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Chapter One

Around the door-edge I could vaguely see the straight almost drawn crack through which light from a dingy bulb passed, there to vaguely illuminate my misery. I am nearly naked, bound hand and foot to a cold, metal framed and thin mattress covered bed. Locked in a stall, captive within a stable held and secured against any desire I might have to obtain my freedom. I am alone, accompanied only by my flitting thoughts, and the rattle of my bonds, as I ease my tired muscles. My day has been exerting to say the least. 

My name is Ellie and my back still bears witness to the lightening fire gifted to me by the long dressage whip, which had been used to encourage perfection of motion. Done with I am pushed from sight, relegated to memory, held securely whilst my captors enjoy peace and relaxation somewhere else. A forgotten toy left to my own very limited devices, until the time to play with me arrives again. Probably that time will be when the daylight returns and night has passed. Then I will be required, used and trained, in the search for human slave perfection. 

The dim light vanishes as though at the click of a switch, deep bleakness swarms into my thoughts; the light without me knowing it had illuminated my mood, granted me by its meagre presence a feeling of existence. Even with my eyes wide open I was now blind; the black of night has grasped hold of my cell and swamped away any little reassurance. How, I wonder, have I got myself into this situation? How has my pleasant life been traded away for this captivity and torment? 

The ‘how’ I realise is quite easy to explain. I had been recognised by experts for what I am and I had been manipulated into the groove in which my life now resides. Gone is all that once had seemed so important to me. Gone is my submissive husband and gone, I hope, but not forever, is my pleasant vanilla lifestyle. All have been replaced by these leather cuffs, with which I am bound, and the caress of the whip. 

My lovely clothes, which when I had first been given them had seemed excessively generous and had pleased me so immensely, all have been taken away from me, as easily as they had been provided. Only to be replaced with a slaves costume at best and degrading nakedness mostly. 

I discover that being isolated in both the black of night, and a silence akin to the dead, only stimulates my brain to think; all that I have ever been floods my thoughts, tumbling like wind blown papers in a hurricane, filling me up and driving order away. I have to sort things out for myself; place a little order back into my life. I begin to picture the events which led to this my relegation into slavery.

My wedding had gone exactly as planned. We had been married in a Registry Office Service. My husband, I liked the sound of that both then and now, my husband had been previously married which ruled out a church wedding. At that point of our relationship I didn’t really know a lot about his ex, he wasn’t exactly secretive about her, just non-communicative. Thinking back I realise that I know little of his previous life. I had gotten caught up by my naivety. Amidst the whirlwind which had been our short relationship, now is the time I remember thinking, to learn and grow, to develop our joint lives and interests to enjoy the ties of my love and marriage. 

We had met without fanfare; I had just ended my one and only previous relationship, which regretfully had lasted less than a single month. Roger, my ex. I smiled at the thought of him seeing me now, a captive. He would love my predicament I am sure, he had been just too much the domineering demanding male for me to like, or for that matter cope with at that time. Everything had to be done his way, and that just wasn’t me, then. 

Peter on the other hand had seemed refreshingly quiet and refreshingly amicable. He had wined and dined me, entertained me and generally shown genuine respect for me. His proposal had been a bit of a shock, but I said ‘yes’, so there I was, alone in a hotel bathroom, aged twenty-three, just married, and in a foreign country, fixing my makeup whilst wearing an ivory three quarter length night dress and no knickers.

I had left Peter in the bedroom, saying that I would not be overly long. Probably, I thought, he would be sitting or lying on the bed waiting my return. Taking a deep breath, I opened the bathroom door, and feigning confidence I walked into our bedroom. Peter was over by the wardrobe his back to me, fiddling with his jacket. Hastily he closed the door and turned with a huge smile on his face and an even more evident bulge in his shorts. Clearly he was very excited.

Our wedding night had been a bit of a disappointment, no sooner had he rather clumsily entered me; than his excitement had taken over, quickly he had spurted, thus ending our first copulation. For the following few minutes he had apologised time after time, despite my attempts at calming reassurance. I must have told him thirty times that it didn’t matter, but he still kept on apologising. Finally, he had fallen asleep leaving me feeling wet and if I am honest very frustrated. I remember slipping from the bed and going into the bathroom again, primarily so as not to disturb him.

