
The Q-tip Punishment

by Orlando

ISBN 13: 978-1-936173-79-2

ISBN 10: 1-936173-79-4

A Pink Flamingo Ebook Publication

Copyright © 2009, All rights reserved


Chapter One

“Please, Emma.”

“Please what, Arthur?” she asked without bothering to look up.

“Please, Emma, I know you aren’t into my slave fantasies, but couldn’t you do this just this once?” he asked plaintively.

“Remind me again what ‘this’ is, Arthur,” she responded, pulling off her reading glasses and looking up from her book.

“You know. Pretend to be my Mistress and take me to this place called ‘The Ranch’ that I found. It caters to women who live with their husbands as their slaves.”

“Real slaves?” Emma asked disbelievingly.

“I…I’m not sure. Some of them maybe. It doesn’t matter. I could be your slave,” he said hopefully.

“But you’re not my slave, Arthur, you’re my husband,” she pointed out.

“I know, honey, but I’m asking you to pretend just this once.” 

“I don’t like that game and you know it.”

“But you will like it there, I promise. Please, Emma, please,” he begged.

“For Christ’s sake, Arthur, I’m trying to read.”

“But you really will like it there,” he repeated.

She put her book in her lap and looked at him. He wasn’t ever going to give it a rest until she heard him out. 

“Okay,” she said wearily, “tell me about this place and exactly why I will like it.”

“It’s a very secluded ranch where we would go for a week,” he enthused. “You will be pampered, fed, wined and dined for the whole week. It’s like a spa for women with men to massage you, feed you, bathe you and entertain you. I would get to be your slave, kept naked and made to serve you and anyone else that you wanted me to. You will be slathered in attention and I will get to act out my fantasy of being your slave. I know you will like it, please, Emma, please say you’ll go.”

“Fed, pampered, massaged, and taken care of for a whole week…sounds kind of interesting but what about the slave part?” she asked.

“I’m not exactly sure about everything that goes on there because they are very secretive. I think that you would just have to pretend when we were with the other guests. You wouldn’t have to really do anything but keep me naked and on a leash by your side, or leave me chained up somewhere while you enjoy yourself,” he said.

“And, if I agree, when would we go?”  

“Um, I uh, I…” he stammered.

“Spit it out, Arthur,” she demanded.

“Well, um uh we could leave right now,” he said.

“My, my, we have been busy, haven’t we?” she chuckled. “How is it that we can leave now?”

“I have been e-mailing them and they know your name. They said we could come any time and stay for as long as we like,” he said.

“What do we have to do in order to leave right now?” she asked.

“Just pack a bag with the clothes you will want for a week away,” he said, “and send them an e-mail that we are on our way.”

“And you, no bag for you?” 

“Um, uh, just the collar and leash from my toy box and um, that’s it,” he responded.

“Okay,” she said softly.

“Okay? Okay? You really mean it, we can go?” he asked excitedly.

“Yes, I mean it. I’m sick of your constant whining about this slave thing. I think the whole idea is incredibly stupid but maybe it’s time to let you have your little fling. Pack my bag and let me know when you are ready,” she said turning back to her book.

Arthur was possessed. He raced through the house picking out clothes, nightgowns, lacy underwear, swimsuits, shoes and her makeup bag. His wife, at forty, was still a beauty by any man’s standards. She was medium height but compelling, with curly red hair, green eyes, a beautiful long face and a roman nose that suited it. She liked to dress up and she liked to look sexy so he made sure that he had some great outfits packed for her. Next he stripped off his clothing, locked a wide studded collar on his neck, grabbed the dog leash and hurried down the stairs to where she was still reading. His cock was fully engorged and he was feeling that first flush of forbidden pleasure and dread that the beginning of a situation like this always caused.

Glancing at his dick Emma remarked, “We are certainly worked up, aren’t we, Arthur?”

Falling to his knees in front of her he said deferentially, “Yes, Mistress.”

“Save that crap for when there are others around, Arthur. I told you I really don’t like this game,” she said distastefully. “It’s obvious that I’m driving so, if we’re ready, put my bag in the car and tell me how to get there.”

Placing her bag in the backseat Arthur gave her the map quest e-mail with directions to the ‘Ranch’, climbed into the back and knelt down on the floor.

