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Chapter One

The Creature

Mrs. Smith

She stood in line a few people beyond me, an attractive, shy thing. One that exudes confidence on the outside with the modern day power costume, straight back, shoulders squared, chin high. But the way she clutched her purse, the furtive glances back in my direction, told a different story. She was nervous, almost scared. Voluptuous lips pressed tight together as if some hidden secret strove to burst forth and she fought with all her might to keep it contained. Her short, quick steps, as the line progressed to the cashier, indicated a deep uncertainty. She shuffled forward and, around the shifting people between us, I admired her bare legs. From underneath a medium length, dark blue skirt, they possessed a grace of line seldom seen these days because so many women now wear pants to the office. Once in a while she glanced back in my direction, as if looking for a friend to join her, even though previously none ever had during the work day lunch hour. No, those glances were meant for me, as were all the others over the last couple of weeks.

I wondered what had captured her attention. Was it my modest, s-shaped, flared ankle length skirt and high-necked, long sleeved shirt? The early 20th century granny boots? On the other hand, was it my long hair, done up in a topknot, like so many other ladies from that genteel era? Any one of those things was certainly enough to catch a person’s eye, given that I appeared as some time traveler from the Edwardian Era. Perhaps it was the two, small wrist cuffs I wore that created a matched set. Even though the cuffs were hidden underneath the sleeves, they did poke out at the slightest arm extension. However, whom was I kidding? It was the collar, always the collar, which people noticed and then pretended to ignore. But not this pretty, young woman.

Her eyes always landed on my neck. I brought a hand up, fingered the silver ring that hung down in front, and a wrist cuff emerged in full view. That young face reddened and she hurriedly turned away, eyes front to the chalkboard menu behind the cashier. She placed an order, threw down some money, then snatched up her receipt, clutched in tight hands while she hurried past me, eyes glued to the floor as she wove past everyone.

The little sandwich shop was crowded as usual. People tried to find an open table to gobble down their food. The early lunch arrivers were successful but the nervous woman was not. My own order given, I strode past her while she waited for a table to clear. I didn’t need to wait. I had anticipated that the shop would be crowded and had sent the always reliable Emma ahead to claim a spot for me, a small, round table with two chairs. She sprung up at my approach and her downcast eyes hid a bright, emerald gleam. Dressed like me, but with short, red hair and pale skin, her demure countenance told me that she was almost ready for a match, but she still possessed a willful streak that flared up from time to time. The match I had in mind for her occasionally liked that, but Emma still needed to know when such was appropriate. Meanwhile, back at The Velvet Glove a difficult trainee was all strung up, ready to suffer her first extended punishment, and Emma was at the top of the duty roster. If she got back before the time for punishment expired Emma could wield the whip on the trainee. But I had sent her here, as a test to determine if she could control that temper.

I handed her my receipt, sat without comment, and opened my book of love sonnets. Emma remained standing behind me and, when my order number was called out, she scurried to the counter, picked up the small sandwich and drink, and placed them on the table just beyond my book. She stood in front of me; hands clasped in front, one tight over the other as her knuckles slowly turned white. Oh, she wanted to get back! She wanted that whip in her hand, wanted to make that self-absorbed trainee pay for her attitude. I could sense her dying to say something, to tell me that she wasn’t about to let this chance of raising some welts on tender flesh slip away, but she silently endured while I read a few sonnets and took a leisurely sip of my hot chamomile tea from a delicate porcelain cup. The owner didn’t serve tea for just anyone, much less in fine china. It was a special arrangement between us after I had provided him an excellent match.

I set the cup down in the saucer. “Very good, Emma. You may go now.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” she said. The hands loosened and she turned to leave.

“And Emma,” I said. “Don’t rush through it. Take your time and slowly work her up to a high scream. Just like I did all those times with you.”

Emma flushed, remembering how often she shrieked under my scourge. She didn’t run out of the little sandwich shop, a lady never does, but she didn’t dawdle either.

I don’t know if anyone else heard me, it was rather noisy as they were all wrapped up in their own affairs. Yet, a couple of nearby heads did turn my way, which I ignored. My attention was on the edgy woman who had received her own food, well before mine was ready, but still had no place to sit down and eat. I smiled, nodded and extended a hand to the empty seat opposite mine.

She could have disregarded me, waited a little longer for another chair to open up. One did. Two, in fact, at a table not far from mine, as a couple of bike messengers finished wolfing down their food and bolted. She hesitated, a crossroads type of decision suddenly opened up before her. I returned to my sonnets. What would be, would be.

Soon enough, I found myself with a lunch partner.

“Thank you—” she began.

“Tut, tut,” I said, in a crisp voice. “It’s too loud to talk now. Eat. Then we will discuss.”

“Discuss? Discuss what?” she slurred around her food. “I’m on lunch, I don’t have time to just hang around!”