I sat on the toilet with my nightdress hitched up waiting for my urine flow to come, thinking it would be the only thing that would tonight. I could still feel the heat off his seed as it settled within me, what goes up must come down, as the urine flow finally arrived to splash into the toilet bowl. Questions flooded my mind; why was he so excited? It’s your wedding night you idiot, I chided. After all he had not been lying naked on the bed with a huge erection, had he? No, he had been standing by the wardrobe fumbling in his jacket, like some naughty boy caught out playing with himself and trying to hide the fact.

One thing led to another and curiosity overwhelmed me. I decided to investigate, but quietly so as not to disturb him. Some chance, he was flat out on his back snoring gently. The covers were by his feet I noticed, my eyes wandered to his deflated cock, nestling on his balls, deeply surrounded by dark male hair. Next time you are going to please me, I remember telling myself, before turning away towards the now closed wardrobe. 

The door creaked as I eased it open, but as I had thought, he didn’t stir. I reached inside and took out his jacket then returned to the bathroom. Once again sitting on the toilet, I rifled the side pockets, nothing. What’s this in the inside pocket? I had found a book. Pulling it out I was more than a little shocked to see that the front cover was plain black, the title was even more shocking, ‘Domination’ the title blazed out at me in thick gold script. 

For a second or two anger swelled, clearly I realised from the worn pages, he had read this book a few times; what I wondered did it bode for our relationship. Was this the reason that his previous marriage had lasted so little time? Was he violent, perhaps a sadist or worse? The questions piled up in my mind, my best source for answers was of course Peter himself, but that wasn’t my only option. Perhaps I should read the book and find out more, reading it would offer an insight into what I had gotten myself into. 

Life could be quite comical, I thought, if it wasn’t so damned worrying. What a picture I painted should Peter find me. I was sitting knickers less on the toilet, and on my wedding night, with my new husband sound asleep, I believe, with his deflated cock on show, reading his tatty erotic paperback book which I had removed from his jacket pocket. By the second page, the book had opened up a completely new world of strange and odd ideas. I noted that certain pages had been marked with an ink line between chapters. A quick flick showed that Peter had picked out the beginning and end of certain chapters. I decided that it would be best to start at the beginning rather than at the marked pages, so turning again to page one, I began to read. 

***

Peter woke up, stretched and turned towards the sleeping, cover entwined bundle that was his wife, Eleanor, or Ellie as she preferred to be called. To me she looked stunning; she was just so beautiful, too beautiful. Unable to draw my eyes away from her I still find it impossible to understand what she had seen in me, or for that matter why she had said ‘yes’ to my proposal, but say yes she did and now we were married.

The first time I had seen her, I remembered, whilst looking over the bed sheets at her sleeping figure, my heart had seemed to stop. She had walked into the coffee house, ordered and sat down slightly off centre to me. I had casually altered my position so that by looking out of the corner of one eye, I could drink in the vision that was Ellie; of course, I had not known her name then.

 Over the next few weeks I had drunk a hell of a lot of coffee I remembered with a smile, whiling away the boring hours just hoping for a glimpse of the slim framed, dark brown coloured, slightly wavy haired vision of femininity. It took three weeks and two casual smiles until finally the day, that magic memorable day; the day she had found no empty place in which to relax other than the one opposite to me.

She had glided over and smiled down at me, asking casually if I minded. I was so taken by her presence that I could hardly bring myself to speak, so smiling up at her, I gestured for her to join me. That had been the starting point of our relationship. Now I thought, she is just there, within touching distance, bundled up in the bedclothes, her beautiful hair obscuring her face. 

My love, my wife at least for now, I thought, hoping. I have a secret, a dark secret, one that I have determined to suppress and keep hidden from her. No way am I going to let myself slip again, I silently repeat, mantra style, whilst I watch my sleeping wife. Once previously, I had tried to explain myself to a woman, my wants, my needs, and of course, my ultimate desires. 

That conversation still hurt, it had been disastrous then and still festers like an unhealed cut. With a few words my life had fallen apart, my first marriage had dissolved, crumbled away before my eyes, but most of all I had felt the awful pain. A pain so deep and so personal to me that it felt as though my guts had been wrenched from my insides, and then sharply twisted, and all by the one person, a person that I loved and believed that I could trust implicitly, my then wife.

I had determined even before I had met and fallen for Ellie that I would remain silent, keep that dark part of me buried deep, tightly suppressed and forever locked away from sight. I genuinely loved Ellie and want to provide the very best for her that I could in every way. Last night I realised, had made for a very poor start to our marriage and my vow, I would have to watch myself in future, whilst trying to make it up to her.

