to raise her writing up to the level of her painting. I enjoy her short stories when she brings one to class and I notice that she always does the homework that is set. Obedient.

Anyway, after the group, a few of us would remain behind after the others left, standing outside in the car park at the end of each lesson and have a chat before breaking up to go home.

K was down to earth and although not foul-mouthed did slip the occasional ‘fuck’ or ‘bollocks’ into the conversation, which I must admit rather endeared me to her. I don’t like women from the gutter but I also find the ‘prim and proper’ stuck up types, tedious. I meet too many of them in my world and K was a breath of fresh air.

One night K suggested we adjourn to the pub over the road instead of standing in the car park, I don’t think she wanted to go back to her place and be on her own, so that became our routine instead. I was loaded, the others seemed well off and we all had money except K, so we always made sure she never had to buy a round. Just to clarify, it was at our insistence, she wasn’t freeloading.

Over time, the others started dropping out of the late drinks as they had families to get home to, so most of the time it was just K and I that went to the pub, sometimes a late meal even. As it was just the two of us, I felt a bit mean getting in my posh car and driving off, leaving her to wait for the bus in all weathers, so we got into the habit of my dropping her off at home after the pub. Of course I never tried to invite myself in, there are rules about that sort of thing, you know. Besides, I never push myself into a situation, never impose myself on anyone. There are a lot of the things I enjoy in life that are much more fun if you can draw a person to you and have them ask to join you, as you will see later.

This went on for few months and we got to know each other better, we’d discuss art, music, literature, films, her ex-boyfriends and failed relationships. I remained vague about mine as I didn’t want to really tell her I was into bondage, whippings and domination. (Giving not getting, just to be clear.) I was enjoying her company but I’ve learnt from experience that not everyone is broadminded enough to accept these things are out there and that there are ‘Different strokes for different folks.’ I didn’t want to scare her off. Besides, despite my personal desire for her I wished to remain friends.

She was on about being alone one time and I asked her, ‘Don’t you have a boyfriend?’

‘Not a regular thing, no. There is an old boyfriend knocking around and when I get an itch that needs scratching I call him up and he comes round and scratches it for me, but that’s all, I don’t see him for anything else.’

‘Why not? It seems you could use the company.’

‘Well the sex is okay but there’s something missing, like there is in all of my relationships. That’s why I broke up with him in the first place.’

‘Any idea what’s missing?’

She blushed then told me, ‘This is getting too personal and I don’t want to talk about it. Can you take me home now, please?’

So I let it drop and took her home.

One night after class, when the others had left, she said to me, ‘After every meeting you take me to the pub and pay for us both. I’d like to pay you back. I can’t afford to take you out to a restaurant but if you would like to come round my place one night, I’ll cook you a meal to say thank you.’

‘Oh no you don’t,’ I said. ‘My mother warned me about women like you. Lure me back to your place, ply me with strong drink and then have your wicked way with me.’

‘I promise not to.’

‘That’s a pity, I was hoping you would.’

She laughed, ‘Besides, I’m afraid the budget doesn’t stretch to strong drink.’

‘Don’t worry, I’ll bring plenty.’

‘So you’ll come then? One night that isn’t after the meeting, say next Tuesday? Neither of us has to go to work next day, do we?’

‘All right I’ll come Tuesday and I appreciate the gesture but one thing ... I realise that you’re only inviting me as a friend and I’m only coming on that understanding. I don’t want you to think that I’ll be after anything more than dinner.’

‘No, just dinner. I trust you not to ravish me over the Ravioli.’

‘Next Tuesday it is then.
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I pour the last drops of the second bottle of wine into her glass. I open the bottle of scotch and pour myself some of that.

‘Are you going to be all right to drive if you’re going on the whisky? You can doss down on the futon if you like,’ K asked me.

‘Nah, I’ll be all right. I’ll take a taxi and pick the car up tomorrow. I never drink and drive. It was frowned upon in the army and the punishment was severe, so I never got into the habit.’