I held up a single index finger and that’s all it took. Quiet descended between us and slowly the lunch crowd dwindled away. She practically gobbled down her sandwich, but I took much longer. It wasn’t until we almost had the place to ourselves and she slurped the last of her soft drink that my other hand shot out and lightly slapped hers. She jumped as if shot with an electric jolt.

“Don’t drink like that,” I said. “It isn’t ladylike.”

She stared at me, a modern day retort ready on her lips, but this time I wagged my finger at her and she slowly put down the gauche, plastic cup. She remained silent, as I had ordered, a good sign, even if she snuck glimpses at my collar but still pointedly avoided eye contact. But I managed to obtain a good look at them; deep, dark brown orbs in which any man, or even a woman, could get lost. I almost did and had to force myself to concentrate on my food. I munched the last bite, wiped my lips and lightly laid my hand over hers.

I said, “When did you know you were submissive?”

My sudden question caught her off guard. She attempted to speak a couple of times, cleared her throat, then tore her eyes away. She tried to look back at me, but again only got as high as my neck.

“What the hell are you talking about?” she hissed, tense and ready to run.

Steady. One wrong move, one bad word and I’d lose her. “Yes, that was probably too much to ask. For now. But you do have a fascination with my collar.”

“Well, it is kind of obvious. And it’s a little hard to take in...so close.”

“Really?” I said. “You’ve been taking it in quite a bit for how many weeks now?”

Now her eyes met mine. “That was different.”

“How? Because you secretly studied me? You always kept a safe distance, and would have today, if I hadn’t arranged for us to sit together and finally meet.”

She pressed those full lips tight together. “You’re giving yourself way too much credit. How did you know I was even coming? Or even stay?”

A confident challenge. Good. I might be able to do something with her. “You’ve been coming every day for the last six weeks,” I said. “Even when I wasn’t here.” She started to ask how I knew. “Oh, come, come. I had someone watch for you.”

Her eyes widened. “You stalked me?”

I waved a hand in dismissal. “‘Stalk’ is such a pejorative term these days. Like most people, your daily habits are like clockwork, and it was a good test for several of my trainees. Which reminds me...” I rose to leave. “You will come with me.”

“Uh, I don’t think so. I don’t even know your name. And I’ve got to get back to work.”

“Yes. To a job you hate. A job that barely pays the bills for that little, dingy apartment in Queens. Yes, Miss Dawn Flynn, I know everything I can about prospective matches. I also know what you are, or rather, what you might become, if you have the courage. So, are you going to continue with your drab existence? Or will you take control of your life?”

I walked out, back straight, head high, acting for the entire world like I knew she would follow, and scared to death that she wouldn’t. I never heaved a bigger sigh of relief than when I heard those trailing footsteps.

I stopped and turned to her. “And by the way, my name is Mrs. Smith.”

***

It wasn’t far from the sandwich shop at the edge of the village on West 14th to The Velvet Glove, a converted three storey brownstone just a stone’s throw from Bleeker. It’s also where I lived, since my work was my life, yet for two hours everyday I took a break from such, to walk the village, enjoy the sun like on this fine, spring day, and possibly find new women clients. It wasn’t as hard as you might think, you just had to know what to look for, then give them a little test.

Right now Miss Dawn Flynn was passing with flying colors. Even on the busy streets, before we entered the village proper, I could easily pick out her staccato, high heel steps amongst all the other pedestrians. I struggled to keep my excitement under control, not show any outward sign, but could do nothing about the growing warmth between my legs. Of course I found her attractive but long ago I had been trained to manifest any anticipation, of any kind, in my...in my snatch. There, I said it. Not a very ladylike term. In fact, down right crude. But sometimes crude must serve. I repeated it softly in time with my steps. Snatch, snatch, snatch, snatch. Oh, I felt so delightfully dirty at my secret mantra and that my small clothes were now almost soaked I almost forgot about Miss Dawn Flynn, or that we had suddenly arrived at our destination. But I had completely forgotten about Emma, and her errand.

I know I shouldn’t have, I should have known it might have been too much for Miss Dawn Flynn to take in all at once, but the thrill at having found her, and that she so willingly followed orders, yet still retained a streak of independence, and what it could possibly mean in the long run, muddled my own thoughts. And that nearly proved disastrous.

With hardly a glance around, I trod up the familiar steps and blew through the vestibule. Miss Flynn followed right behind, but while I continued a few paces inside, she halted just inside the inner door with a gasp.

Off to our right in the parlor, spread-eagled in the air, hung the punished trainee; I believe her name was Judith. A short, curvy thing, with big eyes and a small mouth, her upturned nose only added to her perceived snootiness. I had almost thrown her out last week, but she was so contrite, that she would endure any punishment and begged so well for a second chance, that I granted her plea. She had taken her week long punishment well, and this was the last day. But now, exhausted and marked up with all her previous whippings, she was near her breaking point.

