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Introduction – Peter Birch

When I was asked to put together a collection of erotic short stories my first thought was to assemble a stable of the finest possible authors. Fortunately, after more than twenty years as a writer and editor of erotica I already had a pretty good idea of who I ought to be talking to, from the best known writers in the genre to those obscure figures who hide their identity from the public eye so that they can allow full rein to their fertile imaginations. These include both men and women, new stars and old hands, those who have lived the life and those whose ideas come purely from the mind’s eye.

All but the most insular of us met up in a pub once frequented by Aleister Crowley, which seemed appropriate, and after much discussion of what they wanted to write and what the mighty Random House would allow them to write I was able to commission a series of six short-story collections. The first of these came out under the title of The Master, and I now present the second, The Dominant Male, taking the same theme of male-dominant sex, but with stronger content and less familiar settings.

By comparison with most modern erotica imprints I’d been given a very free hand, in keeping with the traditions of the Nexus imprint of which the collection was to form a part. The result is a collection of stories with both variety and depth, while many are also very intense and include the sort of material that was once the mainstay of erotica but has sadly fallen victim to the grey hand of politically correct morality. Fantasy is fantasy, and every individual should have the right to express their erotic imaginings as they please, with as few taboos as is practically possible.

Arbella Silkstone is the pen name of one of our more mysterious contributors, and all I’m allowed to say is that this is a woman who lives the life, accepting tight-lacing and domestic discipline in the way most of us accept phishing and mobile phones. Despite her reclusive lifestyle in the Cambridgeshire fens, she is a prolific authoress and has provided us with three stories, all set in the world of unyielding masters and pretty, obedient maids she would like to inhabit.

We also have three contributions from Guy Masterleigh. Guy is a player first and a writer second, but his extraordinary breadth of experience gives him an almost unrivalled appreciation of the less familiar aspects of human sexuality. When you read his stories, you are meeting real people and sharing the most intimate details of their private lives.

Then there’s Paul Scott, bringing up the tail with two examples guaranteed to delight anybody with a taste for uninhibited erotica and especially well-suited to those who’ve come to love the old Nexus style. This is no surprise, as Paul Scott is the pen name of a long-established writer and editor whose open-minded attitudes and distaste for censorship ensure that he never fails to satisfy. I hope you enjoy the stories.


Chastity – Arbella Silkstone

‘This is the new girl, my lady. Her name is Hannah,’ Prudence said, bobbing a curtsy.

Hannah kept her eyes downcast respectfully, and in order to avoid staring, for Lady Beatrice was a sight to draw a stare, resplendent in a ferociously tight-laced corset of white satin cut so low that it left her full breasts uncovered. The filmy, feather-trimmed négligée that she had neglected to fasten at the front served only to display very considerable charms.

‘Hannah?’ Lady Beatrice said languidly. ‘No, no I don’t think so. She looks more like a Chastity to me, what with that innocent face and angelic blonde hair. But we have Chastity, don’t we?’

‘No, my lady. If you recall, the last one went up to Cloudsley Hall, to serve Lord Purslane.’

Lady Beatrice’s delicately sculpted nose wrinkled in distaste. ‘Oh yes,’ she said sharply. ‘Piquet, such a stupid game. Oh well, I suppose the name was rather tempting fate.’ A malicious gleam entered her emerald eyes, ‘Well, we shall tempt it again. I shall call you Chastity, girl. Answer to no other. Do you understand?’

Hannah felt her ears burn, but she managed to bob respectfully. ‘Yes, my lady,’ she said, unable to control a furious blush.

‘How tall are you, Chastity?’ Lady Beatrice demanded.

‘Five… five feet eight inches my lady – I think.’

‘Too tall. Far too tall. If Horace sees a girl so shapely and so pretty and so long of limb… well! If you run into my husband, girl, you must bend your knees to appear shorter. Do it now. No! No! Don’t bend at the waist, squat down and bend your legs, but keep your carriage upright and erect. Believe me; you don’t want his eye to fall on you!’

Hannah, or Chastity as she seemed to be called now, did as she was bid, though it felt ridiculous. The black silk skirts of her new uniform were voluminous, however, and by crouching at the knees and semi-squatting she could appear to be some inches shorter, her long legs concealed under the bell of skirt and petticoats. And when she did meet Lord Horace Thundridge, three days later, she managed to crouch, as instructed, before he turned his cold, grey eyes on her, and she was glad that he only perused her for a second or two before turning back to his exquisite wife.

It was a further three days before the thunderbolt. Chastity had been worked very, very hard. She had not expected the position of chambermaid to be easy but Prudence proved a tartar, keeping her working all day and long into the evenings. Polishing, cleaning, helping to dress her Ladyship, helping to undress her Ladyship, helping her Ladyship to dress again in another fabulous confection

On this occasion Lady Beatrice had stripped to stays and pure white silk stockings. Prudence undid the drawstring of her Ladyship’s lawn drawers and the garment slithered down her legs to reveal her nakedness.

‘What are you looking at, Chastity, have you never seen a lady’s quim, before?’

‘No… My lady,’ Chastity managed somehow. And this was true. Her mistress’s cunny was not like anything that she had seen before, being quite shaven and having two silver rings piercing the outer lips.

‘Tell, me girl. Do you know how to minette?’

Chastity blinked, unable to take her eyes off the gleaming silver rings. ‘I, I’m sorry, my lady, I don’t know what that means.’

Lady Beatrice laughed. ‘No,’ she said, ‘I don’t suppose you do. Show her, Prudence.’

‘Yes, my lady,’ the lady’s maid said and with much rustling of skirts, sank to her knees in front of her mistress. Chastity watched, astonished and aghast, as the dark-haired girl put her lips to her Ladyship’s quim and began licking.

‘Oh! Ah! Shit, shit, that’s it…’ Lady Beatrice said between gasps and little groans of pleasure, ‘stick it in you little bitch. Stick it right in or it will be the riding whip again… No, wait! Hold! I want to see how this new trollop manages.’

Chastity swallowed when she heard this, her heart pounding furiously. It was outrageous, and yet it was not just that she did not dare to refuse her mistress. Some strange fascination had her in its grip and she took Prudence’s place, finding her face but inches from Lady Beatrice’s swollen cunny. The smooth, pink flesh, so cruelly pierced by gleaming metal rings, was wet with Prudence’s saliva, and perhaps not only that. She opened her mouth and stuck out a tentative tongue.

‘Useless!’ Lady Beatrice spat some moments later. ‘Why are they all so useless? Why is it so hard to find a servant who knows how to tongue these days? You need to tickle my clit you silly trollop!’

‘She needs to be learned,’ Prudence put in nastily, ‘your crop would learn her, my lady.’

‘I’ll learn you if you are pert again, Miss,’ hissed her Ladyship. ‘That’s better! Round and round then… Oh bugger it!’

Chastity found her ears seized and her face rammed hard into Lady Beatrice’s engorged pussy, the silver rings clinking against her teeth. Shrieking between shouting the foulest oaths that Chastity had ever heard, her mistress simply ground herself into her maid’s face, no longer concerned what the helpless girl did with her tongue but simply mashing her sex into the girl’s mouth and nose and chin as her whole body juddered and her swearing became delighted screaming.

Released at last, Chastity licked her lips, wishing she had a handkerchief to wipe the juices from the rest of her face, as Lady Beatrice sprawled on the chaise, gasping and quietly moaning. Her ladyship seemed to be in a dream and so she got up from her knees, and looked around. Prudence was regarding her with amusement mingled with malice.

‘That…’ Lady Beatrice said at last, opening a beady green eye and regarding Chastity through it ‘…was wanting. If I wanted to frot myself I might as well have used the bedpost!’

‘I’m, sorry, my Lady,’ Chastity said in a weak voice.

‘Oh,’ her mistress replied. ‘Don’t worry, girl, you certainly will be. Servants who do not know how to perform their duties here are disciplined. I believe that you were told that when you joined us?’

‘Yes, my lady,’ Chastity said, confused, ‘but… I mean… I thought—’

‘Stop babbling you silly chit and take your dress off. Prudence, run and fetch me a cane and then you can strip too. I simply won’t have pertness.’

With her heart pounding now, Chastity took off the black silk dress and stood in drawers and corset, furiously blushing. Lady Beatrice walked around her slowly and the maid could feel the older woman’s eyes on her half-naked form.

‘That corset is a disgrace,’ her Ladyship said coldly. ‘It needs to be laced at least two inches tighter. Four would be better. Well, drop your drawers, girl. You won’t require them for what is coming.’

Chastity did as she was bid but did it as reluctantly and slowly as she dared. It was not just the shame of having to reveal herself before Lady Beatrice’s gimlet gaze, though her embarrassment was acute enough to make her slightly dizzy. It was also the fear of what was coming. Chastity had not been flogged before, as a grown girl, and something told her that Lady Beatrice was not one to spare her servants. However, there was only so long that she could delay letting the drawers slip down her legs, leaving her lower person in nothing but her black silk stockings.

‘Take your hands away, girl. In fact put them on top of your head.”

Chastity did as she was bid, blinking the hint of a tear of sheer humiliation away, as Lady Beatrice regarded her maid’s pussy with a raised eyebrow.

‘I see this lamb needs shearing!’ she remarked. ‘Pretty as these golden locks are…’

Chastity could not prevent a yelp of pain as her mistress took hold of a hank of pubic fur and yanked it hard, ‘we do not permit it for hygienic reasons. Prudence should have seen to… Ah! There you are. What kept you?

‘I am sorry, my lady,’ the dark haired maid said anxiously, ‘his Lordship was in the rod room…’

Chastity dared a glance up at the other maid. Her cap was awry and her face a shade not far from beetroot.

‘Well, I will deal with you later. Make a horse for this chit!’

Chastity was made to put her arms over Prudence’s shoulders. The lady’s maid grasped Chastity’s wrists and pulled them down until they were almost at her waist and, with a grunt, bent over.

‘Further, further! Her legs are so long that her feet are barely off the ground, you need to bend much further.’

Chastity was much taller than Prudence and the dark haired maid was clearly struggling with her weight, but at length, she was horsed to Lady Beatrice’s satisfaction. The blonde girl held her breath. Everything was silent except her pounding heart and the slight protesting creak of the two maids’ corsets. Then the quiet was broken with a gasp as Chastity felt the cold, smooth touch of the cane laid, horizontally, right across the middle of her naked bottom.

‘Have I thrashed you before, girl?’ Lady Beatrice asked in an excited, husky voice.

‘Nu… No, my lady,’ Chastity managed somehow; mortified that Lady Beatrice could seemingly not remember something so significant to maids, if not, apparently, to mistresses.

‘Well, this won’t be the last time. You have a peach of a bottom, girl. A veritable peach. Plump and almost as white as your corset… now! I speak of its colour now, understand me. I mean to apply a little rouge directly!’ Lady Beatrice let out a throaty, delighted chuckle.

Time seemed to stop. Chastity bit her lip to prevent a wail escaping as she felt the cane lifted from her bottom. She closed her eyes and took as deep a breath as her corset would allow. The anticipation was so awful that she almost wished the stroke would fall.

At last there was a horrible, low whistling sound and then Chastity let out a squeal as pain blossomed in a line of fire across the middle of her bottom.

‘Oh! Oh! Ah!’

‘Be silent!’

The second stroke was harder - much, much harder. The first, far too intense to bear, had been, it seemed, no more than a tester. Chastity howled. She could not hold her tongue and she could not hold still either. Her hands fought in Prudence’s grip, she wriggled like a gaffed pike as if by doing so she could escape the venomous, hissing cane, which cracked against her tender bottom skin again and again…

‘What ho!’ A male voice broke into her world of pain. ‘Here is a licking. A naughty maid, I take it?’

‘Horace… I thought…’ Lady Beatrice’s voice sounded taken aback, the assurance quite drained away from it.

‘You thought, my Darling, to keep me from seeing this creature as nature intended! Prudence, release her. You girl, stand up quite straight.’

This order was not easily obeyed. Chastity swayed, almost delirious with pain and another, quite bewildering feeling. Her bottom burned and hot tears splashed on even hotter cheeks as she covered her naked cunny with her hands.

‘None of that, now! Give me the cane, Beatrice!’ Lord Horace rapped Chastity’s knuckles with the tip of the rod, ‘hands behind your neck, girl. Well, now. Well now—’

‘Horace,’ there was a note of petulance now; ‘she is mine. You said that I could have another upstairs maid. You said—’

‘I know what I said,’ Lord Horace murmured, ‘but she is exactly what we need. Look at those legs. If she is not an exact match in height, build and colouration for Snowflake I will eat my hunting crop. Look at me, girl!’

Chastity raised reluctant eyes and found herself impaled by his pitiless grey ones.

‘My God,’ he said, ‘grey with just a hint of blue. Even the eyes match! She is absolutely perfect.’

‘Horace! Please! You can’t just take my things because they match one of yours. It isn’t done. It isn’t fair. It isn’t cricket!

Lord Horace took Chastity’s bare arm in a powerful grip. ‘I will tell you what, my love. You remember that new stable boy? The one that you said filled his breeches so well?’

A slightly mollified note came into Lady Beatrice’s voice. ‘The one you said you could not send up because, Jackson, and the others were too busy getting ready for the races?’

‘That’s the chap, Robert Finch. Bob, I believe they call him. Well, now things have settled a bit, I suppose the grooms could spare him.’

‘Bob,’ Lady Beatrice pronounced the name as if she were sucking something pleasant in her mouth. ‘Oh yes, I would like to make him bob! Very well, Horace, you can take this poor girl for your foolish games. But send me up that young man by return, and we shall stay friends, despite your quite despicable depredations.’

Her answer was a chuckle. ‘I will send up Catchpole to fetch her, after.’ Lord Horace said. ‘Now you, girl, face the wall. I want to see that beautifully striped bottom while I see to your erstwhile mistress. Prudence, that cunning little tongue of yours will be needed.’

Her bottom was still throbbing, though the ache was duller, as Prudence unlaced her stays. Chastity felt dizzy, her mind reeling with what she had just seen and heard, and trying to make sense of her master and mistress’s discussion.

‘Ho, ho! Now you will learn your place!’ Prudence said, her voice still husky with excitement.

‘What did they mean? Where am I being sent?’

‘To the stables, of course. Are you deaf as well as stupid?’

‘But surely girls cannot be stable hands?’ Certainly, Chastity had never heard of such a thing. Dairy maids certainly, but stables were surely the domain of men entirely.

Prudence laughed. ‘You are not going to be a maid there, you silly trollop. Don’t worry, the mystery will be revealed soon enough.’ She laughed again. ‘Now, take off those stockings too. They are far too fine and delicate for the rough ride you will be getting!

So it was that she was quite naked when they arrived for her. Catchpole was a very broad, balding man who filled his jacket so completely that it looked about to split. Swinging in his hand was a bundle of black leather straps and mysterious steel fittings. Finch was a handsome youth with a shock of chestnut curls. Both stood and stared at the naked girl in frank admiration as Chastity blushed furiously and tried again to hide her breasts and cunny.

‘Someone’s had a whipping!’ remarked Catchpole. ‘All right, boy, hold her wrists for me. His Lordship said she might prove a little skittish.’

Chastity let out a little wail as the young man grasped her wrists.

‘Please, what are you doing?’ Chastity said in panic as leather bands were buckled around her wrists, a collar around her neck and a short length of chain employed to link her arms behind her back to that collar. The men took not the slightest notice of her questions. Next, Catchpole took up a set of straps, lifting a leather-covered chain bit up to her lips. Finch pinched her nose and pulled it back, forcing her to open her mouth. The bit was inserted brusquely and then straps buckled behind her head and under her chin. The whole operation took seconds, accomplished with the deft skill of men who had performed the task innumerable times. Finally, a rope halter was clipped onto one of the steel rings at the side of the bit.

‘Look how she’s trembles, Mr Catchpole!’ Finch brushed her pussy with the tips of his fingers and brought them up to show the glistening result. ‘And she is fairly dripping, too. Can’t wait to get this filly back to the stables!’

‘About that, Bob,’ Catchpole said in an even voice. ‘You are to stay here for a bit. Her Ladyship has asked to see you.’

‘See me? What about?’ There was a note of incredulity in Finch’s voice, and perhaps a spot of trepidation.

Catchpole chuckled. ‘I expect you will find out before long, lad!’

Nothing in Chastity’s short service, not even being flogged naked by her mistress, had prepared her for that walk to the stables. First he led her down the back stairs and through the corridors in the basement. They passed footmen who stared and grinned and many maids scurrying about their business. Some of these smiled to see her but others paled and looked away.

The stable block adjoined the servants’ quarters in a completely separate building behind the main house, linked to it by a subterranean tunnel. Chastity had walked this tunnel twice a day in her time at the house, flattening herself against the wall to let senior servants pass, for it was narrow. Now she could only dream of such dignity. Naked, her hands secured behind her back, bridled and bitted and led on a rope, she trotted along behind Catchpole’s broad back, praying that they would not run into any more servants, the flagstones freezing on her bare feet.

Chastity had always turned right at the end of the passageway before but Catchpole led her left, through a doorway, down another lengthy passage, until finally they came to the door that marked the entrance to the stables. The passage continued on beyond, but now stalls, some occupied by horses, lined it on their right.

‘Here she is!’ a male voice shouted and a young man, leading a glossy, almost black horse, stopped. ‘Damn me, so it is true. She is a match for Snowflake!’

Catchpole did not pause to chat but led her on, through some more doors and into another stable. The stalls here were far smaller, though. The first two empty, but then Chastity’s heart missed a beat as they passed the third. A woman, naked except for some leather straps, like some sort of harness, bitted like Chastity herself and with her arms secured behind her, looked at them with mute, imploring eyes. In the next stall stood another nearly-naked young woman, bitted and haltered by a rope tied to the iron bars that went from the wooden stall-walls to the ceiling. Chastity could hear squealing now. There were two girls in the next stall, both tall and curvaceous with long black hair, both haltered and again with their arms secured behind their backs with straps. What was this place? Chastity looked around her with astonishment and not a little panic. What was this mad, perverted place?

Finally they stopped at the source of the squealing. A middle-aged man with a noticeable paunch was scrubbing a naked girl down with the aid of a brush and a bucket of steaming water. The bristles of this brush were seemingly too coarse for her taste, for she was squirming furiously in his grip as well as letting out a continual flood of yelps, squeals and pleas. At their approach the man looked up, left off scrubbing and released the girl, who stood, cowering and trembling, her bare flesh wet and slick, as far from the brush in his hand as her halter would allow.

‘See what happens when we are short-handed,’ the man said. ‘I have to scrub these fillies down myself.’

‘Will I finish her off for you, Mr Jackson?’ Catchpole asked, his eyes on the naked, glistening young woman.

‘That is all right, Mr Catchpole,’ said Jackson evenly. ‘I don’t mind mucking in now and then.’

The two men caught each other’s eye for a moment and Mr Jackson’s lip twitched in the merest hint of a smile.

‘Right then, let’s see how good a pair this filly will make with Snowflake. Wait here for me, Peony.’ He emphasised his order by giving the girl a sharp smack on the thigh with the back of the scrubbing brush. She yelped with pain and hopped around as he dropped the brush into the bucket with a plop. Chastity watched with horror as he then picked up a long and slender riding whip and led them away.

This place was like a mad and fevered dream. Chastity followed Mr Catchpole, her mind and senses reeling. Beyond the open area was another set of stalls. More beautiful naked girls, some standing, some kneeling or sitting, but all with head harnesses and bits between their teeth, and many with a lost, beseeching expression in their eyes, were stabled there. At the very last stall a blonde girl lay, seemingly dozing in a pile of straw.

‘Wake up now, Snowflake!’ Mr Jackson expertly flicked the whip outwards, the slender whipcord cracking across the prone girl’s naked skin. She gasped and came to life, scrambling to her feet before the head groom decided to use the whip again. Once she was standing at her full height, the men made the two girls face each other, so close that Chastity’s engorged nipples brushed against the other young woman’s, which were jutting out quite as full and proud as Chastity’s were doing.

If it was not quite like looking in a mirror, it was disconcerting all the same. Chastity had always been taller than her fellows and her pale, gold hair was rare too. Snowflake was almost exactly the same height, with the same unusual golden locks, though hers were pulled back tight into a pony-tail.

‘Incredible! When his Lordship bought Snowflake I was sure he would never match her,’ said Mr Jackson in an awestruck tone. ‘Look at their breasts. Big for their frames but firm too, for their size and the dugs are at the same height exactly, as are their noses.’

‘She is fatter though, the thighs are plumper and there is not the muscle tone…’

‘As you would expect,’ declared Mr Jackson. She has been a lady’s maid not a trotting filly. Snowflake was much the same when we first took her. It will take a little work to get her into full condition but once she has had a few runs her thighs and belly will match to perfection, I warrant. ‘The coloration is exact: the pale peach pelt, the golden mane… and tail!’ He bent and yanked and Chastity gasped through the bit gag as he pulled a lock of pubic hair and held it up. ‘Before we docked Snowflake’s tail it was just this shade.’

The creature in question had wide blue eyes, and these were fixed on Chastity’s with an unreadable expression as the men appraised them. Chastity could feel her cheeks burn, but the other girl did not blush. Had she become accustomed to standing, stark naked, in the presence of men who spoke of her as if she were some sort of animal? Chastity would never, never ever, find this humiliation endurable. Of that she was quite sure, if of nothing else in this madhouse.

‘Well, I had best get back to finish Peony,’ Mr Jackson smacked Chastity on the bottom with his hand and she squeaked in pain, her rump being still very tender from the caning. ‘And you had better see how the lads are doing. None of the duns have had their fodder yet. We will let these two become acquainted while they await his Lordship’s pleasure.’

Chastity was left standing with her bridle tied to a hook at one side of the stall. Snowflake stood on the other side. The men had strapped her hands together and then chained these to her collar at the back so that she was in the same straits as Chastity and she was tethered in the same way to the other side of the stall. The grooms had shortened both bridle ropes so that the girls’ bodies could not quite meet.

‘We don’t want fillies fighting,’ Mr Jackson had remarked before taking his leave. The wide blue eyes of the other girl never left her face but it was not until the men had gone off to other duties that she said anything.

‘Gu gu go gow gu guse gaw gee?’ The blonde girl said through her bit-gag.

‘Gock?’ Chastity blinked her incomprehension.

‘Gaw gee!’ Snowflake raised her left leg and rotated her knee towards chastity. ‘Gan gu guse gaw gee? Gi geed gaw gee!’

The naked blonde girl moved forward until the rope halter tethering her to the stall was too taut for her to come any further. She extended and raised her leg again and this time almost brushed Chastity’s quim with the tip of her knee.

‘Gum gawgard! Gum, gum!’ She used her head as much as it was free to move to motion that Chastity should come toward her.

Chastity, tentatively but strangely compelled, did as she was bid until her own bridle rope was taut, and now the other girl’s knee came up between her legs and pressed against her swollen pussy. She let out a sound that could have been a groan or moan if it had not been muffled by the bit-gag.

‘Gu, gu goo,’ insistent, desperate-sounding despite the effects of the gag, Snowflake used her head to indicate Chastity’s knee. What could she mean? Then understanding dawned. Chastity raised her own leg and pressed the knee against her stall-companion’s shaven sex. Snowflake let out what might have been a moan of delight but in truth sounded not unlike a whinny. Both girls balanced on one foot and pressed and rubbed each other’s tender parts with their raised knees. It was madness but in this mad world she had been brought to it seemed to make a sort of delirious sense. Swaying, desperately trying to keep her balance, Chastity pressed on, not daring to stop pressing her knee into the other girl’s hot and slippery crotch in case Snowflake stopped reciprocating. Need was everything now, desperate, undeniable, unstoppable need. Somehow both girls retained their balance long enough until, at last, Snowflake began shrieking through her gag and the pressure on Chastity’s clit became jerky and much rougher. That was enough. An instant later Chastity herself was engulfed in a tidal wave of pleasure.

It took her and it threw her onto the straw, she writhed and screamed as her body convulsed in spasm after spasm of delight. Vaguely she was aware that Snowflake had collapsed too and was thrashing about beside her in the coarse straw bedding. At last some sort of sense returned as the last ecstatic tremors died away. She became aware again of her extraordinary position. Her naked body was now glistening with sweat and her arms were aching in their bondage. Last of all she realised that they were no longer alone.

First she saw a pair of riding boots standing in the entrance of the stall, then tweed breeches, maroon waistcoat, tweed hacking jacket. Finally she saw the brown, plaited-leather riding crop, the flat leather flap at its tip tapping against the top of his boot.

‘Extraordinary,’ said Lord Horace, looking down at her with an amused expression. ‘It didn’t take long for these fillies to come into season!’