‘The meal wasn’t very good was it? I’m sorry. I’m not a very good cook, yet another thing I fail at. Who can’t cook Spaghetti Bolognese? It’s only mince and tomatoes for God’s sake. How can I get that wrong? I’m so bloody useless I annoy myself at times.’

‘It was all right, just needed more garlic, that’s all.’

‘I suppose you’re an expert at that as well, are you?’

‘Excuse me?’

‘You write books, you drive a nice car, you’re always well-tailored and know the right things to say. I suppose you’re a good cook too?’

‘Not at all, quite crap actually. It’s just that when you’ve been in the army and spent half your life on training exercises, eating rations out of a tin, you learn to make them taste more palatable by adding such things as garlic, curry powder and spices. There’s no magic to it, despite what the celebrity chefs tell you on TV.’

‘I see. Curry powder and spices, must remember that.’

I can see the wine is getting to her. She finishes the wine and holds the glass out for a shot of whisky. Oh, well, it’s not my head. She’s probably wondering why I didn’t try and ‘jump her bones’ after dinner but the truth is I don’t have ordinary relationships and if I were to get her in bed, she would want to continue it and I’m not interested in that life. I don’t see her as girlfriend material. When I picture her, I see her kneeling naked at my feet and I’m holding her on a leash. Of course I don’t know if she’d ever want that but you never know your luck.

‘I’ll put some coffee on,’ she says and heads into the tiny kitchen. It’s a pokey little flat with just a living room, bedroom, bathroom, kitchen and an attic room where K does her painting.

I get up from the table and wander around the room, studying her pictures and books. A couple of books on the bookcase catch my eye. Turning my back to the kitchen, I take one out, I was right, I thought I recognised the spine, it’s one of mine – Avery Pearson – the BDSM novels! From Rack to Ruin. And the other one is also one of mine, Chastity’s Dilemma. For some reason my spider senses start to tingle.

As the coffee percolator starts to gurgle and gasp she comes back into the room, sits down at the table and pours herself another scotch. 

I discreetly slip the books back on to the bookcase. ‘You told me once that there was always something missing from your relationships. You wouldn’t elaborate then, care to now? I’m curious.’

Taking a gulp of scotch she says, ‘When I left home and came to live in this town I thought I’d start a new life. But it seems whenever I take up with a man I always choose the wrong types. They all turn out to be ... pussies. Oh some of them are muscular and athletic types but they are all ‘new men’ who are concerned about how you are, all the time. They even talk about their feelings for God’s sake! Where are all the real men?’

‘Isn’t that what women want nowadays?’

‘Women maybe but not me. Can I tell you a secret? Promise you won’t tell anyone?’

I promise her.

She looks around the room as if looking to see if anyone is listening. She’s getting quite tiddly now. ‘When I was younger, I kind of fell in with a bad crowd, mainly men but some bad women too. Life was bad at home and I had no one to look out for me but these people did, or so I thought.

‘You know when you’re young you do things you wouldn’t normally, just to fit in with the crowd and be accepted? Drugs, booze, sex and so on. After a while these things become the norm and you just accept that’s the way life is. Well, I was only young but the older men started using me for sex, nowadays they would call it grooming I suppose, and if I didn’t play along they would get rough, beating on me and so on. I had to do exactly what I was told or I was punished.’

She seems to emphasise the word punished as if I has some special meaning for her.

‘So I just gave in and did what they wanted. Which only spurred them on to greater excesses.

‘They would have sex parties in somebody’s flat where I was the centrepiece and abuse me for entertainment while the others watched, after which I was available to whoever wanted me, man or woman. And they taught me how to take a whipping and torture.

‘Finally it got too much and I left home and came here to get away.’

‘That’s terrible but it’s all in the past now,’ I console her.

She drank some more scotch. ‘Yes but my point is ... my point is ... what is my point? Oh, yeah. All the men I met down here are pussies like I said, must be ‘cos it’s a University town, I guess. And I find that I miss the strict regime that I was subjected to as a girl. I miss that feeling that no matter how roughly they treated me, there was always someone standing over me, telling me what to do and I miss that.