Emma’s swings with the whip were wide and strong. Just like mine. She connected solidly with Judith’s ass and back, then ducked under the spread legs and started to work on the inside part of the thighs, stomach, and breasts. Judith’s shoulder length, blonde hair, was drenched in sweat like the rest of her body. Her wet, female nether region was wide open.

Emma struck her a few more times, raising thin, bright red welts in between the old, dull ones. Judith gritted her teeth, squeezed shut her eyes, then opened them when Emma stopped. They were bright, but not glazed. All her senses were heightened to a rare level that I also knew all too well. In such a state you experience everything in sharp detail, no fog bound hazes like with drugs or other artificial stimulants. And because she soared in that super reality, she also saw quite clearly when Emma threw the whip aside and took up a leather cat o’ nine tails, and also knew exactly what that meant.

Her breathing shortened, eyes grew wide. Sweat dripped off her chin and splashed on the hardwood floor.

Emma twisted the cat in her hand.

“No. Please,” Judith whined.

“You know you deserve it,” Emma calmly said. “Or do you want the Tombs?”

“No! Oh, god, not that!”

Emma’s arm spun in an upwards, roundhouse arc.

The cat struck her square between the legs.

Judith’s small hands pulled her up on the wrist ropes that were already stretched taut, which only tightened the ones tied around her ankles even more. Eyes shut, head thrown back, Judith screamed at the ceiling, one long, lung-emptying howl. Yet, it wasn’t so much the whip, but Judith’s own internal explosions that kept her body shaking in the stringent bonds. Emma twisted the cat again and waited. Waited for Judith’s orgasms to subside, her screams of painful pleasure to fade away, until all that remained were her breathy pants. At last Judith hung limp.

“Are you ready to speak the truth?”

Judith roused. “No, please don’t make me—”

Another swing of the cat. Another scream. Another orgasm. Even better than before. Yes, Judith had potential.

Emma twisted the cat again. Swung her arm back.

“All right! All right!” Judith shrieked.

“Then say it and mean it!” Emma yelled. “Say it!”

The cat swung. A solid connect on the inside left thigh.

“I’m a cunt!”

Another swing, this one on the right.

“Cunt!”

Across the breasts.

“CUUUNNNTTT!”

I nodded in approval. Emma had learned well. She had experienced her submission, accepted what she was, yet still retained a streak of the headstrong, of self-identity. She would make a fine match at the end of Mr. Reynolds’ leash.

“Excellent, Emma,” I said, when she paused in her swings. “Now, Miss Flynn, if you’ll follow me...”

I started for my office, but didn’t hear any trailing footsteps this time. I turned back. Dawn was rooted to the spot while hands covered her lower face. Her eyes were wide, almost as wide as Judith’s and I immediately realized my error.

“Miss Flynn?” I said, and slowly stepped toward her. “Miss Flynn? Let’s go to my office.”

Dawn didn’t move. “Oh my god, oh my god, oh my god...”

“It’s...It’s all right, Dawn,” I said. “Really. Everything is fine.”

“Fine?” Dawn said, breathing hard. “Fine? No, it isn’t fine! I...I have to get out of here!”

“No, Dawn, no!” I gripped her shoulders. “It’s not like that. Yes, people are tied up here, even whipped. But not brainwashed. Judith can always leave. But she won’t. She won’t because she wants to be here.”

“Well, I don’t. I don’t! Let me go. Let me go!”

She wrenched out of my hands, my tight hands that didn’t want to release her. The inside door flew open, then the outer one and Dawn’s hurried steps faded away. I had allowed my own wants, my own desperate needs to blind me, make me forget about the situation into which I was bringing a rookie. It was too much, too much! Even I would have turned tail and run. Which is exactly what Dawn did.

I leaned my head against the door. Fool. Fool!

“Madame? Are you well?”

It was Emma, her hand hung in mid-air, as if to touch my shoulder, but not daring to make that intimate connection.

I straightened, smoothed out the front of my dress. “Yes, Emma, I’m fine. Really,” I said, all crisp and businesslike. I checked the grandfather clock in the hall. “There’s still over twenty minutes left in Judith’s punishment. Please, continue. I’ll be in my office. And Emma...”

“Yes, Madame?”

“I want to hear Judith’s screams as if I were standing right next to you. Then, after dinner come see me. It’s time we discussed your placement.”

“Yes, Madame!”

Emma twisted the cat in her hands again, and Judith shook her head no. For all the good it did her. Give it to her good, Emma! Yes, Judith could leave here at any time. As could Emma, as could any of the others I currently had under lock and key. But not me.

Judith’s screams reverberated throughout the house well before I shut my office door. They were so loud nobody could hear as I cried for myself, at how I’d probably never see that lovely creature, Dawn Flynn, again, and how, when she dashed out, she took with her all my hopes.


