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A Place for the Slave

	 

	Since Barbara was only renovating a house, the project was only delayed by a few weeks. The move took place on the second weekend of July, rather than at the beginning of the month. It wasn't much work, within an hour on Saturday morning, with Gerald's help, their few belongings were stowed away in his van. They could leave the furniture, because tomorrow, Daniel heard from Barbara, Franziska returned from Madrid and would move back in. A regretful shrug of the shoulders accompanied her words. "Well, I guess she'll be a little lonely here."

	Wordlessly, Daniel stowed the blue tin can from the shelf in the last moving box, which was half-filled outside in the hallway, then he looked again in all the desk drawers to make sure he hadn't forgotten a manuscript or a bank statement. Yes, it is quite possible that Franziska would miss her slave, who had defected to a new mistress. But what could he do? After all, she had handed him over to Barbara herself for care, and could he help it if she showed him things he didn't want to miss? If he were faced with the same choice again, the decision would be no different.

	They had everything. Right? What happened to Klara? He preferred not to ask about it, since that would only have earned him the sneering question whether he was keen on her. But once again he had forgotten that Barbara could read his mind.

	Smiling, she shook her head. "We'll leave it here. It belongs to Franziska. You'll  have to get over losing."

	Gerald, who apparently knew exactly what the conversation was about, grinned amusedly, then he heaved the box up with a snort, which could not have been so heavy as to merit one. One last time Daniel looked around the shabby apartment where his dreams had come true, dreams he had not dared dream. The experiences he had lived here (and would continue to live, he hoped) were truly unbelievable. With his box in his hands, Gerald clattered down the stairs, while Barbara went upstairs with Daniel to give Jasmin the keys to the apartment, which Franziska would get from her tomorrow.

	Since Gerald was waiting for her downstairs and Jasmin looked as if she was cleaning in her short trousers and a somewhat grubby blue top, Barbara simply       pressed the bunch of keys into her hand between the door and the hinge. 

	Jasmin smiled half sad and half pensive. "Well, now you're moving out... You've brought me some interesting surprises."

	Oh, yes. The images she remembered also haunted Daniel's mind. He would never forget the moment when he suddenly stood in front of her in the stairwell in skirt and top, and just as unforgettable was his very first curtsey in front of her, where he feared to drop dead of shame. In his memory, this too had become attractive, he remarked in astonishment. At this moment no curtsey was asked of him and he was dressed like a real man, well, almost, because when he moved, the pantyhose flashed out treacherously between trousers and shoes to show everyone with eyes in their heads that he was not such a normal man after all.

	Barbara invited Jasmin to her housewarming on Saturday. Daniel listened with horror. A housewarming party? With guests? With guests, of course, since there can't be a party without them. What was in store for him? Jasmine was unsure, Barbara charmed her into accepting the invitation. From five o'clock on, Barbara said happily and left with a cheerful wave. Full of dread, Daniel followed her down the stairs. A party. That would be quite a challenge for him...

	Downstairs out front, Gerald was involved in a discussion with a pretty black-haired and black-eyed traffic warden, who was about to give him a parking ticket. Half of his van was on the street, half on the pavement, but not on the cycle path, which was not advisable in this city here, where cyclists defended their territory with the wrath of true warriors. Wringing his hands, he tried to convince the lady with the stone smile that this was a special case, you can't carry heavy furniture around half the city after all. He exaggerated to no avail.

	Irritated, the woman looked at Daniel's shoes, under which the tights were visible. With their subtle nude tone, they should not have been visible, but she seemed to spot them, as though they were bright red. Immediately, she regained her composure and explained to Gerald, unmoved, that "that vehicle there" (she pronounced it as if it were a rusty heap of scrap metal) had been standing around unattended for far too long, obstructing traffic and forcing pedestrians into grave danger on the cycle path. A little exaggerated, but at least she was only fining him twenty euros for it. 

	In this shitty town here, Gerald fumed, breathing would soon be forbidden, and you would have to apply for a license to walk on the pavement, but Barbara plucked his sleeve to calm him down. "Let it go. It doesn't make sense. I'll pay for the ticket." Eye to eye with a guardian of the no parking zones even a strict mistress like Barbara must relent. It's not the money, but the principle, he growled, while she accepted the ticket. He grumbled, she placated him and while he got behind the wheel, she squeezed herself and Daniel onto the double seat next to him. 

	As they drove off, they saw the traffic warden striding       into the side street looking for the next parking offender to punish. Perhaps, Daniel speculated, there was a dominant vein in her too, who would like to chastise the parking offenders with a whip. It occurred to him that he was probably just lusting after a cliché, and should rein in his fantasies a little...

	After a few minutes they arrived in the West of the city, and guided by Barbara, Gerald drove through the maze of one-way streets without incident.  Soon they stood before the newly renovated house, bright white façade with ochre-coloured window ledges, no longer spoiled by scaffolding. Barbara opened the white lattice gate and Gerald steered the van backwards on the ochre-coloured pavement until it was close to the side entrance, which was very practical. The front garden, Daniel saw, was no longer trampled by heavy construction workers' shoes, but had been restored with a gravel path along the house, some small bushes that had survived the renovation, and newly planted grass.

	Barbara, who today for a change looked quite industrious in jeans and T-shirt, rather than her usual smart trouser suit, stood at the entrance and unlocked the elegant white door. Curiously, Daniel followed her into the house which was to be his home Beige tiled floor, small red rug, one wardrobe and one shoe cabinet, both in white. On the left-hand side, between two anthracite coloured doors, there was a mirror as high as the ceiling. To the right there were two more doors, one leading to the kitchen, the other to the cellar stairs, and straight ahead through a wide glass door one looked into a large bright room, the living and dining room. The chain dangling from the ceiling could be seen from the entryway, an indicator that things were different here.

	Apparently, Barbara could read his thoughts again, because she smiled sadistically. "Well, that's just the way it is with me. But get dressed properly before you go on." She pushed the shopping bag into his hand, which she had taken from the van. "In here you'll find what you need. You can go to the bathroom." Her gaze pointed to the staircase that led up to the right of the entrance and looked quite extravagant: a spiral staircase with steel frame and light-coloured floating wooden steps. "First door on the left."

