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Prologue

       The time in my life has finally arrived when I find myself considering revealing the interesting life I have led. To you, the young people reading these, my tales, I should warn you that I would now-a-days most assuredly be thought of as an ancient monument to a time long faded away. To people of my own generation, I would be considered an aging spinster; most would never believe the domination games and life style that I have enjoyed throughout my very long life.

       I am, as you will have discovered so far, quite elderly; perhaps even old, possibly ancient, and most defiantly single. As to my age, there is, was, and never has been any choice or control over it that I could exert; unlike throughout every other aspect of my life. As to my single, unmarried status, well that is entirely a different thing and one that is quite simple really to explain. Despite pressure being frequently applied on me by certain relatives, and having had numerous proposals of one sort or another, I simply have never met a man with the perfect qualities for marriage to me. Finding a submissive male who would crawl across broken glass just to please me, is hard enough, though not impossible. Finding one that will allow me to lead the life of independence I require seemed impossible then. That is not to say that I did not have a love of my life and I still do, in a young man called James. With him marriage would not have been appropriate for either of us and so was never considered or raised as a subject.

       It is my intent to regale a few of my more interesting escapades; I like to think of this as my autobiography, and an opportunity to enlighten everyone that is interested in domination, concerning my life, and how I both lived it and used my position to my advantage.

       Believe me when I say that there have been a lot of men pass through my hands, and they all have obtained what they desired in one form or another, though not always as they might have wished to obtain it. I was never one to grant the pathetic wishes of a slave! I was and always will be a bitch queen. The males who sought me out did so knowing this, and as such did not deserve my sympathy or concern (nor would they want it). I deserve their adoration and subjected offerings and pathetic service.

       Now please remember that all of what follows occurred many years ago and life for the rich (and my family was quite rich then), was completely different to life now. Also, I am of an age where I might slightly muddle up a few simple things, like dates and fashions, etc., so please forgive me if I do. I sincerely hope you will enjoy what I have to say, tell and even reveal as you journey with me through my eventful life as a dominatrix.

       Of course, you will understand that I being a member of the aristocracy by birth my father is an Earl, which means that I have changed various peoples names to protect them and their families. After all, I would not wish to harm anyone that has participated in making my life so erotically wonderful and highly fulfilling.


Chapter One

Down By the Lake, On A Sunny Day In May.

       The First World War (a war to end all War’s) had ended when I was still quite young. My family had, by luck, remained relatively unscathed, and somehow my father had retained most of our staff. George, our junior gardener (and now our only proper gardener) had avoided being called up to fight because of his age, and having suffered through rickets in his youth. His son, James, had also remained in father’s employ because he had been born with a club-foot, and the military of the time did not want him to serve, him being a ‘cripple’. Only the able bodied could be sent to fight and die on the fields of battle, or so father told me.

 

       With the sun high in a summer sky I decided to ‘take the air’, as mother would call going out for a walk. I departed from the main house intending to walk toward the lake and perhaps to circle it, whilst enjoying the pleasures that peace and tranquillity offered. Following the main path, I saw George doing something with father’s roses, which confirmed exactly where he would be for the afternoon. Of James, there was no sign, so I would have to be careful; for you see, I liked to remove my undergarments and walk the pathways, whilst enjoying and feeling the pleasure of knowing that I am naked beneath my long skirt something that ladies of breeding should never do, enjoy, or anything.

       Little did I know when I set out how informative this sunny afternoon would become for a young woman with very little real knowledge of the opposite sex. Nor did I know then, or even suspect, that I would discover a world of domination, which would provide me with both a good living and a very rewarding and healthy sex life.

       That day would be the day that changed the course of my life. That day, I would discover the pleasures to be found in dominating males, and that day, I would be reborn and set out on a lifetime of subjecting the willing, and sometimes not so willing. That day I became a dominatrix, though at the time I had never heard the term, but I would, and I would embrace every aspect of what it meant.

 

       Father had a little boat-house facing out onto the lake, within which he had a small sail-boat mostly used for fishing from when he had the time, which was not very often. I was intending to enter into it and there remove my undergarments and leave them hidden until I returned. I glanced around and opened the single wooden door only to see a young man standing upright, with his breaches around his knees and something long thin and pointed sticking out before him. It was only when I looked closer that I noticed that his hands were reaching above his head, and he seemed to be struggling. I entered quietly and without being noticed, he was too engrossed in trying to free himself.

