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From being the bosses son, to becoming a lowly slave, all at the whim of a lovely young lady and all in less than a single year. A New Life…



 

Prologue

It is my intention to tell the reader briefly where I am at now, before I explain the convoluted way that I arrived at this point. A year ago I had met the woman that would both rock my world and change it completely. She would lead me carefully along a road that led only into slavery and subjection. She would ensure that I was swallowed up by my own hidden desires; she would make full use of those desires by unveiling them and using them to serve her in ways that I could little imagine at that time.

Today I find myself kneeling naked, with my clothes piled on a hard-backed wooden chair, placed behind me against a wall. I have my hands behind my back as I had been instructed to. 

 I was listening to my girlfriend and mistress openly discussing me and my future with her step-father. The situation I am currently in, created in my mind a terrifying vision for my future. To my horror I realized that my cock was trying to erect, sadly for me the possibilities were very restricted by an evil device she had ensured had been fitted permanently to my flaccid cock, some months previously. 

I had been fitted with a device that was designed to punish me for any male laxity, or loss of self control to her regime of strict male domination. A device that made self-imposed chastity of both mind and body my only option; that was if I wished to avoid experiencing pure unadulterated agony. 

Both of them could clearly see it, both ignored it. Why was I so aroused by my humbled position displayed before her step-father? I am not gay I tell myself firmly, it is the presence of her sitting over there looking so innocent, swinging her left high-heeled boot gracefully back and forwards that is so arousing to me; not his, the step-father’s presence I tell myself. 

Deep down I wonder; there is always him to consider and I know a little of his tastes. I know that he is a dominant male with clear ideas of what he expects from his slaves! Yes slaves I tell myself, I am not one of those, I am a guest in his rambling home, a guest brought here by his step-daughter. Still it had been he, not her that had suggested that I be stripped. It had been he that had indicated the position and place in which I now kneel. Yet it had been she, I calmed myself, who had brought me to this position, and she that had given me his requests as instructions to be obeyed. 

They are talking much as though I do not exist! I listen as they discuss the training of me; I watch the flicker of sunlight reflected around the room from his watch. It flits like a laser beam, its glint blinding me whenever it flashes into my eyes, and he knows it!

Training they had said! For what I wonder, because I have already been trained to obey instantly, but in reality I knew. I have always known my destiny, and now fate has brought me face to face with my future, through the auspice of my Goddess. How I got into this position? Why I am naked and kneeling? What they intend to do with and too me is a long story. 

Kneeling in instructed silence, forces my mind to wander over the last year, back to the point that my simple pleasant life had been changed so radically from. I could see the wooden door that was destined to set me on the road to my subjugation, it floated clearly before my eyes. It was closed, but shortly a Goddess would open it, and my life, a new and very different life, would begin. Until I approached that door for the first time, my life had consisted of the usual for a young free male; drinking, socializing, working and generally pleasing myself, with little thought to my future beyond the next day or so.


Chapter One

It was early evening on the outskirts of a major town and I had my best friend Mike standing next to me; it was him that had dragged me up to this door, in essence to meet his new girlfriend. Chi, I seem to remember her name was, but it has little bearing to my eventual situation, they did not really matter, Chi or Mike, nice people that they are. Neither would play any other part in my subjugation. They were only the means by which I was to be introduced to my Goddess. 

Mike pressed the door bell and shortly I heard footsteps approach on the far side, then the handle turned. It was one of those old knob types, the sort that move the latch back allowing the door to open. It swung inwards; Mike had stepped back and now stood next to me, looking expectantly at the opening door. Mike was no ladies man but it was him that was to introduce me to her.

The front door opened revealing a young woman of about eighteen years old. She was dressed in the most form fitting and sensually cut white jump-suit any male could ever have hoped to see. My eyes traveled upwards over her flat stomach, past her slim waist, across her small but nice looking breasts and up to her face. She had the most beautiful coffee colored skin, her eyes were dark brown and sparkled with mischief, I will always remember thinking, as I looked into them.

Her face lit up as she glanced over me, seeing Mike she smiled at him, but I knew right then that it was me that she was smiling at, not Mike, not anyone else, just me. I felt it, the intensity of electricity as it leapt from her to me; we both knew that we were destined to meet. She stood back from the door at the same time opening it wider, allowing Chi to burst out past this goddess in white and throw her arms around Mike; nearly knocking him down the stairs in her exuberance.