	The corridor upstairs was covered with red-brown parquet and there were four white doors, two in front of him right next to each other, then one on the right of the stairs and one on the left, which he opened gently. Oh! The bathroom he entered was the most luxurious he had ever seen in real life. This did not say much as he did not move in wealthy circles. The bathtub, the two washbasins, the toilet bowl and the bidet were peacock blue, the walls were tiled green, the floor was covered with dark slate. At the back in the corner there was a shower with a semi-circular transparent glass wall and through the lowered blinds shady daylight streamed in.

	In the bag he found a short pink pleated skirt and otherwise only saw white, a lace-trimmed thong, pantyhose, still in the pack, a bra with padding, a short-sleeved thin top with a chaste V-neck - and women's shoes, sandals with thin soles and block heels. He had not even known that such shoes also existed in size forty-six. Was the time of the ballet shoes over? They fitted reasonably well, and the first tentative trial steps were encouraging. He could walk quite well in them, and was grateful to Barbara for not having chosen thin high heels, although, now he thought of it, he'd have enjoyed wearing them...

	All neatly dressed in pink and white, he walked down the stairs again, trying to find a halfway elegant walk, but that didn't seem to work, because Barbara, who had just come out of the living room, shook her head. "You bounce down here like a clumsy oaf. It'll have to be different by next Saturday. But you have time to practice."

	Gerald dragged a box in and put it on the floor       in the kitchen, groaning. While standing up, he wiped his forehead with his sweaty blue T-shirt. "We're almost there. Not much left." His eyes wandered from Daniel to Barbara, who had both followed him empty-handed, and worriedly he frowned. "It's already hot as an oven and thirty-five degrees this afternoon. He'll shrivel up like a primrose in his tights."

	Barbara, who had taken a packet of sugar from one of the boxes standing around to put it in one of the pigeon-blue cupboards, waved away. "He'll be alright. They're symbolic, a reminder every second that he is my slave. It is absolutely indispensable. The symbol of his subjugation. He's lucky he doesn't have to wear them at night too." She had found a suitable place for the sugar, on the top shelf of the cupboard, where she could barely reach, and pressed it into Daniel's hand so that he could put it there. "And he who serves as an object of pleasure cannot complain of some discomfort. Countless enslaved women could confirm this."

	Stretched lightly on the balls of his feet, Daniel deposited the sugar on the top shelf, as he had done with Franziska that magical evening, when he was still a normal man, not a slave atoning for the injustice done to women over centuries. The symbol of his submission... Now he also knew why a pair of tights gave him such a delightful sensation of arousal, even when it was really too warm for them...

	In any case, his clothes were not suitable for the industrious work, so Gerald dragged the last boxes in alone without complaint. He began sorting the kitchen with Barbara, according to her instructions, of course. She had bought entirely new kitchenware, white dishes, elegant glasses, high-quality cutlery, heavy pots and pans. The inheritance seemed to have included a considerable sum of money in addition to the house. When the van was empty, Gerald dragged in a crate of mineral water, put a few bottles in the still empty fridge and drank one of them half-empty in one go. He stowed the rest in the adjacent pantry, which was so spacious that its shelves could have been used to store supplies for a football team. Then he knocked the dust out of his dirty jeans and went shopping.

	No sooner had he left the house than Daniel turned to Barbara. "May I please go to the bathroom, mistress?"

	She smiled understandingly. "Did you wait for him to leave?"

	It wasn't hard for her to guess his motivations. She knew how difficult he found it, especially in front of a man. The fact that Gerald was anything but a stranger and had witnessed Daniel's degradation more than once did not make it any better. "Forgive me, my lady, but it's not easy..."

	With an indulgent smile, she placed a handful of forks in the designated compartment of the cutlery drawer. "I don't want you to have it easy, but to be a good slave to me... It's probably pretty urgent?"

	"Yes, my lady."

	"That's what happens when you put it off for so long because you're embarrassed "Actually, I should make you wait a while longer as a punishment." She saw his startled look and generously waved away. "Then go before it's too late."

	The guest toilet was located right next to the entrance. As was proper, he left the door open while he knelt down in front of the blue bowl on the blue fluffy rug, for these rules, he once assumed, would probably not change in the new house either. Presumably this was also true for all other regulations. Barbara had already prepared washcloths and towels, so he could return to the kitchen hygienically clean. 

	They had already put almost everything away when Gerald reappeared with a red-and-white folding box loaded to the top, which he heaved onto the granite worktop. He had brought a lot of food with him, a loaf of bread and three portions of roast chicken with chips. Lunch. It was about time. Barbara opened the sliding door, through which one entered directly into the dining area, and she and Gerald carried plates and cutlery over themselves. 

	Clear light lines defined the large room, in which the tiled floor of the hallway continued. Two glass doors, framed by lime green curtains, led out to a terrace and garden. Over in the living area, on a light brown carpet, there was a seating area in dark red leather with a rectangular white lacquered coffee table. The wall was shelving filled with books and CDs, with a huge flat-screen TV and a stereo system. In the corner stood a stout stove with a massive metal chimney and a thick glass door. There was no carpet under the white table and the six red chairs in the dining area, nor under the small round plastic table, which did not match the rest of the furniture in the least. It stood a little aside near the kitchen door and in the middle of it was a yellow-red tin with marigold ointment. Halfway under the top was a simple wooden chair with a straight backrest. 

	Invitingly, Barbara's gaze pointed there. "This is the slave place. Especially for you. " 

	Oh! He wasn't allowed to sit at their table? That was really discriminatory. He put down his plate - and then he saw it, the shimmering metal dildo, rising challengingly from the non-upholstered seat of the chair! The tip was shaped like an acorn, in the middle two bulging rings came out and towards the bottom it thickened more and more.

	Barbara sat down at the front of the dining table, Gerald to her right, and smiling, she looked over at Daniel. "I'm sure you'll make good friends with it. But first take off your tights!" 

	Hesitantly Daniel pushed them down, along with the thong. 

	Amused, Barbara's gaze wandered to his half-erect penis, which Gerald of course also stared at. "Still a little shy? Maybe you should say hello to your new friend first. Give him a kiss!"