***

I read late into the night. Finally, with my eyes closing of their own accord I closed the book, quietly sneaking back into our bedroom. I returned his coat to the wardrobe and then slipped into bed. The book I tucked under the bed base out of sight. Sleep swept over me, exhaustion winning. Having whispered an almost silent good night to my gently snoring husband, I closed my eyes, accepting the rest that I needed. As for my mind that night, it was filled with dreams and rolling flashing vivid images.

Naked bound men with huge erections marching in an endless line of flashing attention-demanding ghost like pictures. Women dressed in varied clothing made of any and all materials; whips and canes firmly held in their hands, adding further detail to the parade. One particular image replayed through my sleep-fogged mind, a cane tip lashing into naked upturned buttocks, time and time again.

I knew that Peter was awake as I had felt his stirrings but sleep held on. I was warm, cozy, and comfortable, unlike Roger from the book, who was cold, chained and awaiting who knew what at his tormentor’s hands. I slowly became more aware of my surroundings, felt my husband ease out of our bed, he has gone to the toilet, I am alone. The book flashed through my mind, quickly I threw back the covers and reached down beneath my bed base, it, the book, was still there waiting to be read. By the time Peter returned I was sitting upright, my hair brushed off my face, waiting for him to reappear. Now knowing exactly what I intended to do, but the question was, would it work, was I right? Would my husband react the way I am beginning to believe that he would?

We had booked a Skin-diving lesson for the both of us for this morning; I now had other ideas for how I wanted to spend my morning.

“Morning, Beautiful,” he called out smiling at her. “Are you ready for adventure and excitement out there in the deep blue swimming pool?”

I pull a pained face, reached up, gently rubbing at my eyes.

“I’m sorry I’ve got a headache, well it’s more of a migraine.” Even to my own ears, the claim sounded false. Peter’s smile vanished. Concern flooded across his face. 

“I’ll cancel the lesson?” Peter offered instantly.

“No, you go, have a nice time and you can tell me all about your great sub-aquatic explorations at lunch time. I’m sure that I will be feeling more myself by then,” I insisted

He seemed to hesitate, undecided in what was the right thing to do. With a sudden inspiration I act, ‘give him no choice’ my inner voice suggests, and besides it would be an interesting test. 

“I said go, and I mean go, so what are you waiting for, you don’t want to be late, do you?”

Peter’s clothes were still where he had tossed them the previous night, which is to say, roughly draped over the bedroom’s only chair. Quickly he pulled on shirt and shorts, then, slipped his bare feet into a pair of trainers. Dressed, he turned toward me, but before he could say anything, I cut him off.

“Go, you idiot, get out of here, now!” As he reached for the door handle I spoke again.

“Peter, be back here at exactly one o’clock.”

“Yes Ma’am! One o’clock as you order, see you then,” he replied, as he smiled his cheeky grin at me and left for high adventure. 

Almost before the door had clicked shut, I reached beneath the bed and pulled out the book. Deep inside I felt a slight pang of guilt as I looked at the cover, but damn it, it is his bloody book. If I am ever going to understand my husband better, I bloody well need to read more about the bound and captive Roger. Interested by not just the book held in my hand, but my husband’s reaction to my dismissal of him, had I seen what I thought that I had seen? A brief glimmer of satisfaction or possibly stimulation or was his flicker of excitement just a figment of my imagination.


Chapter Two

Ellie had finished reading her husband’s concealed book by twelve. 

I laid on the bed thinking and by twelve-thirty I had decided on my course of action. Getting up I walked to the wardrobe, opening both doors I looked inside at the rather basic clothes hanging there. When I had packed for our honeymoon I had never envisaged the type of thing that I now found myself looking for, but needs being what they were I could, I decided, improvise. 

For starters, I would need these. From the floor I picked up my one and only pair of high heeled shoes, not that high really, which was disappointing, but they might help set the scene. Even improvisation requires a basic level of availability, and looking at the daywear in my cupboard, I decided that it is severely lacking in options.

Perhaps day-wear is not the answer; after all, the talk that I intend to have with Peter was to be of a very personal nature. Thinking leads to action and I quickly rummaged through my underwear. Selecting a white silk camisole top, no bra, I wanted him to see what he might or might not be getting. White matching Camay knickers pulled up tight into my crotch, just for effect. A further rummage produces a pair of tan hold up stockings. Taking both stockings and shoes I sit on the single chair and slowly slip my feet into the stretchy nylons, before easing the material up my extended legs. Next I extended my toes towards the waiting high-heels. I slip on first one shoe followed by the other, reaching down to flick the heel strap up behind my ankles of my black high-heeled shoes. 