The Mark of the Devil – Arbella Silkstone

Hopelessly, helplessly, with increasing desperation but quite without success, Patience tried to will herself to sleep. The radiator gurgled so distractingly and the heat it pumped out made the tiny, cell-like room feel like a steam bath. It was the only thing in that stark chamber other than the hard and narrow bed and often it seemed to Patience more like some malevolent tormentor than inert, inanimate iron. Its constant clanks and groans seemed to be mocking at her, laughing in some guttural radiator tongue as she slowly writhed between the latex sheets, in her nightly bedtime bondage.

There was a sound outside, barely audible over the radiator’s mutterings, a footfall in the hall. The rattling of keys in a lock? Patience froze and listened intently, the feeling coursing through her some strange distillate of fear ad-mixed with hope and something else, something that she blushed to name. Would she be visited tonight? She tried to push the thought away.

What she needed was sleep. At five she would be woken by Mrs Cattermole, the housekeeper’s assistant, a big woman jangling an even bigger bunch of keys. And then, the chained girl’s stomach contracted at the thought of it, the dip. A great herd of forty or so naked, squealing maids run through the icy latrine block and made to jump into the giant sunken tank of freezing water, canes cracking enthusiastically on the bare flesh of the hesitant. Someone let out a little wail and Patience realised that it had been her. Of all the trials that this position entailed the cold baths were her personal Calvary.

‘Is this… usual?’ she had gasped at Verity, a blowsy blonde, as they toweled themselves dry on the second day. ‘Can this be usual?’ For this was Patience’s first position in service and the severity of the regime had come as something of a shock.

‘Gossiping’ was frowned upon amongst the maids and that disapproval was expressed with the usual rigor, but Mrs Cattermole had made Amity bend over for some perceived infringement and was fully occupied in caning that unfortunate young woman, so Patience had taken the risk. Verity had been ruefully contemplating the livid mark where a cane had caught her upper thigh.

‘Well,’ she had said, wrinkling her handsome brow in thought. ‘It’s better than my last position. They are Tartars at Holcombe Hall, proper Tartars.’ She rubbed her big, pink breasts with the towel until they jiggled like jellies. ‘And this place is much better than Foscote Abbey. I wouldn’t take a place there again, lessen I was really, desperate.’

‘What isn’t so usual,’ put in Modesty, a tall and rather beautiful girl with long, brown hair, ‘is how his Lordship so often carries out corrections his own self.’

‘Oh yes, and doesn’t he like to lay it on!’ Agreed Verity, ruefully.

‘That ain’t all he likes, neither… Owww..!’

The conversation had been cut short by the decisive crack of cane on Modesty’s plump buttocks, Mrs Cattermole having quickly dealt with Amity, and the whole crowd of naked girls had been chivvied off to be laced tight into their corsets.

There it was again. Definitely a key in a lock. It must be Verity’s cell next door. But was that the sound of the door being opened or re-locked? After the morning ablutions it was work, relentless work. And work was why she needed to get her sleep. Dozing off whilst polishing the silver, a spot of dust missed through sleepy inattention – the least fault in a maid’s work would mean a whipping and a proper one at that.

She was moaning again, writhing in the bonds that kept her pinioned on her back. Patience’s ankles were held by iron cuffs, the chain between them padlocked behind the bottom of the iron bedstead in such a way that she was forced to lay with legs apart, able to move no more than inches. Her wrists were also cuffed with iron as was her throat, the chain connecting all three so short that her hands were pinioned just beneath her chin.

‘This will stop your monkey tricks, Miss!’ Mrs Snodgrass, the housekeeper had said through set, thin lips the first time Mrs Cattermole had trussed Patience up this way. ‘Self-abuse is not tolerated at Birkhurst House!’

Patience found herself blushing at the memory. New and naïve, she had failed the ‘Bobbit test’ on her third night at the hall. Without warning all the maids had been rousted from their beds at midnight and lined up in the hall. Bobbit was a spaniel, a specially trained one, it transpired to her mortification, with a particular skill for nosing out one particular feminine odour. The maids all had to hold their hands out for the dog to sniff, and if it caught that certain scent the dog started barking and jumping up and down excitedly. Patience, who had long eased away the day’s cares with a cunning finger, found herself being barked at by the horrid little beast.

The thrashing that she had received for this indiscretion had been ruthless and ferocious. But almost worse had been the public shame. The only salve available for her blistered pride had been the thought that she had not been the only maid caught out that night, and she was not the only one the other maids sniggered at as they were led off to their punishment. Now the night-chains ensured that the next time the girls were roused from their beds for a Bobbit test, Patience had been quite safe, her fingers simply could not stray to that place any more, however urgent and distracting her desire.

It would, she thought, as she lay in that stifling heat, half-suffocated by the pungent scent of latex, almost be worth another thrashing. This urge, this need, this awful desperation… Her pelvis thrust itself up of its own volition, trying to press against the latex sheet. But this was too soft, too light, altogether too insubstantial to do anything but tantalise her further. Oh God, she thought, how can I endure this? How could anyone? The perspiration made the latex slick against her skin and, even chained into position as she was, her bottom slid around in the rubber nightgown they had put her in.

She was quite unable to suppress another long and desperate moan. Until a sound froze the whimper in her throat. This time there was no room for doubt. A key was being fitted in the lock. She froze, almost afraid to breathe, as the clattering noise continued. It wasn’t Mrs Cattermole or Mrs Snodgrass she realised, a shiver running up her body despite the stifling heat. They knew which key fitted every door on that long corridor. But this person tried first one and then another and another. It was only at the fifth or sixth attempt that the correct key clicked in the lock and the heavy door swung open with a creak.

A huge figure filled the doorway. The little cell was pitch-black but the corridor beyond blazed with light, casting the hulking form into silhouette. Patience stared, transfixed by the sight. It looked more like a devil come to claim her than any mortal man. Something long and thin and flexible swung at his side, just like a devil’s tail. And then – it nearly made her heart stop with sheer terror – the thing opened its mouth to reveal a fiery orange glow, and Patience let out a shriek.

The light switch clicked as she was still giving full voice to her fears, and the demon out of hell was revealed. Lord Horace Caldecotte, Marquis of Thundridge, stood contemplating her. He wore full evening dress and was puffing on a fat Havana cigar as he waited for the girl in the bed to collect herself. It was some measure of the fright that he had given her that, on realising that the ‘devil’s tail’ was a cruel-looking, black, plaited whip swinging in his hand, her chief emotion was one of pure relief.

‘Well now,’ the deep voice of his Lordship boomed into the tiny room. ‘So this is our little masturbatrix! By God, it’s like a furnace in here! I know Snodgrass likes to cook you little chickens, but I need a bit of air.’

There was a small window high in the wall behind the bed-head. It was barred but behind these there was a small casement which the Lord opened up, letting cool, fresh air into the room, all the more welcome because his Lordship’s cigar had filled the cramped space with acrid smoke in seconds. Having opened the window he sat down on the bed beside her, this being so narrow his meaty buttocks pressed hard against Patience’s side. He turned, took a long pull on his Havana cigar and contemplated the chained girl’s face ruminatively.

‘Well, now. Let’s see what the old termagant has done to you, shall we?’

Patience was far too awed to speak and anyway, as far as she could tell the question was rhetorical. Certainly, his Lordship did no wait upon her answer but reached out with his free left hand and grabbed the top latex sheet, pulling it down with a smooth, unhurried motion.

‘Aha!’ He grunted, ‘they have you in one of those infernal rubber nightgowns too, I see. Makes you sweat like a plough-horse in this heat, I warrant. ‘He chuckled, ‘or, rather, I should say, “as I can see”!’

If Patience was red faced from the heat and the excitement her cheeks now burned as hot as his cigar in sheer humiliation. The long nightdress of yellow latex was soaking wet with her furious perspiration, making it cling to her body but also making it even more transparent. See-through rubber fabric stuck fast to her full breasts and, as she glanced down, she saw with despair her nipples sticking up like thimbles. Dry, the garment was indecent. Wet and slick with sweat like this it was no better – indeed, she thought it worse – than being naked.

‘By Christ, girl, that is the finest, fattest pair of titties I have seen since Christmas! Are you in foal, by chance?’

For some moments Patience was too confused to answer and he took hold of her left nipple between finger and thumb, twisted and pinched.

‘Aaaoooow!’

‘I asked a question, chit. You’ll find it best to answer. Are you in foal, I said?’

‘No, Sir,’ she managed.

‘Really?’ Releasing the nipple, Lord Thundridge grabbed her whole breast and squeezed it hard. ‘Damned fine, firm, udders for you not to be in milk, my girl.’ He said and took another pull at his cigar. ‘Now then, I have to whip you for your wickedness. Whip it out of you, d’ye see? But big firm titties like these beauties, well, they are fairly crying out for it, don’t you think?’

Patience flicked her glance over to the whip which he had thrown down on the floor. His hand had made her all too aware how sensitive her breasts were, the latex-encased nipples quivering in response to his touch, vibrating like tuning forks made flesh.

‘Now,’ his Lordship continued. ‘I am going to have to pull your nightie up. Nothing indecent, mind, we are not all slaves to wantonness like you with lust and lasciviousness boiling in our brains, what! Purely disciplinary, you understand. Quite proper!’

He stood and, putting the cigar between his teeth, took hold of the hem of that strange latex garment and pulled it up towards her head. The sound it made was quite extraordinary as it peeled away, an obscene, rubbery rustle drowned out by a strange sucking sound as the latex had stuck fast, the sweat forming an airtight seal between the rubber and her smooth, pink skin. Reluctantly, the latex relinquished its grip. Once he had pulled the rubber frills and pleats up past her breasts he gathered the soft latex and pressed it into her pinioned hands.

‘Hold this, and hold it fast,’ he said. ‘If you let it go and it obscures your titties I will start again from the first stroke. D’ye hear me, little Missy?’

All Patience could manage in reply was a terrified squeak. Deliberately, his Lordship took off his tailcoat and threw it on the floor, then he bent to retrieve the little whip. He raised it and now she saw that it was a short, plaited affair, finishing in a thin, knotted, leather thong eight inches in length. The room being so small, he stepped back to the foot of the bed before raising his arm.

Patience froze, her eyes fixed on the upraised whip. Even the radiator stopped gurgling for a moment as if it too were holding its breath. His Lordship, clearly in no hurry, took a long pull at his cigar, keeping his right hand upraised and ready.

Finally he struck. The leather thong whistled dolefully in that bare chamber and then cracked across her right breast and Patience yelped in pain. She bucked and writhed in her taut chains as agony coursed through her, spreading from a single line of fire on her breast until it seemed to suffuse her whole body. Then, just as the searing sensation began to ease, at least a little, her master struck again.

The punishment was not quickly completed. Nor did his Lordship show a shred of pity. He whipped her naked breasts with slow, methodical rigour, pausing frequently to pull at his cigar and complacently contemplate his handiwork, admiring the livid welts that bloomed on her naked, almost pneumatically upstanding breasts. Patience squirmed and shrieked and soon she begged for mercy. She yelped out promises, between squeals, to be a good girl and obey his every whim. Tears splashed onto her burning cheeks and her thrashing head flung them across the latex pillow, as her writhing body cast beads of sweat onto the rubber sheet. But nothing stayed his implacable hand.

How long it went on, Patience could not have guessed. She entered a strange delirium of pain so all-pervading and intoxicating that when, finally, he halted, she hardly realised. Her big breasts had been whipped to a lurid scarlet – the individual welts melding into one scalded-looking mass. Amazingly, she saw through blinked-back tears that her nipples stood even prouder than they had before. She was not the only person in the room to notice this phenomenon.

‘Well, Mischief,’ his Lordship said with a deep chuckle, ‘it seems your dugs enjoy a bit of stimulation!’ He reached over and pinched a well-whipped nipple, provoking another moan. ‘And is that merely sweat between your legs girl?’

It was not sweat. Patience knew it and she knew her master knew it. Now that the pain had eased a little she was once again aware of quite different sensations, an urge she did not know the name for but that was stronger even than fear of his whip or his disdain.

‘Pleas, Mu, Master…’ she moaned. ‘I need… I cannot bear, I need you to…’ She could not name her need in words but the slow writhing of her pelvis spoke eloquently.

Lord Thundridge regarded the naked girl, squirming as much as she could in her bondage, with frank astonishment. ‘Good, God, you little trollops are all the same, it seems! Quite clearly I have been far too lenient.’ He walked to the door and bellowed, ‘Snodgrass!’

There was a pause. Patience was unable to stop her desperate writhing. Lord Thundridge, however, was content to watch her, smoking his cigar and, with his whip hand, stroking the black fabric-covered bulge below his belly. At last came the hurried clopping of high heels down the corridor.

‘Sorry, your Lordship, Sir. I was… seeing to Constance. She—’

‘Never mind. This little hussy is it seems incorrigible. But I am not the man to give up easily. I intend, indeed, to corrige her thoroughly. Bottom may be better than breasts for this work, but there is no room here for whipping. Fetch me a Yankee paddle and give me the key for these!’

Snodgrass clattered off and Patience was dimly aware that the chain holding her ankles was being unfastened from the end of the bed. A bolt of panic cut through her delirium as she found her feet being hoisted up and back. There was an iron hook on the wall above her head, a fixture whose purpose she had wondered at on several sweaty, sleepless nights. Now its function was revealed. His Lordship simply hooked the chain connecting her ankles over this and she found herself with legs hauled up, feet high above her head, and only her shoulders now in contact with the latex-covered mattress.

It was a discomfiting position. She felt even more helpless than she had before and, if it were possible, less dignified too. The worst of it was that her swollen cunny was lifted up and exposed to her master’s contemplation.

‘You have a pretty quim, girl,’ he said in a voice that sounded a little strained now. ‘I see they have shaved you neatly. Most hygienic.’

The memory of the cold, cut-throat razor stripping her of her pubic hair brought nothing but a gurgle to her lips. Patience seemed to be shorn of the power of coherent speech.

‘My God, but you are dripping now, girl. Is your clitty throbbing?’ His cigar-hand brushed against her sex and she let out another incoherent moan. His Lordship’s finger stroked her gently, delicately, maddeningly. A dim awareness of the glowing tip of his cigar, perilously close to her inner thighs, was not enough to distract her from this unbearably tantalising touch.

‘Oh, please Sir, harder… inside… More… ah… mercy… harder please…’ she babbled, a form of speech, at least, returning to her briefly.

‘D’ye hear that, Mrs Snodgrass? Did you ever hear the like?’

‘Tsk, tsk, Sir. She is worse than Mercy. But these little trollops are all the same. We can but try to drive it from them, for their own good. Now I bought the hickory, mahogany and ash with holes and without, not knowing as which you wanted.’

‘Oh, I think the ash with the holes please, Mrs S. Blisters more, after all, and this is not the night for leniency.’

‘Indeed not, Sir. Did you need me for anything else, Sir?’

‘No thank you, you may cut along back to Mercy. I believe have this in hand.’

Once again there was a pause. His Lordship, it seemed to some fragment of Patience still capable of coherent thought, liked to let the tension build up. He also seemed to like to fondle himself whilst gazing at his trussed-up, naked maid. Clearly he was in no hurry to continue with the chastisement. Even though the burning in her loins and fever in her mind did not diminish, fear did start to cut through desperate lust as his silence continued. Patience had never had the paddle and she had no real idea how much it would hurt. It sounded almost innocent compared to whips and canes and birches and yet other maids had referred to it with a rueful respect, and not a little biting of lower lips. Amity, when she had mentioned it, had gone quite pale.

At last she heard his footsteps as he came towards her. And then she gasped as he pressed the wooden paddle against her naked bottom, for the touch of it was cold.

‘I am going to teach you something now, girl,’ he said in a low growl. ‘You may thank me later.’ And with that, the paddling commenced.

This time there was no deliberation. A sharp smack right across the crack of her bottom, a pistol-shot retort echoing in the little room. Pain blossomed like a crimson flower across her buttocks. The next explosive crack punished her tender upper thigh. And on and on. Paddle-stroke following paddle-stroke in furious profusion. Searing, scalding, scorching, impossible pain. Shrieking, squirming, squealing like a stuck pig as the wooden paddle cracked on ever-sorer skin, Patience lost herself entirely – who and what she was and ever had been dissolved in wave after agonising wave.
She came back to herself slowly. Though the high pitch of the pain diminished, her buttocks and thighs still throbbed as if her bottom had been boiled.

‘Well, now,’ Lord Thundridge’s voice was definitely strained now. ‘I trust that you… that you have learned…’ he coughed ‘…your lesson. No more immoral mewlings, eh, what?’

Patience groaned as his finger returned to its target.

‘Still gushing like a hot spring, I declare.’

‘Oh, please, Sir. Please, I need—’

‘Be very careful, my little harlot, consider what you say here.’ His voice was hoarse and strained now. ‘If you ask me to attend your base desires I will have to punish you severely.’

‘Oh, God, Sir, I cannot bear this any longer. I will die…’

‘A public birching. And mind, it will be a severe one. A public birching is the price that you will pay. Now how much do you really need relief?’

But patience was long past weighing future pain against the need for present pleasure. If anything the threats only increased her desperation. Her bonds held her tight but she could still push her exposed quim out towards his tickling fingers, trying to get a more substantial context.

‘Well,’ he said at last. ‘If you are quite sure.’

‘Oh, God in Heaven, have me, mount me, roger me, please Sir!’ She heard her own mouth say. ‘I cannot bear it. Please have mercy on me, Master…’

The key was at the padlock that chained her collar to the bedstead. The chain between her legs was lifted from its hook. She was hauled by her hair and collar to her feet and her knees would have buckled if strong arms had not held her upright and steered her round to the bottom of the bedstead. She was pitched forwards and gasped as her well-whipped breasts were pressed against the latex covered mattress, the iron bedstead cold beneath her belly, bars of metal pressed against her naked thighs. His foot brusquely forced her feet apart, as far as the chain that linked her ankles would allow.

A brief pause and then she felt him pressing into her. It was huge and felt as hard as ivory. Wet as she was it was far too thick, and patience was too tight for it to go in quickly. He had to pull back and push back in, easing a little further each time. And then she groaned as he went in to the hilt. The fabric of his dress trousers rasped against her martyred bottom-flesh. A hand grabbed her hair and pulled her head up, and with it her upper torso and her welted breasts which were grasped and squeezed. He eased out gently, and then pushed in harder. Eased out slowly, and thrust back in with vigour, palpating her sore titties as he did so and once more making her squeal. But if her shrieks were squeals of pain or screams of delight, or some diabolic cocktail of the two, Patience could not have said.

And then as his Lordship began fucking even harder, pounding her clitoris against a bar of the bedstead as he thrust with ever-mounting fury, something erupted deep inside her - a white-hot flash of pure pleasure that made her scream far louder and longer than whip or paddle had achieved. Lord Thundridge added loud, blasphemous oaths as her orgasm set his own off and she felt him come inside her, bellowing like a bull.

For some minutes they lay there. Patience bent over the bedstead, Lord Thundridge slumped, his considerable weight on top of her. His cock, which seemed reluctant to deflate, was still inside her, filling her and making her gurgle with pleasure as the last delightful ripples of her climax subsided. At last they heard the clopping of heels in the corridor. Rousing himself, his Lordship eased himself out of her cunny, provoking a long, last groan from his well whipped and magisterially rogered maid.

‘If you please, Sir,’ Mrs Snodgrass said, ‘I thought you might like Constance to see to you. On your knees girl, lick his Lordship’s person quite clean or I will skin you.’

‘Uff, very… proper, Mrs Snodgrass, thank you. I am afraid we have a delinquent here.’

‘Tsk, tsk, sir. Another one? These girls these days, I don’t know! More correction, is it?

‘I promised her a public – oof, yes that’s it, Constance – a public birching. But let us give her a week or so to contemplate her fate.’

Patience would have murdered for the services of a Constance. But, of course, such privileges were not for her. She was put back into bed, gasping as her sore bottom met the mattress. Gasping again as her latex night-gown was pulled down over her throbbing, welted breasts. With her secured once more, the window was closed, and the door locked behind her visitors. Soon the heat inside the room was stifling again.

The radiator gurgled. What would a birching feel like? Could it be worse than the titty-whipping or that awful paddling? Patience moaned and writhed as the perspiration built and stuck the latex to her flesh again. The paddle blistering her bottom. His cock thrusting in and out. The whip scalding her breasts. Her master’s brutal fucking. The birch, what would it feel like? His fingers pinching sore and engorged nipples. His cock easing out and then ramming home again. The crack of paddle on her par-boiled bottom. Heat, sweat, the lingering smell of cigar mixed with latex, and the radiator gurgling.

She was going to be in real trouble if she did not get some sleep.


The Pinkery – Arbella Silkstone

‘Constance, Honesty, Verity, carry on with the silver. Patience, Docility, Faith and Duty, dusting the yellow drawing room and polishing the furniture. Loyalty, Joy, Felicity…’ Little groups of maids peeled off to attend their designated duties and Mrs Snodgrass had to raise her voice so as to be heard above the click-clacking of steeple heels on flagstones. Comfort listened out intently, increasingly desperate to catch her own name above the clatter, for as the group of uniformed young women grew ever smaller the sense of tension built. The tasks grew more onerous at the end of the list and all the girls knew what came last of all. Few wished it to be their turn for that particular duty.

‘Benevolence, and Fidelity, special duties, trot over to the stables and report to Mr Jackson.’ Comfort caught an almost imperceptible gasp from shy Fidelity and there was just the hint of hesitation before the buxom and beautiful Benevolence, and her slender blonde companion, clip-clopped off to meet their fate, both blushing furiously. Comfort wondered, briefly if she would see either again, for maids sent to the stables did not always return. ‘Sincerity and Clarity,’ Mrs Snodgrass continued. ‘Go over to the walled garden. Mr Blenkinsop has produce for you to take over to the house.’

The two girls clattered off, looking no more enthusiastic than had the girls sent to the stables. It might be a morning hauling apples and pears to the kitchen, but Comfort knew from personal experience that their duties might just as well as be carrying fresh-cut nettles or holly sprays to her Ladyship. Also, the gardeners were a rough lot, well known for playing pranks. Still, there were worse duties.

‘Hope and Comfort,’ Mrs Snodgrass paused and eyed the two remaining maids, a hint of malice in her expression.

Comfort’s palms were perspiring now, and her mouth was dry. There were other things that they might be detailed to do. It was not every day that maids were required to clean and polish in that particular place. Mrs Snodgrass kept the tension building. It was so quiet now that just the three of them remained that Comfort could hear the ticking of the big pendulum clock that regulated all their lives below stairs.

Mrs Snodgrass smiled a slight smile, fixed the two girls with her gimlet gaze and said simply, ‘rod room.’

It was a long way to the rod room from the servants’ hall, a rare chance for once for the maids to talk one another.

‘Oh,’ said Hope, as the two girls’ heels echoed down the long corridor. ‘Do you think that they will come in today? Do you think that Mr Ellington will come in? He is down from Oxford again, Serenity said. Once he is ordained he is going to take up the living at St Knickerless’s.’ Hope was a pretty girl, quite short with blonde curls and a trim figure that she was foolishly proud of. Her infatuation with Richard Ellington, a young friend of the family, was a source of great amusement to the other maids.

‘For Heaven’s sake, Hope. Forget about him. That young man can only bring you trouble. And it is St Nicholas’s, you nitwit.’

‘Oh, is it, really? Anyway, he is so handsome. And so kind…’

‘Kind? Your bottom was so striped it looked as if you had sat on Cook’s griddle!’ Comfort could hardly forget as she had had to apply soothing unguent to Hope’s plump and welted bottom. The way that Hope had wriggled and squealed had been memorably distracting.

‘Oh, but as he said, discipline is very important. And he comforted me so nicely after.’

Hope’s eyes had gone a little glazed and Comfort simply shook her head.

There was no one in the rod room. A relief but no surprise as it was as yet very early. Unlike the adjacent gun room which was a compact and very secure little chamber, the rod room was spacious and well lit. Originally an annex to the orangery which had been built onto the side of the existing house, it had large, south-facing windows that flooded its horrid contents with sunlight. Comfort thought it like a sort of temple, a temple dedicated to the gods of pain. Certainly the maids felt a sense of awe and reverence as they entered.