I have to admit that I just stood there looking slightly up at her from a low step, totally captivated by her beauty. Chi invited us in but Mike was eager to be off, he wanted to see a film and had dragged me along to make up a foursome with Chi’s friend. I sure hope that this was her friend, she was and we left. Chi introduced her to me at the pavement edge; her name was Jan shortened from Anne Marie. Somehow I just knew that we were going to hit it off and so I believed did she.

For the next three months we dated, we went out, went shopping, went to the pub and generally got to know each other. It was on one of those dates out that she startled me with a few revelations about herself, revelations which had a decidedly addictive and highly erotic effect on me. Up to that point we had shared a lot of time but not any real intimacy.

With my motorbike parked up we walked into the fields following a public track, she was leading and her lead took us over a low wall into a woodland, where we sat down. Our backs rested comfortably against a fallen tree, we were just enjoying the lovely day and each other's company. The conversation turned to the past and specifically to education; she had spent her time at school secluded in a girl’s boarding school. She told me about it in some detail but more so about how strict it had been. Discipline was driven home to the girls she said, on the end of a leather soled slipper or if really needed with a strap. She had felt the slipper many times she admitted, ‘being a bit rebellious by nature’ but only the leather strap once, and then she had been twenty-one and a senior girl in her last year of finishing school. She lit a cigarette, held it out to me before saying.

“This is what got my ass thrashed, six of the bloody best and all on the bare.”

My trousers reacted to her story or rather my cock inside of my trousers reacted, which was quite uncomfortable and very embarrassing. I did my best to cover my arousal and at the same time encouraged her into telling me more about her thrashing. Instead she turned the conversation to my education and specifically how we were punished. 

I had little of interest to regale her with, but she listened intently all the same.

“Well there were always detentions and lots and lots of bloody lines.” She laughed obviously picturing me writing lines, sat in some stuffy classroom, with a stern faced teacher hovering over me, watchfully. Then it came back to me and my one and only acquaintance with the school cane; well a blackboard pointer would be more accurate. One hard stroke I received that day across the seat of my trousers, whilst bent across the teacher’s desk. It had hurt at the time but… I hesitated to go on. I didn’t want to say what I had been thinking, because she would think me odd or worse.

She reached out taking my hand then looking deep into my eyes, she just blurted it out. 

“It felt nice afterwards, didn’t it?” 

I nodded, dumbfounded that she understood. “Yes-s… Ummm, it did, I was as horny as I had ever been by the time I had walked half-way home and it didn’t go away for ages." 

“I bet you had your trousers down as soon as you could to get a look!”

Was she reading my mind, how the hell had she known? I had a mental picture of me bent over, my trousers around my knees looking at my striped arse in the bathroom mirror and all with a throbbing erection poking out, demanding my attention. 

“So that was how you first found out, was it?”

“What?”

“About there being no real pleasure without pain first, or during!”

“I don’t understand!” I was lying, I understood exactly what she had meant, but I wasn’t going to admit it to her, well not then anyway.

She looked at me rather strangely; she then reached out to touch my face as she also leant forward to kiss me, I stopped pressing against the bulge contained within my trousers. Her palm lowered replacing my own hand; she ground gently against my concealed erection. 

“My we are hard, aren’t we!”

What could I say, her hand could feel my arousal, anything I might have said would have only added to my fast growing humiliation.

“Would you like your little problem dealt with?”

 Wouldn’t I just. I smiled, she rubbed and I couldn’t help but squirm beneath her touch. 

She unzipped my trouser front, reaching inside, weaving her fingers beneath my underwear feeling for my man-hood, and finding it... I groaned again, looking into her face feeling desperate for her to continue. 

“Would you like a blow job?” She came right out with it, shocking me. 

Would I, Oh Christ, would I…

She pulled gently easing my cock out into the light, looking down at it, smiling to herself as she wrapped her fingers around my thick stem, slowly easing my skin up then sharply down, up down up down. 

“Oh Shit!” If she carried on much longer I was going to come.

“Well, would you?” She demanded, her fingers halting in mid stroke.