       Clearly the young man was James, George’s son, but what was he doing, I asked myself, with his trousers around his knees? I decided to be brazen and challenge him, so I walked right up to him and stood in front of him, and low and behold, the thing protruding out waved at me in a jerky way. It bounced up and down, whilst James turned bright red in shame and continued to struggle with the restraining ropes, which I could now clearly see binding his wrists above his head. The weight attached to the other end of the rope had got caught, thus securing him. I realised that he had to have fastened himself in this position, which intrigued and quite excited me.

       “My, my, James, you have got yourself into a pickle, would you like some help getting free?” I asked him, wondering what he might say.

       “Oh shit, I mean sorry, Miss; please don’t tell anyone you found me like this!”

       “Give me a reason not to James and I will consider it.”

       “I’ll do anything, Miss, anything you say, but please keep this our secret, please!”

       I quite liked the idea of this strapping young man doing anything I said, I reached out and touched his protruding flesh and to my horror it spat at me, so I slapped it; it spat some more and reared up again. James groaned first at the spitting and then at my slapping, clearly he was enjoying the feeling, so I slapped at it again. He groaned again. It was then that I saw the twin round things hanging beneath his rod, at this point I had no idea of what a man looked like, and being inquisitive I had to find out, so I gripped the twin balls and squeezed them, rolling them around with my fingers. James groaned again, but he also drew in a sharp breath of pain, so I eased off my grip and rolled some more.

       He apparently liked that much more because his thing spat again and he wobbled on unsteady legs, whilst groaning and begging me not to stop. Me being me, I stopped right then, James was clearly enjoying this treatment much more than he had any right to be and I wanted to teach him a lesson.

       “I think what you are doing is very rude of you and you deserve punishing soundly so it is my intention to thrash you. What do you have to say to that, James?” I demanded of him. The severity in my tone had a direct effect on his thing; it stood up more, as though paying attention to what I had said. James, on the other hand, just nodded, I think the cat had got his tongue or his mouth was so dry that forming words, even simple words like ‘yes Miss or no Miss’ was beyond him just then.

       Here, bound before me was a young man, one that clearly deserved a taste of the strap, and apparently wanted to feel it as well. The sad thing is that I did not have a strap to thrash him with. When I told him of my dilemma, he suggested (he could talk again now) that I cut some switches and thrash him with them. The word birch exploded into my mind. A fearsome instrument of correction used on only the most errant of culprits, the idea of birching James’s naked bottom certainly appealed to me.

       I made him an offer he could not refuse, my silence guaranteed if he accepted my punishment of him. What choice did he have but accept? None I reasoned, as did he. So it was that a short while later James and I were outside cutting some saplings. I watched as he gathered them together knowing that it was his naked bottom that was going to feel them delivered by my little hand. I watched in fascination as he stripped the bark of two striplings and used it to make and bind the bundle of twelve rods together tightly, before handing me the finished implement. He even suggested that there was a fallen tree nearby, which he could bend over for my disciplining of him. I, of course, indicated that he should lead on. We walked a little further around the lake together; me still holding the newly created birch, him anticipating the pain that his instrument would inflict upon his bottom.

       A short while later, James turned us away from the lake and entered into the woodland surrounding us; the tree was exactly as he had described it to me and I agreed with him that it was perfect for the job in hand. James lowered his trousers once more, and bent over the fallen tree trunk. I watched as his buttocks rose up, then stepping to one side I held out my rods of correction, to take aim and then let fly.  

       The birch whistled eerily through the air before impacting on his flesh, where the twigs spread out in a fan shape, covering most of his naked bottom in one stroke. This was going to be most enjoyable, I realised, for me at least. I decided that his behaviour and my silence would cost him twelve very hard strokes. I took aim again for the second. When it lashed at his flesh, I heard a whoof of air expelled from James’s mouth, followed by a gasp of real pain. I almost hesitated to strike again, and I would probably not have, if he had not wiggled slightly further over the tree trunk to present me with a more rounded target.