‘Since I’ve been here I’ve had to make my way on my own, make a living by myself and sometimes, frankly, I wish there was someone I could lean on, to guide me. Someone who’ll take me by the hand and say, “Come with me and do what you’re told and I’ll take care of you”.’

‘And what about the rough treatment?’

‘God, oh God forgive me, I miss that too. I’m a masochist at heart I’ve come to understand. Sometimes when I’m horny my body just cries out for the slap of a belt on my back and across my buttocks. I used to feel that the only time anyone was truly interested in me was when they were abusing me. At least they were paying attention to me, which is more than my family did. That’s what I miss now. I feel so alone and adrift. I need a strong man to dominate me and control me. I’ll do anything he wants to please him, he can do anything he likes to me.’ She looked up at me and began to cry. ‘Oh God, I’m such a piece of filth, aren’t I?’

I give her my hankie, take her in my arms and cuddle her. ‘There’s nothing wrong with you. I’m sorry about what they did to you, nobody should be forced into that sort of thing, but it sounds like it released something inside you that was already there, just buried. There’s no need to be ashamed of the way you feel, there are millions who feel the same way as you do.’

‘Really? You’re not just saying that?’ she asked through her sniffles.

‘No. I know lots of people who enjoy those games. BDSM is a multi-million dollar industry. You can even buy nipple clamps and whips on Amazon these days.’ I lead her over to the futon. ‘Sit there and I’ll get you a cup of coffee.’

When I return she’s stopped crying and has dried her tears. She can’t look me in the eyes as it’s just sinking in what she’s confessed to me.’

‘I meant what I said, you won’t tell anyone will you? I don’t know what made me blurt it all out like that. The drink I guess. Besides, you’re easy to talk to.’

‘Maybe you recognise a kindred spirit.’

‘What do you mean?’

‘That world you talked about where the strong dominate the weak, I belong to that world as well. I happen to believe in the motto, “The strong shall rule, the weak shall serve.” It’s how I live my life.’

She looks at me curiously, she can’t tell if I’m serious or just taking advantage of a drunken woman by playing into her fantasies. ‘Are you for real?’

‘I’m telling you the truth and if you want to get back into that sort of life I can help.’

‘How?’

‘We’ll discuss that another time, when you’ve got a clear head. For now though it’s my turn for a confession.’ I go to the book case and remove my two books. ‘Have you read these?’

‘Yes, they were very good. Made me wet.’ Then she puts her hand over her mouth, shocked at her indiscretion.

‘Well, the name that you and the rest of the writing group know me by is only a pen name I used that so I could point to my books on Amazon to prove my credentials as an author. When I write another type of book, a BDSM book, I use another pen name, Avery Pearson. I place the books on the futon, next to her, face up so she can read the name.

‘You’re kidding,’ she exclaims.

‘It’s true, not sure how I can prove it to you but for now just take my word. These are my books and these are the things I believe in. Now, if you want to get into the darker side of sex again I can help you. I’m willing to take you on and give you the firm hand and the guidance you’re looking for but it’s got to be voluntary, I won’t force you into it.

‘I want you to think about it for a while and then call me. Here’s my card with my private number on it.’ Although it has my private number and email address, it has no name on it. ‘If you want we can meet here again and discuss this openly. I take it you won’t be at the group tomorrow?’

She shakes her head. ‘I’m not sure if I can ever face you again.’

‘That’s for you to decide. I’ll call a taxi now and I suggest you go to bed. But seriously, think about what I’m offering. I can give you what you need and you already know I’m not some kind of monster. If you want to know more about me ... read the books.’

The taxi arrives shortly and as I’m leaving she has sobered up enough to ask me, ‘If you’re not really Sam Fisher and this is also a pen name,’ she says, holding up one of the books, ‘what’s your real name?’

‘The only way to find that out is to see me again. Then I’ll tell you all about me and what I’m offering.’