Then gently I allowed my fingers to trail up the flowing material, tracing my leg almost to the stretched tight material of the gusset, finally I stood up. Four steps and I was standing in front of the mirror admiring the effect I had created.

Damn good. Well, Peter, I think you would be stupid not to like what you are going to see. Satisfied, as far as I was able to be with my limited wardrobe, I walked to the bed and sat down. I imagined what I would look like to Peter when he walked in, what I was going to say to him and how I was going to say it.

The empty chair caught my attention. Standing again, I walked once more towards the high backed and uncomfortable looking thing. Ideal, I decide, pulling it towards the foot of the bed. Now all I had to do was wait. Sitting myself imperiously amidst the pillows, bolt upright and placing the book next to me, making sure it is in clear view, comfortable but nervous, I waited for him to return. 

Exactly at one o’clock I looked up, having heard a tentative knock at the door. I had spent the whole morning planning this conversation out in my mind; building my determination to be in complete control throughout the whole time. I was surprised to find that now it was really happening, I felt knots of fear tying themselves together in my stomach. I took a deep breath and let it out. I told myself, make him wait, another breath and then you can begin.

“Enter.” The door opened revealing a damp haired, slightly disheveled Peter. He smiled at me, but received no such smile back. He entered and closed the door then turning towards me, his eyes widened in horrified recognition. He had seen the book propped up next to me resting against the pillows, its dark cover on full display. 

“Sit.”

My finger pointed at the chair. I was finding it very difficult to keep a straight face, instinctively I want to throw myself at him and tell him how much I love him, but that was not in my plan. I kept my face straight and waited. What will he do, will he obey me and sit on the chair; if he does then I will know. What, I wonder, is going through his mind. I had already seen and noted the flash of recognition, and then the look of fear on his face, now what?

I watch as hesitantly Peter shuffled forward toward the chair, noting that he could not take his eyes off the book. He, I knew, could clearly see the black cover and single word emblazoned on its cover. 

*** 

Peter was beyond scared! 

My stomach had turned to jelly and now it began to flip. I felt like batter in a chef’s frying pan, slowly turning into a pancake. My balls tightened themselves into a twisted knot before vanishing upwards as my fear expanded. Before my eyes my whole world I thought, was going to fall apart again, damn my careless stupidity. So much for keeping my desires secret; what the hell, I’ve not even managed a single full day of married life. My legs shuffled forward, I could not trust myself to take a real step, I was certain that I would fail, I would fall crashing to the carpet, just one more humiliation to add to the fact that she had caught me out.

***

I watch as my frightened husband shuffled towards the chair, obeying my command! He sits before me, bolt upright, his eyes are unable to meet mine, fear of the unknown is written clearly on his face. I need to defuse some of his concern. ‘Smile’, I say to myself, smile at him, relax him. Show him that perhaps if he is very lucky all will be well. I felt the twitch of facial muscles pulling; control it, not too much I caution, then I let it out, the smile arrived and it was perfect for my needs. 

***

Destiny exerted its strange and often wondrous effects! It caused me to lift my head just slightly, making cautious eye contact with my wife, despite my terror for my future I could not resist looking at her. The smile arrived; my heart did a double take, then boomed out, filling my ears with its beats, adding to the adrenaline boost which the smile released in me. A feeling of euphoria exploded, flooded me like a rain storm filling a reservoir; slowly drip by drip topping up, to a crashing wave the breaking crescendo of hope. It wasn’t I noted a relaxed smile, but one seemingly designed to convey reassurance. 

***

I had never felt so alive, so in control, so powerful, as I did at that moment. There in front of me was a vulnerable, strong male, reduced to a state of expectant terror by a few simple words and a book cover. I didn’t want him too terrified; I wanted answers, truthful detailed answers. I needed to understand him, reaching out I picked up the book. 

“This is yours, isn’t it?” 

He sat silently just numb.

“Well, isn’t it?” I asked again, shaking the book at him.

“Yes!”

“You, I presume, have read it from cover to cover.” 

Again there was no answer from him.

“Well?” I repeated. At this rate we would never get to the heart of this conversation, which I had so carefully planned out in my mind. 

“Yes, Madam.” 

“I take it that you like the bits about the captive and subjection?”

“Yes, Madam,” came the less hesitant reply. 