“Yes!” I found my voice at last, “Yes please!” I mumbled.

“There’s no pleasure without pain,” she smiled at me, once more rubbing up and down, just once, before gently digging her fingernails into my swollen flesh.

“Well?”

“Yes, anything please,” I mumbled; even I could hear the desperation peaking in my voice. She rubbed again, and then she bent forward and lowered her head to my lap, kissing my swollen gland. 

That was my first time, my first ever blow job, it was also the first time I had felt another hand on my cock! I had once come in my trousers, much to the delight of the girl I was with. That was the honest height of my sexual experience to then, though I didn’t intend to admit it to her, not then anyway and probably not ever. 

Her mouth opened, her tongue protruded, licking her lips before slowly circling my cock head. Her fingers jerked down, pulling my foreskin out of her way, then it happened; I felt her hot breath blowing gently across my most sensitive skin, her tongue tip probed at my pee hole, followed by her mouth slipping slowly over my cock as she took me into her mouth. By all the saints hiding in heaven, I don’t know how I did not shoot my load right then, but I didn’t. She sucked, her fingers slipped down, her other hand pulled at my parted trousers, I lifted my butt allowing her to pull the coarse denim of my jeans down further. She pulled again, revealing more of me to her touch, her mouth felt so warm, so wet, so bloody nice. My balls began to pulse, ‘not yet’ I screamed in my head fighting to suppress my fast approaching ejaculation, ‘not yet’ please! I begged the gods of ejaculation, they listened and I held off, she lifted her head, still smiling. 

“Well?”

Well what? I puzzled.

“Well.” She repeated. “Do you accept my terms?”

Terms I didn’t understand what she meant by her words, I looked blank, she must have understood because she repeated that damn phrase. 

“No pleasure without pain”. Her nails bit into my flesh again. 

“Yes… Anything …Please don’t stop… Please!” 

Her mouth closed over my swollen gland sucking it deep inside, her tongue tickling at my stem, eagerly I thrust forward, and she pulled back, her tonsils touched briefly against my raging, demanding head. Deep in my swinging balls my semen began to surge, that was when I first found out exactly what she meant by no pleasure is without pain. 

Her teeth closed together, feeling as though they were attempting to meet, biting deep into my very sensitive stalk. The pain she prescribed exploded along the length of my flesh. Her teeth chattered as she withdrew her mouth slowly along the length of my man hood. She gifted to me a series of pinching bites which surprisingly added to my pleasure; whilst at the same time suppressing my flowing ejaculate. Her lips pulled away from my cock, her eyes flashed with mischief as she met my gaze. I looked down, my cock reared high and out, it still looked intact, her teeth marks were just thin red lines which quickly faded from my flesh.

 Her head lowered again, I needed her, wanted her, and I accepted that she would bite me again. I just had to trust her not to tear my skin, if I was going to get to shoot my stuff off, and I needed an orgasm right then more than anything else in the world. That was my first time and even if it became my last, I would not have been able to stop her mouth enfolding my flesh prior to sucking me in. 

Her left hand got a grip around my balls as her mouth lowered and raised, I realized what she was doing, her hand was feeling for my first surge, a surge that would indicate that I was coming. Whether she intended to withdraw her head and let me shoot my stuff into the air, or whether she just wanted to know when to expect it, I couldn’t tell. 

What she really wanted was something I had not even considered, and a few seconds later she got it. The pulsing increased as my balls finally let go, semen flowed out and along my erection, her mouth retracted until her teeth halted just behind my swollen cock head. I came, the feeling of exhilaration combined with pleasure and relief exploded in my mind, my head thrown back I was swept up by the exhilaration of receiving my first blow job. 

That was the point she chose, that was the point that her teeth closed, clamping into my cock; that was the time she delivered her gift of pain to me, just as I enjoyed receiving the pleasure she had also provided. My head flew forward, my hands reached out to grasp her head, sort of intending to pull her away, but lucky for me I realized that to do so would cause very serious damage to my cock. I gripped her head flattening her hair and let all of the explosion of feeling swamp my thoughts out. 

Pain and pleasure, what a combination, she was right, her step-father was right, and now I knew exactly what it really meant. Little did I know then exactly how utterly addictive it can become to the reciprocant.