Chapter Two

No Turning Back

Dawn Flynn

I practically leapt over the steps and ran down the street. My tears almost left me blind and I think I bumped into a few people. Somehow, I found my way out of the village, past 14th and back to work on the third floor of the Turner Building. I was more than two hours late! And not nearly ready to handle any shit. I dashed past the receptionist, made a beeline for the restroom and locked myself in a stall. I collapsed on the toilet, not to go to the bathroom, but because my legs simply couldn’t stand anymore. I leaned forward and buried my shaking hands between my breasts. It didn’t take long before another gal came looking for me, asking if I was okay. She went away when I said, in as calm a voice as possible, that I was fine, just some bad food at lunch.

Yeah, a bad lunch. No, the food wasn’t coming back up, but I still wasn’t near ready to go back to work. Fuck, what was wrong with me? It wasn’t like I didn’t know about SM. I had even suggested to a boyfriend or two to tie me down to the bed just to liven things up. The one that didn’t freak out even followed through on it. So, why did I shake? Was it because I had no idea what waited for me back at that brownstone?

Don’t lie to yourself, Dawn! You knew exactly what you were getting into. You knew it the moment you saw that lady, Mrs. Smith, all those weeks ago, when every day at lunch you couldn’t help but stare at her collar, a collar with a ring for a leash, to be led around like an animal. And then you finally saw her ‘bracelets’ that were designed and worn for only one purpose, for tying the hands in back, or spread out wide on a bed, with perhaps a matching set on the ankles so that nothing could stop a man from taking what he wanted, from pushing his cock deep inside, shooting his semen into my pussy...

I mean, hers. Mrs. Smith’s pussy.

I sucked in air, tried to stop the raging internal chaos. Reduce the panic to tiny, little basics. It’s sex, that’s all. I’ve had it before, many times. It all came down to the same thing. Even if Mrs. Smith wanted to be tied down, and allowed herself to be led around on a leash, strung up and whipped. Just like the woman that hung in the parlor. That’s all. Sex.

So why was I shaking?

Because I didn’t just see any woman hanging there, her pussy whipped.

My hands, almost steady from before, got the shakes again. This time I didn’t press them against me, but just stared at them and practically willed them to stop. They were going to stop. My heart was going to stop pounding! Stop. Stop!

I fought for control. My hands stilled, my heart slowed, but only after how long? A half hour? Longer? Shit, when I got my act together it would be quitting time. No, I wasn’t going to let that happen. Get up! Get back to work. Distract yourself, that’ll help. For once I would welcome a complaining phone call from one of the frenchies and listen very closely and translate as they outlined their latest, pathetic, trivial problem. That would work. That would get my mind off what happened today, and keep me from seeing myself hanging in that parlor, hair matted with sweat, legs spread—

Work! Get back to work!

Like I had been kicked, I shot out of the stall, splashed water on my face and, without making eye contact with anyone, wove through the maze of cubicles. I slumped down in the blue fabric covered, slightly padded chair, stuck on the headphones, and punched one call up after another, not stopping for the rest of the day.

“Dawn? Dawn!”

A hand on my shoulder made me look up. It was Drew Sullivan, floor manager and son of the owner.

“It’s quitting time.”

“Wha…?” I glanced at the small digital next to the phone. It was well past five.

“C’mon,” Drew said. “Put down the headset. I’ll walk you out.”

Like a dazed automaton, I obeyed. Everyone else was gone. When five hit, the place emptied out fast. Today was no exception, but for Drew and I. Drew placed a gentle hand on my elbow and guided me past all the empty cubicles, the receptionist’s desk, right to the elevator. I reached to press the button but his other hand stopped me. Like when Mrs. Smith grabbed my hand. This time though it felt nice, not quite as desperate, yet still authoritative.

“Dawn, is everything all right? You’ve been distracted the last few weeks. And today you were pretty riled when you got back late from lunch.”

“I’ll make up the time. I just got caught up in something—”

Drew waved a hand in the air. “Forget that. Things happen. But look, things are going to get tight with Montreal now, we’re close to signing a big design contract and we need everyone on top of their game.”

“Yes. Yes, of course.”

“Good. I want you to take off the rest of the week. You’ve got more than enough vacation time and, even if you didn’t, I’d insist. Just go home, let things cool off, and we’ll see you bright and early on Monday.”

I didn’t protest, not after what happened today. The elevator arrived. I got on but Drew didn’t. He shrugged. “I still got some stuff to finish up.”

I stood there for a moment, my finger on the elevator’s ‘door open’ button. For the first time I took a good look at Drew. Oh, we had seen each other a lot before, but always in passing, or in some quick business oriented conversation. Yes, he was the owner’s son, and you would think he got his job because of that. Probably so. But Drew knew how to handle people, and people liked him. I liked him. And with him standing there, tie slightly pulled down, most likely tired, yet still in command of the situation, I saw him in a new way.

“Drew? Would you like to, I don’t know, get something to eat?”               