       The third stroke really cut the air. It thrashed down with my entire arm’s strength behind it, just at the last second of its flight I flicked my wrist forward adding even more speed to the whipping birch twigs. The effect was incredible, the twigs hit and compressed his flesh, what little was still white instantly coloured to a deep red. His bottom looked like it had been attacked by a very angry swarm of bees, which I then discovered to be a very pleasing state of affairs for me at least.

       James, when I finally allowed him to stand had his thing poking out and reared up like a Greek god statuette I had once seen. His hand reached down and rubbed at his male member, I looked on. He looked at me and said “Please, miss, I am desperate, I need to…”

       At that moment, I did not understand what he needed to do, but I decided that if it was so important to him then I would let him, and watch and learn. I nodded saying nothing less I get it wrong. He clasped himself tight and jerked at his stiff thing, it shortly spat again, but this time he fell to the ground before me still pumping hard at it, yet more of his stuff ejaculated across the ground. He fell forward, his nose almost touching my shoe. His head lifted slightly and he kissed the tip of my leather shoe whilst groaning as though hurt.

       I stepped back slightly shocked that a grown man could so easily be reduced to such splendid degradation, and all because of his little thing. I almost laughed at him, but stopped myself as he groaned once more.

       “Thank you, miss, thank you so much.” His voice sounded forced as he spoke, as though the words were being spat from his mouth through thick porridge. His pleasure was evident to me, but exactly what had caused it I did not then understand.

       I knelt next to him, patted his head lightly and asked, “Are you alright?”

       He nodded and again said, “Thank you, miss.” His words sent little sparks of electricity through me. I had somehow caused him this pleasure and I felt quite pleased with myself, though I would have to learn what I had done and how I might do it again. For then, James seemed as happy as I was puzzled. I knew it had something to do with his being tied up and then thrashed, and finally pulling at himself. What I did not realise then, was that it mostly had to do with me giving him permission and standing over him whilst he pulled at his male thing.

       I would have to talk to him about exactly what had happened and he would damn well explain or I would make his life a living hell for him. I could threaten to tell father what he had been doing if he refused. That should work, I decided. For now, though I needed to return back to the house and to the privacy of my room to think because James was not the only one affected in a ‘strange way’ by our enlightening interlude. Tomorrow I would seek out James and tomorrow he would answer my questions, all of them and in detail.


Chapter Two

Dire News and A New Beginning.

       Please bear with me, I know you want to read about my life as a dominatrix, but you first need to know the basic history of my family if you are to understand exactly how everything came to pass.

       The year was 1937, the date was May 10th and it was raining hard. My intention to seek out James and blackmail him into explaining everything he knew had to be put on hold. I was informed by father’s butler that two gentlemen from the Air Ministry had arrived by car, accompanied by our family’s solicitor in that ridiculous bright red sports car of his. The time was ten-thirty am on the morning of the 10th, and little did I know as I waited in the formal lounge to greet them, exactly how shockingly horrible this day was going to be for me and how much my life would have to change.

       Before I tell you what had happened and how my life changed from pampered daughter to dominatrix, I need to tell you of the events that had taken place just three weeks earlier. My father, who was a diplomatic representative, had been summoned to somewhere secret, and instructed to deliver something equally secret. He, of course,  immediately accepted his instructions and, at the same time, had decided to invite my mother to come along as a sort of impromptu holiday.

       They had departed for London and then travelled on to Germany by train, from there they intended to relax and enjoy the local scenery. Father liked the outdoors very much. They would then seek passage to America and finally return some weeks later and hopefully much rested to England in mid-June.

       My unexpected guests entered into the lounge shown in by Michael, my father’s footman. The three of them looked quite grave to me, a twenty year old, young lady, filled with the excitements of the year to come. They removed their hats and looked at me. I asked them to sit, which they did, the ministry men sat on a large settee and Harold Stein, solicitor and family friend, sat in an over stuffed arm chair. He looked ridiculous, him being quite short and the chair being very large, but the atmosphere in the room caused me to refrain from the pleasure of a smile.

       “Lady Drop’s, I have some serious and sad news to have to deliver.”

       That is exactly how he said what he said; and how my life previous to then was shattered.    