	What? Was she serious? Yes, as usual, she was, he could tell by her defiant look. There was nothing he could do but kneel down before it as if before an adored idol and kiss it carefully. 

	"That's it. Every day before dinner! Now you can prepare him."

	So that's why the can was on the table. With pointed fingers he spread some of the greasy yellow cream on the hard-cool metal and took some more, as a lot was probably good in this case. When he looked up again, he saw that Barbara and Gerald had already started eating.

	With greasy fingers Barbara put a piece of the white fibrous flesh in her mouth and grimaced. "It's pretty dry, the chicken." She nodded encouragingly to Daniel. "Sit down!"

	Yes, sit down, of course... With both hands on the chair, he sat down carefully, facing the two at the table. Stealthily he moved himself into position until he felt the cool tip in the right place, then he sank down gently. He felt the dildo come in big and strong. When he left the last support of his arms and sat down properly now, he was filled as never before. The fact that the chicken was really dry, half cold, and the fries looked like they had been eaten before didn't matter, as he had no appetite anyway. Aroused, he slipped back and forth on the smooth wood, he had given up trying to hold back the moaning.

	Shaking her head, Barbara placed her knife and fork on her half-full plate. "Tastes disgusting. But too much food is no good anyway." Her eyes wandered from Daniel to Gerald. "It makes him pretty horny." You think that thing's gonna hold?"

	Gerald was chewing the squishy chips. "Yes, yes, definitely. I sawed out the chair to fit exactly and filled the small gap that was still there with silicone. And I took a very long dildo, so that I could fix it ten centimetres further down with a stable U-rail."

	So this was Gerald's work, like the chain hanging from the ceiling certainly was. The thing on the chair seemed to be really stable. So big, it filled him to a state of rapture at the slightest movement. He still held a knife and fork in his hands, but only because he hardly noticed them and also because he thought it was good to hold on to something. 

	Barbara drank a sip of mineral water, complained that it was still quite warm, which was in keeping with the catastrophe of the midday meal, and looked at Daniel thoughtfully, as if he was the only ray of hope for her at the moment. "That's the way you'll eat from now on! Let's hope you don't starve to death while you're at it. But it will taste better again." She raised her index finger as a warning. "If I'm not here, you can't sit on that! You know that your lust is for me and not for you. Did you hear that?"

	He laboriously shaped his moans into words, "Yes, my lady."

	"Good. And you're gonna do exactly what you do every time you do it, without me having to tell you again. I hope you stick to it."

	What else could he do but stick to it? Once again, he wrestled the expected confirmation from himself. "Yes, my lady, I will."

	"We shall see. You've already declared a lot."

	Since Gerald had also pushed his plate away from him, the meal was now finished and Daniel was allowed to stand up, which he did very gently, with some regret. He wanted to pull up his pantyhose, but Barbara's headshaking stopped       him. "First, give him a goodbye kiss." Really? Daniel's hesitation lasted only for a tiny moment, then he sank to his knees a second time next to the chair and breathed a kiss on the warm metal that had been tainted by the heat and the marigold ointment that his lips carefully avoided. Again he was allowed to stand up and this time he was allowed to really pull up his pantyhose, then he was sent to the bathroom to get a cloth, with which he cleaned the dildo carefully. When the metal shone flawlessly, he had to kiss it goodbye, then he was sent to the kitchen to make coffee.

	From then on, coffee was no longer bought ground, but in beans, and these were kept in a large tin in the refrigerator, Barbara explained to him. A slowly turning coffee grinder, a futuristic-looking kettle, a heavy thermos flask made of red-painted stainless steel and a cream-coloured ceramic filter stood ready opposite the window in a rather gloomy corner. Soon the coffee was brewed and could be served, with the cake that Gerald had brought home. 

	With a good curtsey, Daniel first poured coffee for Barbara, then for Gerald into the ivory porcelain cups, and of course he did not forget the submissive words: "Here you are, my mistress," "Here you are, my Lord." 

	He himself was also allowed to drink a coffee and eat       a piece of cake, over at his cat table, but fortunately not in the slave place, as this was only for real food, not for small meals in between or for breakfast. Barbara explained this as she allowed him to take one of the chairs from the dining table.

	The coffee tasted bitter! This was inexplicable, since it was an expensive variety, the equipment was also of excellent quality and, as far as he could judge, he had done everything right. And the coffee still tasted bitter and sourish. 

	Barbara sighed heavily. "Let's hope this lack of enjoyment doesn't continue in this house. But maybe everything is just too new." That was a comfort to be clung to. Things would get better soon. With the chicken this was certain, because one of the fast food restaurants would soon close.

	When he had       put away the half-empty cups together with the completely empty plates and put them in the dishwasher, he and Barbara unpacked the last box still standing around in the hallway. In it was the blue tin, which he held helplessly in his hands. 

	Barbara pondered for a moment. "You don't have to put the plug in yourself regularly anymore. There is the slave place now. But every now and then we're gonna need him. And the other one too. So put them there." She pointed to the elegant white sideboard by the dining room table, on which her little educator was already lying, and plucked her ear in contemplation. "We'll have to get a crop if we get the chance. Somehow it is quite practical for a little punishment in between." Yes, the words of the saleswoman in the first shop. It was easy for them to talk, because it hurt him, not them. He'd rather not say anything about it.

	Gerald had dozed off in the meantime on a sofa and she sat down in one of the two armchairs with her new tablet and tried to connect to the internet with it. Meanwhile, Daniel connected his computer at his desk between the patio doors. This place, he learned with astonishment, was specially reserved for him, so that he could develop his creative power well. Soon, he had got the computer up and running. 