What finally followed was a full and frank explanation of what he was, liked and desired. I wheedled out of him, and in detail, all about his previous marriage and the catastrophe that his desires had led to. I just had to smile again once I realised that he had intended to keep everything secret from me. I reassured him that everything was going to be all right, that his life was about to change, a little at least, but not necessarily for what he might consider the worst. 

Together we decided that he would from then on become my slave; as for me, I would endeavour to become his mistress. Secretly I found myself wondering if I could keep up my end, I didn’t really have a clue as to what being a ‘mistress’ meant; hopefully I could learn and perhaps even enjoy myself a little. Between my thighs I found that I was distinctly moist, not unusual for me, but clearly it indicated that I had enjoyed myself to some degree during our conversation. I just hoped that I would be able to enjoy myself a lot more, whilst at the same time offering satisfaction to my new husband, and of course myself.

At least I was not the one to be told or expected to do this or that! I quickly realised from the story that I had read that it was my place to do the telling; but what exactly that would entail I was not too sure. There was one thing that I recognised instantly as a positive; I would never need to clean my house again. I hate cleaning; dusting, ironing, especially cleaning windows are my horror. If Peter wanted to be my slave, and clearly I understood that he did, then he would damn well be doing all of the dirty work. I will watch and perhaps instruct a little. The realisation made me smile once more; my future life with Peter offers some interesting potentials, if only I can learn to utilise them.

He, it seems, likes to be beaten and bossed around; that will be a new experience for me! I have never beaten anyone, nor really even thought about doing so! Well I have a reason to beat him, don’t I? His book and him not trusting me. Start as you mean to go on, I decided.

“You are in trouble already, Peter. You have lied to me and been caught out. For that you deserve to pay!” I did not give him a chance to answer the allegation. “We are going shopping this afternoon. I want to find,” I hesitate slightly, before the right words come to me, a cane. You are going to feel my wrath later; that’s something for you to look forward to.” I can see that he is obviously thinking about what I have just threatened, there was a bulge forming in his shorts as his prick became erect, despite the restriction of his clothes. 

My thoughts had become distracted as I realised that I too was getting wet, little jolts of excitement flashed across my swollen clit. I’m more than wet, I’m streaming; drips of lubrication run in rivulets down my legs, tickling against my inner thighs, adding spice to this situation, stimulated it would seem by the scenario I was playing out. 

God I really just wanted to rip his clothes off and fuck him, not just fuck him but ride his pole until I could ride it no more. Restraint, wait you smutty bitch, wait. Satisfying my lust might appeal, but it would be a mistake to rush things and spoil everything for both of us, I caution myself. I can have that big fat erect cock anytime I choose apparently.

Peter sat in front of me looking relieved. He was, I was certain, totally unaware of my thoughts, so being wet and randy were just an inconvenience to be tolerated and perhaps enjoyed. We talked some more, defining the situation, enforcing his position and my rights over him. Then having dressed appropriately, we went shopping together. 


Chapter Three

Twelve months have passed, twelve interesting months of being mistress to my husband, during which time my life has changed in every possible way. The evening after our disastrous wedding night had been the first time in my life that I had ever picked up a cane, and said those immortal words to anyone, let alone to my new husband.

‘Bend over’. I could still taste the relish I had felt on my lips as I had uttered them. He had bent over straining hard to touch his toes, right there in front of me in the middle of our honeymoon suite. Thinking back I could clearly remember looking at his tight bowstring taut arise, as it filled out and stretched the cotton material of his shorts. Drawing on his book for inspiration I had snapped at him to ‘get them down, now!’ whilst tapping at the taut material with the cane tip. Peter much to my growing excitement had pulled with haste and exulted clumsiness at his waistband, eagerly tugging them, his shorts to his ankles, his excitement fully obvious. 

I watched feeling as eager as he appeared, as the material flowed down flattening his hairy legs. The bulging, engorged swelling of his cock had flopped out to stand erect; it looked to my mind like some military flagpole wavering in the wind grip of a storm. It flapped and reared exhibiting a mind of its own. I found myself struggling to restrain a laugh at the ludicrous image he presented to me, even as he assumed my instructed position. His rock hard cock now pressed its swollen head against his flabby stomach, waiting for me, his wife, to beat him. 

If I had been in any doubt that this kind of treatment was what he really desired it vanished immediately. That first caning had been very traditional. I had given him what I thought of as six of the best. In hind-sight and with later acquired experience, I have come to realise that my strokes that day had been pretty ineffectual as cane strokes went, but at least lines had appeared across his naked buttocks. 