There were great wooden racks of beech wood on the walls. Those on the side walls, which were shaded to an extent from the sun, supported a veritable waterfall of whips. They dangled, looking to Comfort like nothing so much as squadrons of sleeping snakes, suspended by their tails. Short dog whips in black plaited leather, maroon signal whips, longer but still usable in larger rooms, black-and-tan bullwhips so long that they needed to be kept coiled, nasty multi-tailed whips, some with leather thongs and others with whipcord tails, martinets and cats aplenty. Then there were the quirts, Arizona style, Mexican, Colorado, at least two dozen of these. All this seeming little more than a garnish to the main event, which was the scores and scores of horse whips: racing crops, hunting crops, dressage whips and more.

As the two maids entered the morning sun was still on the end wall, bathing the massed whips in a luminescent glow. Both girls paused for a moment, awed by the sight, and Comfort licked her lips.

They knew better than to dawdle, however, and so they set to work. The long back wall was for the racks of canes and paddles. There were several hundred of these and the first job was to take the whole lot down to polish the racks, replacing them and checking that every peg had its appropriate instrument of correction, oiled or bees-waxed as required, and buffed and put back in good order.

Hope, it seemed, was still lost in her reverie. Indeed as she poured linseed oil onto her cloth, wrapped this around the long shaft of a swishy kooboo cane and worked it up and down in smooth strokes, she seemed to be in some other world entirely. Comfort, polishing the paddles, grunted and shook her head but still, she could not quite prevent herself from imagining what each individual implement would feel like on her bared bottom. This little walnut paddle, like an oval hairbrush with two backs instead of bristles. Had she ever had it? She did not think so. Surreptitiously she gave her palm a little smack.

‘Oh!’ said Hope, blinking as if someone had suddenly goosed her. ‘What? Oh, yes that is a mean little stinker,’ she said, her eyes twinkling in a way that made Comfort blush slightly. ‘They can use it when you are over their lap though, which is nice.’ Her eyes went blank again and her hand began to pump the cane once more.

Too late, far too late, Comfort realised the danger. ‘Hope! How long have you been frigging that cane?’ A mass of un-oiled canes lay on the floor like some strange, wrecked cargo. Comfort had nearly finished the paddles but Hope had barely started and that meant that they were well behind the rigid schedule. She looked up at the wall clock in a panic. It had gone ten and they were less than half-way through their work.

And then, just as she thought that the morning could get no worse, the door opened and two young men sauntered in.

‘So you see, young Metcalf, my Uncle’s collection is one of the finest in the country. Not so celebrated as Lord Crossthwaite’s or Mr Pennington’s to be sure, but then he prefers to use them than to catalogue and write monographs… What’s this? We are all of an uproar it seems. I promised you implements of corporal correction neatly displayed and here they are all strewn about the floor!’

Comfort quickly got to her feet and curtsied. ‘I am sorry sir, we were just…’

‘I can see what you are doing, girl. Do not be alarmed. The work must go on, what? Just carry on and ignore the intrusion.’ Richard Ellington smiled in a way that might have seemed quite kindly had it not been for a rather lupine glint in his green eyes and the fact that his gaze lingered on her figure in a way that caused her heart to miss a beat.

The instruction was quite impossible to follow. She could, and did, continue with her doleful duties, polishing each paddle and replacing it, each in its ordained place, on the great racks. And she was relieved to see that Hope had been shocked out of her trance by the arrival of the object of her devotion and was now polishing and oiling canes with alacrity, the only sign of her internal turmoil the frequent glances that the girl sent towards the two young men and a slight pinkness to her ears. Ignoring the intrusion was another matter. The men sauntered around the rod room, stepping over canes and whips at times, Mr Ellington pointing out implements of particular interest to his friend.

‘This is an Australian stock whip. Kangaroo hide, very tough but supple.’

‘I see. A devilish looking thing, indeed. Makes one fairly wince to look at it. These barrels, are they for birch rods?’

‘That’s right. My uncle has them cut every February, when the buds are formed but still hard as little stones. He has some birch woods up by Fortingbury. Purchased ‘em expressly for the purpose as the ones here were proving insufficient. Congratulations on obtaining the living, by the way. We shall be near neighbors when I am vicar here!

‘Yes, it was a stroke of luck, that. I had the promise of that parish down in Devon. But Devon is a devilish long way from civilisation and infested with troglodytes, of course. I hope you will visit often if you have the leisure once you are ordained.’

‘Oh, I shall have plenty of leisure. There is a perpetual curate at St Nicks who knows his business and Uncle Horace has promised to shoot me should I give a sermon more than twice a year. You must come along to the cutting of the birch-rods. We have a picnic and some lovely fun and games.’

‘So does he cut a year’s supply then?’

‘Every year. Then he pickles em in brine. Nothing beats the birch for discipline of course. I mean proper discipline. The very presence of these barrels, lined up like sentries, keeps the female staff fairly on their toes.’

The other young man snorted. ‘Spoken like a true Etonian,’ he said. ‘Stuck in the last century, with your damned birch rods. The cane is quite as effectual and you don’t have half the palaver, or the mess.’

It was Ellington’s turn to snort derisively. ‘Oh, please, spare me another eulogy to Dr Arnold. Canes might be good enough for you Rugby louts but there is no finesse to them at all. Alright for prefects, to use on the hand but not for the behind. Thwack! Thwack! You might as well be beating dust from a carpet. Worst of all the last stroke hurts only as much as the first. The beauty of the birch is the way the pain builds up and up on ever-more scarified—’

‘Stuck in the past, Dickie, stuck in the past. A good kooboo cane has just as much finesse as any bunch of old twigs, more. We shall have to try them side by side one day to settle the matter—’

‘If you please, Sir,’ Hope’s husky voice piped up, causing conniptions in Comfort’s breast. What could the silly hussy be thinking of to interrupt the gentlemen’s discussion?

‘Well girl,’ Richard Ellington said in a slightly annoyed voice. ‘What is it?’

‘Well, Sir, if you… if you would forgive the impertinence, we would be glad to be of service Sir, Comfort here and me, to see which was the worser, so to speak.’

The blonde girl went bright pink as the two men stared at her. Comfort on the other hand, felt the blood drain from her face. Partly this was fear but it was fear mixed with rage. You stupid, selfish little trollop, she thought, aghast, I will make you pay for this. Just you wait!’

‘I say,’ said Ellington, in a much warmer and friendlier voice. ‘I call that a very handsome offer. Very well, let us repair to the orangery where there is room to swing a cat. You and your pretty little colleague can break out three birch rods and some kooboo canes and then bring that little vaulting horse next door. Algernon let me show you the park from the orangery whilst these delightful creatures make their preparations. I believe we might have time for a cigar.’

The two young men strolled through the double doors that separated the rod room from the orangery, and Comfort directed a glare at Hope so baleful that it would have wilted cabbage. It was quite wasted though on the pretty blonde maid, however for she had gone back into her trance and was staring, with a blissful smile, off into the middle distance.

The orangery adjoined the rod room. A long gallery with its south side a series of floor-to-ceiling windows, it had been designed to let the gentlefolk stroll in inclement weather, as well as to grow fruit. A fine view of the lawns leading down to landscaped ponds with woods beyond was displayed by these windows and the gallery, some twenty feet deep by five times that in length, had space for many potted orange and lemon trees. However there were few of these now, a mere dozen small standard trees, enough to scent the air but nothing like sufficient to provide fruit for the house. These now stood in their pots, spaced out against the back wall. For Lord Horace found the space and light ideal for purposes other than walks on wet days or citrus fruit production, and it was for these reasons that the rod room had been fitted out in the chamber next door. It was also for this reason that, amongst the maids and some of the other staff, the orangery was more commonly dubbed, ‘the pinkery,’ from the hue of so many young maids’ bottoms after visiting that place.

So it was that Comfort had to help Hope carry the heavy little pommel horse from the rod room to the pinkery, a task no maid apart, perhaps, from Hope, carried out with a light heart. Ellington directed them in where to set the horrid thing, and then they had to fetch the birches and the canes. The order to take off their pinafores and dresses came next. Comfort was obliged to help Hope out of her uniform and she made sure to pinch the blonde girl’s plump flesh as this was revealed. Hope just made a little ‘Oh!’-noise though, and did not sound the least distressed by Comfort’s malice. Then it was her turn to be helped out of her dress and stand before the young men, blushing furiously, in nothing but her stockings, corset and her drawers.

‘The drawers will have to come off too,’ Mr Ellington remarked quite casually, taking a pull at his cigar and turning back to the window to draw Algernon’s attention to a fine redwood tree beside the lake.

The maids did as they were bid and soon stood in black silk stockings, gartered just above the knee, and their snow-white coutil corsets. Comfort kept her hands in front of her shaven quim but to her despair Hope stood with arms behind her, clasping the opposite elbow with her hands. This was a submissive if immodest posture, one that Comfort had been ordered to adopt enough times, but there had been no such order and it threw out Hope’s plump breasts, already pushed up by the corset, forward and, of course, exposed her quim to the gentlemen’s gaze. Comfort knew with furious certainty that it was not good discipline or the desire to seem obedient that had prompted the shameless little hussy to adopt that particular position.

And when he turned, Mr Ellington did indeed look long and hard before languidly instructing both girls to bend over the horse, side by side, ‘so that we can assess the targets as well as the implements.’

Comfort’s whalebone-reinforced corset creaked in protest as she forced it to bend, feeling the heat of Hope’s hip by her side as they exposed their tender rumps, completely bare now, and thrust out by their posture, awaiting the gentlemen’s attention.

‘Good Lord, that truly is a magnificent view!’

‘Quite a prospect isn’t it. My Uncle is most proud of it.’

‘Capability Brown, or Repton?’

‘Don’t be impious, Algernon, obviously God alone could have designed such perfect beauty.’

Comfort could not suppress a startled little gasp as she felt his hand pat her naked bottom and going by the squeak from beside her, Hope had had hers pinched.

‘Well,’ said Algernon. ‘They seem fairly well matched. The blonde is shorter and a little more voluptuous but they both have lovely plump behinds.’

‘A pair of peaches,’ put in Mister Ellington, ‘and both unlined which is a turn up, in this place. So how do we decide which delightful bottom gets the birch and which the cane?’

‘I cannot choose,’ the other young man said. ‘I think we have to toss for it.’

This provoked a deep chuckle. ‘Don’t tempt me, Algy,’ Richard Ellington said.

‘I mean a coin you dolt!’ Algernon said. ‘I pity your parishioners, when you take up your duties, truly I do. Here, heads the blonde girl for the birch, tails for the cane.’

In truth, Comfort could not have said which option she dreaded most. But her heart seemed to stop, all the same as she waited to hear her fate.

‘Tails. You get the little blonde chit, and I will birch the brunette,’ Ellington said.

Suddenly, the birch seemed to be by far the more daunting prospect. Something akin to panic seized hold of Comfort. All the same a part of her was delighted, because a little wail beside her told her that Hope had just realised that it was Algernon Metcalf not Richard Ellington who was going to be attending to her wiggling, naked rear.

Another coin-toss decided the order. Hope was ordered to bend over the pommel horse, made to jump up so that her feet dangled above the ground. Comfort had to get down and buckle the leather straps that were attached to the horse-legs round the blonde girl’s ankles, forcing her legs wide apart, and then to do the same at the front with her wrists. Finally a long strap attached to the ends of the leather-covered pommel, was pulled tight enough to make Hope squeak, and buckled up, pressing her corseted waist into the leather.

Then Comfort was ordered to stand back in the posture Hope had earlier adopted, hands behind her back and feet apart. She was told to watch with care but this order was entirely unnecessary. The picture before her was utterly compelling. Hope’s split peach of a bottom was raised and canted upwards by the pommel horse and her bonds, her legs so far apart that Comfort found herself staring at the other maid’s glistening quim, and wondering about the amount of moisture that seemed to be trickling down the insides of those silky looking thighs.

Young Mr Metcalf finished his cigar then chose a cane. He flexed it between his hands thoughtfully for a minute and then swished it experimentally through the air.

‘You!’ he said, turning his attention to Comfort, ‘take my jacket. I need to be able to swing.’

Comfort hurried to his side and helped him out of his jacket. He was a slim young man but there was something lithe and strong looking about his body under the thin cotton shirt. Next she had to undo his cuffs and roll the sleeves up his arms for him. His forearms were surprisingly wiry and covered in a down of fine brown hair. He was quite handsome too, she realised, glancing up, for his attention was fixed on the waiting target of his cane. She liked his mutton-chop whiskers, even if he looked barely old enough to have grown them. He turned his head and she looked quickly down, trying not to blush.

‘All right, you,’ said Mister Ellington, ‘resume your position. Algy, do your best. Girls, if you squeal you will get the whole dose doubled, so do try to mind your manners. Algernon, see if you can make this little chitlet squeak.’

Time seemed to have slowed down to a crawl. Algernon Metcalf walked slowly up to Hope, his shoes clicking on the tiled orangery floor. He swished the cane again, producing a low, whooshing noise that made the blonde maid’s naked bottom twitch visibly in anticipation. Comfort had only half an eye for her colleague’s vulnerable behind though. There was a feline grace to Mr Metcalf’s movements. The way his body moved beneath his shirt stirred something in her loins. Or perhaps it was the yellow blur and horrible, low whooping of the cane as he got the feel of it that made her feel so strange.

At last, he put the cane across Hope’s bottom, pressing it against the pale pink flesh and causing the girl to let out a little gasp. He lifted it, up, up way above his head and paused. Hope’s bottom was twitching in anticipation, but still he did not strike. The room was absolutely silent and Comfort did not dare to even breathe.

And then it fell, the cane no more than a yellowish blur. A whoosh, a crack, a gasp of girlish pain. Hope’s chubby buttocks juddered from the impact.

‘Good stroke,’ Ellington murmured.

‘No more than a taster,’ replied his friend.

The cane was raised again. Again it paused and then whistled through the air towards the target. This time the crack was harder. A pistol-shot retort. The chubby naked bottom wobbled from the blistering force of the cane stroke. Hope let out a noise, something between a long grunt and a moan, that Comfort guessed was being forced out from between tightly gritted teeth.

Two crimson lines now bisected the cleft of the blonde girl’s buttocks, so vivid against the cream flesh that they almost glowed. Comfort felt her mouth go dry to look at them, though the sight seemed to be having the opposite effect on her loins.

Another low whistle, another firecracker of a stroke.

‘Haaouwwwwww—’

‘Be silent, girl, unless you wish for double,’ Ellington said sharply. It had the desired effect for, somehow, Hope managed to suppress the moan.

It was a truly magisterial caning. Comfort had seen a few but none so thorough, so implacable or so skillfully applied. Every welt was exactly parallel to the ones above it or below it. Metcalf did not neglect the tender upper thighs or fail to make the cane hiss into Hope’s very sulcel groove. At eight, Hope was gasping, despite injunctions to stay silent. The ninth stroke made her howl. This time Mister Metcalf did not pause but struck, for the first time at a diagonal angle, whipping the cane across the lurid welts he had already raised.

‘Naaaoooooww..! Please, sir! No more, sir, ah, oh, ah, I cannot bear it. Oh! Ah! Please remit the rest, sir. I will do anything…’

It was not, thought Comfort bitterly, much of an offer. Hope had plainly been eager to do anything before the first stroke of the cane. However, the young men looked at one another.

‘Ten strokes for the cane then,’ said Richard Ellington. ‘Let’s see if the birch can beat it. You girl, unbuckle this squealing slut and be quick about it.’

Get on with it. Please get on with it. Comfort was in Hope’s place, right over the pommel horse, resting on her corseted belly with the strap so tight on her back that it was as much as she could do to wiggle her behind. The men were in no hurry to continue, it seemed. They made the blubbing Hope get on her knees and kiss the feet and cane of Algernon Metcalf, to thank him for her correction. Then they had her stand to attention with her hands behind her head and legs apart as they examined her welted bottom with the rapt attention of true connoisseurs. Comfort could not see, but judging by Hope’s yelps of pain they felt and pinched as well as looked at Metcalf’s handiwork.

Comfort was glad enough that Hope held the men’s attention. Her legs apart she knew her nakedness was on display and even if she was not quite gushing like that little trollop Hope she knew that she was wet enough to invite lewd and shame-inducing comments. Still, fear of the birch was greater than fear of more humiliation. She knew that she was going to get it and, going by what she had just witnessed, it would be laid on with will and skill. Comfort had always found the birch a particular trial and something told her that this was going to be the sorest trial of all.

At last the men left Hope to her sniffling. She sensed Ellington pick up the birch and heard his footsteps on the tiles as he approached. Comfort swallowed hard.

‘Try not to squeal, girl,’ his voice said, close behind her. ‘You know the consequences!’

Comfort let out a startled wail as the cold, wet birch twigs brushed her bottom and then another gasp as he used the rod to stroke up, between her legs.

‘Get on with it, Dickie. You are supposed to be birching her not frigging her. You can always do that later. Let’s see what your antediluvian Etonian implement can do.’

Comfort felt quite giddy, her heart racing as she waited, and then she caught the rustle of birch twigs hurtling through the still air and a sort of crackling, then instantly her bottom was on fire. Christ, it hurt! She screwed her eyes tight and ground her teeth to stop a shriek escaping. Then he struck again.

‘Hooooouuuuw—’

‘Be silent, girl, that was merely a tickle.’

It burned. It stung. It felt as if she had sat down on a wasp’s nest. It had been some time since she had last felt the birch rod but she did not remember that being half as intense as this. It was impossible, unbearable; it could not have been more intense if her bottom had been boiled.

Again he struck, the birch rod snickered into her tender bottom and she could not stop a wail of pain escaping. She clenched her fists and ground her teeth and shook her head and wriggled her bottom as much as she could within her bonds, as if this might, somehow disperse the fire that seemed to be blazing on her buttocks. Slowly, very, very slowly, the pain began to subside, but just as it had become almost bearable, Ellington struck again.

It was too much. Her will, her very self, disintegrated. She was nothing any more except a bottom made of pain. How long did that pitch of agony continue? A month? A week? A minute or two? After some time she was aware of a girl begging and shrieking, and then that she was squirming like a gaffed pike on the pommel, fruitlessly fighting the bonds that held her down. Stern men’s voices were saying something, giving orders to someone.

‘Now stop that caterwauling, and that wriggling, Missy. What a fuss over a few little pats with this birch rod.’

‘Pats, my hat! That rod is a stump, most of the twigs are scattered. Look at that bum, you brute. No wonder the poor girl is squealing like a stuck piglet!’

‘Well, perhaps more than pats,’ Ellington conceded in a self-satisfied tone. ‘But she broke after only seven to your girl’s ten. You have to admit that the birch has won the day.’

Her bottom felt as if it had been skinned. Hope had unbuckled her and helped her off the horse, and Comfort needed help for her knees had gone to jelly. Not that she needed to stand up for long for she had then to get down on them and kiss Mr Ellington’s polished patent shoe, seeing for a moment the reflection of a red and tear-splashed face reflected up at her, before she put her lips to it. Then she had to kneel up and kiss the remnants of the birch. It was a stump of a thing compared to the bushy birch-rod she had fetched for him, and she kissed it with a heartfelt reverence as her bottom throbbed in witness to its efficacy.

‘There is something else for you to kiss, if you would be so kind?’ the young man said in a slightly strangulated voice, dropping the hand that held the rod to his side.

Comfort missed his meaning for a moment, but the bulge in the front of his breeches was in front of her face. She licked her lips and took a deep breath before raising hands quivering hands up to his fly. Trembling, her hands were clumsy, and it took a while to unbutton him, long enough that it was Ellington’s turn to let out an anguished groan. But then she had it in her hands, hard and hot and as thick as one of Mr Blenkinsopp’s best cucumbers, though no cucumber ever had such a head or pulsating bluish veins along the shaft. She swallowed and began to lick it, feeling the thing kicking in her hot hands.

‘You girl, do you want this? Get on your knees if you do.’

Comfort was confused for a minute but then realised that it was Hope that Mr Metcalf had addressed behind her. Soon there were male groans that did not come from Mr Ellington and sucking, slurping noises apart from the ones she made herself. For he had pushed the big head right into her mouth and he was thrusting it in and out, pushing his cock right in till it hit the back of Comfort’s throat.

She was desperate now; the burning in her loins was greater by far than the heat in her bottom. There was an awful ache deep in the centre of her being. But she had just enough sense left not to touch herself without express permission. Strange noises came from directly behind her, and then, to her alarm, the big cock in her mouth twitched violently and something wet and sticky hit the back of Comfort’s throat.

There seemed to be no end to it. He hosed his jism into her and Comfort swallowed eagerly, desperately, feverishly. Then suddenly she felt his shoe between her thighs and a brief, brusque contact of rough laces on her tenderest parts, was more than enough. Comfort pulled her head back and screamed in delight as the orgasm engulfed her. Collapsing on the floor, she thrashed and writhed like something quite demented, utterly oblivious to who she was or where.

When she came to herself she was aghast. She was lying on the cold, tiled floor, her bare arms glistening with perspiration, semen bubbling from her still quietly-moaning lips. Hope was crooning to herself somewhere in the background. Mr Ellington was towering above her, looking down at his shoe with a vexed expression.

‘You will have to polish this, girl. Your cunt-juices have quite spoiled the shine.’

With consciousness came shame. Comfort felt her face flame as she struggled to her knees. And with shame came trepidation. Her bottom was still throbbing and was sore enough to focus her attention on the mass of whips and canes still waiting in the rod room to be cleaned.

‘I suppose we should let these two get back to their work,’ said Algernon Metcalf as if reading her mind.

Dismissed, the two maids picked up their drawers and their black silk dresses, carrying these to dress back in the rod room, Comfort aware that this exposed her naked and still-glowing bottom to the two men’s gaze. They had almost made it through the rod-room door when Mr Ellington spoke.

‘Stay! Stop there a moment!’

The two girls froze. Comfort fancied she could feel their gaze on her martyred bottom and on the striped rear of Hope, trembling beside her. Now what? she wondered wildly.

‘It occurs to me, Algy. That our experiment was not entirely scientific.’

‘Really, Dickie, in what way was it deficient?’

‘Well, we don’t know which of these two trollops has the more robust constitution, resistance to pain, or what their preferences or weaknesses might be when it comes to flagellation.’

‘By Jove, you have a point, there. Well, there would seem to be only one way to resolve that.’

What way? What could they mean? Comfort clutched her black silk skirts to her breast, willing them to give her permission to go and put her drawers on, only too aware of the predatory gaze on her well-whipped rear.

‘Indeed. You two girls, be so good as to ask Mrs Snodgrass if we can have you here a week today and ask her to see that you are not whipped on the bottom for a few days beforehand. We will need pristine targets if the experiment is to be rigorous.’

Still, Comfort wondered what they intended, though something told her that it was going to be trying.

‘This time next week then,’ Ellington said, allowing them to flee to the rod room at last. ‘But next time we will see how the blonde deals with the birch and the brunette likes the cane.’


Poodles – Guy Masterleigh

The car had come round behind the house. We went out to meet and greet our friend, The Craftsman, who slipped out and to the back of the estate car, and opened its back door. His new bitch launched herself out and bounded up to me, put her forepaws around my waist and licked my face.

Laughing, he clipped a lead to her collar, called her to heel and led the way indoors, with her rubbing up against his hip, his left hand stroking her neck and head. We sat in the living room; the bitch, Jessie lounging on the hearthrug in front of us.

Rosie, our maid, brought in tea, as we caught up with each other’s news. He’d brought the new whipping-stocks for Cathy. He’d trained his new bitch fully and thanked us for seeing her potential and preparing her for him. It was the best thing that had happened for him, indeed for them both, he said. She was thriving on the new regime we’d recommended, losing weight, puppy-fat, building muscle where she needed it; she certainly looked very good to us.

He explained that she was always eager to play. He’d made it a reward she looked forward to, worked hard for. She didn’t play unless the house and office were spotless, the books up to date and everything in order.

(Readers, she’s his wife, business partner and puppy-girl! You didn’t think it was that sort of story, did you?)

He explained that though she looked naked, he’d had a suit made for her, an all-in-one body stocking, in a fine fibre, thinner and stronger than spider webs, (nanotubes and buckyballs, or something; he obviously knew his stuff).

Though she looked and felt naked to the touch, it covered her all over, except at the neck, head and face, just enough between her legs for natural functions, and the nipples poked through too. With her dark hair in bunches, either side of her head, she looked adorable, like a poodle.

At knees, elbows, fists, wrist, toes, ankles, soles of the feet the material was thicker, like padded leather. It even supported the bust. He said it was really tough, to protect vulnerable joints, and deny her the use of thumb and fingers, but if it did wear, he could spray on more layers. It had been moulded exactly to her body, just too tight in key ways to let her stand upright.

We were fascinated, and just had to look at her all over, stroke her. She showed her appreciation, pressing herself into our questing hands.