Chapter Two

Two days after my first ever blow job and whilst sitting in my office alone and horny at work; considering having yet another wank, my phone rang. It rarely rang, so interested I pulled my thoughts away from a certain gentle mouth swallowing my cock, back to the humdrum boredom of dealing with customer complaints. Instead of some irate client berating me, it was her! I recognized her voice the second she spoke, inside I felt elation rearing, things had been going well or at least I hoped that they had; now for the first time she had rung me at work. She had rung me, thundered in my mind, she rung me, the phrase repeated, my cock reared up again displaying its undeniable interest in her. 

“H-Hi.” Not the most inspiring greeting but it was all I could trust my voice to say right then.

“Thursday, seven-thirty, pick me up!” The phone disconnected; what the hell, I thought, Thursday evening seven-thirty she had said, it was a bit short on notice and lacked the social graces in its delivery, but there was no way that I wasn’t going to be there to pick her up. Little did I realize just then as my hand reached down to rub my aroused cock, that it had begun, my indoctrination, my manipulation, my pathway to being stripped naked, kneeling on the floor before her and him had been started out on.

Thursday, seven-thirty arrived and like a good obedient boy I was standing outside of her front door, just about to climb the steps and ring the door bell when promptly to the second she opened the door. She looked down at me, smiled then she stepped out, closing the door behind her.

“Good-boy,” she said glancing at her watch. “I like promptness,” she added. 

Where I was taking her hadn’t really crossed my mind, all I knew or cared about was that she had called me, and we were together again. One of the advantages of daddy owning the business I work in, besides that one day I would inherit it, was that I could draw a car of my choice from the company pool. So tonight instead of my motorcycle, I had arrived in a two year old rag topped, BMW. She seemed impressed, well slightly.

 She stood on the pavement waiting; I had rounded the car and was just thinking about getting in, as the remote had unlocked the vehicle. That was when I first noticed her stationary pose and the slight look of distain on her face. Swiftly I put my mistake right, I ran, quite literally back around the car, stepping across her front to open the car door for her. The look of distain vanished thankfully, she even smiled slightly. 

That was really the first time I had actually looked at her without arousal flooding my vision. She looked stunning, dressed in black tight fitting leggings, tucked into black calf length, highly polished boots with three inch black heels. He blouse was mostly hidden by a neat perfectly cut leather jacket, which complimented the rest of her outfit. Beneath it, I glimpsed as she slipped into the leather covered car seat, a silver colored blouse. I think she wore a belt of some dark material as well. I closed the car door and scooted around to the driver’s side, once there getting in quickly not wishing to keep her waiting one single second longer than I needed too. 

“Where to, darling?” I asked her.

“Just drive!” She instructed.

She seemed to be preoccupied by something; I hoped that it was not anything that I had done! I drove, heading not into town but out of it, with no real idea where I was going. I turned left then right then left again, aimlessly but eventually I had a sort of idea so I headed along the main road, turning from it onto a smaller road, which led me through a village, and there in front of me was the pub. It was one of those quaint country places, you know the sort, real ale and pie and mash home cooking, but I hoped that it would do for the start of our date.

With the car parked and having decided to sit in the garden, which overlooked a rather dirty looking canal, I asked her what she would like to drink.

“Coke please.”

“Coke, what on its own, nothing in it?” I asked, finding the lack of alcohol unusual for her.

“I said coke, didn’t I! If I had wanted something in it I would have said!”

Shit, I thought, as I turned to go fetch the drinks, what the hell was the matter with her, whatever it was it had to be something important for her to be so deep in her thoughts. By the time I returned carrying the drinks on a small tray she looked less distant; she even smiled at me, whatever it was that had been troubling her was gone. She had decided what she was going to do apparently. She took the drink with a thank you and sipped at it, she glanced around to ensure that we were alone. We were and probably would remain so for a while, as there were very few cars parked up.

“I’m sorry for snapping at you, but you must understand that I will always say exactly what I expect of you, and please remember that I don’t like being questioned!” She hesitated; she looked into my face before she added, “By anyone, is that understood?”

I understood clearly, there was no way that I could not understand; she had made her thoughts quite clear to me. I replied with a nod and a half smile.