For a moment, I thought he would say yes. His eyes seemed to light up, with a hunger that strangely I didn’t find scary or unattractive, but then he shuttered them. “Ah, no. But I’ll hold you to that another time. Now, go on, get out of here. Before this place really drives you nuts.” With that, he reached in and took my finger off the button, a gesture that spoke of confidence, of command. His hand surrounded mine, lingered, then was gone. The memory of his touch stayed with me all the way home, and through my suddenly extended weekend.

I wandered around in a daze those few days. I ate, I slept. Turned on the TV just to have the company of other people’s voices, but hardly paid attention. No, what I listened to was all inside. What I heard was a whip whistling through the air, of the slap of leather on tender flesh, of a woman strung up, calling herself a cunt, knowing that she could walk out, at any time, and not doing so.

I heard Drew’s voice inside me. But you don’t want that option, do you?

What’s the sense? I thought back. If you can leave at any time, for whatever reason, it just kinda kills the whole reason of being...being forced.

Is that what you want?

No! I don’t–

A cold hand slapped my face, so hard that I flipped over on my stomach. Several more slaps on my ass set it on fire and turned my pussy red hot. I tried to protest but something grabbed the back of my head, shoved my face into the pillow and smothered my cries. My hips bucked as the slaps rained down and another hand found my wet pussy, stroked the lips, circled and teased the clit. I moaned and the end of a pillow slip was shoved into my mouth to become a gag and stifle any further noise. But my throat growled, like a captured animal, as the pressure mounted inside.

Drew’s voice cut through the hand slaps. Is this what you want? Is this want you want?

No. No!

Or is this what you NEED?

I tore my head away from the pillow, gasped for air. I tried to shout NO!, but my body gave its own answer. I flipped back over, tossed my head and howled. My orgasm ripped through me, but it was nothing like what that miserable Judith had reached. Still, I lay in ruin, but it was shallow and quickly recovered from. I opened my eyes and found myself in bed, alone.

I sat up. My fingers shone in pussy juices. I stumbled to the closet mirror, didn’t find any marks on my ass, but it still felt hot, raw. I touched my mouth, at the sore corners where the ‘gag’ had been forced past, but there was no linen taste on my tongue. What the hell? But at least the orgasm had been real, wasn’t it?

My fingers stroked my pussy lips. My wet, tender, sore, pussy lips. What had happened to me? What was happening to me?          

Every night thereafter it returned, the longing, the desire, and each time became less and less fulfilled. I would spend my days in dread, and hope, that the inner voice, which sounded so much like Drew Sullivan, would return and I couldn’t help but obey. I guided my hand between my legs, allowed my fingers to swirl over wet pussy lips and gently picked at my clit. My body racked to one orgasm after another, yet I knew they would be even more if only...

If only it wasn’t Judith but me who contorted in the ropes, arms and legs pulled wide apart, and just from a whip on the pussy.

A whip on the pussy! What the hell was I thinking!

And then it hit me. I knew exactly what I was thinking.

Monday arrived. I dressed for work, got on the subway as always, followed the crowd through the streets and jammed myself into the elevator. But when I got out I slowed down and watched everyone else file past the receptionist, back to worker drone lives. And then I heard Mrs. Smith’s words and realized they had been repeating over and over in my head all weekend long.

Are you going to continue with your drab existence? Or will you take control of your life?

I stopped at the receptionist’s desk. From my purse I withdrew a sealed envelope, addressed to Drew Sullivan. I had written the resignation late last night, had carried it with me, but hadn’t intended to turn it over until now. I just couldn’t go on the way I was, crammed into a box, trying to find time to date on the weekend and having almost all of those end in disasters. At last, I knew what I wanted. I wanted to be loved, wanted a strong man in my life, and knew I wouldn’t find it here. Even if Drew might have those qualities, I needed someone more up front, more... Well, masterful.

I threw down the envelope in front of the surprised receptionist, muttered something about making sure Drew got it, and then almost ran down the stairs. I couldn’t wait for the elevator, couldn’t take the chance that I’d run into Drew. Not after how kind he had been. And I couldn’t take the chance that I’d let him talk me out of what I was about to do.

When I hit the streets I strode with a purpose. The sidewalks were full of people, but not pressed like sardines a few minutes ago, and the crowd thinned out when I passed Spizo’s, the sandwich bar where all this started. Then I hit the village and it was like another world. The sound of the traffic and shouting seemed far away now and the village transformed the city into an oasis of calm that, when I thought about it, didn’t make Mrs. Smith’s old style dress so out of place. Here there were no obnoxious intrusions from the modern world like beepers, cell phones and PDA’s. The calm and quiet infused me, and even more so when I passed through Abington Square, turned off Bleeker and found myself in front of a certain three story brownstone.