I explained that we had two more guests coming for the first time; Steve and Denise: he’d told us she wanted to be a puppy for him. Rather like them. So as not to surprise them with too much too soon, would he mind if Rosie looked after Jessie for now?

Our guest arrived and we went straight into dinner. We didn’t talk about why they’d come, I’d suggested that beforehand – ‘best wait until we’ve sized each other up and had a glass or two of wine to relax.’

Steve did most of the talking, he was powerfully built, she was petite, almost delicate, but I saw she perhaps had a core of steel under the surface.

After dinner I took them into the living room, whilst Rosie cleared away. I showed them a gallery of puppy photos, naked puppy-girls, nude puppy-boys, puppies in suits, and in bondage. They were fascinated, asking all sorts of questions. The answers made them all the more keen, if anything.

My partner, Cathy, then took Denise upstairs for a girlie chat, whilst The Craftsman, Steve and I talked more about what he wanted of Denise and what she’d said she wanted.

I explained to Steve that my friend could make almost anything that may be needed, though his prices weren’t cheap. Steve assured us that wouldn’t be a problem.

The ladies came back down, Cathy nodded to me. So I asked if they’d like to meet a real-life puppy-girl? Their enthusiastic response had The Craftsman leave, returning with Jessie walking to heel.

He had her Sit! in the middle of the room, and handed the lead to Cathy, saying, ‘Show her off to Denise, she’ll want every last detail.’ Denise and Steve surrounded her, stroking her, marvelling at her.

The scene took Cathy, our friend and I back to how and why we’d originally met.

Catch up with these folk later…

Steve and Denise were new to us, but our friendship with The Craftsman and his bitch had started some weeks earlier with an email out of the blue, as so many interesting episodes do these days:

My husband has made a few jokes over the last few months about his being my dog; I laughed them off, but the other day, after yet another remark like that, I confronted him and asked him if he was serious. He said, ‘yes.’ I think he means it, can you help?

My answer was:

‘Yes, but only if both of you really want to do it, but I’d want to meet you both in person soon, I’ve had too many long email correspondences that went nowhere in the end.

It turned out they were fairly local, fifty or so miles away, so they came to dinner the following Friday evening. Angharad was Welsh, long dark hair, no more than five feet tall, nice figure, by far the more talkative of the couple. Ian was quiet, tall – about five feet, ten inches – and, slim, with a blond pony-tail. Over dinner it came out that both were in their mid-twenties, with no children ‘for a while yet,’ and comfortably off, both working together in their own joint business. He was ‘creative’, she the organiser type, largely run from their own very private house and garden.

We didn’t broach the reason for their visit until after dinner, as we’d previously agreed. We just ate an excellent meal, drank some wine and chatted. As our maid, Rosie, cleared the table we moved into the living room, and poured more drinks all round.

On a laptop, I had some photos of people I’d trained as dogs; bitches, dogs and trans bitches, for them to look at and comment on. There were pretty girls without a stitch on, naked men on all fours showing themselves to be fully equipped, ‘Shep the Sheepdog’ in an all-over dog suit and lastly Cutie, my poodle.

Cutie’s outfit was very different. She had wanted people looking, pointing, laughing at her, making fun of the ‘silly pink poodle’ she wanted to be. So together, we’d designed an outfit for that purpose.

Her lower legs were in a brace, knee to toe, that kept her on all fours. Her bum was in an exaggerated, padded pair of pink fake-fur knickers. Hanging down from her chest were the most enormous pair of boobs you can imagine, with bells on rings in the nipples. Her shoulders too, were covered in pink fake fur. Her fists too were encased, with a fringe of pink fake fur at the wrist, echoing the pink fake fur on the back of her lower legs. Her dark, permed hair hung down either side of her head in bunches like a poodle’s ears. Everything was locked on with cute little chrome padlocks.

In reality the outfit usually failed in the original intention; at scene events I’d taken her to, everyone had just taken this lovable, cute, pink poodle to heart. They always said how adorable she was, fussing and petting her whenever they could; though a few scene newbies and the occasional outsider did have the desired reaction of cruel jibes, jeers and snide laughter that she craved.

Anyway, they both liked the naked puppy-girls a lot. Angharad was particularly intrigued by the puppy-boys. They passed over the sheepdog pretty quickly and both were curious about Cutie; Ian being the more intense in examining every detail.

My partner, Cathy, then invited Angharad upstairs for a girl-to-girl chat, leaving me with Ian, as we’d planned beforehand. I asked Ian if he still wanted to be his wife’s dog – ‘Yes, I do,’ was the instant response. I went on, ‘her dog, or her bitch, like Cutie?’ The answer was slower in coming, more hesitant, whispered, but heartfelt; ‘her bitch, like Cutie. Is that possible?’

I explained that the exaggerated bottom was created by Cutie wearing a nappy under the knickers. If he wore something similar it would camouflage his boy-bits. The locks meant that she couldn’t release herself, or be released by anyone else. The nappy meant she couldn’t break the scene by demanding a toilet break; though she was far too proud to use it! It didn’t hurt that the bulk of the nappy gave her much more womanly hips.

The enormous silicone boobs emerging from the fake-fur top was not the result of extreme surgery, but completely fake, held on only by the leather harness around the upper body.

The girls came back just then, Angharad now wearing a gorgeous leather corset-dress of Cathy’s, looking every inch a dream dominatrix. Ian was entranced. I saw the girls exchange a glance; they’d noticed too.

I asked them if they’d like to see a puppy, both said yes, so I left them with Cathy and sought out Rosie. By now she’d cleared up, everything was put away, I told her to fetch the Fifi outfit and meet me in my study.

On her return I had her take off everything she wore and clean off her make-up. I then helped her into the Fifi outfit, one a bit like Cutie’s, but a generation on, made for her.

I buckled on her dog collar, clipped her lead to it, and ordered, ‘Heel!’

She immediately took her position on all fours to my left and obediently kept pace and position as I walked back into the room. I had her ‘Sit!’ in the centre of the room, and introduced Fifi.

They’d barely spared a glance as Rosie had served our meal, but now she was revealed to be male, with short silver hair, and in his sixties. Unlike Cutie he had no top or knickers, his gender was plain to see, but the cock was securely locked up.

I had him ‘Fetch!’, ‘Heel!’, ‘Stay!’ I explained that he’d far rather have had a girlie outfit like Cutie’s, but that time as a dog was not for his pleasure, but for my amusement, and for me to demonstrate to both of us that I could take total control of her at the most basic level. Something that we both wanted, and indeed needed, to maintain the relationship of Master and slave.

Moreover that even when she was in normal clothes or her maid outfit, I could still have her revert instantly to her being my dog, by ordering; ‘Fifi, sit!’ at any place or time, even in public; I’d once had her do it in the middle of a supermarket. Another time I had her ‘Fetch!’ a stick for me on all fours, in a public park, much to the amusement of a couple of bystanders. Just because I could, and wanted to.

I then led Fifi out, to spend the night in her kennel under the stairs.

On my return I asked Ian if he was game to try it, and Angharad if I could train him as a puppy. They both agreed. On me saying, ‘I’ve not seen a puppy with clothes on before’, Ian stripped eagerly.

I had him ‘Sit!’, arranging him so he was kneeling, knees apart, fists to the floor, hiding nothing; well, actually it wasn’t nothing, it was a most impressive erection.

I told him he was a ‘good boy’ and fussed him a bit, then I had him walk ‘to Heel!’ and to ‘Fetch!’ I rewarded him each time with a handful of mixed nuts from my open hand. I told him he was a ‘good boy’ each time, with a stroke and a pat. He moved smartly and neatly to my orders.

I invited Angharad to take over, and she did, hesitantly at first, then more confidently, until at last his reactions slowed. I suggested it was nearly time for bed and let Ian stretch out to rest on the floor.

I then told the girls that he’d told me that he’d really wanted to be a bitch like Cutie. Angharad was astonished, but Cathy explained that it was common for submissive men to go that way, it didn’t mean he was gay, or any less keen on her as a woman, he just wanted to be pretty for her, be fussed and petted as Cutie was: Angharad seemed to understand, and asked me to send a sketch of Fifi’s outfit.

In the morning they both thanked us effusively for the meal and the evening, inviting us back to their place for a visit in a few week’s time.

On arrival at their place on that later visit Angharad opened the door for us, in an outfit reminiscent of Cathy’s outfit she’d borrowed, but more figure-flattering and suited more to daytimes.

She whistled. Ian, now a human-poodle-bitch, in an outfit that combined the best of Cutie’s and Fifi’s, rushed out on all fours to greet us. The outfit was really over the top, with a pink collar with her new name, Sissie, picked out in diamanté.

We’d brought Rosie along, now back in uniform, so that Angharad could be our hostess, whilst Rosie took care of the details. So asking Rosie to bring us a cup of tea, and calling Sissie to heel, Angharad led us out into her garden.

We sat around the patio table. Once we’d had our tea and Sissie had had water from a bowl, she showed us what they’d been up to. Apparently Ian was really creative in his workspaces at the end of the garden; a fully equipped wood and leather-craft workshop, another for rougher metalwork and painting, etc., with racks and shelves of bits and bobs, hails, screws, hinges, bolts – Angharad explained that all their friends knew him as The Craftsman.

Then, off to the side of the main garden, separated by a hedge and gate, there was a small lawn, and around the edge of it, an improvised dog-agility course, a ramp up and plank to run along, a see-saw to run up and down, hoops to jump through, a length of (new) sewer-pipe to run through as a tunnel and a tarpaulin pegged to the ground to burrow under. In the corner there was a generous-sized dog run with a human-size kennel in the corner, and a length of chain to a staple.

She said he’d done all this, and the outfit he wore, the new dress she was wearing too, working all the time he could spare from the business. She then had him do the agility course, encouraging him on and timing him, making a fuss of him as, with our encouragement, and in his will to show off, he beat his previous times.

She then played ‘Fetch!’ with him for a while, then called him to heel, led him to the dog run, clipped his chain to his collar and shut him in. I caught Cathy’s eye and thought, she’s seen what I’ve seen; he really wanted to please, but there just wasn’t the spark of passion we look for.

We strolled back to the patio where we’d had tea, and by now Rosie had prepared a light lunch for us, ham and salad sandwiches. At Angharad’s suggestion Rosie took Sissie a bowlful of the ham and salad trimmings with some dog biscuits.

I was very impressed with what Ian had done and how far they’d both got on with the game.

She said he was always very keen to do it whenever she suggested it, and she’d even left him out all night in the kennel one night, which he had seemed to enjoy.

I asked if he’d ever asked to be allowed to play, she said, ‘No, he’s very good, he always waits until I’m in the right mood.’ Once again Cathy’s eyes met mine.

When I asked if Ian may be able to knock up a set of whipping-stocks that Cathy wanted for her dungeon, she said, ‘of course’.

So we walked back over, through the gate and she opened Sissie’s pen door, unclipped her, and led her at heel back into the house.

Whilst they went in to change, I said to Cathy, ‘Can you keep Ian talking about your project and maybe even begin to make it, I sense that what we discussed may well be true, and I’d like to go for it.’

‘A shame I can’t see it, but I think you’re right.’ Was her reply.

Once Ian came out, Cathy took him off to the workshop.

I said to Angharad, ‘Have you ever had a real dog?’

‘No, but Ian was brought up on a farm, lived with dogs all his life, that’s why he wanted to be one.’

‘Have you ever thought of trying it yourself?’

‘No, that’s a submissive thing, isn’t it? I’ve always been the one in control.’

‘Do you think trying it may give you an insight into being an even better Mistress to Sissie?’

‘S’pose so, I’d not really thought about it.’

‘One of my dogs once told me that he loved doing it as a “holiday from humanity,” a time where he wasn’t in control, didn’t have any duties, responsibilities, nothing he ought to be doing. All he had to do was please his Mistress, or take a beating, eat, sleep and just “be”.’

‘I’d never thought about it like that. Put that way it sounds like fun; are you hinting that you’d like me to try it?’

‘Indeed I am, here and now, if you please.’

She looked at me, saw I meant it, and immediately stood up. Right on cue Rosie came out from the house with a bag she gave me, Angharad glanced at me again, raising her eyebrows.

‘Be Prepared! I’ve brought a collar, lead, et cetera, in case I got this opportunity, which I’m very much looking forward to.’

‘You won’t tell Ian, will you?’

‘No, if Ian’s going to hear of it, it will be from you, and only you. Now shall we go to the puppy-garden?’

We walked over, with her walking to my left, pressing herself against me, so I put my arm around her.

She went into the puppy pen, undressed, putting her clothes neatly on top of the kennel.

She came to me and knelt, naked. I put the collar around her neck and buckled it, then mitts on her hands, then stroked her hair and face, she looked up into my eyes shyly, and I held her to me.

I put her though her paces, playing ‘Fetch! with a plastic bone. I fed her banana chips as treats, petting and patting her, telling her she was a good girl when she did what I wanted. I wagged my finger and said, ‘bad girl’ when she was slow to grasp what I wanted of her.

It was obvious from the start that she was a natural, she just loved begging for a treat, being fussed and stroked, with an absolutely puppy-like eagerness to please. Even the grunting noises she made, without apparent conscious thought, sounded puppy-like.

I called her to ‘Heel!’ She came to my side, rubbing against me, as my left hand mussed her hair.

I led her over to the agility course. I pulled out my phone and set it to ‘stopwatch’.

On ‘Go!’ and a slap on the bum she scuttled off, with an eagerness that could not have been more obvious had she had a waggling tail.

Despite being shorter than Sissie and a good deal curvier, she beat Sissie’s time on her first go.

By this time the sun was high, she was covered in sweat and streaked with dirt from wriggling through and under the tarpaulin on the bare earth.

I called her to heel, and then led her over by the pen. I looped her lead through the pen bars, and brought out the hose that Ian had thoughtfully installed for cleaning out the pen; then hosed her down with the cold water, as she shivered and quivered.

Then I gently rubbed her dry, with her obligingly moving this way and that, pushing into my hand with whatever part of her anatomy it was patting dry, to ensure I could dry her off all over.

Then I unclipped her lead, freed it and clipped it back on, had her ‘Sit!’ for one last fuss. Then I asked for each forepaw in turn so I could take off the mitts and unbuckled the collar.

I sat down on the grass, back to the pen and beckoned her over to me. We cuddled, which she showed she was enjoying herself very much indeed, without saying a word.

After ten or so minutes, she turned over and crawled over my lap. I took the cue and began to spank her, gently at first, growing harder as I began to get through to her. I stopped when I thought she’d had enough, stroked her bottom all over and slipped a finger in. She was, indeed, very ready.

She lay there a while more, as she relaxed completely.

Then she kissed me and said, ‘Best see how Cathy and Ian are getting on.’

I watched her dress and asked, ‘Are you going to tell Ian what we’ve just done?’

‘Hell yes, best fun I’ve had since he first fucked me, that was amazing! Far more fun than being the Mistress!’ she said, dreamily.

We walked back into the main garden and down to the workshop.

Cathy caught my eye; I nodded and she grinned.

‘Ian says he can make it for me and deliver it next month!’

‘We’d best leave him to it then, best be off now.’

We said our goodbyes, very affectionately, with Ian, looking very puzzled indeed. I guess it was obvious that Angharad and I had been up to something, and she was all over him; but at that point he had no idea what or why!

Perhaps you’ve been wondering how Steve and Denise’s visit ended, and who the hell Jessie is?

Ian is The Craftsman, and puppy Sissie. He named Angharad ‘Jessie’ when she became his puppy.

Anyway, back to our visitors…

Denise was persuaded to undress (it didn’t take much), Cathie put her long blonde hair in bunches, to match Jessie’s poodle look, and I briefly trained her as a puppy-girl. Later, when left to her own devices, she approached Jessie, sniffing her bum and between her legs. Jessie responded in kind.

We all enjoyed watching as they pleasured each other, until Steven said, ‘Enough!’ and started fumbling with his fly.

Ian called Jessie to heel as we tiptoed out, leaving them to it, hammer and tongs, doggy-fashion.

They were due to sleep on the sofa-bed in the room anyway, so Ian had Jessie walk to heel, and nodded to me, ‘Let’s go and get the whipping-stocks from the car.’

As we walked out he said, ‘You were absolutely right, as a puppy Jessie loves me taking her doggy fashion, and sucking my cock, but what she really wants now is for me to have her taken doggy-fashion, by a puppy-boy.’

‘Did you see Cathy’s nod to me? She’s learned from Denise that she’ll get her chance. You saw he’s well up to it, long and slow!’

He nodded; we could still hear them at it, as we carried the whipping-stocks into the dungeon.

Jessie knelt between Ian and I, enjoying our touch,

Rosie ‘volunteered’ to test the whipping-stocks, Cathy wielded the whip.

Entertainment enough to send us all to our beds having played happy!

Except perhaps Rosie, all locked up; but that was her choice, to be my slave.


Good Girl – Guy Masterleigh

Elizabeth was nervous as a kitten driving to the party. She’d checked her uniforms over and over again, and asked dozens of trivial questions of the organiser, trying to establish what would be expected of her; the answers reassured her, but each answer triggered further questions.

She arrived at the place two hours early; just as well, it took her a panicky fifty-five minutes to find somewhere to park, and get back to the door again.

She knocked, to have it opened by someone whose voice she immediately recognised as Bursar to Miss Arbuthnott’s Imperial College for Grown-up Young Ladies and Gentlemen. But today he was going by another name, Earl Inverary, resplendent in full Scottish evening dress, kilt, dagger in his sock, (she later learned it was a sgian-dubh).

He directed her to the changing rooms, where she was too shy to introduce herself to some of the other girls. She’d been told the theme was school uniform, so she had brought the two the organiser had asked for in his emails, plus another, just in case.

Her Mary Janes had heels a little higher than you’d expect of a real schoolgirl, over cute white ankle socks with a red and white gingham frill, white full-fit cotton school knickers, a bright red and very short pleated mini skirt, red and white gingham blouse, nothing underneath.

Instead of buttoning the blouse properly, she had left the lower buttons undone and tied the sides together at the bottom, leaving her slim midriff bare. She left the top button undone and tied the short red tie, so only six inches showed.

She found a mirror and looked, They’d have crucified me for this, at the convent, she thought, almost giggling aloud as she added some rouge to her cheeks, and very red lipstick to give the saucy St Trinian’s-schoolgirl look that she’d practised.

‘Fancy meeting you here!’ The statement startled her, as she realised it was addressed to her.

She caught sight of someone very much like her Aunt Laura in the mirror. Turning around she realised for sure it was her aunt, whom she’d thought pretty strait-laced until now.

Laura was wearing a heavyweight black traditional gymslip almost down to the knee, with a belt, white blouse buttoned to the neck, tie worn the way the nuns would have insisted on, knee-length socks and low-heeled Mary Janes. Her long dark hair was in two plaits. Over the outfit she wore a single-breasted black blazer, with a red enamel HEAD GIRL badge on the lapel.

Elizabeth recognised the blazer badge and tie as those of Miss Arbuthnott’s Imperial College.

‘I’m Louise here, what name are you using?’

This flummoxed Elizabeth, but she realised that of course, she’d best use another name too.

‘I’d not thought, but I’ve always liked Wendy.’

‘Hello, then, Wendy, you look very cute, I could really quite fancy you myself. Now let me introduce you to the other girls.’

Wendy felt herself blushing; she’d always fancied some girls, but had never acted on it.

She’d never have been interested in Laura, she seemed closed, controlled, defensive; but Louise a very different proposition. Middling height, middling boobs, neither slim nor chubby, but very ‘girl next door’.

A boy had once described to her how when they were hunting in pairs at the disco they’d look for two girls dancing together around their handbags. They’d identify one as the ‘looker’, the other the ‘chance’. They’d cut in and the least desperate would go for better looking one, expecting her to play too hard to get.

The other boy would go for the other girl, expecting there to be a good chance of a snog, or if he got lucky, a blow job or better. Pair Louise with almost any of the girls there and she’d be the ‘chance’, and a good one.

She realised that if Louise asked her after she’d had a glass or two of wine, the answer would probably be ‘yes’, whatever the question.

She met them all, the names were a blur, but there were girls younger than her, (but none that looked too young, even dressed as schoolgirls), some like Laura, who were rather older. There was a delicate-looking dark-complexioned girl, perhaps from an Asian background, two very different girls whose colour and accent suggested a Caribbean culture. Blondes – some extremely pretty, some fairly plain; redheads, dark-haired girls, in all kinds of schoolgirl uniform.

There was a girl in a very short Japanese schoolgirl sailor suit, ‘Sailor Moon’ she called it, and an American cheerleader, complete with pom-pom. There was a Girl Guide in a uniform from a much earlier age than those she’d seen anywhere outside a school annual. Another wore a red plaid skirt, like posh American schools. Two more were in gymslips, in bottle green and Navy blue, with contrasting sky blue and red sashes.

One was in PE kit with an extremely short, pleated kilt-style skirt in red, like her own, a white T-shirt that accentuated rather than hid her bust, ankle socks and plimsolls. I thought mine was short, she thought, anyone can see her knickers all the time, unless she stands straight without moving.

There were two in gingham summer dresses, one in pink and indecently short, one in purple that was a rather more modest length. Both wore gingham-topped ankle socks like hers, with gingham tops and scrunchies to match the colour of their dresses. (It’s a shame my hair’s now so short, she thought, that’s a cute touch, and there was one free with the dress.)

One other girl wore a version of her outfit, but with all the short-sleeve blouse buttons done up, and the blouse tucked in, patterned ankle socks, and all in virginal white.

‘She’s going to have trouble keeping that looking clean,’ she thought, knowing from experience just how easy it was to get a white skirt grubby.

Their figures ranged from emaciated to chubby, boobs from enhanced and buxom, to almost flat, and each had tried to choose an outfit that made the best of their figure.

Three of the girls had whistles on lanyards around their necks. Louise was one of them, the girl in PE kit and one of the others.

Louise explained that for the first hour or two of the party the gentlemen would sit down, and the girls would each introduce themselves to one of them, and then lie over their laps for a spanking.

‘I, or one of the other girls will blow the whistle every three minutes or so, to signal you move on to the next man’s lap. Sooner if we think a girl is being spanked harder than she can take, or we otherwise think it’s time things are moved on. We’ll leave things a little longer if everyone seems to be enjoying themselves. If you’re struggling a bit, ask them to be gentle, if you want it harder ask them, “have you swatted that fly yet” or something cheeky like that. Let them take your knickers down, have a feel of your bum and legs, but don’t let them take liberties. I’ll be keeping a special eye on you, if you need help, cross your calves between knee and ankle as a little signal to me.’

‘Anyway, SHOWTIME!’

She took Elizabeth’s – no Wendy’s – hand and led her and the other girls downstairs. It was a once-classy pub, now shabby chic, all dark wood panels, stained glass, leather benches, solid wooden tables, mostly red Paisley-patterned carpets, and just the faintest tang of stale beer and hint of old tobacco smoke.

The gentlemen had begun to arrive, and eyed up the girls as they came down the stairs. Mostly they wore blue lounge suits, one a grey suit showing its creases, one in tweed, and one was in a Navy blazer and fawn slacks. They were of all ages, from their twenties to seventies, maybe even eighties, mostly clean-shaven, a moustache or two, and a few older ones in full beards or goatees.

There was one in a tracksuit and Wendy recognised the logo as being expensive, though she couldn’t quite recall which brand it was. ‘At least it’s not a shell suit and medallion,’ she thought.

She recognised another familiar face, again in unfamiliar garb. Last time they’d met she’d been ‘Miss Arbuthnott, Headmistress of Imperial College’. Instead of the severe blouse and tweed skirt the Headmistress had worn, this time she had on a kilt skirt in tartan to match the Earl’s, a sort of tight dark waistcoat and white blouse with puffy full sleeves. A splendidly matched couple, she thought. She was sort of softer this time, not so stressed and commanding.

‘I’m Abigail here; Countess Abigail if you want to be really formal, but everyone calls me Abby; really all I’m here for today is as hostess to prepare and serve the food, this is his show.’

Indeed there was an impressive spread of finger food, sandwiches, sausage rolls, triangular samosas, things on sticks, caviar – no it’s lumpfish roe, she thought, but Wendy was far too nervous to be interested in food at that point.

She realised she’d been relaxing slowly, from when she’d met Louise, but now the panic was rising – now or never, she thought.

Then two youngish men, in their thirties perhaps, came in.

One was immaculately dressed, in a camel-hair coat with fur collar, brogues, long socks breeches - Wendy groped for the word – plus-fours, buff – again she groped for the word – moleskin waistcoat, cravat and a checked flat hat. There was something very familiar about him.

The other looked equally debonair in a blue pinstripe three-piece suit, bowler hat, and – again she struggled for the word – spats, over patent leather, two-tone shoes. ‘I’ve never seen spats for real, I never knew anyone still wore them.’