“Is that how you are traveling?” she asked.

“Yes, Mistress, I mean yes, dear, as they will expect me to be naked and in some subservient position like this when we arrive,” he explained.

She looked at him with a disbelieving look on her face but held her tongue.

“All you need to do when we get to the gate,” he continued, “is park, pull me out by my leash, grab your bag, lead me to the entrance and knock on the door. Then just pretend I’m your slave and treat me accordingly.”

“Sounds exceptionally stupid to me but if this is what I have to do to get you to stop bugging me then so be it,” she murmured. “However, if this place isn’t as much fun for me as you said we will not be staying.”

The drive took three hours with one stop for gas. During the stop Arthur crouched down in shame, fearing exposure. It turned him on to be in such a vulnerable position. His penis was aching and crying for relief. He began to masturbate as they left the gas station to relieve some of the pressure but when Emma heard him she spoke up.

“Stop that, Arthur,” she said crossly. I don’t want a mess on my mat and besides I’m probably going to want you tonight and I don’t want you all worn out.”

***

At dusk she turned into a long drive that ended at a ten foot high stone fence topped with razor-wire that stretched off in both directions as far as she could see. Parking the car in the lot, along with twenty others, she opened the back door, picked up her bag, grasped the leash and led her husband on all fours to the solid door in the otherwise unbroken wall. Her knock was immediately answered by a woman in her forties who looked like a prison warden. She had a severe face with her hair in a bun. She was solidly built but not fat and was dressed in a blue blouse and blue skirt with calf-length black boots. Around her waist was a belt that contained a whip, handcuffs, a cattle prod and a stun gun.

“Emma Pearson?” the woman asked.

“Yes, I’m Emma,” replied Emma.

“I’m Hilda,” she said, “and this is your slave I see, what do you call it?”

Emma was at a loss for words, flushing with embarrassment. This was supposed to be a game. She hadn’t thought about how to act, or names and her asshole husband, lost in his own fantasy, hadn’t bothered to brief her on things like this. It made her angry but she pushed it aside.

“Um, uh, I…I just call him slave,” she responded.

“We have a lot of those here,” laughed Hilda, “how about we call the little worm ‘faggot’ for the time you are here. We don’t have a slave using the name ‘faggot’ right now.”

“That’s fine,” said Emma.

Taking the leash from Emma, Hilda dragged Arthur inside, slammed and locked the door and then pulled him into a room that was furnished with some cabinets and a very low metal table.

“Up on the table, ‘faggot’,” Hilda ordered.

Arthur was in heaven. His dream was coming true. Here he was, naked, on his hands and knees, collared, leashed and being ordered around by a very stern looking, no-nonsense, demanding woman. His dick was distended to epic proportions and his feelings were threatening to overwhelm his ability to think rationally. This was what it was all about!

Hilda looked at him carefully and then shook her head sadly. She turned to Emma with a strange look on her face and a questioning look in her eyes.

“You don’t keep his cock locked up?” she asked perplexedly.

“Um, no,” Emma replied haltingly.

“How ever do you control him?” asked Hilda forcefully.

“He uh, he…he obeys or…or else,” stammered Emma while harboring further angry thoughts about how the asshole should have foreseen this also.

“I think it’s a good thing you came here,” purred Hilda, “as we are going to be a big help to you. We don’t allow any swinging dicks here except on the few fortunate slaves who serve as escorts and then only when they are actually needed for service.”

Hilda moved to one of the cabinets and retrieved several items that she placed on the table in front of Arthur. To his horror he could see that one of them was a very secure looking chastity belt and the other looked like a shock collar for a small dog. His mind couldn’t quite grasp what the purpose of the shock collar could be, but the chastity belt struck fear and panic into his very core. The whole point of this game was to get his rocks off later when he was alone with his wife, which wouldn’t be possible unless she had a key to the infernal device.

Hilda was amused and a bit turned on by the play of raw emotions in Arthur’s face. It wasn’t often that she had the pleasure of dealing with what appeared to be a rank novice slave who had no idea of the magnitude of suffering that he was going to endure at the Ranch. Her panties were sopping wet, her face was flushed and she found her breathing was quite shallow. This was going to be fun!