Deep red lines, like train tracks marked his buttocks. He had taken all six with little show of reaction, though I could see by the fifth that he was twitching in an attempt to ease the heat that my cane tip had developed across his naked cheeks. That had been the first time, since then I have refined my technique, and improved my equipment. 

Despite the thought and effort that I put into providing for his needs, I still felt that there was something that was not quite right, not wrong as such, but also not perfect yet.

I spent a lot of time thinking about our situation, trying to figure out exactly what was bothering me; finally, one Saturday, I realised. My problem was simple; I just do not really understand my position, or how to get the best out of it for him and, of course, me.

Peter, in his own way, it became clear as we talked, despite enjoying the situation immensely, found my inexperience a trifle frustrating. He could not do more than hint at things that I might like to indulge myself with, of course, at his expense. He desperately hoped that patience and obedience to my demands would as my confidence and experience increased reap their just deserts.

“Bills,” I muttered to myself as I switched on the computer. At least, since my grandfather died, leaving me both his old house and a fair few thousand pounds to run it, I am now financially solvent, independent even. I no longer have to concern myself with the mundane worries of paying a mortgage or gas bill, or for that matter, I smiled to myself, any other financial problems. Even my credit card had a healthy balance these days. Having money had certainly given me a lot of freedom, but now that I had the time and money, I wanted to do something with it, something to benefit us both.

Peter had worked. When we got married, he had held a reasonably well paid job in a hardware shop being the assistant manager; although he had hated it. I insisted that instead he should work for us, as the mistress of the house, he obeyed me. In the last year I sent him on four trade courses to learn various aspects of house renovation and then I set him to work re-modeling, as the Americans like to call D.I.Y. 

He had obeyed me explicitly and seemed to be enjoying the tasks I set him. With the bills electronically settled, I found myself staring at the computer screen. Flashing in the corner is a search engine. Almost without thought I typed in the word ‘Obedience’ and hit search. As expected a long list of possible sites appeared. Narrow the parameters I thought, so I put in ‘S&M Obedience’.

 Two kennels and a training school appeared on my list. I nearly booted out of the search engine, later I would wish that I had, but ‘the school’, caught and held my attention. I looked further. I opened up their web page; what happened instantly, made me jump in surprise, so unexpected was the large purple letters, which flashed at me, filling my screen. I remember reading them not once but twice. 

‘For Adult Examination Only’

Without thinking I looked for the open box, but instead I found a demand for identifying my age by date of birth. Smiling at the daftness of being able to put whatever I want, I typed my date of birth. I remember thinking that I could have typed any old date; now I know how wrong that thought was.

The screen went blank for a second then flashed ‘searching’. To my surprise, next appeared an application form, which required the answers to simple questions, such as my name and post-code, prior to my being able to proceed. Something told me to continue, I did not understand then, nor do I now, what drove me to continue on, perhaps it was just good old feminine intuition, but continue I did.

Having accepted the data my computer went haywire for a second or two, just long enough for the word ‘Virus’ to flash in my brain, and then up popped another message, this time offering me a ‘print out page’ option. I pressed print, immediately I could hear my printer churning out paper. The screen blanked once more, then flashed up yet another message: ‘Enter, ANDROMEDA’ for further direct access it says. Another change, another blank screen, finally an image slowly appeared, that of an austere, large, dominating building, swirling through an early evening mist. Written below the image is the message. 

‘Thank you for your enquiry, we will be taking further steps to ascertain your need for our specialised services, and will contact you shortly ‘Eleanor’. Please peruse the supplied details and consider your situation and requirements very carefully, as the training program that you have incepted will be detailed and all encompassing.’

The screen blanked off, the connection had been cut, and I was back looking at my search engine. ‘Weird’ I remembered, thinking what was all that about, reaching out for the papers in my printer tray. At least everything seemed to be back to normal and without damage to the system I hope.

As I paid the bills and searched the internet, Peter much to his annoyance has been assigned a job that I know he had been hoping to put off for sometime. Located beneath the hall stairs we had discovered a utility cupboard. Thoughtfully, a light had been fitted and when switched on we had received quite a surprise. There was a wooden hatch set into the floor, which once opened, revealed descending wooden stairs. The light switch had also turned on bulbs lighting up that stairway that led to a cellar.

***

Unfortunately for Peter it was filled with years of hoarded junk. 

Madam had decided that it was time for this mess to be sorted, and as she had made absolutely clear to me that was my responsibility, by saying ‘get it done’! 