       “Lord and Lady Drops...” He hesitated. “Miss, your parents were on a diplomatic mission to Germany, as I am sure you knew. They completed that mission perfectly, it is my sad duty to have to inform you that on the 6th of May 1937, at 7.25pm at Lakehurst Naval Station in the U.S.A, they were counted amongst the thirty-five men and women sadly killed in the Hindenburg Air Ship disaster. The prime minister wishes me to convey his personal condolences, and to inform you that your father served his country well, and with grace, and will be much missed, as will your mother.”

       That was that. They stood together, returned their hats to their respective heads together, then they departed having shattered the peace and tranquillity of my life. I, with the grace of breeding, thanked them as they departed, and asked them to pass my thanks to the prime minister. To this day I do not know how I held my emotions in check until they left, but somehow I did.

       Harold Stein, dear old Harold, he had been a part of my life, a frequent guest to my parents events throughout my childhood, that day he became much more to me than a family friend. He became one of the two rocks on which my life would develop from then on, and it was Harold that most assisted me to develop my obscure taste for domination. He would be the one who provided the information I needed; with regard to some of the more concealed functions within the house, and its grounds. As for the estate, that was and still is managed by a perfectly capable manager, so nothing needed changing there.

       “Penelope, let me first express my heart felt sorrow at the loss of your parents, they were good friends and I will miss them terribly. There will come a time to grieve their loss, my dear, but right now, there are things that need to be signed and others that need explaining. Today I will first explain that despite your loss, your financial security is guaranteed. Your father made more than adequate provision for your well-being and he ensured, via a trust fund account, that the estate would be maintained effectively.” 

       Harold went on detailing most of father’s intent and had me signing numerous pre-drafted documents. It seemed that I was the sole beneficiary to my parent’s estate. Though I could not sell the estate property, I would be provided for. Thank god for father’s foresight, and Harold Stein.

       Harold departed shortly, but before he left, he handed me a letter, which he said I should take into father’s study and sit at his desk to read, once I decided to open it. I have to admit it felt quite bulky in my hand and scary in an odd way. Father had obviously had the foresight to write it for my attention. Harold said he would return in a few days, and that he would arrange the details of their funerals, if necessary. He pointed out that the government might wish father to have a military funeral because of his diplomatic service and military record. He would inform me once he had ascertained the government’s desire and returned. Until then I was to try to rest. That night I cried myself to sleep, not just because of my loss, but also because I did not feel I was ready or able to take up father’s mantle and control the estate and all its personnel.

       The next morning, I summoned the household together and formally informed them of the loss of my parents. The butler stepped forward from the line to offer his condolences and to say some nice things about my father, before handing me his resignation as clearly there would be no suitable post for him from now on. I accepted, as I had no other choice. I also lost an under butler and two footmen that day, none of whom I really needed, so the household diminished, but also became closer.

       The only other thing that you need to know about that period of my life or that is relevant to the rest of this tale, is about father’s letter, which I do not intend for you to read. That letter led me to locating a certain locked chest, its contents led me to a lifestyle I could only have ever dreamed of existing, and I might have thought was only a figment of my own imagination had I had those types of dreams.

       Other than the contents of the chest and its effects on my life, the rest of the transition from father’s estate, to my estate, passed smoothly. Mostly, I am certain, because of the influence and actions of Harold Stein. A man whom I would learn a great deal about once I discovered and opened father’s, or more accurately, I should say, grandfather’s chest, and read and viewed its stimulating contents.

       There was also the matter of a certain conversation with James, though that did not happen until a few days after I had opened the trunk and most of the questions I had determined to ask him had already been answered by the contents of that box. James would become very important to me; he would be my very first slave and would serve me throughout his life with extreme diligence. James’s loyalty to me was never in question, especially as I learned to understand his needs and desires and found them quite in tune with my own.

       You must be, as I had before I opened the trunk, wondering at its contents; they were quite remarkable to say the least, and it opened up doorways I would never have dreamed of being able to open up without its help. The trunk shined a light on many different occurrences throughout my family life. It illuminated and displayed my parents and their guests, along with all their desires, and provided me with a fine starting point for what would become my chosen lifestyle. I would throughout my life use the information contained within it, and add to it, for the benefit of the next generation, assuming that there was to be a next generation.