Without preamble she removed the cattle prod from her belt, placed it on his nut sack and pulled the trigger. It had its usual result of doubling the poor wretch into a fetal position and eliciting a piercing scream from his lips. Her body was almost orgasmic at this sight. It was way too good to waste so she crammed her hand into her panties and blasted off to heaven. Emma was speechless. Her husband was writhing in agony and this virtual stranger was almost comatose from the force of her self-induced orgasm because of it. 

After Hilda recovered a little, she picked up the chastity belt and crammed it on Arthur’s now seriously deflated penis, followed by the shock collar. She locked both in place with sturdy looking locks and stepped back to survey her handiwork.

“Doesn’t that just get your juices flowing every time?” she asked Emma with a huge smile on her face.

Emma, still at a loss for words, just nodded her head and watched her husband who was now obviously shaking in terror. 

“Serves him right,” she thought, “for not filling me in better on what was expected here. Hilda must think I’m an inexperienced boob.”

“Back up on all fours!” shouted Hilda.

Returning to all fours Arthur couldn’t stop trembling. He hadn’t expected such an unfeeling display of brutality. The woman was obviously a total sadist who got intense sexual pleasure from her acts of cruelty. He needed to let Emma know that this woman wasn’t normal.

“I could see you wondering about that dog shock collar,” Hilda laughed. “It’s to insure that worms like you can’t leave here when you find out just how severe, cruel, brutal, and ruthless we are and just how miserable your life here will be. There is an invisible fence completely around this property that will fry your jewels off if you are stupid enough to try to leave.”

Arthur listened in disbelief. There was an invisible fence?

“One more thing before we meet the others for cocktails,” continued Hilda as she handed a sheet of paper to Emma, “you need to check off any limits he has on this form so we don’t force him into anything that he hasn’t agreed to as a condition of slavery.”

Emma picked up the form which had all kinds of perverse acts on it. She didn’t know what to do. The stupid shit hadn’t warned her about limits. She had no idea about limits. He hadn’t said anything.

Handing the form back she said blithely, “Oh, he has no limits.”

Arthur was horrified. What could she be thinking of? Hadn’t she looked at the form? There were surely things on there that no one in their right mind would agree to. Of course he had limits. He started to turn to say something when Hilda, sensing that he was about to speak and also realizing the colossal mistake that had just been made by Emma, calmly put the cattle prod to his nuts again and gave him another jolt. Any thought of speaking vanished as his world dissolved and he collapsed again writhing in pain.

“A word to the wise, ‘faggot’,” she hissed. “That is what will happen every time if you try to talk without permission. Slaves speak only when spoken to.”

Arthur’s brain shut down. This sexual diversion wasn’t going like it had the countless times he had enacted it in his mind, gently stroking himself to orgasm after orgasm. This was wrong. This wasn’t how it was supposed to go. A trickle of fear, real fear crept down his psyche and he started wondering, for the first time, if this gathering of women might be a bit more than he bargained for. He reflected that perhaps he had stumbled on something more than a group of people who liked to spice up their sex life with some different strokes. He was smart enough to drag himself back to all fours, remaining very still for fear of the prod, waiting for whatever came next.

“No limits,” Hilda gushed. “I have to say that he is either very brave or very stupid as we have never gotten a slave who hasn’t had some limits. I mean look at some of the things on that list. They are evil.”

By now Emma realized that she had made a massive blunder, but what could she do? She would just look stupid trying to backtrack and besides she had no idea which ones might be limits for him and the dull-witted idiot hadn’t said anything before hand so, fuck it! No Limits!

“Um,” she said haltingly, “yes that’s correct. He has no limits.”

Helga regarded her appraisingly. Emma was supposed to be an experienced Mistress, yet something didn’t ring true. She seemed to be completely unsure of how to properly treat a slave and to not have the worm in a chastity belt was…she filed her thoughts away for later.

Arthur comforted himself with the belief that he was under Emma’s control and when they were alone tonight he could explain it to her so she could make sure that nothing crazy happened.

“Well then,” declared Hilda, “let’s join the others for a drink before dinner.”

It was only a short walk from the gatehouse to the main house. The two women were walking at a leisurely pace and Arthur was crawling behind them on all fours. Arthur found that, even though the ladies were moving slowly, it was difficult moving on all fours. It was hard keeping up and it was painful on his knees. He finally found that by getting up on his feet and hands he could make better time but the unnatural position was very tiring and he was glad to see that the house wasn’t far. From the outside it looked like it might be at least ten thousand square feet. It was a sprawling structure with a wrap-around veranda and a second story with balconies at each of the sliders.