	The rest of the day passed in pleasant idleness. Twice he asked his mistress in front of Gerald's ears for permission to go to the toilet, without passing away in shame, a small dinner was taken by everyone in the kitchen, and the coffee he prepared at about six o'clock tasted bitter, for which there was still no explanation. After they all took a shower (one after another), they met outside on the terrace with a glass of wine. Barbara was now wearing a gold-coloured pantsuit with a white blouse buttoned up to the top, and Gerald was now wearing slightly newer jeans and a red T-shirt. Where he suddenly got these clothes from, Daniel did not know and would probably never know. He had to pour the two, which he did with a good curtsey, of course, and was then allowed to sit down at the dainty metal table on one of the graceful wicker chairs, with his skirt bouncing at the back and his knees open, as it had long been normal for him. Hopefully nobody could see him, because the evergreen hedge to the neighbouring villa was not really thick and it hadn't become dark for a long time now during the longest days of the year. Daniel was also allowed to drink a glass of wine, which he hadn't been allowed to do for a long time, but while sipping with restraint he noticed that he didn't really like it and that he didn't feel the need for alcohol, quite a shock. Every day anew. Unbelievable.

	It was a small, unattractive garden that stretched behind the house, a measly lawn, where the grass grew only sparsely because of the shady location here on the north side. The hedges, which were all around, were also more in need of attention than they were growing, you wouldn't get a prize in Schöner Wohnen for that. Only the bushes towards the road were quite dense, so that at least from there nobody could stare in.

	Barbara looked at the misery unaffected. "I have never been a nature person. The main thing is not to have too many ants crawling in." Good. So there was one more thing in common between her and her devoted sub. 

	Ants didn't crawl around, but they were surrounded by mosquitoes when it got dark and they turned on the outside light. They quickly fled inside, searched in vain for a film worth watching on the huge television and retreated upstairs around midnight, where the boxes with their clothes were still standing in the corridor. Tomorrow everything will be cleared up. 

	The bedroom was located behind the left of the two twin doors. There was a large wardrobe in it, a chest of drawers and a wide upholstered bed with a high headboard, both light brown, to which the dark red bed linen matched well in colour. One could only get in at the front left side, as at the back there was a mattress covered in blossom white on the floor. Daniel's place. So nothing changed in this relationship. Once again, he went to the toilet and then stripped stark naked. His ankle chain was not connected to the foot of the bed, which did not exist here, but with a solid padlock on a thick iron ring that was drilled into the wall. Also Gerald's work, or that of the builders, what would they have thought? But it couldn't really matter to Daniel, because they didn't know him, he didn't know them and they didn't matter.

	Barbara and Gerald were tired, had no desire for each other, wanted to sleep, and so Daniel was not allowed to suck on any toes, not to lick anything clean, not to suck anything devotedly. So there was nothing left for him but the imagination in which he devotedly did all this, and above all sat in his slave place again. Already at the thought of it, a pleasant shiver ran through him. Apart from the terrible food and the bitter coffee, the time here in the new house had started off on a very exciting note...

	 


Ruffles All Round

	 

	In the morning, Daniel pushed his thin white blanket of pure conscience far back to present the immaculate sheet to Barbara's scrutinizing gaze, then he was freed from the anklet and allowed to scurry to the toilet first, because he was always in the greatest hurry. But wait! He was not allowed to use the toilet in the bathroom, he had to go downstairs to the guest toilet, Barbara explained with raised forefinger. So he hurried down, stark naked as he was, without running the risk of running into a sleepy Isabel, which was on the one hand reassuring, on the other hand regrettable, since her presence had almost always been very pleasant and charming. Yes, he missed her. But this was not the right moment for sentimentality, which is fruitless anyway. 

	Back       upstairs, waited until the bathroom was free, then, after brushing his teeth and so on, he put on the things that were ready for him: one of the indispensable pairs of tights, still in white today, a short blue skirt and a pink blouse with luxuriant frills. His wardrobe had become quite extensive. Finally he slipped into his new white shoes.

	He found Barbara in the kitchen. She wore a long wide summer skirt and a blouse like his, pink, buttoned at the front and adorned with no less frills than his, but more impressively vaulted by her voluptuous bosom. 

	A little smile blossomed on her face. "Matching outfits." Oh, had her Isabel also come to mind, perhaps with a little melancholy? She unscrewed the lid from the coffee grinder. "I wanted to look a little romantic myself." 

	She succeeded in doing that. And she was relatively pretty today (luckily, she couldn't read all his thoughts) with her bleach blonde hair, which she wore up once again, her sensuously full lips and her rosy face. However... Her sober clothes suited her better, he thought, but that was a subjective opinion, because he preferred to see the mistress in her mistress’s attire, rather than a gentle girl. 

	Her blue eyes with the green flecks      sparkled at him       searchingly." Better severe than beautiful, right? You're not the only man who appreciates that more." 

	So she read his mind! All of them! Was it necessary to placate her? "I love you, my lady."

	"Yes, of course... What was that? How much coffee did you put in?"

	One tablespoonful of beans per cup, he explained, and that was a lot, which in her opinion should be okay. She now made the coffee herself, took a little less bean and ground them a little finer, with the result that the coffee still tasted bitter, but thinner. Grumbling, she put the cup away after a few sips. "Tomorrow I'll get another kind." So there was breakfast without coffee, but with orange juice, and Daniel was allowed to sit at the table with the two of them in the position of O. 

	Sighing, Gerald looked out into the garden, which was still in bright sunshine at this time, but not any more from noon onwards, as the sun then disappeared behind the house. "Actually I wanted to walk for an hour, but with this heat you can forget it."

	Instead, after breakfast he lay down on the sofa with a book, while Barbara and Daniel cleared their clothes upstairs into the huge wardrobe. Two thirds of the right side were reserved for them, while the left third including a coat rack was at his disposal. 

	She       neatly hung her many trouser suits on metal hangers and smilingly looked at him from the corners of her eyes as he piled his lingerie into the compartments arranged one on top of the other, very careful not to just stuff it in, and neatly sorted by bras, negligees and so on. 

	"You'll need them again soon. Christian is coming on Wednesday evening." 

	Oh. So his life went on seamlessly? But nothing else had been expected and he had hoped for nothing else. After all, that had been the main reason to move in here with her. 

	Even more than he had thought, Barbara informed him: "Elisabeth will be coming later with the youngster."

	Really? Johanna? He had stopped calling her the youngster, because she didn't behave like a youngster, but rather like an adult to be respected. 

	Finished with the pantsuits, she began hanging her extensive blouse collection on metal hangers. I'm assuming you're looking forward to seeing her. Especially since we now have a bigger table with more space underneath."