The taxi blows its horn and I leave.
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The next few days are rather anxious ones I must admit. Like she said, she didn’t show up for the writing group the following night. It occurred to me that if she doesn’t want to enter a Dom/sub relationship with me, she’ll drop out of the group and I’ll probably never see her again. A disquieting thought because I’d miss her.

I’m working in my office at the company and my mobile phone rings. It’s my private number. I have separate numbers for business and personal matters, both routed to the one mobile handset, the same as I have different email accounts to not only separate my business life from my ‘exotic’ life but to keep my contacts separate from each other. If K comes to me then I will use another email account to correspond with her, and I’ll instruct her to do the same.

I’ve already got her number programmed into my Contacts so when I pick up the phone it shows her as the caller. I wait a moment just to make her more anxious then I press the Talk button. ‘Hello?’

‘Sam, it’s K. I’m not disturbing you am I?’ She sounds nervous.

‘Just doing some paperwork. Glad of the excuse to stop actually.’

‘Do you have a minute to talk?’

‘Sure, what can I do for you?’

‘Well, I did what you suggested and I’ve been giving a lot of thought to what we talked about. God, I feel so ashamed of the things I told you. What you must think of me, but it was such a relief when you didn’t shun me in horror.

‘I’ve done a lot of thinking over the past few days and some of the things you said hit home. For one I was relieved that someone else understands my way of thinking. I’ve never been part of that scene, so I didn’t really understand how widespread it is and how it’s looked on as practically normal these days. I’ve also been rereading your books. Are they really yours? I can’t believe it.

‘So I think I’d like to discuss all this with you some more. If nothing else it will feel good to talk about all the things I’ve had to keep bottled up over the years. Get things off my chest, you know?’

‘Certainly, K. I’m always willing to listen, any time you wanna talk.’

There was a pause and I thought I’d lost the signal but then I heard her breathing. ‘And that other thing, about you and me going into one of those relationships together? Perhaps we could talk about that too?’

GOTCHA!

I took a breath to steady my voice and then said calmly, ‘Sure thing K. We can certainly talk about that. When would you like to meet?’

‘Say Saturday evening, at my place? I don’t want to come to yours, I don’t know it. I’ll feel more comfortable at my place, more relaxed.’

‘Saturday evening will be fine. Shall I bring wine?’

‘Wine’s okay but no scotch.’