Hilda escorted them to the second floor and down the hall to a large bedroom containing a king-sized bed, an en-suite bathroom and walk-in closet. It also conspicuously held a large solid looking dog cage, a padded bench and a free standing closet which had one door ajar revealing a rack of different whips and restraints and drawers that Arthur’s churning mind imputed probably contained other fiendish instruments of torture.

“The rooms are pretty much the same and this one is yours,” Hilda commented. “It’s time for drinks with the rest of the residents so why don’t you just drop your bag and we’ll go on down to the terrace. I’ll have one of the slaves put your things away.”

Hilda pushed a call button by the door and almost immediately a male, completely undressed except for the cage and collar on his privates, appeared, dropping to his knees with his head on the floor.

“Oh,” Hilda said, “anytime you need anything, anything at all, including a different tongue if ‘faggot’ isn’t doing it for you, just push that button. Gives a whole new meaning to the term ‘room service’, doesn’t it?”

Looking at the naked man kneeling at the door Hilda said, “Put Miss Emma’s clothing away after we leave and then return to your post.”

Turning to Emma with a satisfied look on her face she continued, “There are at least five house slaves on duty twenty-four hours a day for each ten rooms that are occupied. That means you can expect instant service, now let’s head on down to the terrace and meet the others.”

In the back of the house was a great room with chairs, couches, and wide screen TV. It opened onto a sweeping terrace with a crystal clear pool on one side and chairs, tables, umbrellas and a barbeque grill and bar on the other. The terrace was occupied by about fifteen women of different ages and walks of life. Close to each in various postures were fifteen nude men. Some were on their hands and knees serving as stools or tables, some were lying at the feet of women who were sitting in chairs and one was begging as a dog might. Behind the bar was a naked man serving drinks, and roaming about were five more nude men passing trays of hors d’oeuvres and trays laden with glasses of champagne.

Emma was a tad discomfited by the display of so much naked male flesh and the subservient attitudes but kept her face from showing it. Arthur, on the other hand, was excited. This was just what he had imagined. This was the stuff that really good orgasms came out of. If only he could play with himself. Not possible with the wicked appliance that encased his privates at present but, Emma, during the drive had asked him to wait until tonight for her. Hopefully later she would let him out. 

Then a ghastly thought occurred to him, “That bitch Hilda hadn’t given his wife a key. Where was it?”

Hilda led Emma and her crawling husband to a group of three women who were chatting vivaciously with each other while their male companions crouched at their feet. The tallest of the three was a raven haired statuesque woman of about fifty dressed like a Fortune 500 executive but with a shorter skirt and stilettos. She turned to watch their approach with a self-satisfied smile on her lips.

Extending her hand she said, “You must be Emma, I’m so glad you came, I’ve been looking forward to meeting you after all the e-mails we’ve exchanged. I’m Jenett, the director here.”

Emma was perplexed by this familiarity but only for a second. It dawned on her that her stupid husband had done it to her again. He had been exchanging e-mails with this stranger pretending to be Emma Pearson and hadn’t bothered to mention it.

“Oh hi, yes I’m Emma,” she said recovering her composure.

“I feel like I know you,” gushed Jenett, “and I know I like the wicked way your mind works. You are definitely on our wave length after some of the things you’ve done to your slave.”

Glancing down at Arthur she continued, “This must be him. Not much to look at, is he? You never told me what kind of punishment you gave him for scorching your blouse last week.”

“Uh, well…you know…uh the usual,” stammered Emma while a slow burn started working its way up from her chest to her head.

“Nothing special then,” acknowledged Jenett, “not like some of those really nasty things you have done.”  

Turning to the other two women Jenett gushed, “You wouldn’t believe some of the punishments she has handed out to that maggot crawling behind her. It makes you proud to be a woman.”

While Emma seethed about the thoroughly untenable position that her husband had placed her in, the other women clamored at her for details. She managed to deflect the questions by promising to fill them in later, claiming that right now she needed a drink and a bite to eat. Jenett snapped her fingers and a naked man bearing a tray with finger sandwiches and white wine appeared as if by magic. 