	Oh God! The pink skirt that he was about to hang on a hanger       almost fell out of his hand. Under the table? Did he have to do that?

	She smiled conciliatory. "Just kidding" But he was not off the hook. "Perhaps another time. Today we'll try the red carpet. It's extra fluffy to protect your pretty knees." She hung the last blouse on the golden coat hanger and carelessly stuffed some of her lingerie into one of the compartments without sorting it out in any way. "I'm tired of talking." With a mischievous smile she closed the closet door and looked over to him. "Someday, my beloved slave, perhaps you too will speak a word."

	With a helpless shrug of the shoulders he put his tops in the upper compartment. "Yes, my lady, I'm sure I will. Once I've digested everything..."

	Two of her boxes were still a quarter full; he put them outside in the corridor. He brought the three that were empty downstairs and stowed them away in the utility room, which was right next to the guest toilet. Maybe Gerald would take them with him when he left at some point, and he had to say goodbye... The very thought of this awakened deep shame in him and at the same time gave him that uneasy arousal that he found so compelling.

	Meanwhile Barbara was sitting in an armchair in the living room, busy trying to figure out the secrets of her new tablet, and since there was nothing for Daniel to do at the moment, he sat down at his desk and turned on his computer. But unfortunately, he soon realised, he could not concentrate on his story, because his thoughts fluttered from Gerald's farewell to Johanna's welcome and on to Christian. There was no hope of concentration.

	Gerald retired to the kitchen to start cooking. Astonished, Daniel learned from Barbara that he was a very good cook. In the old apartment he had not shown this, because there had been too little space in the kitchen, and he had been constantly disturbed. And that is something he can't stand at all, because company makes him nervous when cooking. Daniel thought that was perfectly fine, because he didn't feel much like cooking and even less like helping in the kitchen. But he had to set the table, so he had to bother Gerald after all. When he entered the kitchen, he was astounded by the mess. The kitchen looked like a war zone. There were dirty pans and bowls everywhere, in the black ceramic sink there were potato peelings and coffee beans. Dense steam gushed out of a large pot, grease splashed out of a pan, flour was scattered everywhere, and a piece of potato was smashed on the light-colored tile floor; it would take half a day to put all this back in order. With horror, Daniel realised that this would probably be his task. 

	Darkly eyed by the stressed-out Gerald, he brought plates, cutlery and glasses to the dining table and briefly glanced at Barbara. "For four people," right?"

	"Yeah, sure. What else?"

	Of course. What else? He could not have expected anything else. When the uncorked red wine was able to breathe and the mineral water was ready, Daniel quickly took the opportunity, which would probably not be as favourable as it is now: "May I please go to the toilet, my mistress?"

	She generously allowed him to do so, and when he returned to the living room after a short time, she looked at him with a smile. "You can walk pretty well in those shoes. You're less clumsy now." Somehow her mood seemed to match the frilly blouse; if she had stuck a flower in her hair, he would not have been surprised.

	A room-filling gong sounded in from the hallway and she raised her eyebrows in delight. "Oh, there they are. Right on time. You gonna open up?"

	What? Him? He never had to do that before. 

	When asked, she stretched her chin forward. "From now on, it's your job to open the door! Always! No more hiding. Now go on! Or do you want them to melt in the sun?"

	No, of course       he didn't. And the ranting that a house could not be built with the terrace facing north and the entrance facing south did not help. Hesitantly, he set himself in motion. If only there was an intercom! But no. The gate outside was not locked but only latched, guests would be standing right in front of the entrance door. Surely such a thing was no longer up to date! And what if there were Jehovah's Witnesses outside or a neighbour who wanted to borrow sugar? Ready to slam it shut again immediately if necessary, he opened the door.

	It was Elisabeth and Johanna standing outside. Elisabeth had a long, colourful summer skirt on and a pink frilly blouse, which was very similar to Barbara's and his. Funny coincidence. Her smile was a little surprised, because she probably didn't expect to get the door opened by him instead of Barbara. Johanna's face was almost expressionless, only the hint of a smile was visible in it. This was probably due to embarrassment, rather than indifference. She did not wear a pink blouse with ruffles, but a semi-circular cut-out white top and a lime-green pleated skirt.

	Since his greeting wasn't verbal and he didn't know what to say anyway, he simply tried to give an inviting smile and silently retreated in front of them to the red carpet where he knelt down as if remote controlled. The two of them followed him as if hanging from a fishhook, which was a bit paradoxical, since it should have been the other way around, and as one might expect, since she always preceded her little sister on arrival, Elisabeth's white sandals appeared before his eyes first. He licked them without shyness, kissed their red painted toenails, made the tongue circle around the high thin heels, but then they already moved away. Johanna's toenails glowed in the same dark red, perhaps they had shared the nail polish. He tried to suck her toes into his mouth, but was unsuccessful, he had to be content with tender kisses, licked the smooth white leather devotedly clean, the wide and low heels as well, didn't forget to kiss the delicate strap over the ankle...

	"That's enough! Come up!" It was Barbara's voice that tore him from his indulgence. "You can't lick her all day."

	Regretfully, he left the charming feet, stood up without looking at Johanna or anyone else, and heard Elisabeth turn mockingly to Barbara: "It's not his fault that he's so enraptured by her - but these shoes are doing quite well on him. I told you they would go better with his outfit than the funny slippers he used to wear." Oh, was that her idea? Amazing who cared about his appearance.

	Barbara nodded. "Yes, I like them too. And he's coping better than I feared.'

	Johanna said nothing about it. She just looked a bit disrespectful, as if she       found this subject completely impossible.

	Anyway, the timing was perfect, and the food was ready. In the dining room Elisabeth and Gerald greeted each other like good friends, then Barbara introduced him to Johanna, then they all sat down at the table and watched Daniel serve up the deliciously fragrant dishes, beef roulades in red wine sauce, tarragon potatoes and green beans in bacon. With a well-behaved curtsey he poured drinks for them, wine for Barbara and Elisabeth, mineral water for Gerald and Johanna, and when they were all taken care of, he fetched his food from the kitchen. In front of everyone, he put it down on his cat table. What next? His gaze fell on the provocatively towering metal dildo - yes, it had been exciting yesterday and the thought of it afterwards was tantalising. But at the moment it was unimaginable. Did he really always have to do that, at every meal, even in broad daylight on Sunday afternoon, and even before Johanna's eyes, completely of his own accord? Couldn't Barbara at least have given him the order? That would have made it a lot easier. His gaze flitted pleadingly over to her.