I laugh. ‘No you’re right, no scotch. Okay I’ll see you then.’ I put the phone down and a big grin appears on my face.

~~~
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It’s Saturday night and I’m at K’s flat. I’ve told her everything there is to know about me, I’m Roger Gilchrist, I own a successful publishing company, 41 years old, I’m not married and have no children. I use two pen names Sam Fisher and Avery Pearson and will prove that I’m Avery Pearson by showing her the original manuscripts of his books on my computer.

Then we get down to discussing what we’re really there to talk about.

‘I’ve given a lot of thought about what you said,’ says K, ‘and you’re right, there is a need in me to be controlled, harshly if necessary. I admit it, I’m a masochist. I blame those men who used me.’

I sit down and take her hand. ‘If we’re going to be honest about all this, I don’t think that you can blame them for how you turned out. Many young people are abused against their will and yet can walk away from it because it’s not who they really are. In your case I think it awakened something inside you that responded to how they treated you. Didn’t you say the other night that you actually missed it?

‘Circumstances brought out in you what many people feel but they never get to experience and are locked into their little vanilla lives, perhaps even never realising what it is that they’re missing. Only knowing that something is. But you feel it and you know what it is you need.’

‘I guess you’re right,’ she agreed. ‘I get so frustrated at times. That’s why I exercise so hard and some of my paintings are so full of anger. It’s my only way of exorcising my demons I suppose.’

‘Well I can offer you a better way to exorcise those demons, give you the experiences you crave for, only this time it can be in a controlled, regulated, safe environment. Certainly you’ll be abused in the ways you have been in the past but only as far as your limits allow and you’ll have the freedom to say no.

‘If you wish, I’m willing to be your “Top” and you will be the “Bottom” in the relationship. You’ll be “submissive” to my “Dominant”. Do you think that’s something you want to do?’

‘I suppose you’d like to take charge of me and punish me if I don’t please you?’

‘Would you like to be punished?’ I deliberately emphasise the word as she frequently uses it, so it’s obviously a ‘trigger’ word for her. It is a very evocative word.

She lowers her head as if ashamed to admit it but she still says, ‘I deserve to be,’ meekly and hangs her head.

‘Then you certainly will be,’ I reply. ‘There will be rules of course, we’ll talk about them later. Strict obedience to those rules is expected. As for punishment, remind me again the sort of things that have been done to you in the past and how severe you can take it.’

She takes another large gulp of wine, she’s nearly finished the glass so I refill it, giving her time to gather her thoughts.

‘I’ve been ... I’ve been whipped with belts, straps and cat o’ nine tails, I don’t think I could take a bull-whip. Never been caned with a riding crop or a cane. I’ve had all sorts of nipple and pussy torture devices used on me, clamps, presses, weights, stretchers. Vibrators and dildoes inserted in me.

‘I’ve been rope-tied, handcuffed, blindfolded, gagged, hooded, and duct-taped. You name it.’

‘And sexually? What did they do to you?’ I asked.

‘Everything. I was fucked regularly, sometimes by two or three men at a time, in my mouth, my pussy and my arse. I had to suck them, rim them, swallow their cum. They would hold me prisoner and sometimes would come over my food and make me eat it. I’ve been spat on, pissed on, anything they liked. A couple of times I was tied down and they watched as a woman made love to me. I was forced to eat her pussy.’ Her voice broke, ‘God I’m such a skanky whore, I wonder you’re even interested in taking on such trash as me.’ She wiped a little tear away. ‘I’m not even good looking, quite a Plain Jane actually. The last guy that used me called me “Dogface”.’

It obviously was a sore point with her so I decided to play on it. ‘Then that’s what I shall call you. When we’re out in public you’ll call me Roger and I will call you K, but when we are alone together you will call me sir ... and I will call you Dogface.’

Part of the domination of another person is to make them think that they are inferior to you, the superior Alpha. If they hold that opinion and voluntarily express it themselves, then I find it helps the process along. She looked up at me, shocked but quickly looked away without comment, obviously acquiescing.

I let that settle while I topped up her glass again, this was the whole purpose of the evening, to dig down into her and find out what she really felt, really wanted, so loosening her inhibitions with more wine would help. In Vino Veritas.

‘Maybe a skanky whore is exactly what I want right now,’ I tell her. ‘I’m willing to keep things on the first few levels though. Nothing too heavy.’

She thought this over for a moment. ‘But supposing at some point in the future I might want us get heavier?’ she asked.

‘Do you think that’s something you might want to do?’

‘Well, as this is my “job interview”, so to speak, as I might as well be honest with you. I told you about the other men that have enslaved me. I gave myself willingly to those men, they treated me badly and the truth is I enjoyed it, but they only physically abused me. Whipping me and then giving me a hard fucking was their idea of BDSM. Often they let their friends use me as well but they all only ever abused my body.