I hesitated in front, giving myself the excuse that I wanted to see exactly what kind of place I was about to walk into. From the sidewalk sprouted a paper birch tree, its leaves green and fluttering in the slightly warm, springtime breeze. The drapes on the ground floor were pulled back so one could see easily through the pane glass into the parlor. No one hung there now, but the other floors were all shuttered. Up a short flight of concrete steps was a brass plate that announced in raised lettering: ‘The Velvet Glove’, and underneath that: ‘New York – London – Amsterdam – Sydney’. To the right of that was a single, etched glass door, framed in rich, red wood. A curved, brass finished door handle pushed down easily under my hand and I was in the vestibule, umbrella bucket to my left. A tiny bell jingled at the top of the glass door as it swung open, then closed. Before me was a solid, richly carved, wood door. A small gray and white speaker hung on the wall to the right.

“Yes?” came a neutral, tinny voice.

“I’m here...I’m here to see Mrs. Smith,” I managed to say, half croak, half whisper. “Please. I have to see her.”

The buzzer gave me my answer and I found myself almost on the same spot as when I witnessed Judith’s whipping. Sunlight bled from the parlor and cut across the tops of my dark, pointed high heels. From deeper in the hallway a woman emerged from the shadows.

Not Judith, but she was also naked, except for two nipple clips on pert breasts and a light chain that hung between them. Her ease of movement suggested a grace and lightness in spite of the red stripes that criss-crossed her legs, stomach and breasts. Yet, her eyes were puffy, as if after a recent crying jag. But she held herself straight. She lowered her head and gave a little curtsey. “Yes, ma’am. My name is Chelsea. Mrs. Smith is presently busy but ordered me to escort you to her office. Please follow me.”

Through her long, dark hair I stared at the dull marks on Chelsea’s back and ass as she led me past a staircase and kitchen area, then beyond a set of double doors. Another large, paned window looked out onto a Japanese garden filled with bright flowers and many green plants that now stood in shadow. Inside, off to the right, two old style padded chairs were angled in front of an equally antiquated, yet still useful desk with a laptop computer. A bonsai tree sat near a corner, a red poker chip just to its right, while at the other a gilded frame held a black and white photo of an older, yet still attractive man and woman dressed Victorian fashion. Next to that lay a short, coiled black whip. Lights under fringed lampshades scattered throughout bathed everything in a soft, welcoming glow.

“Would you like a drink, ma’am?” Chelsea said.

“Uh, no. No, thank you,” I said. “Uh, Chelsea?”

“Yes, ma’am?”

“What’s it like? I mean, does it hurt? Much?”

Chelsea gazed at me a moment, as if measuring a proper response. “I was ordered to escort you to Mrs. Smith’s office.”

Silence hung between us.

“Oh,” I said. “Thank you.”

“Yes, ma’am.” She moved to the doors, then paused and whispered, “Yes, it does. A lot.”


Chapter Three

Unconditional

Mrs. Smith

Word reached me in the Tombs that we had yet another applicant. My personal bluetooth beeped.

“I think we’ve got a live one,” came Henry’s voice. “Switch your monitor to the outside feed.”

I hit a button in the observation booth and the suspended, blindfolded woman disappeared, replaced by a bird’s eye view of the sidewalk and our front steps.

She had come back.

I think I gasped, or made some kind of noise because Lawrence beside me perked up. “Ma’am, do you know her?”

Neither Lawrence nor Henry had been around when I had blown it with Dawn Flynn. The only person who did know was Emma, and she was now gone, packed up and crated off to Mr. Reynolds. Henry was security and usually worked from just before through just after the weekends when business was brisk. And Lawrence spent most of his time in the lab, creating new training devices.

Dawn shifted from one foot to the other, then mounted the front steps.

“Ma’am? What should I do?” Henry asked.

“Let her in! I mean, let her in,” I said, fighting to remain calm. “Tell Chelsea to take her to my office.”

Henry cut the connection, which left me with a grinning Lawrence.

“So, the Iron Lady has an Achilles’ heel,” he said. “I didn’t know you were into strays.”

“Not really,” I said, trying to sound casual. “She’s just some waif that followed me home one day.”

“Uh, huh,” Lawrence replied. “I believe you.”

“You just keep your eye on Serafina,” I said and switched the monitor back to the current project.

Lawrence got back to business. “I think she’s ready.”

“Not yet,” I said. “Give it a few more minutes.”

We stared at the monitor, one of several that showed the occupants and activities in every training room and cell throughout the facility. Serafina (dark-eyed, olive-skinned, exotic Serafina) didn’t quite know what to make of the room we dragged her to three hours ago. We started early in the morning when she was most disoriented and pliable and now, after an extended time in darkness, Serafina was ready for the next phase.

“Very well, Lawrence,” I said. “Teach her well.”

Lawrence winked at me, grabbed a large towel from just inside the door and soon was in the room, ducking around the taut guy wires, then standing between the trainee’s spread legs. At the sound of his booted footsteps Serafina’s head turned this way and that. We had taken away her sight, but not her hearing or any other senses. No, that was for another time, if necessary. Lawrence unzipped his pants and his wonderful cock sprang out, pointed right at the pussy, that open, sensitive piece of flesh. Serafina tried to move her arms, her legs, but the guy wires attached to the various leather cuffs gave just the tiniest amount. Her head attempted to rise, but the wires attached the rings in the headharness also kept that still.