The other gentleman helped him off with his coat and hung it up. Bertie Wooster and Jeeves, 1930s golfer and his ‘man’, she guessed. It must take confidence and nerve to walk around in public like that, they look really dishy, but I bet that with my luck, they’re both gay.

At that point the Earl brought the gathering to order, and invited the gentlemen to sit down. She did a quick head count, about twenty-five men, and maybe ten or eleven girls. The gentlemen sat down, carefully positioning themselves to give space to spank.

The Earl invited the girls to begin and Wendy looked for the dishy golfer, whom she realised she really did fancy quite a lot; but one of the other girls was already across his lap. His ‘valet’ had not sat down, but stood chatting to the Countess. Perhaps only he was gay.

So she picked an elderly-looking blue-suited gentleman at random, and noted that Louise positioned herself with ‘her’ gentleman to the right of the one she’d picked, where she could keep an eye on her, and she felt reassured.

‘Hi I’m Wendy, and this my first time here, so please go easy at first.’

‘Yes, my dear Wendy, I’ll be a gentleman.’

She lay over his lap, his left arm grasped her across the waist; his right lifted the hem of her skirt. True to his word, he gently patted her a dozen or so times across the knickers, and then eased them down. He stroked her upraised bum, then the legs, and then set to with a little more force. He didn’t cup his hand properly though, so it wasn’t very hard at all. He spanked one bum cheek, then the other, but varied randomly not getting into a regular pattern, it hardly hurt and felt rather good. She couldn’t feel any reaction from him down below: past it? she wondered.

Just as she was relaxing into it, he cupped her shoulder with his hand and went as if to lift. Wendy realised he wanted her sat on his lap; she turned over and felt his arm around her waist.

Careful of a wandering right hand, she thought. But he really was a gentleman. Sitting like that, with her right arm around his shoulder, took her back to sitting on Daddy’s lap, aged twelve. She kissed his forehead.

‘A man can sometimes take being a gentleman a little too far!’

‘A nod’s as good as a wink.’

He had her turn back over his lap and applied himself to the task with rather more vigour. She began to really quite enjoy it, and from what she felt, so did he, though ‘a vigorous erection’ would be overstating it, until interrupted by the whistle.

The next guy, to the left of the first, was the one in a tracksuit, and whereas the first guy was probably in his late seventies, this guy, Justin, was maybe in his late twenties and fit-looking. But he had no idea how to spank a girl; Wendy realised he’d probably never been spanked in his life.

He was patting her knickers like a security man looking for something concealed in them. This one did have a stiffie, not a big one, but hard. The nice feeling was draining, and she wondered what to do.

She deliberately twisted off his knee and fell in front of him.

‘You can spank the dust out of the knickers if you like!’

He took the hint and put much more effort into it, with a lot more enthusiasm, though not much more skill, but didn’t even ease her knickers off.

‘That’s better,’ she thought.

Then the whistle blew.

Next was Rory, in the creased grey suit. Built like a builder, wide and probably strong. He knew what he was doing, a few over the knickers with gradually increasing weight and a cupped hand, then ease the knickers down and build up; he’d start a pattern of alternate cheeks, and just when she was getting used to that and finding it easier to cope, he’d change the pattern. He was well-equipped and showing it, she was pleased to feel. She’d had worse from the Headmistress, but this was getting through to her. She could take more, but he was only the third and there were twenty more to go. She crossed her calves, and Louise blew the whistle.

After that it was another blue-suited type.

‘I’m Wendy, what’s your style.’

‘Oh, I like to do it sensually.’

‘Fair enough,’ she thought and settled herself into position.

What he seemed to mean was that he liked to stroke her bum and legs a lot, and slap her a bit. Absolutely nothing under her belly this time, she wondered why he was here.

Wendy noticed that the next man around the circle was a left-hander, so the rather well endowed girl on his lap was facing her.

‘Do you come here often?’ she asked.

‘As often as I can,’ she answered, and kissed her, and Wendy realised the double meaning in what she’d said.

It was the first outright sexy kiss she’d had from a girl, and Wendy decided she rather liked it, so gave back as good as she got.

The man spanking her didn’t seem to notice, Wendy had decided he was a bit of a drip, really. Thin and slight, she wondered if he was still a virgin.

The other girl’s spanker caught on, and redoubled his efforts, as if to interrupt the girls’ dalliance.

‘Is he making any impression?’

‘He’s not bad, but he’d have to be a damn sight harder to get through to me!’

They kissed full-on, lips to lips, with a hand each steadying the others’ head.

Wendy’s man noticed at last and started flailing even less effectually, and the other man went frantic too.

The whistle blew.

‘See you darling!’

Wendy blew her a kiss.

‘I’m Richard and I’m going to have to discourage behaviour like that!’

Yes Sir,’ she said, playing along.

She then realised that with this next man, Richard, him being the last in the half-circle, and left-handed, at least half the people in the room would be able to stare at her bum. It was bared as her knickers were eased down in short order, and it felt like it was reddening as fast as the blush was rising to her cheeks.

Don’t be silly girl, you should have realised that sort of thing would happen, she thought to herself, but she still felt exposed and more vulnerable than at any point up to then.

Despite the other girl’s comments he knew how to spank, he was not tall or broad, but wiry and strong. He was beginning to get through to her, but perhaps because he was the other way around, or perhaps because she was getting used to it, it didn’t seem to hurt so much, and the warmth built up.

The next few were a bit of a blur in her memory. She hadn’t realised quite how many wrong ways there were to spank. She did her best to encourage and hint. However, she guessed that actively telling them how to do it was probably not the most diplomatic move, so desisted.

Then she found herself on the lap of the dishy guy in the plus fours. He was younger than most there – early to mid thirties – tanned, tall, oozing self-confidence and charm.

‘I’m Timothy, who’s the gorgeous girl on my lap?’ he asked, eyes twinkling.

‘I’m Wendy, she said, and thought, ‘and I’m yours if you want me.’

‘Are you a good girl?’

‘I do my best,’

‘Your best to attract the boys, by the look of your uniform. Am I right?’

‘Whatever you say, Sir,’ and she meant it.

‘Then I think saucy Wendy’s going to get her bottom soundly smacked,’ as he had her turn over wordlessly.

‘How does he do that?’ she thought, ‘almost control by telepathy.’

He knew what he was doing all right. Lift the skirt, the first few over her knickers, then ease them down, then work all over her bum with a cupped hand. It really hurt, it really got her going; several times she thought she was almost there, coming publicly with the mad giggling that always happened. That reaction, mad giggling, made the thought of coming in public one of her most feared embarrassments; not that it had ever happened yet.

At first she couldn’t decide whether it was accidental or deliberate. Then she realised that every time she got close to coming, her thighs were twitching open. She was winking like a mare in season.

He was enjoying it too, by the feel of his hard, long erection under her.

Oh, fuck, it is deliberate, he’s playing me, and he could make me come any time he wanted, she realised in delicious panic.

His hand slipped between her legs, and she realised she was opening her legs to let him.

Quite deliberately he drew the knuckle of his thumb, wet from intimate contact, across her bum cheeks, as if to say, ‘I know you’re really enjoying this!’

Then she found herself turning over to sit on his lap. Again she thought, how does he do that, remote control? No word, not even a gesture, I just do what he wants.

His arm fitted around her waist, her arm around his shoulder. They kissed and to her, there was just the two of them. He was everything. He could have laid her over the seat there and then, greased her bum and buggered her stupid, with thirty people watching, and she’d not even be aware of them. She knew that he knew it too, and she went beet-red.

‘You’re a very naughty girl,’ he said, tapping her nose.

‘Yes Sir, whatever you say, Sir.’ May as well run up the white flag, he knew she was ready for surrender.

The whistle blew.

‘Time for lunch,’ the Earl announced.

Wendy found herself standing, with him smoothing the knickers under her skirt, for all the world like a mum straightening the clothes of a toddler. Then he waved to his man, who came over. He whispered in his valet’s ear, and then led her across to an even more suitable chair; with his arm casually around her waist, hand on her bum.

The man went to the buffet, bringing back a plate for him, piled up with at least one of everything, and just a few delicacies for her.

She glanced around. This was similar, different only in that it was even more public, she noted.

He patted his lap; she was snuggled into it before she could think.

He picked up one of the samosas and ate it neatly.

‘They’re delicious, try one,’ he said, and proffered one.

She obediently opened her mouth, and he fed her.

So it went on, item by item. He’s feeding me like his pet bitch, she thought. But she couldn’t resist, it just felt too good.

His man came back with a glass of wine for him, and what looked like fizzy cola in a glass, with a straw.

He sipped the wine, and then offered her the glass with the straw. She sipped through the straw; it was just cola, not even a hint of rum or gin.

‘I can’t let a saucy little girl like you have wine, you know,’ again he tapped her nose. ‘I’m making it my mission to turn you into a good girl!’

She was furious inside, how dare he decide what she could have without asking. But it felt so right, she was just going to enjoy it whilst it lasted.

He fed her more tid-bits, though eating more himself than he allowed her, permitting occasional sips through the straw, until the plate was empty. Then he took her plate, with just a few morsels on, and carefully heaped them into the centre of the plate with his fingers. He held it in front of her.

‘Eat it straight off the plate, Wendy, my girl!’

She bent forward and complied, delicately. She knew that if he had bent down and put the plate on the floor, and then told her to eat off it, she’d have done it. She thought he knew that too. She knew he was his girl, for as long as he wanted her. She was in turmoil inside, nobody had ever made her feel this way, she felt it was all wrong, but it felt so right.

His man collected the plates and took them back. He came back with a single bowl of fruit salad and a spoon. Timothy had her hold it with both hands in front of her mouth, and then fed her with a spoon, as one would feed a baby. She knew she shouldn’t let him, but was helpless to resist.

These scenes hadn’t gone entirely unnoticed, at least by most of the other girls, judging by the looks she was getting: mostly she interpreted them variously as goodwill, sympathy, understanding, and for one or two perhaps jealousy.

Next there were a couple of dancers, girls erotically taking their clothes off and getting very friendly indeed, with each other, and some of the men. She snuggled into his lap, and his hand slipped under her skirt, touching her in a very knowing way through the knickers.

The Earl announced the second half of the afternoon: people were to play freestyle with each other.

He turned her over, in the same effortless way, spanking her to bring her close, and relax, close and relax. He caught his man’s eye, and was brought a strap.

He had her take the position: bent over, skirt up, knickers down, bare bum in the air.

‘Twelve, and count, “One Sir, thank you Sir,” and so on, understand?’

‘Yes, Sir.’

Slap!

It burned across her bottom, but without diminishing her excitement.

‘One Sir, thank you Sir,’ she found it was really quite humiliating, and also very exciting, to have to be so obedient verbally. But she really wanted to please, despite the hurt.

Each stroke was harder than the one before. Each time it was a little harder to get the words out, without the pain showing too much, until, ‘Twelve Sir, thank you Sir.’

‘What do you say now?’ He held the strap in front of him.

‘Thank you for my punishment, Sir,’ and knelt and kissed the strap.

‘The cane now, I think.’

‘Whatever you say, Sir.’

To her surprise his man brought over a very light cane. Then she remembered, with trepidation. She’d promised she’d not do it in class, but …

He motioned her back down.

‘Twelve, but this time, just count the hard ones, “One, Sir”, “Two, Sir”…’

The feeling of impending doom intensified. She thought she knew what was going to come. She was. Damn all she could do about it, too.

‘Yes Sir.’

He positioned her carefully, lined himself up and began, with light tapping strokes.

She found the muscles between her legs tensing in a most interesting way: then he threw in a hard one, that had those muscles relax and tense again.

‘One, Sir.’

More rapid strokes, another hard one.

‘Two, Sir.’

She felt the orgasm building inside her.

‘Three, Sir.’

‘Four, Sir.’

‘Five, Sir.’

It happened on the sixth stroke.

Instead of counting, she came with a ferocity she’d never before experienced and just began giggling, uncontrollably.

‘Control yourself, girl!’

She did her best. She noticed people were beginning to stare.

‘Six, Sir.’

This time he teased her with light strokes, for much longer than usual, then predictably on the next hard stroke, she came and came again, giggling loudly and manically, collapsing onto the floor as her knees buckled, her cheeks at both ends bright red, and the whole room went silent and stared.

‘Timothy!’ from across the room.

Louise came steaming over.

‘Enough!’

‘Get up, go upstairs, sort yourself out and come down in your other uniform,’ to Wendy.

Wendy scurried out of the room. She splashed her face with cold water in the ladies, then her bum, blew her nose and used the loo. She fetched her handbag and used tissues and cleaner to scrub every last trace of make-up off her face.

‘The other uniform?’ She must mean the uniform that she’d worn to school for a laugh. But how did she know?

Once again she realised that things were going on behind her back, she’d been set up and it was probably going to happen again. Worse things happen at sea, she thought to herself, as mother used to say.

She peeled off the uniform. The knickers were soaked between her legs, and she used the dry bits to mop up some more, and stripped off the rest and put it back in the bag.

She put on the drab, white Y-fronts, boy’s grey shirt and tie, grey shorts, knee length grey turnover-top socks and black, lace-up shoes. Her breasts strained under the shirt.

One last splash of cold water on her face in the ladies, and she felt ready to take whatever came, so set off down the stairs.

Louise was waiting at the foot of the stairs.

‘Stand still!’

She pinned a HEAD BOY badge onto her shirt.

‘The new Head Boy, Bill Black, will now see any naughty boys needing punishment.’ She announced to the room.

‘You’re first, Stephen,’ grabbing him by the ear.

‘Come with me, Stephen,’ she heard herself saying, and led him over to a convenient seat by the other ear. I could get used to this, she thought.

She patted her lap.

‘Over you go!’

She then demonstrated that she knew how to spank properly. Steven was in his forties, an office worker she guessed, an indifferent spanker she’d remembered, but he was reacting with much more enthusiasm to being spanked.

There were several men watching. They didn’t really form a queue, but she found that once she finished with one, she had a steady supply of men to spank, strap and cane.

She’d wished the earth would have swallowed her up, just before going upstairs, but she gradually recovered her confidence and composure, with each man, or ‘boy’ (as she found it easier to think of them), she dealt with.

One of those volunteers to be spanked was Timothy’s man, Rodney. Tanned like his Master, well built but a bit smaller, he was almost a miniature. But pretty well-endowed too, she felt.

She was a bit surprised he’d opted for her – she’d tagged him as probably gay. He’d not spanked any of the girls, except Minama, the delicate dark one in a short pink summer dress.

Of course, not all the men were submitting to her attentions, or those of other ladies dealing with them similarly.

She noted that Timothy was one. He was spanking girls, who were as near to queuing up for his attentions, much as the boys were ostentatiously not queuing up for hers. But she noticed with a little pride, none were getting nearly as much attention as she had had from him.

At last things slowed.

The Earl stood up and made a few announcements, thanked all the girls, thanked all the men, thanked the dancers, thanked Abigail, the bar staff… At last he finished.

The men started filing out through the street door.

Thinking everything was over, Wendy turned to go and change, but was headed off by Louise, Timothy, Abigail and the Earl, and the girl in PE kit, whose name was Daisy, plus Rodney and Minama.

‘We’re all going out for a meal; would you like to join us?’

‘Like this?’

‘Of course, it’s central London, who cares? But you’d better put your blazer on, throw everything else into a bag, and leave it here to collect later.’

Daisy went upstairs to the changing room with her, and put on a track suit.

They walked around the corner to a Chinese restaurant. It was the posh sort that always intimidated her, because they only provided chopsticks; if you needed a fork you had to ask and bear the pitying look from snooty waiters.

By the way, she thought, am I Elizabeth, Wendy, William or Bill? Does it matter?

She gathered that Louise, Daisy and Minama regularly attended these parties.

Timothy turned out to be Gordon’s younger brother, newly returned from working abroad, in Thailand, as a hotel manager, and Rodney was his friend. They came to the party on his brother- and sister-in-law’s recommendation. No wonder he looked familiar.

No wonder things are being said behind my back; between them they’ve stitched me up good and proper.

They selected their food. Wendy let Timothy choose for her – the menu was in Chinese.

After ordering, Timothy turned to Wendy and did his remote-control thing, and she found herself on her knees in front of him.

‘Will you be my good little girl, or good boy, or whatever, as I choose? I’ll make sure you get a lot of chances to be both, or everything, but I’m in charge, understood?’

‘Yes, please, Sir,’ Wendy said, and hopped onto his lap. They kissed.

‘Timothy, you can’t go inviting boys onto your lap and kissing them, people will talk!’

‘Does she really look like a boy?’ said Timothy, opening her blazer wide, ‘besides who cares; it’s the twenty-first century!’

A toast was proposed to the happy couple. Everyone else drank and Timothy allowed Wendy a sip from his glass.

Something similar happened between Rodney and Minama, though she was almost certain Rodney’s fly had been opened and Minama’s mouth was kissing him there.

When the meal came, inevitably, Timothy proved a dab hand with the chopsticks and china spoon, and fed Wendy, just as he had earlier. She loved it.

Timothy and Louise invited Wendy to go home with them to the house that Louise – Laura – shared with Gordon, and stay overnight.

She explained that as the party was on a Thursday, she’d taken the Friday off work as well, so could join them for a long weekend. Her suggestion was accepted with delight immediately.

Far better than four days alone in a cold flat, she thought.

The meal was wonderful, but even the Earl’s and Timothy’s appetites didn’t finish the whole meal, so Timothy asked for a doggy bag.

Wendy wondered why, when Gordon and Laura didn’t have a dog.

Then she realised exactly what it was for.


Good Bitch – Guy Masterleigh

After the meal Abigail fetched their car, a people carrier. Their place was in the Cotswolds, and Elizabeth was looking forward to a several-hour cuddle with Timothy.

Instead she was ushered, with Minama on her left, into the child-size back row of seats, with Timothy in front of her with Rodney and Laura between them, in the next row. Abigail drove with the Earl in the front passenger seat.

First they drove around to the club and picked up everyone’s gear. The girls weren’t allowed out to help. Just as well they did that, thought Elizabeth, it would be embarrassing to spend a long weekend in the country with her only clothes being those of a schoolboy, as she was now dressed. Then she remembered what she imagined was probably going to happen, felt a powerful thrill, of excitement, fear, embarrassment, and realised it probably wouldn’t make much difference.

Minima reached her arms out to her and, keen to cuddle, Elizabeth lifted her onto her lap and put her arm around behind her. I’m taking the boy’s role, she realised.

Minima put her arm around her shoulders. Elizabeth drew her into her lap with her right hand on her hip, under the dress, she noted. Minima didn’t seem to mind. They kissed.

She heard snores coming from Timothy and Rodney, and a murmur from Laura too, and thought it safe to talk, but still only in whispers.

‘Why were you the only girl Rodney spanked?’ she asked.

‘Well, you may as well know my secret, almost everyone else does now,’ Minima looked very embarrassed, but carried on, ‘I was brought up as a boy, but I always knew I was really a girl. I’m a very lucky girl, my parents recognised me for what I am. In our culture there’s no shame in being like me, so they just had it put right when I was very young.’

Elizabeth’s hand had slipped over to explore Minima’s knickerless pubis, then her breasts, before she even knew what she was doing. She then realised how it must feel to Minama, and felt really embarrassed.

‘That’s all right, everyone does that when they hear. I like people touching me there anyway, especially girls as pretty as you. I’ve had that operation, had my bust enhanced; not to as much as most Western girls have, but rather more than is usual for our girls. The surgeon said with my frame and figure it would look right, but they embarrass me, though the boys seem to like them. They remodelled my face too. I gather Rodney’s usually only interested in youngish boys, but apparently my slim hips attracted his interest; he could imagine I was a boy.’ Minima explained.

‘That would be why he came to me for a spanking too,’ Elizabeth realised, ‘after all, face-down on my lap he couldn’t see my boobs, but he can feel a pair of shorts, and see boy’s socks and shoes.’

‘I thought it strange that men like him fancy me, as well as real women’s men like Timothy, but it is true. I like men most, but I like girls too, I guess I just like the loving and the attention.’

‘Me too,’ said Elizabeth.

They kissed, cuddled and dozed as they drove through the night, cuddling close.

Elizabeth realised that, if she was taking the boy’s role, she may as go all the way. She slipped her finger in between Minima’s lower lips, explored until she got a reaction, and continued until Minima came in her arms, and again, and again. Fortunately perhaps, it was just low moans, not the manic giggling that so embarrassed Elizabeth when she came.

They dozed then, until they arrived.

It was a big property, in its own grounds, and Abigail pulled the car around to the back. The men picked up the bags and herded the two girls in with them.

They dumped the luggage in a utility room. Abigail led their way through to a living room. Gordon had a huge log fire going and Abigail and the Earl, Laura and Gordon, Timothy and Rodney sat down in the huge leather armchairs in a half-circle facing it, Timothy one side closer to the fire, Rodney opposite him.

She went to Timothy, who had her stand in front of him. Slowly and lovingly he peeled her out of her clothes, waving away any help she offered. First the black lace-up shoes, then her blazer, grey turnover-top socks, grey shorts, tie, grey shirt, white Y-fronts and vest, then he had her sit naked between his legs, on the rug.

Minima went to Rodney, who did much the same, though a little more roughly, as though he didn’t really care for her clothes at all. He just lifted the hem of her short pink summer dress straight over her head and dragged it off, then ripped off her Mary Janes and threw them behind him. The ankle socks went the same way.

He stood up and had her sit snuggled into the armchair, as he asked everyone if they’d like a drink. Most asked for brandy, Timothy asked for port. He didn’t ask Elizabeth and Minima, and Elizabeth guessed that was quite deliberate, so didn’t object.

Rodney brought the drinks back, and handed them around as they chatted about the afternoon and evening. Elizabeth and Minima weren’t included, except for the two small water-bowls put on the hearth. When Elizabeth did try to contribute to the conversation, Timothy shushed her with a finger across her mouth.

Minima too was silenced by Rodney, when she said anything. He’d draped her over his knees diagonally, bum facing the fire, arms and head hanging over the arm of the armchair to his left, right hand between her cheeks. Elizabeth imagined from the view she had, that his middle finger, or fingers, may well be exploring her bum.

Elizabeth felt a bit neglected and turned sideways, snuggling her head into Timothy’s lap.

Timothy, still fully dressed, obligingly undid his fly.

‘Buttons not a zip,’ she noted, ‘quality.’

It wasn’t what she’d intended, but she eased out his very erect and fair-sized cock and sucked on it greedily, like a lamb feeding at their mother’s teat. If anything it got harder, so she tried to demonstrate her expertise by building it slowly, easing off teasingly to make it long and slow.

Two hands around the back of her hand persuaded her to cut things short, and he came with a noisy cry, ejaculating into her mouth.

She swallowed. Sweet, she noted, not bad-tasting. She assiduously licked him clean.

He steered her head to the hearth. There was the bowl of water, as you’d offer a dog.

Yes, it is what I thought. She knelt down and drank from the bowl, resigning herself to her fate.

Timothy took her discarded tie, tied it about her neck, stood up and tugged gently. He discouraged her tentative attempt to stand up by a light shove on her shoulder. The party was breaking up. Obediently she followed her Master, naked and on all fours, her shoulder to his left leg, out of the room.

Looking back she saw Minama being led much the same way by Rodney; he’d used his own tie. Everyone else was completely unfazed, as though two naked girls being led about on all fours was perfectly normal. She was beginning to suspect that in this house it might be.

Timothy led her to a bathroom. Still holding her improvised lead, he walked up to the throne, opened his fly and pissed in the bowl.

Turning around he dropped his plus-fours and sat down.

‘I hoped he didn’t spill any in front of it,’ she thought, ‘it’ll wet them.’

He drew her to him, to lick his cock clean, even as he evacuated himself behind.

‘Gross,’ she thought, but that’s men for you.

He stood up and wiped himself clean, and washed his hands.

‘Just as well he doesn’t want me to lick him clean there; I’ll do almost anything for him, but not that,’ she mused, ‘actually I probably would, filthy bitch that I am.’

He motioned her around, to back up to the bowl on all fours.

‘My turn,’ she realised.

She pissed and shat obediently. ‘I guess there’s a first time for everything. I’m glad I’m not one of those who freeze up and can’t do that with an audience!’

He gently wiped her clean and dry, front and back.

‘Thank you for that,’ she thought, ‘embarrassing but better than not being wiped at all.’

He washed his hands, and then led her to his small bedroom.