As she sipped on her wine, Emma looked around at the groups of women and the larger number of completely subservient nude men and realized that there was a whole world of people out there with a different twist on relationships that was completely unknown to her. She had always thought these delusions of her husband were just weekend games to stimulate and arouse men in some way. Clearly there was more. All around her she could see signs that, for these women, it was a lifestyle and not meant to excite their male partners but because they enjoyed the power and control it gave them. If the guy got something out of it lucky him, but it wasn’t about his pleasure at all. 

“Am I missing something here?” Emma wondered.

During the course of the next forty-five minutes she was introduced to all of the rest of the women. Every one of them was an exceptionally poised, confident, self-assured woman who seemed to take the instant attention of the men for granted, as if being women they were a superior race which, she guessed, they thought they were.

Dinner was served in a remarkably large and lavishly decorated dining room with an enormous crystal chandelier over the table, crystal and silver at each place setting, silver wine carafes, original oils decorating the walls and rich deep hand rubbed wood walls and trim. There was room to seat the sixteen women in attendance with plenty of room left over for more guests. The men were kept either under the table or next to their owners, waiting patiently for the eventual scraps that would be their dinner. 

Arthur was completely in love with the scene unfolding around him. It was still exactly as he had pictured it in his visions of how he would be serving his wife Emma as her personal slave. Furthermore he felt very safe at her feet, basking in the obvious admiration that the director and several of the other ladies were bestowing on his wife. That is until he overheard the director talking to his wife.

“How ever do you think of some of those evil things you have done to him?” asked Jenett nodding her head in Arthur’s direction. “Both the cucumber and the q-tip are depraved, in fact we use the q-tip as the only punishment we give if a slave tries to escape from here and believe me they never try again. How do you think of them?”

Emma was stuck. She was angry. She had no idea what cucumber or q-tip meant because her brainless husband hadn’t bothered to tell her and now she was the one hung out to dry. Glancing down at him with a look that would have killed a dragon she started to mouth some platitudes when suddenly the most magnificent idea occurred to her. The truth, she could tell the truth, well, almost the truth, a tiny bit twisted version of the truth but…

“I make him think them up,” she bragged.

This news was greeted with dead silence for a few seconds until the brilliance of it flashed like a meteor over the crowd. The ensuing hubbub was deafening. All of them were trying to talk at once, each one clamoring for Emma’s attention. She let them babble for a few moments with a smug look on her face and finally stopped them with a raise of her hand.

“It’s simple really,” she expounded, “men are so easy. Their fantasies can’t help but get the better of them and they also are much better than we are at thinking up some act that is so depraved, so wicked that it would never occur to us. I simply tell him, when I want a new horribly degenerate thing to do to him, that he needs to think one up. Of course I warn him that, if I don’t think it is nasty enough, he will get two of the ones already in the repertoire. It never fails.”

The women were elated over this turn of events. To make a slave design his own punishment and have a failsafe to insure that he made it ghastly enough was dazzling. With those few words Emma had been accepted into their ranks as a Mistress of the highest order.

Emma couldn’t help basking in the limelight that she had created merely by quick thinking on her part, snatching victory from the jaws of defeat. She realized that she would never have to worry about her status or lack of experience here again. She only had to keep her mouth shut, watch and learn, then get asshole to give her a crash course on depravity when they were alone tonight. Simple really, and now that she had negotiated that mine field it looked like she just might enjoy herself here after all.

Jenett turned to her and said, “I just knew from your e-mails that I was going to like you a lot. I know you are going to have a spectacular time here this week. One more important thing I need to tell you about and that is our escorts. We have slaves here who are sort of super slaves. They are slaves who have a smidgen more status in order to be able to cater to your special needs. Let me be blunt here, they are exceptionally well endowed and are for your use to satisfy that itch that might come on you to have a really large penis pounding you into the mattress. They are all well educated and very well bred. They are the consummate male companions.”

“Well endowed?” Emma’s mind echoed. “Sounds interesting.”

“I have assigned slave Greg to you starting tomorrow,” she purred, “he is quite…well you can find out for yourself but trust me he is worth experiencing.”

Emma felt a twinge that she couldn’t explain. Arthur just felt jealous.