       It is strange to know that your father was a practicing dominant, whilst your mother was a self confessed submissive, and that their friends and acquaintances were of a like mind. It is even stranger to understand that what you as a child had thought of as innocent adult gatherings, had in fact been something far deeper and darker than you could have believed, and also far more interesting now I was of an age to appreciate the efforts and interplays. The morning I opened the trunk I also opened my family history and discovered that there was much to learn.


Chapter Three

The Trunk: Sexual Excesses Explained My New Lifestyle.

       I did exactly as Harold had advised and sat in father’s second floor study, at his desk that looked out of the large bay window, to open the letter. There was much within that letter, which I do not intend to discuss, but there were also the instructions to locate ‘the trunk’, or box. Father had explained exactly how and I followed his instructions to the letter, you might say. Within the upper drawer I discovered that there was a plate of wood fixed to the desk’s underside, which I pushed. To my left a click sounded as a dowel poked out from the foreleg joint. This I twisted to the left, then as I applied pressure to the dowel, it withdrew. To my amazement the bottom two drawers swung open, not slid out as one would expect draws to, but swung open on concealed hinges.

       They were not drawers, as I had always believed them to be, but a concealed cupboard. I pulled fathers overstuffed chair out of the way and opened the cupboard door fully. Inside rested an old smooth wooden undecorated chest. When I withdrew it from its hiding place, I noticed that the lock was recessed and polished smooth; I had no key to open that chest. I once again returned to father’s letter, which had also contained the method of winding his long case clock. I would like to be able to claim that I instantly divined father’s meaning, but it was quite a while until I did. I approached the clock and took out the key from within its case. The key was made of brass and quite decorative, it looked much like you would expect a clock-key to look, but when I inserted it into the boxes lock, it turned effortlessly.

       The lid popped opened and the contents were finally revealed to me. Inside was a letter from my grandfather to my father, in which he detailed a list of names and the location of everything he had installed in to the grounds. There were carriages I had never seen, stored in a hidden room of the stables, with its own hidden entrance about which I knew nothing. There was a ballroom I had never heard of, equipment and straps for subjection, a jail for slaves, and much, much more to be discovered.

       Having read grandfather’s letter, I noticed another which was addressed to me, it was from my father obviously, the words described in detail his practice of domination, it also added to the list of methods and equipment which he had added to grandfather’s collection for his own pleasure. I sat back, slightly shocked at the content, but also with my mind racing at the strange pleasures on offer.

       There was a third letter, which was from mother and started with, ‘My darling daughter, I have been instructed to write…’ Mother went on to describe her life as  a slave to father more than as wife to my father, and from there on she continued to explain her view of her life on our estate. It was interesting to read a submissive view of the torturous equipment and its uses, all hidden around the estate. Reading mother’s letter confirmed her status as a slave to me, but at the same time allowed me to realise which end of the whip I would prefer to be on. She, by her descriptions, added an incentive for me to continue the practices and traditions, and she also granted me her permission to add my own flavour and methods into this established pot.

       I thought of James, naked and upstanding, spitting his semen at me in his excitement at my humiliation of him. I pictured him locked in a cell, bound, perhaps gagged, helpless as he awaited my attention. The delight filled me up, stimulated my sex to respond in a way I liked and was quite new to me.

       There were also pictures, and a diary inside of the case; the pictures showed men and women shackled to pony traps, racing and running, pulling other men and women around our lawns. The depicted drivers with whips raised high being used on assorted slaves to drive them forward. There were women bound over tables, fixed tightly with rope or chain and being displayed, with some being used by dominant males. There were males bound over similar tables also being used exactly as the women had been, but by women not men, and there were much more debauched photographs for me to view. Each successive image fed my desire, each word or notation drove me to delve deeper into the trunk and its contents. Filling me with a desire to participate whilst driving forward a need in me to continue this secretive family tradition.

       That day I learnt that I came from a family who were deeply invested in the culture of domination and submission, and that day I decided to continue that tradition un-reservedly. I opened the diary; within I discovered a list of names most of whom I knew vaguely, as most of them had been frequent guests at our estate. Now I understood exactly why. Next to each was a single letter, either a (d) or an (m), by now I understood exactly what each letter demarked. I looked down the m’s for masochist, because my interests lay more in acquiring slaves, than other dominants. Though later I would come to understand the financial implications of catering to both and the pleasures to be gained by doing so.
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