As she had departed from the cellar room and seemingly as an after thought, she had turned and told me that she didn’t want my clothes getting dirty, so I had better clean naked. She had stood and watched me, as slowly I stripped. Then she held out her hand for the items. She offered me the option of a pinny to hide my modesty, at least to a small degree. I knew exactly which one she had in mind. Yes it would cover my slightly hairy chest, but that was about all. She had left me then without another word, taking my clothes with her!

Standing naked in the slight chill of the cellar and damn it with a huge erection, I wondered how I could find this humiliation so bloody attractive. My cock understands even if I do not. Still it just feels right. Deep inside the situation feels right, my position within the household feels right, even my position as her husband feels good. My cock bobs in time to my thoughts, adding its own form of agreement to my acceptance and true role. Turning from the door, I had work to do, and do it I would, my cock nods in agreement once more. I rub at it gently, almost subconsciously. The feeling felt nice but not right, if she had returned just then, God knows what would have happened to me. She has banned all self-abuse, whether deliberate, or as in this case subconsciously. ‘Cleaning,’ I remind myself, subservient cleaning, what a delight.

***

Ellie picked up the papers from the printer tray. There were four of them, the front cover being the image of the mist-coated mansion.

She could see that there was something to the right of the building, but it was both very small and obscured. Statuary, I decided, how wrong could a girl be, sitting myself comfortably, I commence to read and puzzle over my odd acquisition.

For a brief second Peter flickered through my thoughts, I smiled to myself, visualising him down there in the cellars beneath my feet, naked and sweating, picking up and bagging all that disgusting rubbish. In a strange way I found his position to be reassuring, if not a little bit of a turn on; perhaps I could get into this situation eventually, if only I could get a grip on my own hang-ups, then who knows. 

Once Peter has finished bagging up the trash I will have him carry it all outside and prepare it for a bonfire, by then I think, it should be dark and probably quite cold, and of course he will still be naked. The thought tickled my fancy and quite appealed.

I would sit in my nice warm lounge with a glass of wine, somewhere he could see me as he made his trips. I found myself looking forward to watching him work. I would enjoy it, that much I knew, but I also knew that he would also, despite his shivers. What a strange husband I have, but at least I can enjoy my leisure time, and know exactly where and what he is doing.

***

With the last bag neatly tied up Peter let out a deep sigh of relief at having completed her instructions! 

I like to think of any request that she made of me as being an order. There are times that she just hasn’t got a clue about being a mistress to me. She has never before left the ‘vanilla world’, the world of the normal heterosexual. Often it seemed to be a real struggle for her too even give me a simple order; but sometimes, I detected a slight glimmer from her of both amusement and delight with my predicament. An enjoyment of her making me suffer, just like now, with this job, it gave me hope for our future. 

I, given the choice, would have ignored the cellars and carried on with other work, but for reasons of her own she has insisted that I cleared and swept out the dark space. Like all good slaves I jumped to, and did exactly as I was told. Glancing around the room, feeling quite proud of my efforts, wiping sweat from my brow using my rather dirty forearm, I survey the dark corners of the basement. Looking for that one thing that she might spot and complain about, with a smile I realised that there was not a thing wrong or undone. 

My reluctant mistress should be well pleased with my labours. Satisfied I turn towards the stairs, intending to grab a much-needed glass of water, before reporting my completion to her. What was to follow confirmed to me that perhaps there was hope for me; perhaps she could make my dreams into some sort of reality. She was standing on the third step of the dimly lit stairway, looking down into the cellar; clearly, she could see both me, and also the large pile of black waste bags that I had neatly stacked up ready for disposal. She points towards the stack, totally ignoring my disheveled, dirty and naked state, saying forcefully. 

“All of it outside now, pile it up for a bonfire, then report to me.” 

With that she turned from me and vanished again. 

I felt tired and filthy and had thought that I had finally finished for the day. Sighing, I picked up a pair of bags and began to climb the stairs with them. 

Once in the kitchen I looked out through the window at the fast darkening evening light, the temperature change from the cellar is vaguely noticeable. Dare I risk a cool glass of water? Obedience first I told myself, how could I claim to want to be her slave if I just do as I want? Especially when she got demanding! My self-imposed lecture had its own rejuvenating power, taking a deep breath I pushed out through the back door and turned to my right. Across the lawn I walked obediently carrying the first of what would be many loads. 