‘What I’m seeking is someone that can abuse my mind as well. Get into me and push all my buttons. A person who will not just treat me badly but with the slow, considered application of pain, can break me and then remake me in their desired image. That’s what I fantasise about and write stories around. Someone who can look into my mind and see what a low-life piece of scum I am and treat me accordingly. For someone like that I’d give myself body and soul.’ She glugged some more wine and turned her head away.

The wine was opening her up, she was willing to talk but finding it harder to face me. I topped up her glass again. ‘And that is what you are searching for, is it?’

‘Yes, I need it. I’m fed up of being alone in my mind. I want someone to join me in there.’

‘Are you’re willing to let me inside?’

‘If you can lower yourself to consider me, I think I’d like to.’

‘You have to understand though, once we embark on a Dom/sub relationship we will no longer be friends as such? My role, if you are to be trained properly, is to dominate you and to do that I must be cruel to you at times, not just physically but mentally as well. Sometimes I will praise you and then minutes later chide you for your failures. Or once I have punished you harshly for rule-breaking, I will then take you in my arms and cuddle you. It’s my task to control you and that can’t be done if I’m treating you like a girlfriend and not a sub. I’ll do these things to keep you off balance, to subvert your expectations so you never know what to expect next. Do you understand that?’

‘If we do this then I will accept whatever you do to me, whenever you do it and I won’t expect you to hold back out of friendship. If you’re really my friend you’ll give me your worst.’

‘Very well then. Why don’t you send me some of those stories and I can get a better measure of what you’d be like as a sub.’

‘I can do better than that.’ She stood up and left the room, I followed her and she took me up to the attic room. There in the corner were piled some paintings, about a dozen. She began taking them one at a time and placing them around the room so I could see them clearly. There it was for all to see, pictures of a hooded woman being subjected to all sorts of depravity and sexual abuse. Done in the style of those fantasy paintings by Boris V and Julie Bell they showed her being whipped, tortured, gang-raped, strung up on crosses to be tormented by jeering crowds. Violated orally, vaginally and anally. Forced to give oral satisfaction to both men and women, she knelt there giving service while the whip marks clearly showed across her naked body. They showed the depth of longing from the painter to be controlled and dominated and whatever happened to her as a consequence, so be it. Obviously the hooded woman was K but she hadn’t had the courage to show her own face.

‘I’ve never dared show these to anyone before,’ she told me.

‘Very nice, very nice. I want you to take photos of these and send them to me when you send your stories. I’ll consider the stories as suggestions on how to treat you.’

She nodded.

‘About the rules. They are there for your protection and I’ve listed the Cardinal rules that will not be broken by either of us. Here is the list. There will be others relating to more minor matters, conduct, dress and so on but these are the important ones. They will help you decide if you want to join with me.’ I hand her the list and she reads them.

CARDINAL RULES

	Either of us is free to walk away at any time. No one will be forced to do anything they do not wish to do. Once your limits have been established then they will be adhered to.


	If you stay it means that you are willing to accept any treatment or punishment that I choose to inflict. If you do not accept that condition then you are free to walk away.


	You will be abused verbally, physically, sexually. You will be subjected to physical punishment – sometimes severely – as I see fit but “safe words” will be in force at all times.


	You will not be cut, pierced, scarred, tattooed or otherwise disfigured in any fashion, unless you request to be so. Even then it will happen or not at my discretion.


	There will be no asphyxiation play, blood or scat games.


––––––––
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‘Do you understand them? They show I’m sincere about treating you harshly but fairly. Read them over the coming week while you consider whether you want to enter this world.

‘Now then, if you’re still interested, I’d like to get you checked out by a doctor friend of mine, just to make sure that you’re fit and healthy. BDSM sessions can be very strenuous. Don’t want to be flogging someone who has a weak heart. He can also check you for STD’s at the same time. Don’t be offended, just taking precautions.’

‘No, I understand,’ she replies. ‘Don’t want to catch anything nasty from the skanky whore, do we?’

‘Exactly. I’m glad you understand.’ I don’t really consider her to be a skanky whore but for the moment, if she wants to paint herself like that, I’ll play along. ‘I’ll set it up and let you know the details.

‘Assuming he gives you the all clear, you can ring me and we’ll arrange a night for you to come over. I’ll give you a taxi number. If you use them it’ll be free. I have an account with them and all trips to or from my house are put on the account. 

‘When you come to my place, I want you to bring a bag as you’ll be staying over. I want you to wear your sexiest outfit, stockings and suspenders ... and a choker if you have one. We’ll have a few drinks and get to know one another physically. See if we like each other. No kinky stuff, just vanilla sex to get comfortable with each other. Consider it an audition.’
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