I spoke to Lawrence on his small earpiece. “Start with the hand. Go slow.”

Lawrence’s cock halted less than an inch away from the wet pussy. He scowled up at the hidden room cam and folded his arms.

“You heard me,” I said. “Give her a ten minute prep, then a slow, casual spear for another five. After that she’s all yours.”

Lawrence took a deep breath. He wasn’t happy, that was clear, but I had my reasons. He glared at the cam for a little bit longer, then his hand dipped between the spread legs. Serafina lurched at the touch and her gagged cries came through clear on the booth’s speakers but Lawrence followed orders, good soldier that he was, even if he didn’t like them.

I watched him stroke the pussy, noticed just how much more stiff the trainee’s body became, and Lawrence’s cock as well. As Serafina’s cries climbed in volume warmth also grew between my legs, but I ignored it, or at least, tried to. Already my nipples had awakened, pushed out against my restrictive bra and dress. I ran a hand over them, felt their hardened points. I gave each one a quick squeeze and my eyes closed while I gasped. Oh, I so wanted a cock, any cock, inside me! But I couldn’t. I had to put all that aside, as I had had to so many times since I became headmistress at the Velvet Glove. How many times had I watched while some young, randy thing screamed in pain and pleasure while I gauged her reactions, then went over her file and all the gentlemen callers to find her best match? And I often did; out of the twenty-three matches since we had opened, there hadn’t been one failure. I was very good at my profession, but was I any nearer my own goal? No. But this new girl, this Dawn Flynn...

I hiked up my dress and, through all the folds, my hands found their way to my hot pussy. Oh, yes, so slick. Yum. A gentle touch, a delicate swirl and I leaned back in my chair, eyes half open to watch the monitor. Lawrence lubricated his shaft in Serafina’s own juices and it shone in the muted light. His hand caressed the helmet’s tip, then his hips thrust forward.

The trainee moaned. My fingers found their way inside my pussy and I did too. Slow and gentle, Lawrence pushed forward, then pulled back and my fingers matched his action. In, out. Forward, back. Yes, that was it. Nice and slow. Just take it easy...

Before I knew it, my body shook, burst after burst of tiny explosions that didn’t leave me fully satisfied, but at least took off the pressure. I gasped a few times, and then pounded a glistening fist down on the monitor panel. This wasn’t good enough! I needed cock. Cock!

“Goddammit!” I yelled.

“Ma’am? Ma’am, is something wrong?” came Lawrence’s voice over the com.

“What?” Oh, no! I had left the link open! Lawrence had heard my curses, perhaps even my own sighs as I pleasured myself. Crap.

“Ma’am,” he whispered into his mic. “Are you okay?”

“Yes! Yes, I’m fine. Uh, that’s good work you’re doing, Lawrence. Continue.”

Lawrence nodded and returned to the trainee’s rape. His hands gripped her hips, swinging her ever so gently on the guy wires, in time with his own thrusts. Serafina went stiff as a board, then shook uncontrollably as the initial orgasm hit. If it weren’t for her strict restraints she would have probably torn Lawrence apart. As it was her deep, gagged screams served as her only outward release. Then, suddenly, her hands went limp, fingers pointed at the floor. The only part of her that now moved was her stomach, and in shallow, quick breaths. Lawrence fondled Serafina’s generous mounds of breasts and turned them shiny in her own juices, but his hips kept thrusting away. The reason I had hired him in the first place. He had incredible staying power, that boy. He looked like what someone would call a computer geek, but instead of cyber and silicon chips, his genius was turned toward sex. SM sex, and creating all the devilishly remarkable wood and metal devices that went with it. He loved making new things and testing them out on the trainees.

“Ma’am, that visitor is still waiting.” Now it was Henry’s turn to bother me.

Let her wait! I wanted to shout. My hands formed into fists, but I didn’t punch anything. Control, control, I urged myself. A few deep breaths and I gently hit the com switch for Henry’s office.

“Yes, I’m going. And Henry, send the feed from here to my office laptop.”

***

Things were quiet in the main house. They usually were on Monday, after the weekend guests had departed, which many did early that morning. I had to check the reports, view the discs and determine if there were any potential matches. But that would all have to wait. She had come back, and this time I wasn’t going to let her run out.

I didn’t run to my office. I couldn’t, my restrictive dress ensured that, but I didn’t loiter either. Still, when I got to within a few strides of my office I deliberately slowed down, stopped, and in the large, hallway mirror just to the side of the office doors, made sure my swept up hair wasn’t mussed, my dress presentable.

She twisted around when I entered. Her legs were crossed and pushed way back under the chair, a good omen. But she also picked at her nails, something that would need correction. And she stood to greet me, another plus. Two out of three wasn’t bad.