He had her lie over the edge of his bed, bum sticking up. He dropped his trousers and underwear, grabbed a tube of lubricant off his bedside table, spread it over his fingers and up her bum, and then took her hard and deep, hands holding her to him tight on either side. It hurt, at first, but it was exactly what she needed, and she exploded as he did, as noisily as him; giggling manically.

He wiped himself clean on a tissue.

‘Thank Heaven for that,’ but realised she was actually sort of disappointed she hadn’t been called upon to suck him clean, having stolen herself to do it, if demanded.

He rolled her over and picked her up, and kissed her on the forehead.

‘Good bitch,’ he said.

He gently laid her down on a duvet on the floor and wrapped it around her. Then he lifted the duvet on the single bed and tucked himself in.

She was disappointed that she’d not get to sleep in his arms. But I guess this is appropriate in the circumstances, she thought, as she tucked the duvet around her.

She came to, drowsily looking up to see Timothy coming into the room naked, carrying a salmon-pink dog collar and lead. He scooped her up and lay her on the bed, lay beside her and pulled the duvet over them both.

‘I guess you can probably guess what’s coming next.’

She nodded.

‘Yes, I’ll be putting this collar around your neck, but before I do, I want to make quite sure you understand what it means.’

He mimed taking it off, then touched her hand and waved his hand over it to negate the meaning.

‘Once you put it on, it stays on until you take it off. I am not allowed to, even if I can.’

‘Exactly. Now…’ he drew a finger along her lips.

‘I’ll not be allowed to speak. I can bark, growl or grizzle like a dog, but no words.’

‘There’s a clever bitch! This?’ He took her hand and held it, so it was upright, finger tips touching the bed, then folded it, so the thumb and fingers touched the sheet.

‘I’m not allowed to stand upright; I have to stay on all-fours.’

‘Correct. This?’ He folded her hand into a fist.

‘I must not use my hands like a human uses their finger and thumb, just as a paw.’

He patted her hand. ‘This?’ He stroked her body down both sides, and then waved a flat hand to negate it.

‘I’m not allowed any clothes.’

‘This?’ He took her hand and put it over her pubis, then waved the negation. Then over nipples, waved the same way.

‘I mustn’t try to hide myself. I’m not allowed modesty or privacy, and I must always show myself fully.

‘Last!’ He took her hands and mimed shovelling food into her mouth.

‘I have to eat anything and everything that I’m given to eat.’

‘Anything else?’

‘I guess if I’m ever not sure what to do, I ask myself what a good little puppy would do, then do it, regardless of any other consideration.’

‘Excellent, one hundred and ten per cent! Good Bitch!’

Just as well this is one of my all-time favourite fantasies. I’ve stroked myself to sleep dreaming of something like this countless times, she thought, I wonder if he knew?

He eased her off the bed into a kneeling position beside it, and buckled the collar around her neck, checking with a finger behind it that it wasn’t too tight.

‘Heel!’

She obediently trotted off, her right shoulder to his left leg.

He led her to the kitchen, ‘See to her Rodney!’

Rodney took her lead, ‘Sit!’

She knelt; he pushed her knees apart with his shoe.

‘I’m not allowed to hide my charms,’ she recalled.

He took an arm and slipped a sort of strange gauntlet over her hand. It went up over her elbow, a sleeve of salmon-pink short fake fur. At the other end was what she recognised as a fist mitt, but dressed up to look like a dog’s paw. On the elbow there was a padded leather patch. Above the elbow it was edged in leather.

He eased her hand into the mitt, and then tightened something around the wrist, a cable tie perhaps. Then he cut it short with a tool, and eased its ‘buckle’ back into the leather collar that it was enclosed in, so the sharp, cut end was protected.

He pulled on something, maybe a cable tie again around the top, above the elbow, but this time he slipped a finger under it, presumably to check it was just right, not too tight, or loose. Again he worked the buckle back into the tunnel. Looking closely she saw one end of the tunnel overlapped the other.

He did the same with the other arm.

‘Play Dead!’

She guessed, and lay on her back, arms and legs out wide.

‘There’s a good little bitch!’

She glowed with pride, though feeling she really ought to be insulted.

He held a similar garment for a leg – padded leather over the knee, more salmon-pink fake fur, and a dog paw to go over the foot. He eased it on her and secured it in a similar way.

Rolling her head sideways she saw Minima was tethered to a ring on the wall, by a similar lead and collar. She was wearing similar leggings and gauntlets, but collar, lead and fur were in a slightly reddish-brown chestnut colour that really suited her skin tone.

He eased the other one onto the other leg and secured it.

‘Sit!’

She took her position. He released Minima from the ring, and had her ‘Sit!’ beside her.

Then he busied himself on the table and put down two pairs of bowls in front of them. One of the bowls in each pair was clean water. She recognised the contents of the other. They were in a frame that lifted them a few inches into the air.

‘Beg, you bitches!

Elizabeth realised she really didn’t have a choice, though the congealed contents of the doggy-bag from last night’s meal – rice, noodles, bean sprouts, pork, chicken, beef, fish, carrots, in a dozen different sauces, all mixed together – looked disgusting.

So obediently she raised her forepaws and begged, as though her life depended on it.

Minima, who’d initially shown her obvious disgust, realised her options were very limited, and the likely result of refusal, and did the same.

Rodney looked on, amused. ‘There you are, tuck in!’

They both obediently bent down and ate. Actually it wasn’t too bad. The bowls weren’t too deep and slope-sided, so she ate it all greedily, realising she’d actually been quite hungry.

She realised as she finished that she’d got grease and food all over her face from her nose to her chin. Her first thought was to drink, but instead she wiped her face on her shoulder, then licked it clean, and repeated it on the other shoulder, then sipped from the water bowl.

She straightened herself up to the ‘Sit!’ position. Minima was still eating. When she finished she went straight to the water bowl for a drink, fouling the water.

‘No, bad girl!’

He took her water bowl and changed it.

He took Elizabeth’s licked-clean food bowl and put it down. There was a chocolate truffle in the middle on a bed of chocolate sauce.

She didn’t move until his, ‘Eat!’

She bent down, delicately took the chocolate and swallowed it. Then she licked up the messy chocolate sauce. Then she cleaned her lips on her shoulder as before, licked her shoulder clean, and then drank.

Minima nodded as she sat.

Rodney then clipped their leads on and led them out to the dining room, handing Elizabeth’s to Timothy. There were Timothy and Rodney, Laura and Gordon, dressed for a country walk.

They went to the back door and out. This time the two bitches were led to the back of the car. When the door was opened, she saw the third row of seats was folded down, and there was a dog guard behind the second row.

She felt a slap on her rump – ‘Up!’ and she lifted her forepaws onto the sill, bounced on her toes in the hind-doggy paws, and fell into the car boot.

Minima wasn’t quite as nimble and had to be lifted in.

The others climbed in and they drove off. Not far, maybe twenty minutes, before parking. She saw from her position below the level of the windows (she was still too shy to raise her head) that they had parked in a shop car park. The others got out and walked away.

Alarmed, she sneaked a peek out. The car was in the far corner of the car park, away from everyone else. The shop was called ‘Farmer’s Supermarket’.

It felt like an age before they came back, as the two girls cuddled for warmth and reassurance, but probably it was less than half an hour.

They drove off, not far, maybe another half an hour, until the car started lurching and she realised they were probably driving off-road. The car stopped and someone got out. They drove a bit further and whoever had got out got back in again. Then more rough track.

A locked gate? she wondered

Finally they stopped. The passengers got out and Timothy opened the door, and clipped on her lead. It was soft grass, so she measured the distance and tried to leap out, four-footed. She fell out in a tangled mess, catching a foot quite painfully on the car tow-bar.

Minima wasn’t so brave and sat on the edge, whimpering.

Exasperated, Rodney picked her up with a hand under her left shoulder, and one between her legs on the pubis.

‘Sit!’ both Timothy and Rodney commanded.

The bitches did.

Chuckling, they were each shown an engraved dog tag. Hers said:

TIMOTHY’S
BITCH
WILLY

On the other side, it gave his phone number and email address. Minima’s was similar:

RODNEY’S
BITCH
TITTY

Rodney’s phone number and email address were given on the other side in the same way.

Why did I pick William for my name as schoolboy? she wondered. I couldn’t have known this would be the result, she rationalised. But now I have to answer to ‘Willy’, she realised, despairingly. ‘They’ll love that!’

The tags were attached to their collars and they walked off, the bitches walking to heel with their respective Masters.

The people were wearing warm wool and tweed and she expected to be cold, but soon realised that walking on all fours, the way their Masters insisted – forelegs straight, hind legs slanting diagonally, bum high in the air, walking on dog-paw toes – was actually very hard work – on her legs, arms (forelegs?), belly, hips and shoulders, especially at the pace they demanded.

The path underfoot was gravelled, so she was glad of the protection the paws afforded.

After perhaps a mile, though it may have been far less, they entered a wide grass clearing. Felled trees made comfortable benches, and a couple of old wooden cable reels made an improvised table.

Laura and Gordon took the day sacks they’d worn and handed Timothy and Rodney a bum bag each. The two men put them on.

‘Willy, sit!’

She sat; this is going to be very embarrassing she thought, but there’s no way out.

‘Good girl, Willy!’ He clicked a plastic thing and gave her a banana chip from his bag.

‘Click training,’ she thought, ‘neat, if embarrassing to me.’

He held something and threw it.

Willy realised exactly what it was, as it twirled in mid air. A salmon-pink rubber cock.

She followed it with her eyes, and went as it to fetch it, but was pulled up short by the lead.

‘Wait on my word!’ he said gently, unclipping the lead.

‘Fetch!’

She ran off as fast she could, in the right direction, and then bent down and found it in the long grass. Close up she saw it had an exaggerated bell-end and realistic balls. She gingerly picked it up in her mouth and ran back, stopping just in front of him.

‘Sit!’ he said.

She complied.

‘Offer it to me.’

She did and let him take it from her mouth.

‘Good girl!’ Click – banana chip.

‘Sit!’ He made a turning motion with his arm.

She sat, facing away from him this time.

Click – banana chip.

He threw the object. It fell in nettles at the edge of the clearing.

‘Fetch!’

With slightly less enthusiasm she ran off. Sure enough, the nettles stung her face picking it up.

Instead of running straight off she looked around. Rodney was throwing a brown rubber breast-shaped Frisbee thing, the colour of Titty’s collar and lead, for Titty to fetch.

‘She’ll hate that, be really embarrassed, but I guess that is exactly the intention.’

‘Heel!’ She heard and ran back.

She was exercised this way, until she could barely stand, and she was motioned to lie down, exhausted, sweat- and mud-streaked, stung by nettles, scratched by brambles in the grass.

‘Sit!’

He offered her a drink; at first she thought it was a joke-shop baby-bottle, but then realised it was a plastic bottle and teat for training calves to drink milk-substitute, a six-inch long, one-inch diameter, cock-shaped, cock-coloured, rubber teat. Still, she was thirsty and drank deeply.

‘Good girl!’ Click.

‘Where’s my banana chip?’ she thought. ‘Oh, that’s the point, you don’t get a treat every time,’ she realised.

He sat down and held out an open hand. It had a sausage in.

She took it from his hand and ate it, and several more the same way.

‘I wonder if Titty’s getting burgers?’ she thought mischievously.

He offered her the water bottle and she drank deeply, and then went as if to pull away. He held her head and squirted much more into her mouth.

Then they all walked off up the path, Willy and Titty walking to heel with their Masters.

At one point, Timothy held her back, and took her behind a bush. He opened his fly and took out his cock.

‘Open wide!’

She did. Instead of her giving him the blow job that she’d expected, he pissed in her mouth. At first it spilled out of her mouth, but she then got the trick right and she took the rest.

‘Squat!’

She’d guessed that was coming, and duly went down onto her hind legs, bum hanging out, realising, as she did so, the soles of the feet on her ‘hind legs’ were lined with spikes to discourage her standing up on two feet. She pissed, a lot.

After the water he gave me in the clearing and then drinking all his piss, there’ll be a lot more where that came from. She thought to herself.

Eventually they came out from the trees, to the open summit of a small hill. The people sat on more felled logs, the bitches ‘Sat!’ and they all enjoyed the superb view, for miles around, to the higher hills, even to what, she was told, were the Black Mountains in Wales in the far distance.

The walk back down was very hard. She really wasn’t used to walking like this and she was very tired. She also had to drag on her lead until he took the hint, and they fell back as she squatted to relieve the pressure in her bladder.

At last they got back to the car, and were encouraged to get into the boot. Willy managed it a little more neatly, and Titty did too when Rodney produced a vicious-looking riding crop. They were both filthy and exhausted and just cuddled on the floor, on the rubber mat the boot was lined with.

On their return, they were left in the car for what seemed like a long time. They dozed, though it got colder; and they cuddled together ever more tightly.

Eventually Rodney came to let them out. Willy did it almost neatly, Titty’s exit was a half-fall. He had them walk to heel around the corner. He clipped a chain tether to each of their collars. The tethers were attached to a ring near a drain, in the middle of the yard.

Just as Willy had feared, he fetched a hose and brush and washed them down roughly and thoroughly, every inch. Even between the legs, armpits and face. Perhaps especially there. It was freezing cold, though it felt better to be clean. He fetched a rough towel and rubbed them until they glowed. Clean and dry was even better, though the fake fur was still damp and cold.

He clipped on their leads and led them into a cellar under the house. Inside, it had a flagstone floor and stone walls, but Titty spotted a powerful heater in one corner. It wasn’t cosy, but it was a lot warmer than outside.

There was a WC and wash-handbasin just out in the open, what looked like a barred cell, suspension points in the ceiling, and canes, whips and stuff on the walls that said ‘dungeon’ to her. As if she wouldn’t have guessed from other specialist furniture.

At the far end there was a dog-run, made of new, shiningly galvanised panels. As he led them up to it they saw the plate:

WILLY and TITTY.

He opened the door and put them in, unclipping the leads once the door was secured with a padlock. They explored and found a calf-teat drinker, like the one they drank from in the clearing, set into the wall, with a plastic hose to a gallon-jug of water. There was fresh, clean, soft straw in a kennel at the back of the run.

They entered it through the half-metre-square opening covered with strips of rubber, and found there was just enough space for them both to lie, close together. They cuddled close and drifted off to sleep.

Readers, I think you can imagine the rest: each will have a different version, but everything anybody can imagine did happen, in those few days, or other times.

At the end of the weekend they were released back into the world, in fresh clean clothes, and presented with their bitch-tags on stainless-steel chains to wear until the next time.

They were assured there would be a next time. Despite being worked to exhaustion many times, teased, embarrassed, treated roughly, defiled, degraded and humiliated in every way, they knew it had been done by Masters who loved and cared for them.

They’d come running, tongues lolling out, ready for anything, when they heard the whistle for their return.


On-the-Job-Training – Paul Scott

Damn it! The bathroom cubicle had had its lock removed, against drug use, and Becky was dying for a wank – for a couple of very good reasons – on her way out of work. Swallowing her reservations and, in truth, feeling a frisson of excitement at the possibility of discovery, Becky put her bag on the cubicle floor and threw her mac over the top of the door frame to hold the door closed. She stood and looked for a second. This would of course give her identity away should anyone, unknown to her, overhear the shuffling and sotto voce groaning of her illicit wank. She removed it, propped the door closed and hoped for the best.

Although Becky had worked as a sub-editor and website manager on Deviant magazine for about a year, she had never got used to these lousy toilets, though in style they certainly went with the publishing group’s crappy offices near London’s Old Street roundabout, in which Deviant occupied one floor. The parent company had been started by one of those iconoclastic nineties media moguls, and its titles strived hard to stay edgy, with Deviant detailed to cover film, music, fashion – pretty much anything cultural that was a bit fetish, gothy or cultish. Though it wasn’t top-shelf, it featured plenty of bare flesh, most of it inked or pierced, but not enough to keep it from the mainstream magazine retailers of the English-speaking world.

Recently, as part of the hush-up of a minor staff drug-taking scandal, the building management had circulated stern emails about drug use, removed toilet locks throughout the building, and smeared petroleum jelly on any flat surfaces. She’d never got on with the bathroom on her floor at the best of times, since the lighting and mirror facilities were not up to the requirements of any self-respecting, feminine-feeling girl on her way out to face the world, not least an ex-pat Californian like Becky, whether she was trying to tamp down her Betty-Page bangs or apply some lippy. Though there were better-appointed bathrooms on other floors, this one was the only one on Deviant’s. Which, with its single cubicle, meant that it was shared by both sexes. Not always the cleanest, but close by, at least.

This afternoon, Becky thought of herself as skiving off, an idiom she’d learned from the Brits. She’d comped a couple of tickets to go and see a date on the reunion tour of US indie band Sidewalk, promised the music desk a brief review, and with that she was away from her desk early. In truth, she was highly unlikely to get to the gig – she could always collate a review from the fan-boy forums on the internet which, together, would give her a complete if over-excited picture later the same night.

She’d planned to find out what her new beau Jim wanted to do – stay in or go out – and if she was honest with herself she was rather hoping he’d be in the mood to stay in, as she was. He’d dominated her, very fulfillingly, and to her excitement seemed to have grasped that this was not just foreplay, but where she was concerned an end in itself, too. Many men didn’t, nor were they patient enough to dominate her for longer than it took for them to be satisfied. Becky, meanwhile, felt that she could have lived twenty-four-seven as a lifestyle slave – for the right master.

So highly sexed was she that it was never far from her thoughts, and increasingly they’d been occupied by the idea of being under the tutelage of a man who felt the same way. One who had the inclination, patience and time to keep her in bondage all the hours she wasn’t at work – for which she was, meanwhile, very ambitious – and even dominate her thoughts when they were apart at other times, too. She had no idea how long she would stand such a state in reality, and whether she would soon feel jaded. But meeting Jim had provided her chance to find out.

Her friends already thought she was living in a false consciousness, or something, and that she really ought to take a look at her attraction to submission and degradation. A poor-taste pastiche of the ills facing women around the world, one friend had called it – it was an argument she’d heard several times over too many bottles of sweet white wine, and one she had always been too befuddled at the end of to deliver a rhetorical coup de grace to.

But what could she do? She knew those same people wouldn’t object to her doing what made her feel good, living the way that felt right for her. She just can’t have explained herself too well, not that she’d seen so much of her girlfriends lately. Life felt as lukewarm as the wine without a man around who could arouse the delicious awareness of herself as an object for his pleasure, leaving her with a sore ass together with the bites, bruises – and maybe one or two items designed for discreet extended wear – that meant he was never far from her mind. Jim didn’t stop her doing other things – he made her lose interest in them.

The night before, while rubbing cooling cream into the pert twin globes of her behind after a thorough hand-spanking, Jim had told her what he expected of her today, and she had shivered with anticipation at the prospect. She’d happened to mention earlier that evening that the material the mag covered often made her horny as hell at work, and clearly it had fired Jim’s imagination into coming up with an idea as he fetched hearty slaps with forehand and backhand: she was to have a wank at work today. Not only that, she was to theme it, in a manner of her choice, around work. Moreover, she was to bring him some evidence that she had done it!

For this reason, and the fact that Becky had been getting increasingly horny thinking about it at her desk, she had headed to the bathroom with alacrity. Next, she undertook the final piece of the plan she thought would have Jim rewarding her handsomely, placing a small camcorder on the top of her bag, its lens pointing upwards well enough, she estimated, to capture her torso and trunk. It might not be the best-shot footage of its kind, but it would do as proof, and might be even hornier and dirtier for its flaws.

As she bent to close the lid and sit on the pan, the residual stench of pee overpowered her. You filthy slut, Becky, she thought to herself, you’ve no shame, shutting yourself in this feral-smelling little shithouse just to get off, you wanton little whore. She slid off her flattie shoes and felt the cold, hard floor on the soles of her feet, the hard lip of the toilet lid digging into the soft globes of her ass. Reaching into her bag, she brought out the stationery she had squirrelled away before lying back until she felt the hard edge of the cistern beneath her shoulder blades.

Undoing the upper buttons of her shirt, she pulled it away from her breasts and kneaded them through the silky fabric of her bra. She liked to see her nipples harden underneath some soft film, betraying her horniness beneath the propriety of their cover, and she flicked at them and began to pinch them cruelly before moving her arms wider to give herself tender little pinches all over her belly and sides. Then, returning to her tits, she peeled the bra cups down and pulled them out and over them. Taking two large paperclips, she bent the open ends gently to see that they would give. Then, cupping the underside of her left breast, she slid one of them over the dark bumpy skin of her areola and along her nipple, releasing it gingerly until it hung free. Its bite made her wince and she felt the muscles throughout her body tense as she bore the pain for the moments it took to turn to pleasure. She was bearing it, and with that thought the sensation became a tingling numbness, a slow-burning but relentless one-way street - it was not allowed to come off until she had climaxed.

She gave her right breast treatment to match her left, and a couple of slaps for good measure, before slipping down the rasping zip at the side of her skirt and raising her hips to slide it down her legs and onto the floor, leaving her belt in place. With the shafts of tingling pain from her tits and the pulsing between her legs, she was growing impatient now, and she shoved the fat highlighter pen down the top of her tights but couldn’t get anything like a satisfying angle. She teased her clit, drawing back its hood repeatedly with the side of the pen, its plastic quickly slick, but knew with frustration that she would have to stop again before she could continue. She could carry on and, at length, come like this, but she craved it deeper, harder and quicker. Withdrawing the pen, she reached into her bag again and removed some nail scissors from her small collection of make-up.

Tenting her tights in front of her knickers with the thumb and forefinger of her left hand, which still held the small bunch of elastic bands, she snipped at the mesh with the scissors in her right until a small hole appeared. Inserting her fingers, she ripped it wider with alacrity, the loud renting sound punctuating the silence-of the toilets in testament to her depravity. Perhaps she should have gone to the trouble of removing them with her skirt, but the profligacy too was part of the thrill.

Easing her white cotton knickers to one side, she began to flick her distended clit fumblingly with an elastic band, sending out little shafts of pain that joined with those from her tormented nipples, before glancing down and stretching the rubber band vertically from the hood of her clit to her perineum until it banded her folds like the string on a joint of meat on a butcher’s counter. Becky rubbed her sliver of flesh against the elastic band, holding the rubber still, making it dig painfully into her strengthening clit.

But her inventiveness had begun to flow further. She took the highlighter pen and three other elastic bands and wound them tightly around the plastic cylinder, leaving the others around her wrists, and creating three separate sets of firm ridges along the pen for her juicy quim to grip. Placing the device at the mouth of her pussy, she pushed about an inch of it gingerly up her, including the first ridge, enough for her to contract around and hold there while she gave her nipples further playful, painful twists, taking hold of the paperclips and rotating them sharply.

The pen looked so obscene sticking out of her, and her fanny looked so humiliatingly displayed, pulsing greedily around the pen, that she could hold back no longer, and she began to frig the pen in and out, gently at first and then with increasing punishment, and the tiled room filled with steady slicking sounds. Holding the cap firmly in her palm, she pushed the pen inside until her hand was flat against her quim, and arched her back still further, savouring her fullness.

Some of Becky’s sexual imaginings had enough background to make a passable thriller, but in the impatience of the moment she cut to the chase - well, almost: she was perhaps a gangster’s moll, and the two imposing, unforgiving hunks she pictured were his stooges, and she had wronged him, perhaps by an affair with a rival crook. Whatever; she was beneath contempt to him now, and he wouldn’t even deign to punish her himself, handing her over to his yes-men instead, along with instructions - a perk of their job, like that film with Catherine Deneuve - Belle de Jour, that was it - except far, far seemier. They had bundled her roughly into this filthy toilet cubicle, away from prying eyes, where they would take their time with her.

Excited now, Becky couldn’t help but draw in the reek of stale urine with each sharp intake of breath and she was there, where she deserved to be, at the mercy of two calloused thugs who didn’t know the meaning of the word, in a filthy cesspit toilet, fully dressed but not for long. One man was black and hulking, the other tall, blond and cold. The black guy whipped his belt out through his belt loops and, folding it in two in front of her with fury and resolve, struck her across the breasts just once as encouragement not to resist.

He spun her round, her hair flying, and pushed her into the cubicle wall face-first, her cheek pressed against the cold tile, while the taller guy looked on, smiling. Expertly, the thicker man slid an arm through both of hers, pulling them up behind her so that she thrashed pathetically at his sides with her wrists and hands, able to move them only from the elbows down. Laughing now, he pushed his knee between her legs, pulling her skirt taut at each calf so that she could only twist and thrash her legs rather than kick him effectively.