	Oh! A mighty storm was brewing       on her forehead. 

	Perhaps she could be appeased again if he was very well-behaved. Wordlessly he reached under the skirt with both hands and quickly pushed the pantyhose together with the thong down to his knees.

	Her voice rolled over to him threateningly. "Go right ahead. Take your clothes off!"

	He guessed what it meant, and a cold hand gripped his heart. "Please, my lady... I only wanted…"

	She interrupted him. "Have I ever felt like listening to your excuses? Bring me the gag! And don't say anything! Just do it!"

	The appeasement didn't work. Now it was just a matter of not irritating her any further. With the small steps, to which the tights pulled tightly around his knees forced him, he walked over to the sideboard, removed his gag from the blue tin and handed it to Barbara with a deep curtsey. He had to kneel down beside her chair so she could comfortably put the red ball in his mouth, and she tied the straps so tightly that they cut painfully into the corners of his mouth. 

	A twitch of her finger commanded him to stand up again, and reproachfully her eyes gleamed up at him. "Didn't I tell you in no uncertain terms what you had to do?"

	He curtsied in affirmation.

	"And isn't your ass keen on that?"

	Oh! Well... He curtsied a little more timidly, but truthfully.

	"And yet you do not! You're stubborn as a mule. You were embarrassed in front of our guests, weren't you?'

	He curtsied again.

	"Well, then I guess I should give you a little more reason - Get your clothes off!' 

	Without looking at anyone, he peeled his tights off, for a moment he had to hold on to Barbara's chair back with one hand for balance, as he was only standing on one leg. The rest was easier. He simply dropped the skirt and the blouse on the floor, but when he took off the bra, he made sure that the fillings didn't fall out, because that would have looked funny (as if he had no other worries!) 

	Barbara's hand pointed to the corner next to the sideboard. "Stand there and wait until I have time for you!" Their grumbling accompanied him on his way: "Why is it that you never come here undisturbed to eat?" Arriving in the corner, another order reached him: "Stroke yourself! Make sure you get it hard!"

	Achieving this wasn't so easy, because the anxiety was very deep. Barbara's outfit was deceptive. She was really upset, and it would probably hurt a lot... But still, it soon began to grow in his moving hand, because there were other feelings than just the trembling... The clatter of cutlery sounded over from the table, soft voices praising the food, complaining about the heat and talking about the house. It was very tastefully furnished, Elisabeth said, while Johanna said that she found the ochre windowsills a bit much, if she could put it that way... She was allowed to say so and her opinion was taken note of without going into it further, as discussions with a teenager could be quite difficult and perhaps, she was not so wrong... For a long time Daniel stood in his corner and the fear grew and grew. Finally, they had finished eating, and chairs were moved.

	Immediately afterwards the dreaded command sounded: "Come here!"

	He had to fetch the whip from the sideboard and hand it to Barbara with a humble curtsey. With soft knees he stepped under the dangling chain and obediently raised his arms. 

	It was Johanna, stretched up on the balls of her feet, who surrounded his wrists with the steel cuffs. The catches snapped into place with a click and her voice sounded astonished: "Look, it has become very small again."

	Knowledgeably Barbara shrugged her shoulders. "Sometimes it goes fast with a man." She stepped directly in front of him and gazed with interest at the saliva dripping inexorably from his lower lip. "I suppose you regret your stubbornness?"

	He curtsied.

	"But too late! As so often. Sometimes you'd think you were crazy for the whip."

	No curtsey, because no, he was anything but wild about that, he was only afraid of it.

	The thin leather strap that she had held in her hand along with the short handle fell to the ground and in her face appeared the breath of a pitiful smile. "One day you may fully appreciate that I really mean my orders - but now let's see how stubborn you are afterwards." Her eyes were fixed on Johanna. "You want to start?"

	For a moment Johanna acted as if she had to think, then she took the whip with a bored look on her face and positioned herself laterally behind Daniel. Gerald was no longer in the room, so Daniel saw before his eyes closed as if that would make things better. A fine whistling sounded, then an ugly clapping, fire was burning on his back. The next blows were even harder, driving agonizing sobs from the gagged lips. The hope that an adolescent girl could not be so unrelenting after all proved to be completely unfounded again today. When his loins, buttocks and back were on fire, the whip slowly worked its way up the front of him. What on earth was that supposed to be when Barbara picked it up? That she could hardly find a non-burning place on his body would probably not matter to her! The strap clapped across his chest and the world splintered in pain, desperately tugging his hands on the chain, which, however, held on unmoved, probably held by a twelve-point dowel that could have been used to secure an elephant.

	Words sounded in his ear from afar. "Let's hope he learned his lesson."

	Was it over? Actually survived? Carefully he opened his eyes and through the veil of tears he saw Barbara standing before him with the whip in her hand. Did she give him the blows in the front? In any case, he had not noticed any difference to Johanna's beating. 

	She looked at him searchingly. "Will you be good now?"

	He curtsied deeply.

	"I'm curious about that!" She herself freed him from the chains, being careful not to sully herself with the saliva dripping from his lips. Admonishingly, she raised her index finger: "Take a shower! Then you get dressed and come back down. But don't dawdle! Did you hear that?"

	He bent his knees to a curtsey and picked up his clothes from the floor. Elisabeth stood near the table and, like a disaster tourist, looked at the burning house from wide eyes, distraught, but unable to look away. In the kitchen he heard the strained grinding of the coffee grinder, a comforting sound that gave him the illusion of normality. Arriving at the top, he first took the gag out of his mouth and then went into the shower, which was really necessary as there was some saliva and sweat to wash off. The dressing afterwards was quite uncomfortable, as the pantyhose and bra rubbed painfully on the maltreated skin, but there were worse things, as he knew full well. There was a delicious smell of freshly ground coffee downstairs and the four of them had taken their seats at the dining table again, with steaming cups in front of them and biscuits on a three-storey square tier of curved white porcelain. 