Carefully I emptied out the bags creating the first foundations of my soon to be bonfire. Exactly as my mistress had ordered me to do. There was a gentle breath of wind caressing my erect cock; as for my balls they have scrunched up at the winds cool touch. I was actually enjoying my subjection, despite my growing tiredness and physical discomfort. Time for another load, my eyes scanned the area as I turned. There she was, sitting looking like an oil painting, in a leather upright chair and holding a glass of white wine, watching me as I obeyed her instructions.

Ellie smiled and tilted her glass towards me, as she sat looking out of the window watching me as I carried on about her request. No, ‘order’ you fool, I told myself, she does not request, she orders!

***

 Ellie knew that she did not have a total grip on this situation, she accepted that she was not a natural dominatrix; therefore she had to work hard, and try harder if she was to understand and fulfill her role in this strange relationship. Ellie watched her husband work his cold arse off and smiled to herself, knowing that no matter how hard it gets, he will be enjoying his task in a warped, submissive sort of way.

***

Peter placed the last pair of waste bags contents onto the large pile.

I had created a heap that was ready to be burnt. She, my Mistress, was still sitting in the same chair, but now she was reading something, I stood outside of the window expecting her to look up at any second, she did not, she was too engrossed in the papers that she held.

Like all good well-trained slaves I knelt down on the grass, putting my hands behind my back, kneeling up straight, whilst I waited for her to decide to notice my humble presence. I watched her as she turned and returned the pages. Looking, studying, or comparing each of the printouts she held. 

Despite the growing feeling of being cold I wondered what was so engrossing her, probably bank related stuff I decided. The cold had really begun to bite before she finally looked up and noticed that I was waiting naked for her attention. She indicated upward. I thankfully am dismissed for the night, I can go and get changed and join her. Once again I can become her husband, not her slave for a short while.

As I entered the room, now fully clothed, dressed casually, which is to say jeans and a shirt, Ellie folded the papers that she has been so intently studying, and slipped them into a buff file, which she then tucked under her chair. She smiled and before I could speak to her, she stretched and yawned.

“I’m tired,” Ellie said. “I think its time that I was in bed, are you coming or are you going to stay up awhile?” She asked me.

Peter’s first thought was that his luck was in, she never goes to bed much before twelve, and it is only ten-thirty. 

Bowing low to my queen, I open the door for her, waving my arm to indicate that she should pass. She stood and smiled at me before walking out of the room and up our stairs.

***

No matter what delusions Peter was acting under, I meant every word I said. Tired was an understatement for how I felt, I was going to bed and to sleep. The beginnings of a bulge in his trousers told me everything that I needed to know about how he was feeling. I realised that he had misconstrued my desire to go to bed, but of one thing I was absolutely certain about, he was out of luck.

Finally, he realised that he was not going to get laid, that fact became quite clear to him when I entered into our bedroom wearing a night-dress, and rubbing on thick white face cream. If he had any doubts left, they soon vanished when I climbed into bed, turned on my side, said goodnight, and immediately fell asleep.

Peter feeling slightly to say the least frustrated, turned out the light and settled down. With his erection slowly fading he also dozed off. 

The illuminated bed-side-clock told Ellie that it was three, thirty-two a.m. 

I awoke from a strange and yet vivid dream in which I was standing looking up at the closed doors of ‘the building’. To my right I could hear the groans of an unknown male, he was bound clear of the ground to an X shaped piece of wood. I could see him only occasionally as the dense mist covered and then uncovered his suffering as it swirled around the building. 

He was naked; in my dream, I saw that his cock stood out, erect, at full attention. His balls dangled freely between his out-stretched legs, I remember. There was something covering his face, but I couldn’t quite make out what it was.

Then a woman walked out of the now open door striding right through me, as though I was a voyeuristic ghost heading towards the restrained male. She spoke to him; he nodded his head at her. Then without warning her booted foot kicked up at his dangling balls, the male convulsed, bucking and pulling at his bonds, she watched appearing unmoved by his agony. Once his agony had subsided, she produced a knife and cut him free. He crumpled to the floor at her feet. Then he began to crawl away from her, until he finally passed completely from my view, followed slowly by the woman.

I sat bolt upright in my bed clutching the covers, shocked awake by my vivid dream, and something else. I could feel a distinctive fire burning in my sex, reaching my fingers down between my body and the still clutched sheets, probing between my slightly parted legs, I realise that I was dripping wet, and clearly not with sweat. I have never awoken from a dream feeling quite as desperate for sexual relief as I felt at that moment.
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