He wrapped his-belt around her wrists and pulled it tight enough to make her squeal. Still smiling, the white man passed his own belt to his companion, who knelt, more leisuredly now she was clearly under their control, and threaded it in a figure of eight around her ankles. Then they threw her trussed form down like a sack so that she was sitting on the toilet facing them; silent now. Looking up, she noticed that the white man was leaning on the wall, his eyes shining, behind the black man who was advancing on her, grinning from ear to ear. He took her by the collar of her shirt She imagined the tearing, pinging sounds it would make as he ripped it down the front, almost pulling her off the pan with his force. The blond guy advanced too and put the palm of his hand to her chin, gripping her clenched jaw, raising her head sharply and forcing her to look him in the eyes. ‘The boss tells me you’re a filthy slut. What are you?’

A filthy slut.’

Again…’

‘A filthy slut.’ For a second, Becky thought she might really have said the words out loud. At least she coloured with an excited shame as if she had.

In the fantasy she was braless beneath her blouse, and the teutonic man ran his other hand down her neck. She felt his fingers, cold like a blade, snake down between her helpless orbs, which jiggled with her efforts to ease the sharp pains in her wrists from the tourniquet-tight belt which lashed them behind her back.

The black guy’s eyes fell hungrily upon them. ‘It’s not like us I know, but we’re going to perform a little public service…’

‘Wh… What do you mean?’

‘Sort of a Surgeon General’s warning…’ With that, he knelt in front of her, placing a knee to prevent her kicking out her bound legs as one, and cupped the underside of her left breast, giving her nipple a cursory twist, while his broader companion covered her mouth with a giant hand, placing the other on the back of her head and pushing it sharply down until she was forced to watch her own tits. ‘By the way, you’re trussed up for your own good, because if you thrash around then we’re just going to have to punish you for that, too.’ With the binding on her arms pulling them out behind her, her tits were pronounced, their fine tawny flesh stretched taut.

The cubicle filled with the musk of Becky’s excitement. In her fantasy it was fear. The white guy produced a tube of lipstick - where did that come from? Becky hurriedly included her bag in the fantasy and the blond man twisted the base until the waxy red column rose a little, not enough to break off when he pushed it hard into the upper slope of her right breast. With the concentration of a jeweller, the man drew it along her right breast, pausing to twist more out. In angular letters, straight but messy lines, he scrawled an ‘S’ and an ‘L’, before turning to her left breast for the ‘U’ and the ‘T’. The black guy’s middle finger had snaked into her gasping mouth and she sucked on it in her shame.

Then the black guy slid his hands under her armpits and lifted her, pulling her arms slightly further back, making her cleavage gape. They spun her – she would whimper, no doubt – to face the toilet and pushed her over the bowl, her knees on the pee-soaked floor and her monikered tits squashed against the closed lid.

The broad black guy had slipped off his suit jacket and now, with a ping, took off the braces he was wearing. He pulled them around the back of her flailing head and crossed them, knotting them loosely at her throat before fastening the crossed ends around the outflow pipe where it joined the toilet pan, so that she would not choke but her head was forced down, practically kissing the outside of the porcelain through the cascading hair that covered her upside-down face. (Frigging herself fetidly with the highlighter pen and twisting the paperclips on her poor, sore nipples, Becky had decided that the toilet in her fantasy would be as acrid as the one on which she really sat, with only herself as her torturer.)

Now the two thugs appraised her. ‘Shit,’ the white guy said, ‘toilets’re always blocked around here.’ Unable to raise herself at all, her ass prone to their view beneath her bound arms jutting above it, she heard him pull down his zip and felt the sole of his large foot press down on her back. His urine spattered with force on the nape of her neck, cascading through her hair and falling in droplets on the floor beneath her. Her flesh almost stung with humiliation. A little of the stream trickled its way to her poor tits, squashed on the toilet lid.

As the torrent lessened, she sensed the broader man behind her, impatient now, done with games. As his companion removed his foot, he took hold of the hem of her skirt and wrenched it up until it bunched at her waist, then wrenched her knickers away from her stockinged legs until they dug painfully into her abdomen before ripping apart. She heard him spit copiously into his hand and felt him rub the saliva around her anal whorl. Crudely, the black guy inserted an exploratory finger into her moistened pucker. ‘I’m going first …’

Becky plunged the highlighter pen into herself more recklessly than ever as she imagined how her two hoods would bugger her without mercy, thrashing and grunting as they took turns, bickering for her hole like it was a commodity that existed for their pleasure alone, treating her as nothing more than a receptacle, no more than the reeking toilet to which she had seen herself held fast.

As she imagined herself straining against her bonds in abject fear, her orgasm began, spasming outward and sending shivers through her, until there was nothing in her mind but the shame she pictured scrawled onto her tits and the stench of urine in her nostrils, not the sound of the pen slicking in and out of her quim, nor her sharp panting, nor the tell-tale rustle of her clothing. She conjured her sense of restriction and panic still harder, imagining her bonds digging into her flesh as she rode her peak, gripping the pen harder than ever, twisting and slapping a paperclipped nipple into the bargain.

Deliciously, the tension flooded out of her and she kept her eyes closed for a few moments, laying her head back on the cistern as she came to rest. The pain of the clips on her nipples was getting too much, out of context all of a sudden, but she’d bear it for a few moments more, she thought. She brought her head forward and, opening her eyes lazily, took in the skirt at her feet and her wantonly ripped tights, wishing now that she’d really had the stockings she’d given herself in her fantasy. The modified pen sat in her hand, and both were slicked with a white, viscous sheen. She was almost surprised to see that her breasts, save her nipples, were unharmed, their unblemished skin framed by her pulled-down bra.

But as she raised both hands to unhook the paperclips from her poor punished areolae, teats engorged with blood choked off by the metal, her life seemed to stand still. She saw the bottom of the door in the corner of her vision, where it shouldn’t be – it was open! In a flash she looked up to see Martin, her smooth-but-casual boss, standing before her, his hands on his hips, with an expression at once candid and quizzical, and a smile which became a leer as he caught Becky’s eye. The bastard seemed utterly self-possessed!

Becky could not hold his gaze in the moment of silence that followed, during which her heart crashed through the floor and her cheeks ran hot as if Martin had not only caught her wanking but had read her shameful thoughts as well. She pictured herself as Martin must see her - her improvised tit clamps betraying her filthy, fiendish mind and her ripped hose her wantonness. For the first time she noticed how sweaty she had become, too. No doubt in vain, she closed her hand around the highlighter pen.

To make matters worse, Becky and Martin had shared a fumbling kiss about six months before at a drunken office party. Nothing had been said, and she suspected they both thought of it as a bit of misadventure. He should not have been there! A gentleman would have slid back out of the room as soon as he was aware someone was in there, let alone giving himself the opportunity to discern what they were up to!

And all the time Martin’s face was fixed with an ‘I’ve got you’ grin. When he spoke, his tone betrayed no excitement, no great sense of surprise. He could have been commenting on the weather: ‘You’ll forgive me, I’m sure, Rebecca…’ How long could he have been there? Long enough for his brain to have absorbed, processed – and perhaps savoured – what she was doing? Or was he always so cool? She had no idea when the door had actually swung open, either ‘…for the voyeurism you seem to have forced upon me. Entirely accidental. I just slipped in to rinse my fingers. With the state of that door, I couldn’t avoid you, could I? I’m something of a victim, don’t you think? After all, a lesser man could be traumatized!’

Ha…hang on… thought Becky. She wanted to protest, knew that when it came to thinking critically, what he was saying was crap. But she couldn’t say why with any great alacrity, so quickly had he assumed a monopoly of truth. Besides, he must have known that she would know that to say anything about this to anyone else might reflect more on her than him. He had, after all, simply entered the bathroom. According to him, he couldn’t have helped but see her. He, the esteemed editor of Deviant, a ten-year employee of the company whom other journos called for a quote on this or that Zeitgeist phenomenon, and her, the odd Californian of no particular provenance who’d been there a year. He was right – he hadn’t done anything directly to cause her embarrassment. If anything, fingers would be pointed at the building-management company for their inadequate facilities.

He had disarmed her first instinct – to throw some fruity American invective his way, and her second instinct was to reflect that her embarrassment wasn’t after all wholly down to him, not that he had made the slightest effort or gesture to minimize it. Nor did it look like he was about to!

And hadn’t she always wanted a well-spoken Brit to take her in hand and impart to her some of that English reserve?

By now, he must have wholly realized that his was the position of strength, because his attitude changed from damage-limitation to one of turning things to his further advantage: ‘I’ll say one thing for you, Rebecca - you’re an inventive little minx. Let’s have a word in my office when you’ve… erm… composed yourself.’ And with that, he turned away and was through the door. Becky felt as if she really did have ‘slut’ scrawled onto her tits.

Becky stayed in the cubicle a while longer, her fearful encounter with Martin having encouraged her to use it for its intended purpose. Her mind was a welter of mixed feelings - on the one hand, her job at the magazine would never be quite the same, if she was allowed to keep it. And even if she was, she should chance it and move on anyway. And perhaps her evening with Jim would be a hurried mess now. What if Martin made her stay?

On the other hand, she felt like a naughty schoolgirl at one of those exclusive private places, waiting outside the headmaster’s study, and it excited her. If she weren’t such a slave to her paranoia she might have admitted that Martin’s expression betrayed excitement too. Hell, the bastard was probably jerking himself off in his slacks right now.

Becky crossed the office to curious looks from a couple of gossipy staffers and, her heart beating hard in her chest, rapped on Martin’s door. ‘Come in,’ said Martin, like the spider to the fly. As Becky stood before him, she felt her shame colour her cheeks. Martin leaned back in the leather office chair, a shoe-heel on his desk. He didn’t invite Becky to sit. ‘That lie was the only white thing about you, wasn’t it.’

Becky was taken aback. ‘Wh … what lie?’

So he was going to take full advantage, the bitch. ‘About the show tonight, about you going home to rest up for that. Something tells me you’re not going to see any band tonight. Am I right?’ Becky should have been affronted, should have slammed her fist on the desk and told him where to stuff his job, and that she’d see him in court. She was a litigious Californian, after all. But the thought of waving the complimentary tickets - that she hadn’t ever been sure whether or not she’d use - in Martin’s face seemed in bad faith, and something in Martin’s voice compelled her to go along with the way the older man was playing this.

‘Yes,’ she said, almost under her breath.

‘And what are you doing instead?’

‘Don’t really know. This guy I’ve been seeing—’

‘Don’t know? That could mean a candlelit supper, but from the little I know about you, Becky Bunbury, I’d say that wasn’t really your style. Is it some kind of scene? If not, I bet you wish it was. You’re a little bit submissive, right?’

Becky gulped, ‘G… guess so, I—’

Martin threw his head back in triumph. ‘Thought so from the stationery I saw on your nipples.’ Becky gasped. Uncomfortably aware of the feral scent left from her frenzied masturbation - she hadn’t exactly had her mind on tidying up - and shocked at how fast this was moving, she coloured further. ‘Hardly much point in having your shirt buttoned up now, is there?

Does he parade around you in leather pants, this man, brandishing a whip?’

‘Not yet.’ Through her humiliation, Becky had to admit she felt a wave of relief that whatever this was, at least it wasn’t official business after all.

‘Or are you both given to novel uses of stationery – or other company property?’ He let the implication sink in for a second before continuing more gently. ‘Forgive my intrusiveness, Rebecca, I just want to get a … erm … full picture of you. And, contrary to the gossip round here, I’m not all alpha-male, you know, stepping on people on my way up the greasy pole. I get on very well with lots of other chaps, especially ones who let me in on their gamine little girlfriends. Is this…’

‘Jim.’

‘Jim, right. Is he like that?’ And from behind his desk he raised one of his supple, leather, slipper-like shoes. ‘No matter - if not, what he doesn’t know won’t hurt him…’ Holding it by the heel so that its sole flexed in a whip-like arc, he brought the shoe down with a crack on his desk ‘…will it.’ Becky caught his eyes and saw the smile within them, in contrast to the stern set of his face. Becky went with it. Martin knew she could storm out of there, but instead she let her eyes drop to the floor, giving Martin licence to continue.

Emboldened, Martin unplugged the phone, twisted the sun blind closed until the room was darker, private, intimate, and walked imperiously around to stand behind Becky. ‘You never give away anything you don’t really want to give away, you know. Seeing you in that bathroom only confirmed for me what a filthy little slattern you are. You’ve set me a problem, you see. I can’t keep my mind on my work now. I’ve got to get you out of my system, and filthy, self-centred submissives like you just revel in their own humiliation, whoever it comes from. There ‘s only one stance I can take on this…’ With that, he spread his legs wider and flexed his knees, swivelling at the hips like a golfer taking a swing. ‘Effective action.’

Becky gasped as the shoe sliced the air behind her. Martin’s eyes twinkled. ‘Now, I’m going to time my strokes, ten seconds between them, so you can ruminate on your shame while you await the next one, while my eyes drink you in. If I had a cane or a crop then you’d get away with six, but with this lousy flat sole I better make it twenty, to give a little hussy like you the lesson she really deserves. Oh, and that skirt is far too thick. It’ll have to come up.’ And with that, he grabbed the hem and bunched it crudely around Becky’s waist just as Becky had imagined the burly thug doing, back in the toilet that had brought her to this. Becky gasped once more.

‘I see you’ve got elastic bands around your wrists… How practical for a little wannabe sex-slave like you.’ Becky was dumbfounded. She had forgotten about them, and Martin’s deadpan delivery only intensified her shame, causing excitement to flicker anew. ‘Now take them and twist them into a figure of eight. Make sure both wrists are stuck through them. They’re less than you deserve, but I don’t want a hand flying round to shield your sweet curves from their just desserts, do I.’

Becky fumbled, figuring out the best way to accomplish it, not fast enough for Martin, who brought his shoe down hard on the base of her buttocks. ‘Do it! And that was extra.’ The surprise caused Becky’s body to straighten to its fullest, taller than Martin now, but then a colt was also bigger than its trainer, and that didn’t help it much. ‘Now bend over and put those bound wrists of yours on the edge of my desk. And if you straighten up at all, it’s another ten strokes… One.’ And with that, he brought the shoe down hard on her ass again, the skin of Becky’s globes tautened under her ripped tights now that she was bending. Becky felt the elastic of her knickers, framing her buttocks like a target, containing them as a sharp pain shot through them, making her wince and squeal.

Becky tried to count to ten and time the next blow, feeling Martin’s hungry eyes on her. The bastard was no doubt appreciating how pronounced her ass now was, and how her breasts had jiggled at the stroke. She was exhibited now, like a slave in a market, goods in a shop window. She felt watched as if through glass, and a shiver of arousal ran through her.

She would not straighten, would not! As the measured blows continued until the stinging had spread and diffused into a general soreness, like an intensified flush of shame, Becky found it harder each time not to bring herself up straight, and she rubbed her sheathed legs together, rustling her tights and jiggling her buttocks to displace the urge. Her own participation really turned her on - by setting her the task of staying prone, Martin had made her complicit in her sluttish degradation.

She was smelling ever more rank and musky, and her quim lips were rubbing together with her spent juices from before. In the silence between the seventh and eighth strokes Becky heard Martin groan softly, and the tell-tale sound of a hand slapping and stroking a turgid, semi-hard cock. He must’ve had his zip down before she entered the office! The sense of Martin standing there, just staring, appraising her nubility as if she were a fine vase, made Becky ache to frig her own clit once more. So aware of being watched, and deliciously fearful of the consequences of moving, Becky gingerly inched her own bound wrists back from the desk towards the rent in her tights.

Before she reached it, however, Martin almost bellowed, ‘Damn, woman. Can’t you do anything you’re told?’ Becky’s fingers clawed the air, frozen on their trajectory towards her moistening cunt. ‘Alright, you can frig yourself like the lowly whore you are but remember, this problem-solving session is about solving mine, and your own tawdry pleasures take a back seat. Remember that.’ Beneath the apparent severity of his words, Becky could tell from his tone that Martin was gratified that he was turning her on.

Becky’s own clit was aflame, her mind free of images this time – her real-life shame more than enough – and she wasted no time in making use of the permission she’d been given to bring herself off. But the measuredness of the strokes was almost infuriating – both of them were frigging themselves with unselfconscious abandon now, but still Martin made sure that his shoe cut the air to land on Becky’s ass only between even counts of ten. Concentrating the blow always in the same place, sparing her no variation and ensuring that the area just above the crease at the top of her legs was burning raw, Martin seemed to be making time itself stretch out, gazing at Becky ever more intently between strokes. It was a steady, inexorable, gruelling journey that Becky wouldn’t have stopped for anything right then.

But stop it did - at the seventeenth stroke, Martin cried out behind her, a curiously surpressed whimper, as if he didn’t want Becky to be a part of his orgasm, then he let out a long, deep sigh. He waited a few moments, during which she heard the rustle of a man-size and its discarding on the floor behind her, and then he delivered the eighteenth spank, almost cursorily. Becky felt almost jilted as the tension in the room diminished palpably. Then she understood – Martin didn’t want her to come after all. He had worked her up to a point of no return and now came Becky’s real punishment – to face what a wanton little slut she was, with no relief from Martin, used and cast aside to make her way home frustrated, as thrown back once more on her own devices as she had been in the toilet in which she’d so obscenely been caught. And Martin had no doubt got himself off on the thought.

Seeing Martin’s fiendishness so starkly sent a thrill through her anew. As she gloried in the game of attrition, Becky knew she had to come. She must! As the nineteenth and penultimate stroke sliced the air to land on her reddened cheeks, she knew what she had to do: Becky would just about have time to get off if she gratified Martin with the true depths of her wantonness, giving her consent to a final round of humiliation. So taken aback at first, now she could not let her pride get in the way of an orgasm at the hands of this imperious man, a master of even so humble an instrument of torture as an office shoe.

Seizing the moment; she stood up petulantly to her fullest height. ‘Ha! I knew it!’ Martin exclaimed triumphantly. ‘If you want your ass peppered that hard, girl, then you’re more of a glutton even than I took you for. Is there no end to your cravenness?’ And with that, Martin forgot all about his measuredness. He advanced on Becky and rained blows on her poor, sore ass until there was no point in either of them keeping count.

Lost in a welter of surprise and sensation, Becky felt the target area widen to include the sides of her ass and her thighs. She heard the shoe clunk to the floor and felt Martin’s hand continue the work forehand and backhand, like he were playing squash, with the occasional squeeze and pinch that sent shafts of tender pain through Becky’s body. Her fingers scrabbled at her pussy with abandon, driven by the desperate and exhilarating fear that Martin still might just stop at any moment and throw her back on her own humiliation. ‘Oh God, please don’t stop. Don’t stop… Don’t stop…’ She begged over and over, the phrase like a mantra, the confession and propitiation of her shame.

Becky rode the blows to her own shuddering orgasm, stronger for being her second in only a little while. As she came, Martin leaned towards her ear and breathed in a stage whisper, husky and low, ‘You filthy… little… fucking… whore. You… filthy… little… fucking… slut,’ raining blows until Becky’s climax subsided and her ass burned in agony all of a sudden. His words had joined with Becky’s in a brief opera of domination that had pushed the young woman over the brink.

Tears of relief and pain welled in Becky’s eyes and she collapsed across her boss’s desk, her face turned away. Martin curled his body around his new-found plaything’s prostrate form and reached out a tender hand to brush her brunette hair away from her cheek. ‘Come over to the couch,’ he said, his voice soft and reassuring, and Becky let him lead her there. Martin cuddled her, folding long arms around her, clearing the hair from around Becky’s shining face and raising it to his with a finger under the chin, tender now and concerned at Becky’s flushed, tear-stained cheeks.

Only now did it occur to her that he had never locked his office door. Just a few minutes ago that thought, and the risk of discovery it carried with it, might have added profoundly to her excitement. Now, it made her wonder what kind of a place she had been working in for a whole year, and what clues – or cues – she could possibly have missed. And, with her pulse slowing, her ass smarting and her English boss stroking her face, she looked forward to the delightful prospect of domination at home, and domination at work. Perhaps a woman could serve two masters, and she would have her wish to be a lifestyle slave fulfilled, albeit in this unusual way, after all.


Stuck for Words – Paul Scott

‘Shan’t!’ cried Manda. A petulant toss of her black bob, and as much of a wiggle of her pert ass as she could manage, reinforced the point, she hoped. She’d long ago figured out that her submissiveness had at least something to do with remaining irresponsible; with merely observing a course of action that maybe you didn’t even care too much about in the first place. But she did, indeed, hope that her wish, her will, would be the one to prevail on this occasion, that like a true gent he would divine what she wanted without their having to step into a real conversation, a boring reconciliation between equals of the pros and cons. Though she could cry off at any time of course, this wasn’t entirely a game.

Paul had put the proposal to her several times now, at first gently, over a dinner he had cooked the previous evening, of pan-fried kidneys, pulses and veg. This much was routine, rather than part of any particular attempt to butter her up. He had always loved to cook – ‘always’ meaning during the four, going on five, years that she had been with him. At least it felt like she had known him forever – they seemed to inform each other’s outlook, such that when she thought of her own, distant-seeming past she thought of it on his terms too.

One time, he’d explained to her his belief that, in order to be really in control in life, you ought to be able to take care of everything yourself, to the standard you’re happy with, which included preparing food. He had laughed at the thought of dominants who could not do for themselves, and said that true control depended on being able to be truly independent, if that was what it took – that part of your strength can come from others’ knowledge that you might be just fine by yourself.

She had pictured him at school, an unusual kid perhaps – taking home economics with the girls and wondering about a growing desire to tie them up, to see their bodies restrained, their flesh taught, slapped and reddening – a fetishist’s desire, without deep malice or anger towards the sub, however charged the scene.

When it came to herself, at any rate, she didn’t find this hard to buy into: she knew how good she looked, whether wriggling in bondage as she was right now, or sashaying down a summer street in a summer dress. It was easy to believe he worshipped her. How else could four years of his smothering, pinioning defilements have left her feeling so empowered and energized?

Each of Manda’s shapely, shaven legs was fastened to one side of an old vaulting-horse – a classic, school-gym horse of the kind that came apart in layers, so you could move it. The wood had been filed and finished so that it didn’t leave splinters, and the top had been recovered with a padded piece of supple, stud-fastened black Napa leather. Simple black leather straps buckled each ankle to the side of the horse, ensuring there could be no Great Escape for Manda, not when her arms were swept upwards behind her and fastened with similarly padded, leather cuffs at the wrists, palms facing inwards.

The wide, brick-pink institutional cuffs were suspended by a chain from a load-bearing fixture that abutted the ceiling, ensuring that Manda was unable to lower her arms, let alone unfasten the leather ankle cuffs, even though they weren’t lockable.

When the wrist cuffs had arrived by courier van in response to Paul’s online order, and as instructed Manda had stripped away the high-tech, vacuum-sealed packaging intended to reassure the friendly-neighbourhood pervert that they could continue to shop with discretion, she’d thought it somewhat scarey that they had been supplied with two unique keys and were lockable, coming as they did across the Atlantic from a retailer of genuine medical supplies. Still, as Paul had said, that was one less pair destined to lock down a person in real distress, if indeed they ever were supplied for that purpose these days. The institutional orders had probably gone out of style around the time of One Flew Over the Cuckoo’s Nest.

While putting her in bondage – stripping her, or else asking her to strip – requests with which Manda had found herself complying this time, as most times, out of a mixture of curiousity, anticipation and the growing sense of herself as a sluttish sexual being that being bossed about did wonders to bring on – Paul had kept up a consistent narrative. He’d discoursed on the nature of Medieval locks, and the early history of locksmithing, about which, he’d said, he knew very little but, as with a lot of things, enough to draw out a few of the more interesting facts. How, for example, before the tumbling lock was invented for which a gaoler could have a key, a necessary aspect of restraint had been to keep the prisoner’s hands away from clasps and hooks that they could undo by themselves. Hence, Paul had said, there had been a logic behind the apparent cruelty of so many of those arcane devices that one saw line-drawn on history websites and in the cheap compendium to be found on the true-crime shelves.

Meanwhile, Manda had got the point, she’d thought. She’d felt a burgeoning sense of longing – to be touched, kissed, penetrated. She had craved at least to be allowed to make herself a little wet, but had refrained from venturing the suggestion and instead had made a not half-hearted attempt, as Paul had often suggested, to relish her growing impatience. Besides, at times like that, she liked to speak only when spoken to; she found it comforting. Although, if not consciously, she’d been careful not to tell Paul this.

Manda was only a small thing. Her brunette bob, more a matter of sporting a convenient and timeless style than giving a nod to Louise Brooks or anyone else in particular, framed her open face with its perky nose, and accentuated the cute bump at the nape of her neck. Her daintily muscular calves straddled the horse, but the tips of her toes remained at least four inches from the floor, however much she wiggled them around. There was enough travel in the lengths of galvanised chain that held her legs close to the vaulting horse to ensure her mulish kicks were brought to a frustrating stop.