	Daniel was one stage behind. When Barbara asked him to do so, he warmed up his cold food in the microwave and with a pounding heart he then put the plate back on his small round table.

	He had already gotten that far earlier. But now everything had to change. There could be       no hesitation. With a determined grip he pushed the pantyhose and thong down to his knees, then sank down next to the slave place and breathed a kiss on the metal dildo, no matter how funny it looked. He smeared it with marigold ointment and settled down on it, was staked low and tried to contain the bursting sighs as best he could. Halfway it even succeeded. He picked up his knife and fork and noticed at the first bite that the food, although heated, tasted very good. He was also hungry, so he emptied the plate completely, even though it was very strange to shovel something into yourself at the top, while you were so tantalisingly full at the bottom.

	Over at the table, the bitterness of the coffee was criticised, and advice was given on what could be done about it. Elisabeth shrugged and said that she had a fully automatic coffee machine with which there were no such problems, and Johanna looked bored because her coffee didn't matter. Gerald suggested that maybe he should try another variety, and Barbara explained to him with annoyed twisted eyes that she had already come up with this glorious idea herself. Whether it was well-meant or meant as a punishment that she brought Daniel a coffee like a Samaritan was probably a matter of interpretation, but in any case, it tasted really unpleasantly bitter, and the sugar added to it did not change anything. After a few sips he put the cup away again with the longing to finally get a good coffee again. Which, however, was the least of his desires. With deep pleasure, his butt stretched around the intrusive metal, while he imagined how nice it would be if he could now lay hands on himself or if Barbara laid hands on him or if Elisabeth laid her lips on him or Johanna... No, here he had to censor the pictures of his inner eye, because they would cause a disaster if left unchecked...

	Reading his feelings was probably very easy, at least Barbara smiled at him indulgently. "This slave place seems just the thing for you. But come on up now before you lose control." 

	Half redeemed and half regretting, he said goodbye to his beloved dildo, which was covered with not so few traces at all, as he saw when he kneeled down next to him immediately afterwards and kissed him gently. 

	Barbara's voice was heard again. "I'm afraid you didn't earn that cleaning cloth today. Clean it some other way!"

	The other way, he could guess. And the fact that in a society governed by the rule of law one could not be punished twice for the same offence did not matter, since this was not a society governed by the rule of law, no, not really, but pure despotism. He closed his eyes so that he wouldn't have to see the tracks anymore. And fatefully wrapped his lips around the warm metal, sucked it cleanly, carefully at first, then with increasing devotion, because it became less and less disgusting and more and more attractive. Only when Barbara said that it was enough now, he let go of it and breathed a last goodbye kiss on it. It shimmered pure and immaculate, as he saw at a fleeting glance. He stood up, pulled the thong over the half-erect cock in front of everyone and quickly pulled the tights up. 

	Barbara turned to Gerald with a       smile. "See how obedient he has become again? A few lashes can work wonders."

	Sceptically Gerald tugged at his ear. "Well, it was more than a few lashes. You gave him a hell of a beating." He got up from his chair and collected the coffee cups, which were all at least half full. I’ll take care of the kitchen."

	Really? He would clean it himself? This seemed like a small miracle to Daniel. And it was even more miraculous that he now had the day off, because the ladies withdrew with their glasses to the terrace, which was now in the shade of the house, and wanted to be undisturbed there. 

	So he sat down at his computer in the posture of O and began to search       the Internet for reasons for the bitter tasting coffee. He found some answers: Water too hot or of poor quality. Beans roasted too quickly, which is typical for the inferior coffee from the supermarket. Problems of the brewer, whose soul is reflected in the coffee. Coffee has been trapped in the pot for too long, losing its flavour after thirty minutes at the latest. Water ran too slowly through the powder during brewing and took too many bitter substances with it ... Was it because of his soul, and also because of Barbara's and Gerald's? Were they all so bitter that you could taste it in their coffee?

	Elisabeth came running through the room to him with a shy smile, but wanted nothing from him, and disappeared into the hall.

	Or was inferior coffee sold all over the country and the whole nation drank the bitter brew without complaining? The water maybe? It was quite chalky here in the city. But how was he supposed to find out whether the water temperature during infusion was just under a hundred degrees, as required? Or dripped too slowly through the grounds? How should one make it go faster? With a whip? By grinding the beans less finely, perhaps, but this was a tricky matter, since with coarse powder the water simply rushed through without taking any flavouring substances with it, and the coffee had no taste. Pretty difficult, all this...

	Elisabeth returned to the terrace and immediately afterwards Johanna crossed the room, her gaze wandered to him for a moment without showing any movement, then she too had reached the hall. He envied them both. How nice it must have been to be able to go to the toilet without asking for permission first. When she came back, he thought for a short moment about quietly and secretly retreating there, which they probably wouldn't notice since they didn't pay any attention to him. But then he thought of how angry his mistress would be if she saw it, and he preferred to go out and get her permission. 

	He waited for a pause in the women's conversation, which revolved around the unbelievable extent of NSA surveillance, then, when all three of them looked at him, he hesitantly uttered words that would probably never come easily. "May I please go to the bathroom, mistress?"

	She graciously allowed him to do so, and he almost bumped into Gerald as he turned around, who had finished in the kitchen, joined them with an empty glass in his hand and sat down on the last free chair. Asked to do so by Barbara, Daniel had to turn around once more and pour him mineral water with a devoted curtsey before he was finally released, at least for the time being.

	No sooner had he sunk to his knees in the guest toilet in front of the bowl with his pantyhose down and his skirt off in front than Elisabeth's voice could be heard from behind. "I thought I'd look in on you." She gently pulled the door shut behind her. "Don't let me interrupt you." And gently she turned the key in the lock. You'd think she was preparing to rape him. She was interrupting, of course. There he knelt and could not, a problem that answered her question: "You can't?"

	"No, Lady Elisabeth. Not working."

	"Then don't. Come here!" 