“Miss Flynn,” I said. “I am so glad you decided to come back.” She didn’t offer either hand, but I reached forth and squeezed them both. They trembled like a pair of delicate bird’s wings. Oh, subtle bewitchment! “I’m afraid that yesterday you didn’t catch us under the best of circumstances.”

“Actually, that was what brought me back,” she said.

“Oh? Well, the way you...reacted...said that we’d never see you again.”

“Sometimes it takes something like that to...” She hesitated, eyes downcast, then nervously laughed and shook her head, as if in disbelief. “I...just quit my job, so I guess there’s no going back, is there?”

Reassure her. Don’t blow it this time! “Of course there is,” I said. “That’s part of what we’re all about here.”

I indicated for her to sit back down and I took my place behind the desk, asked for her indulgence, and lifted the laptop cover. A few clicks with the mouse and there was Lawrence, still doing his thing with Serafina. “One of our newer trainee’s is at a critical stage of her development and I have to keep at least an eye on what is happening.” For just a moment, Serafina’s gagged strains came through on the computer speaker, but I quickly muted it.

Dawn raised her head at the sound, her eyes didn’t so much come alive as turned inquisitive. “May I see?”

“I...Well, at least for right now, I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Really?” She smiled and shrugged. “I mean, what could be worse than what I saw last week?”

What indeed? I could think of a few things, my little, frightened bird, and perhaps you’ll find out, in due time. But as for what was going on right now...

I angled the laptop around for Dawn to see.

Lawrence had adjusted the guy wires so now Serafina’s legs pointed at the ceiling and allowed access to her ass. I didn’t mention this to Dawn but, if she had any experience at all, she could tell. I also brought back the sound and Serafina’s gagged whimpers filled the office.

Dawn leaned forward, her gaze intense. When Serafina came again, much more forcefully than before, Dawn swallowed a couple of times, but didn’t tear her eyes away. Not even when Lawrence slapped Serafina’s tits, then traded out her ass for her pussy again. His thrusts were more powerful now and Serafina struggled in her bonds, but the wires still held her tight, suspended in a limbo of bondage and sex. She came again and Lawrence waited, then pounded away at her still some more, but now quick and furious. This time was for him.

I turned the laptop away, muted the speaker again.

Dawn returned to her chair and stared out the window at my little garden. I watched her, but also glanced at the monitor. Lawrence’s twisted face indicated he was cumming now and would soon return to the monitor booth. He would watch over her while also doodling up a new device as Serafina hung in post orgasmic afterglow. Things were fine and I now could afford to focus entirely on Dawn.

“Do you have a boyfriend?” I asked.

That brought her back. “Huh? Ah, no. Not right now.”

“But you have.”

“Yes...”

“And they all ended in ruin.”

Dawn sat up a little. “I wouldn’t say that.”

“Really? So that’s why you’re here. Because your previous relationships all worked out so well.” Dawn pressed her lips together and I hurried on. “I’m sorry, Miss Flynn, but I needed to ask. We’re not here to provide a weekend frolic or even an extended fling. We accept only suitable applicants to train, those that meet our standards, for a potential match.”

“A match? Like a dating service? But I thought this was—”

“We are both. And I wouldn’t use the term ‘dating service’, because once we match a master, or even a mistress, to a slave, it’s permanent.” I smiled and shrugged. “We try to live up to our company name and motto, ‘Joined At The Whip’.”

Dawn smiled, the first time she had done so since she arrived and it transformed her. The facial tension eased, and she more resembled the bright thing that I had spied at the sandwich bar all those weeks ago. But it didn’t last. Her eyes flicked back out to the garden, as if she wrestled with some personal demon. I let her and leaned back in my tall, padded chair, studied her over my clenched, entwined fingers. It could go either way now, and I couldn’t let any anxiousness show.

“What do you look for in your applicants?” she suddenly said.

“A burning interest in SM. And unconditional commitment. The rest will naturally flow.”

“And if it doesn’t?”

“You can leave at any time. But if you possess dedication, are truly committed, it won’t even enter your mind.”

Silence again.

“Fine,” she said, and gave a small sigh. “Do you need me to sign anything?”

“We go on a person’s word here. But if it’ll make you feel better, you can sign a contract later. Now take off your clothes.”

“What? Now?”

I grabbed my whip, stood up and shook it out. “Commitment, slave. It’s total and it starts NOW!”

I swung the whip overhead and cracked it on the desk. Dawn jumped out of the chair. I came around the desk and shook it at her. “Don’t test me, slave. Remove those clothes or I’ll have them ripped off!”

Dawn backed away a little, but her shaky hands reached up and took off her blazer, then undid her shirt buttons. Down to her bra and panties she hesitated. I backhanded the whip across the front of her thighs.

“ALL of your clothes! Hurry up! You’ve already earned your first punishment.”
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