Moreover, and most crucially, lacking any sort of stirrup or platform for her feet, Manda’s entire body weight was borne between her legs, just beneath her most precious and sensitive folds.

Held as high as they were, her arms did not have the strength to raise her body by way of relief, either. In fact, her upper arms, along with the muscles that overlayed her collarbones, were beginning to feel the strain of being held in that position. The tension therein obliged her to arch her back, creating folds of flesh between her shoulders and beautiful lines that ran from the back of her neck and around the twin globes of her bum, pronounced and slightly parted atop the horse, to reveal the darkened channel and the whorl between them.

Her neat, C-cup breasts were splayed, raised and taughtened likewise, providing an easy handful for Paul to grasp and kneed with his calloused hands. He stood just behind her, to her left, fully clothed, the easy fit of his jeans and t-shirt seeming to mock her discomfort just as his clothedness mocked her nakedness.

Similarly, the nonchalant self-possession with which he had moved about the room – to set down, for example, the clothes he had not long stripped her of – had sharpened Manda’s sense of her own immobility. She had wriggled then as if to confirm her state, testing the position into which he had gently but persistently insisted she arrange herself for maximum comfort – ‘for your own good,’ as he’d put it – and felt a delicious shiver of sensation emanate from between her slippery folds, to dissipate across her taughtened belly and down thighs that sat fatly on the stud-fastened edges of the supple leather.

In its wake had come anticipation – Paul had only got started, and she hadn’t known him to start something like this without knowing how he would finish it – and frustration: the now-familiar sense of not being allowed to touch herself, which meant that her mind grabbed at every sensation, as if catching them on the wing. When full satisfaction came, your senses thus heightened, it could be overwhelming.

The room was warm. Paul had made sure its two radiators were both kicking out a comfortable ambient temperature in which Manda’s freckled cheeks flushed easily beneath her doe-brown eyes.

Paul ran the fingers of his right hand along the top of her left arm – a tip-only touch, he was cautious not to weigh down on the manacled limb – round the back of her neck, and gently stroked her scalp and temples through her hair. His pinkie finger stroked the outer edge of her ear. She was quiet, made prey to his voyeuristic desires; her petite and dainty musculature helplessly exposed to his lingering gaze. He spoke softly, leaning closer to her, enunciating clearly in a way he knew could make her blood run.

‘You know, Manda, you’ve gotta do things you don’t like sometimes. Now I know it may seem like a chore…’ and on the word ‘chore’ Paul brought his opened palm, finger-ends splayed back slightly, upward in a swing that connected with the globe of Manda’s left ass-cheek, fetching her a hearty slap, his fingertips stinging the cute, dimpled line at the top of her thighs ‘…but you could do your bit, you know, to keep us in the style to which we’re accustomed.’ Did he mean to sound like a pimp about all this? ‘Why the resistance, I wonder.’ And with that he paused, more serious and prosaic-sounding now: ‘Are you unsure you’ll finish it? That’s natural, but I know you can do it. You think just the right way. What with being an incorrigible…little…slut.’ And with each of the last three words, he landed a further spank on the reddening flesh of her ass cheek.

‘Ooh, yes, thank you Sir,’ mewed Manda.

‘Seriously, you’ve just the right turn of mind to do it – ie. a bloody filthy one. So what is it?’ He was rubbing his fingertips over her ass cheek, teasing out her reply. ‘Why the resistance to having a go?’

‘It’ll take me so bloody long!’ She said this quietly, under her breath, reluctant to make so weak-sounding an admission. Paul began to pinch her ass gently, slapping it almost absent-mindedly as he discoursed on all the reasons why he thought she’d be great at the task he was goading her towards. Manda wriggled in her bonds, conscious of her aching arms, since he was doing little to take her mind off them it seemed. Except seek to commit her, inexorably, to a task she wasn’t sure she could finish – and, more crucially, she was beginning to realise, the results of which he would have to bloody well assess.

‘You can’t make me think serious thoughts!’ she giggled.

‘Can’t I.’ It was more a statement than a question. Delivered assertively, she had to admit it gave her a frisson to hear him talk like this despite his insistence she do something useful complicating her mind. Manda heard the thwapping sound of Paul whipping his belt from the belt-loops of his jeans. He looped it around her upper arms, still held horizontally in mid-air by the wrist cuffs, threading the end through the clasp and tightening it around the delicate curves of her biceps. The belt was a US police-issue belt which, thanks to its webbed design, could be fastened anywhere along its travel, and Paul drew her arms about a centimetre closer together and released them, several times, making Manda yelp and wriggle, before fastening the belt so that it held her arms a little closer together, bunching the skin of her back a little more, forcing her breasts to stand a little more proudly thanks to this dastardly extemporization.

‘But I want to make sure you do this, this time.’ At these last two words, he grabbed a handful of her died-jet hair, as if for emphasis. Exerting a steady pull on that patch of her scalp, he pushed her head down and forward, like she had something to be ashamed of.

‘Ow, ow, ow! Ow, wow!’ cried Manda, taken by surprise, and her resolve to resist his wishes grew more steely. He’d been gauche, overstepped a mark, moved her on a little too quickly from self-respect to being treated like a sluttish object. She bit her bottom lip. Restrained and vulnerable after all, she wondered if there’d been any real anger or frustration with her there. If so, they should save this topic for that face-to-face chat instead.

Paul loosened his grip and withdrew his hand slowly. He slid his arm beneath her arms and across her back, to run his palm softly up and down her ribcage on her right-hand side. With him reaching round her like this, she felt held by him. In between stroking her he gripped her, too, raising her body slightly and allowing her to reposition herself, slackening the pressure on her cunt-lips and alleviating the growing but still far-from-unbearable ache in her upper arms.

Helpless to impede his touch, she felt her flesh wake up beneath his palm and fingers. Paul brought his right hand round to cup her taughtened breast, rolling and pinching her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, and she found herself wanting to thrust her chest still forward to meet it. Meanwhile, she felt his body run the length of her left-hand side, his hip-bone pressing into her arse-cheek, as his left hand slid softly round to tease the topmost hairs of her downy triangle and his middle finger explored further, seeking out the delicate hood that nestled between her constrained cunt-lips, as if to admit that her needs were really the boss, or that bribery might work where mastery had its limits.

Still bridling from his vicious tug of her hair, since which he had not spoken, and occupied by her genuine reservations about what he was asking of her, she nonetheless felt her thoughts being pulled away from smarting about it further. Her sensations began to take over, so much so that she became aware of a contrasting sense of neglect in her left breast, and she realised that despite her mixed feelings she had been quietly sighing out loud for the last few seconds.

Here she was – naked, positioned as if for display to any number of guests, unable to cover herself and not giving a damn about it. As Paul continued his ministrations, every so often grunting approvingly at her response, she couldn’t help but imagine. What if, in fact, he had indeed invited some guests over? It wouldn’t be an inappropriate thing to have done at this time, early on a Saturday afternoon.

Imagine – a crowd over for drinks in the garden. ‘Have you met Manda?’ And her on display, atop the vaulting horse; the patio doors open, a breeze playing on her tits, hardening her nipples; her attempting to conduct polite conversation – Why not? Or her surprise at first, when no one would have arrived yet – the doorbell goes in the middle of a scene of theirs and Paul goes to answer it. Voices in the hall. And her, helpless, rocking back and forth on the horse, as she could – for to push her wrists back in the cuffs was to push her chest forwards and outwards, and vice versa, while the chain that hung from the cross-member overhead described an arc that forced her wrists higher the closer towards her back she drew them.

And who would they be, the guests? Any number of Paul’s rather considered and sober-seeming middle-aged friends, she supposed, would do for starters. Well, why not? Maybe a few grey temples just showed they had a life to live and weren’t hung up on hair dye. What about Nev, the smoothie City lawyer with his mellifluous West Indian accent? Or Klaus, the graphic designer with the minimalist spectacles and that soft, Teutonic way of speaking? Either of those would, she had no doubt, be good for a few surprises.

She supposed Paul thought the same way about some of her friends… Paul - his middle and index fingers had slid expertly into her cunt as if tailored to it, while his third finger and thumb were massaging her clit. Despite her inability to push up with her legs and feet, she found she could rock and pivot a couple of inches by squeezing her thighs, room enough to give her buttocks a pounding against the padded seat – and jerk Paul’s fingers as they slid against the rougher, sensitive patch of skin atop the frontmost flesh inside her cunt. At this angle, with Manda seated almost vertically, they could not penetrate too deeply. But like this, with her whole abdomen receiving a jolt, she’d wager she could steal an orgasm, and pretty quickly, too, especially as her mind honed in on the rhythmic chinkle-chankle sounds of the chain behind her, and the thudding of her heels against the horse.

Not that Paul was in the habit of denying her orgasms. It was something he only did when he was sure her – or their – reward would be greater in the end, she had figured. But, with his current mood of frustration, he didn’t seem quite the guy she had grown used to depending on for reliable, even predictable, behaviour. While she’d trust him no end, of course, to respond appropriately if she got cramp, or used their safe word, or something of that order, he seemed self-absorbed, a little short on the attentiveness that, as a rule, made her feel like a princess even when he made her his slave, and could make time stretch out before her like a luxury, full of the anticipation of the pleasures that lay inevitably ahead.

If it had crossed Manda’s mind that her concerns about Paul might have put her off coming, she needn’t have worried. He must have wondered if his seeming turn of spite had pulled her mind from the arousing space it had been in, to judge by his actions since. While his right hand moved between her breasts now, dividing its attention as if he sensed that she had craved he play with her left, his left hand continued its slicked ministrations between her legs.

He whispered in her ear. ‘Tell me how much you like to be manacled.’

‘What?’ She hadn’t been expecting a question.

He twisted a nipple in response. ‘Address me properly!’

‘What, Sir?’ she winced and giggled.

‘Tell… me… how much you like to be manacled.’ He repeated. She could hear him savouring the words for the second time as his meaning from the first sunk in. He was only asking her to repeat what she had told him, what he knew from experience, but it made her focus her attention on her wrists, cuffed behind her, feeling them chafe anew. ‘You know I like you at a disadvantage, restrained. I know you like it… Tell me why. Go on.’ As he spoke, Paul massaged her engorged clit with his thumb as he slid his finger-ends over the stippled patch of flesh not far behind her pubic bone. With his other hand he massaged her pert tits, tweaked her proud nipples, and ran up and down her flank. When she wriggled, it only exerted pressure on her cunt-lips, taughtened lengthways as they were against the padded top of the horse, and her constrained clit. She relished how, like some martial art, she could find her petulance turned back on herself like this.

Evidently she’d been silent a moment too long. ‘I want to know what you’re thinking about. And if I stipulate what that is…’ Paul emphasised his words with another cursory slap to her behind ‘…and encourage you to repeat it back to me, then I know exactly what you’re thinking.’

Her shins sore from kicking about, the few inches the ankle-straps allowed, heels bruised from bashing the sides of the horse in her excitement, Manda told him haltingly how she loved to be held fast around her wrists, helpless, to feel that her body was at anyone’s mercy. He made her admit that it allowed her to relax – that restraint relieved her of the need to please others – unless they had ordered her to, to the best of her ability, with her mouth, say – the lazy little trollop. All the while his hand slicked in and out of her cunt, his thumb held against the sliver of flesh above, goading her generously towards a climax which seemed to be on the way despite her repeated, frustrated attempts to gain purchase on the wooden slats of the horse with her heels in the vain hope of thrusting her hips forward and allowing his fingers some deeper penetration.

What she didn’t mention right then was how having her wrists held also made her feel cuddled and cosseted in some curious way. They reinforced the fact that someone else was taking the decisions. It reminded her of how much she trusted him, how fond she had become, too, of his kooky mind, the mad imagination she had relaxed him into revealing to her.

She was relieved Paul didn’t seem inclined to pause. To tease her right then, she knew, would have been to conflate her pleasure with the real-life, practical situation they’d yet to resolve, to base her receipt of joy cruelly on her concession to undertake what he wanted her to do, without relent it had seemed. It would have crossed boundaries, mixed fantasy with reality too readily. She couldn’t let herself put up with that, yet she so wasn’t inclined to have a proper row with him.

She was also relieved that he hadn’t paused to torture her further, passing behind her, say, to pick up the fiendish pair of finger-cuffs they’d played with – she wasn’t sure her poor, aching shoulders, held cruelly closer together with his belt, would have taken much more delay. Likewise had he paused to play with wax and their multicoloured collection of candles, as she had so often enjoyed. Though her tits sat proudly and pertly like a ship’s figurehead, ready for drips of wax to crust and run down their slopes, she was determined not to succumb to his real-world wishes, and not giving in would be much easier if he didn’t bring them up anytime now.

Sometimes, when he paused with her in bondage, taking time over his next elaboration, the pleasure that glowed in response to the denial and discomfort inflicted on her made her so confused, she could only ask him outright to satisfy her. Often he’d act obtusely until she begged and pleaded, turned on further by her own cravenness. This wasn’t one of those times. She wriggled her wrists in the cuffs as she felt her climax build hotly, thrusting herself up and down the small distance her thighs could travel, mashing her hips against the top of the bench again and again, as fast as she could. It spread through her, grabbed on the run – a rough, shuddering, juddering orgasm that had her slamming her ass cheeks against the bench, setting Paul a challenge to keep his fingers inside of her. If she could have whinnied, she would have done.

Manda relaxed into her bonds, using them for support as her muscles gave way as far as they could under the strain of her bondage. As her climax eddied away, the ache in her shoulders and chest became, simply, pain, but still she inclined her head gently, seeking Paul’s shoulder to rest it on as he slowed the motion of his fingers finally. He hugged her, with his right arm passing beneath her arms and drawing her trunk slightly, a little awkwardly, towards him.

‘Sir,’

‘Yes, Love?’ said Paul languidly.

‘Sir, you’re a bastard. An utter bastard, Sir,’ and she laughed, drawing out the last word. He pulled his arm away and drew it back, bringing it down playfully on her bottom.

‘Oh, yes?’ he asked, unsurprised.

‘Yes, you bastard. You had me come while thinking of the cuffs.’

‘I aim to please.’

‘It was twisted. I loved it. Now can you…’ But his hand was already at the buckle of his belt, loosening the bond around her upper arms ‘…ooh, ooh-ooh-ooh.’ Manda exclaimed as her blood began to resume its full flow around her biceps. ‘Thank you, Sir!’

‘I’ll let you see this,’ said Paul, wisely refraining from rubbing her arms lest he break any of the smaller vessels, a fingertip tracing the lattice-work pattern left on her skin. He released her wrists from their imprisonment, the unbuckling of the institutional cuffs sounding dramatic in any context. Bringing her arms down with relief, Manda ran a finger around each upper arm. One hand felt her glistening cunt-folds before, slipping it out of the way, she slumped forward onto the bench, hands caressing the padded top as Paul knelt to unbuckle her ankles, first one, then the other.

‘I meant to say thank you, also,’ Manda murmured, reflective now, peaceful-sounding, ‘for not bringing up you-know-what. I don’t think I could have stood it if you’d tried to tease me into doing it, or something.’

‘Oh, that,’ said Paul implacably, looking up at her, ‘I don’t have to. I think you just lack confidence, when in fact you’d be excellent. You’ll do it!’

Her heart sank. ‘Damn,’ she said, in quiet consternation.

‘We can make a start tomorrow morning!’

The remainder of the previous day had passed beatifically in several ways, and Manda had felt able to push their still-divisive issue to one side. After their session on the vaulting horse, Paul had led her to the bed and fucked her sweat-slicked body copiously. The conventional missionary fucking had been reassuring, Manda suffering as she did from the sub’s occasional paranoia that she was merely an accepting, posable mannequin, her attractiveness stemming from her compliance as a plaything and little more. Paul had known better than to be impatient with this – despite the object of evident beauty from which it issued, he’d said – peppering her with affection as he softly listed all the unique, original ways in which she was all that, yes, but so much more.

Someone with her own dark turn of mind, who, he said, reassured him, in her turn, that she wasn’t doing anything simply to be accepted, that she relished all that they did, even being made to do it. Without what they did she’d hardly need his acceptance anyway. She was nobody’s fool. He wouldn’t have been comfortable with it any other way. It had come as a shock to him in life, Paul had told her, that there were women who would go along with things out of insecurity – as a younger man, he’d always looked at women, near or far, as objects of desire. People had to have a certain level of understanding to be able to give meaningful consent. It struck her that men like Paul really worshipped women as much as any foot slave, for their ultimate goal, it often seemed, was to subject you to their gaze most of all – to have you there, pinned and mounted for their appreciation, immobilized to give them control not only of you but of the moment, too.

‘Like controlling time itself, you mean?’ Paul had asked.

‘Yeah, I guess so.’ Manda had wondered not for the first time if having such analytical conversations killed the thing they loved. But fuck it – if it was going to happen it was going to happen. It wasn’t like they could ever have preserved themselves as perfect strangers, or not have discussed issues of consent – reality would inevitably replace fantasy, for which you had to try to leave a mental space, and hope the other person’s behaviour would allow you to, too.

‘Yeah,’ he replied, a look of dawning revelation on his face. ‘Boy, I’d never even thought of it that way. It’s like I get to stop a chess clock, I get to freeze-frame things almost, drink the moment in – one for the wank-bank, as the lads say.’ He’d paused as they’d chuckled, before resuming more quietly, returning with some resolve to what she’d thought of somewhat ruefully as his pet subject lately. Didn’t he have the decency to feel even somewhat like a pimp, continually pressuring her? ‘See? That’s exactly the kind of thinking that makes you right for writing a story for me.’

Paul was an erotic writer and editor of many years’ standing. The fact had attracted her to him at first, until she realised it mostly meant he spent a lot of hours being self-absorbed, in cardigan and slippers, a box of man-size on one corner of his desk. Of course! She had laughed at herself – what had she girlishly expected? That they would gallivant around some Sadean chateau?

Lately, he’d taken on too much. The advent of digital publishing had meant new markets for erotica, and several new start-ups had tracked him down with advantageous terms. Meanwhile, he was still busy fulfilling his regular contracts – a couple of print deals with the erotica imprints of major publishing houses – which would add kudos to the online stuff. The trouble was, he’d said, if you turned people down once, they formed the impression you didn’t need the work, and it was an uphill battle to interest them again after that, understandably enough, even for a writer known in the field. They may simply have filled their publishing schedules, for one thing, in which case their lack of interest couldn’t be helped. It was as well to get something in to them, and then they’d entertain you when you did have the time, he’d explained.

For centuries, hundreds of thousands had probably been forced to sit somewhere they didn’t want to on a Sunday morning, but maybe never like this, thought Manda. Paul was seldom merely selfish. He must really feel that the exercise would be a revelation to her. Maybe, as he suspected, she really was gifted with superlative descriptive abilities. Bless him if he assumed she would necessarily care about that therefore. Unless the idea of compelling her to go the distance with something like this turned him on as much as getting her to do something filthy. Come to think of it, he’d been rock-hard that day he’d made her work out, her wrists bound to the rails of a walking machine as he’d controlled its speed, putting herself through her paces in ways he cheerfully admitted he couldn’t have managed himself, watching her breasts bounce and her sweat build, drinking her in before he’d bent her over the rails, her arms extended outwards along the one furthest from him, and spanked and fucked her like that until she’d seen herself as he’d seen her, the beauty defiled and deconstructed that he’d found so hard to approach when young.

This morning to her utter consternation he seemed to have tricked her entirely, seducing her to his purposes – breakfasting her in bed then leading her, pampered and off-guard, to his reclaimed, recovered barber’s chair. A condom-clad, compact, remote-control vibrator in hand – he was nothing if not assiduous about hygiene – he had bade her sit. She had thought herself in line for a rewarding Sunday morning. A lapsed Catholic who had been schooled by the Sisters, Manda retained her taste for ritual. She still invested Sundays and Saints’ days with the weight of significance, as if she’d miss their sense of power if she really thought about it. As if some part of her mind still wondered if He would mind the fact that she no longer believed in His existence.

At Paul’s command, she had donned her black satin waspie corset, the one that left her breasts exposed. Already tightly laced at the rear, it simply needed clipping together by its eyelets at the front as she held her breath, and as such would have horrified the purists. Still in a blissful, sensitised state from the night before, she had thrilled to imagine his turgid cock inside her as the stays constrained her belly and sides.

He had watched her use the toilet, her cigarette and coffee in hand, as he liked to. Afterwards, slowly and attentively, tugging her ass cheek to one side meanwhile, he had lubricated her anus with a water-based lube and slid the vibe slowly and partially inside, far enough that she could not expel it by the action of her ring alone, which instead had seemed to grip it more firmly when she’d tried. Then he’d cupped her behind as he’d led her to the chair, upholstered in the same Napa as his vaulting horse, restraining her, she’d thought, to pleasure her, perhaps languidly, playing with her cunt as the seat forced the vibe further between her ass cheeks.

He had taken the time to chain her waist to the chair so that she could not rise, and she’d thought this curious as it also prevented her from sliding forward far enough to expose her splayed quim lips to him, though it did also preclude even a chance of expelling the vibrator. Her wrists had been cuffed to the arms of the chair with the institutional cuffs from the night before, with a length of chain that allowed her about a foot of play with each – enough to reach the other cuff. But no matter – they had both been locked fast. Ankle-cuffs had secured her legs to the bar that raised the chair, in front of its hefty, weighted base. This was not the stuff of tight constraint but longer-term restraint, and she’d wondered what he’d had in mind.

This became clear when he’d swung the chair through ninety degrees to face his desk. The open laptop, a blank Word document up on its screen, had seemed to taunt her, wordlessly indeed, and her open, un-made-up face must have creased when she had realised what he had had in mind. On one corner of his desk had lain an old, pre-tied bow-tie, cast there after an awards dinner he’d hurriedly attended some days previously, and he’d walked round behind her, leant towards her ear and had whispered, ‘For a little added humiliation,’ as he’d fastened it at her helpless neck.

Next, he’d placed a pair of rubber-tipped nipple-clamps onto her nipples, releasing them slowly, having acclimatised her fleshy red buds with nips and tweaks of his fingers, cupping and squeezing her breasts. Still, their burn had intensified slowly, making her jiggle and exclaim for the first time in all this. Giving the chain between them a little tug downwards, he’d said, ‘That’s if I think you’re slacking.’ But as if realising this was counter-productive, he’d added, ‘Seriously, you can remove them if you want – you can reach – but if you do, you’ll get a spanking. It’s your choice.

‘Also seriously, you can stop when you’ve written – let’s see - one thousand five hundred words. If you really feel it’s not going anywhere after that, you can delete it, and delete it from the trash. But until then, write for yourself. I won’t read it if you ask me not to. I’ll keep you supplied with drinks, victuals and cigs – you’ll have to bend your head down to have a drag, I admit – but you’ll have your creature comforts. Unless, that is, you don’t get on with it, in which case I won’t hesitate to use this on your ass…’ He waved the remote control ‘…And if I hear too much from you, I’ll get the gag – the one you can’t beat.

‘And if you don’t make progress – you’re allowed some thinking time, of course – but if you really don’t make progress, I’ll fasten your wrists properly to those chair-arms, I’ll take that cheap and nasty ball gag – the one you can push out with your tongue if you crane your neck back far enough – and I’ll make a hole in the centre of it. I’ll put a pencil or a dowel rod in that hole and I will make you peck out every single letter by dipping your head like a bird to peck your chosen laptop key. And don’t think there’s any leverage to be had in needing a pee. You know you can do that there for all I care. That would be a very slow way to reach one thousand five hundred words.’

He had indeed set her thinking about the many times he’d been a fiendish bastard to her. It would be as good a place to start as any. She thought of the summer’s day he had wined and dined her, with her naked but for a light summer dress, her bottom tender and oiled post-spanking, nipples and breasts sore from him for the first time. And the autumnal day they had done the same, her naked but for her mackintosh, her hips chafing deliciously against it. She thought of the night he had figged her; the day that he had spanked her, hard and with abandon, and with her ordered to hold his cane – a party cane but bad enough – between her teeth, on pain that he continue with a caning on her poor sore ass if she yell out and drop it. And she thought of yesterday’s adventure on the vaulting horse.

These memories made her too sticky for words. Best to make a start without further ado, she thought, writing perhaps with herself in the third person. Didn’t they say you should write what you know? Chains clattering against the edge of the desk, she began to type: ‘Shan’t!’ cried Manda. A petulant toss of her black bob, and as much of a wiggle of her pert ass as she could manage, reinforced the point, she hoped…’
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