	He could let       the skirt sink, but not pull up the pantyhose, because there was no time for that. Of course he knew what purpose her visit here served, and so he turned to her and without hesitation put his head under her wide thin skirt, which she held up a little with both hands, and pushed his face between her tender thighs, which opened invitingly for him. He simply kissed and licked the thin pink panties that greeted his lips while he crawled after her on his knees. Something clattered, probably the toilet lid, then she sat down, probably on top of it as well, leaned back and spread her legs, after a short time already surrendered to the orgasm that his lips and tongue gave her as they loved to do.

	When she had enough of him, her hand pushed him away and he reappeared out of her skirt, he really had to pee and was relieved when she stood up from the toilet. For a moment he wondered whether he would have to ask for permission again, then he assumed that the permission he had just received was certainly still valid, and that Elisabeth, who was smiling blissfully to herself, would have forgiven him for just about any misconduct at the moment anyway. Her presence didn't stop anything this time, and when he had finished urinating, she watched with interest as he washed his penis thoroughly, she probably didn't see that often. Carefully dried and properly dressed again, he followed her back to the terrace, where everyone pretended that nothing had happened.

	With a still blissful expression on her face, Elisabeth sank to her chair and turned her gaze to her little sister. "We must leave soon. Uncle Johann's birthday party..." Invitingly, she pointed to Daniel. "You want a go...? He does it very well... as you know."

	Outraged, as if it had been suggested she appear in a porn movie, Johanna shook her head. "What you always think…" She seemed to have completely forgotten that she had already found her joy in him. But maybe she was embarrassed by Gerald, so Daniel speculated, or, what would have been much worse, maybe she had found his appearance today disgusting and despised him, didn't want to know anything more about him... However, he consoled himself, she had already spread a rather bad mood when she arrived. When they left a little later, she had no objection to his farewell outside in the hallway, but after a short time she withdrew the shoes from his tongue as if she couldn't stand it. Perhaps, he thought anxiously, she had actually had enough of him and he was lying at her feet for the very last time. Elisabeth, whose return was not to be doubted, did not want to say goodbye, as they were not allowed to be late for Uncle Johann's birthday party. While her sister left the house without looking back, she gave him a benevolent, perhaps even loving smile before closing the door.

	Barbara watched them with thoughtfulness. "Oh, my, she's in a bad mood, that girl. Let's hope next time it's different."

	If there is a next time, Daniel thought and stood up from the red carpet, which protected his knees really well from the hard floor.

	An hour later he knelt on it again, as Gerald had loaded the boxes into his van as hoped and was now ready to leave. And of course he had to say goodbye! And that without hesitation, because Daniel didn't want to feel the whip again today! With fingers now trained, he pulled down the bulky zipper of the jeans and took the half-erect penis resolutely, breathed little kisses on it, let the tip of his tongue circle over the circumcised glans and put his lips around it, sucked it devotedly, felt it grow in his mouth, how it twitched and trembled, wanted to receive him now, took it deeper without choking, pressed his tongue against it and heard a groan as if whole trees were being uprooted. Then his mouth was flooded by a sticky gush, which tasted bitter, as bitter as coffee, but unlike coffee could not be spurned. He swallowed everything and it was not bad, it was not disgusting, on the contrary, he greedily sucked out the last drop. He loved that cock, and if not him in particular, then a cock at all, nibbled and sucked on it more and more, would have loved to eat it, which of course was not allowed, and felt a hand stroking benevolently over his head.

	Barbara's educational theory, which Gerald had contradicted earlier, he now agreed: "The whip really does him good. Anyway, he sucks it especially well after a punishment." 

	But now he had enough of it. Gently Daniel's head was pushed back, and he cleaned the half-shrunken penis with his tongue, put it back in his pants and pulled up the zipper. Stealthily he looked at himself in the mirror. That he actually knelt down in front of a man, that was something that had previously only existed in his dreams, half disturbing and half longed for...

	With the handle in his hand, which was not a handle but a thick metal rod screwed on vertically (which again aroused       indecent associations), he told Barbara that he would of course help her at the party the next weekend, then the door shut behind him. Still swallowing, Daniel rose from his knees. The party! So troubling he had repressed the thought of it. Would he also have to sit in the slave seat in front of all the guests? It was better not to think about it, if possible...

	When they went upstairs around midnight, he was allowed to lick      his mistress to climax, which satisfied her as well as everyone else. Except Johanna, who was herself to blame if she was missing something. And besides him "of course". What was to become of him if there was no more Klara for him, how long would the imposed abstinence be bearable? 

	Chained as every night he lay on his mattress a little later and was ordered to play with himself so that his moaning served Barbara as a lullaby. When he thought that she had already fallen asleep, her voice suddenly sounded out of the darkness: "Tomorrow we'll get a crop. Where you went with Franziska." Then she explained to him how she imagined getting the crop, and he listened in dismay. He should do that? He wished to be the thoughtfully treated leisure slave of a gentle leisure mistress, who would not demand such a thing from him, and yet he loved her harshness. There was no need to affirm his obedience, for Barbara had fallen asleep, as her calm breaths betrayed. With all his strength he tore the fingers off himself. Keeping the sheets clean that night was a pretty heroic feat...

	 


Brand Spanking New

	 

	The meeting place was at the tax office at five o'clock, just as with Franziska the first time. The weather was different: the city was almost crushed by the weight of the heat, not cooled by a breath of wind. Another difference was the pantyhose, which at that time could have warmed pleasantly in the coolness of autumn, whereas now, under his dark cloth trousers, the tights were like a mobile sauna, not very comfortable. But there were worse things. And soon! The stream of humans rushed past him today a little slower, slower, more exhausted, if he saw it correctly, but he did not belong to it as much as ever.

	There she was, Barbara, he saw her from afar. Again she eschewed her signature trouser suit, wearing a long wide summery skirt and a wide blue blouse. She was still not as pretty as Franziska with her buxom figure, the rosy face and the platinum blonde hair, which fell on her shoulders in gentle waves, and yet the sight of her was a promise for Daniel, and not an empty one. She spotted him, stopped on the wide sidewalk right in front of the entrance to the black building, smiled defiantly over to him, obviously demanding that he approach her, not the other way around. As he went to her, it occurred to him, boiling hot, that he had to greet her somehow, but no, not somehow, but probably exactly the same way he had done it before in public, and not otherwise. 
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