“When I ask or tell you something, I expect a reply, please!” 

“Sorry, I mean, yes! I understand, always answer you, yes, I understand, Madam!” Things seemed to be going from bad to worse and I didn’t know why. She made me feel like a student in class, being informed by a teacher that my behavior was not acceptable to her. Whether she had intended to create that feeling in me I didn’t know then, but I sort of began to think that she had. Anyway she smiled one of her special smiles, the type that was easily comparable to a thousand candle power spotlight, it blasted out at you. Clearing away any annoyance or doubt, there was no way you could ever mistake the smiles meaning for anything but pleasure, or perhaps satisfaction on her part. 

I found myself smiling back, not with the same radiance, but with genuine affection showing through. She reached under the table rubbing my leg, I could feel her fingers as they crept spider like up my thighs. At that rate her fingers would be groping my trousers front and there she would discover the erection I had growing beneath those trousers. Why or what exactly had turned me on I didn’t know, but something had and it wasn’t the smile. The more I thought about it the more I realized that I quite liked the way she sometimes spoke to me, using her authority filled voice, the demanding one and with her face held blank and her eyes sparkling to drive her words home.

“There are things I want to talk about, important things to me anyway, things that will affect the rest of our time together.” She sounded serious, which returned the confusion to my thoughts. 

“There are things that you need to both understand and accept, if we are to move on as a couple!”

“Ok.” I answered without hesitation though my guts churned at the thought of losing her. “Shoot!” I had added.

“I want you to listen.” I looked up intending to speak, only to be silenced by her raised hand. 

“I said listen, don’t speak, just sit there and listen, and do try to understand and not fidget!”

I nodded, wondering what was going to happen, what she was going to tell me, wondering if she was going to dump me, fearing that she was! She took a deep breath and then told me a story.

"I was in the last but one year at my private school, I told you my parents, well especially my step-father really, insisted that I go away to be educated. What daddy wants, daddy gets, so there I was an almost senior girl, just one amidst hundreds of other girls. Don’t get me wrong I loved my school, but by that time I was beginning to think that perhaps I was an adult.”

She chuckled as she looked back over her memory seeing herself in a more established light with more wisdom and age available. “I was soon going to find out that I wasn’t half as grown up as I liked to think myself.”

“Anyway three of us decided to sneak out of the play-ground as it was still called even by the seniors like me, into the bike sheds of all places!” She held her hand up to silence me again whilst looking into my face seeing the half smirk her story elicited from me by its contradictions. 

“Don’t you dare laugh; I know how ridiculous it sounds but at the time it felt so, well, adult, especially as we went there to smoke illicit cigarettes. Inevitably we were caught, which meant being summoned to the Headmistress's office for a jolly good lecture.” 

I suppressed my desire to smirk again at the tone she had used to say ‘jolly good lecture’, it was so out of character for the young woman that I was falling in love with. I realized that I had thought those dreaded three little words, the three words, thankfully in my head but still I had thought them. ‘In love with’, I thought that they were true, even accurate, but I was not experienced enough to know for sure, what I did know was that they felt right to me. I was falling in love with her, I repeated through my mind, yep it still felt right. She was talking again.

“So there I was, two weeks from the end of term, a senior and standing in front of Miss Hope’s desk, getting royally told off; just like a first year! Humiliated isn’t the word for how I felt right then and I didn’t like the feeling! I liked it even less when she opened her desk draw and removed a three foot long, twin tailed leather strap called a tawse. I accepted that I had broken the school rules, but I had never thought that I would get beaten for doing so, but obviously that was her intent as she stood up rounding the desk, letting that instrument dangle in front of me.”

“Six strokes of the tawse she told me, six the number burned through my mind, six strokes! Hold out you left had Janice, trembling I did as I was told, although the desire to race from her presence exploded in my mind. I held out my hand, extending it palm uppermost, gritting my teeth in anticipation of my pain to come. The strap whistled through the air, it came very fast and very hard and with an incredibly accurate stoke. The leather tips lashed against my offered up palm setting it on fire, I clutched the injured hand with my other, tears forming, I could not help myself, the pain was indescribable and there were five more to come!

"Anyway she ordered me to hold out my other hand and the thought of the pain it too was destined to receive from her churned my stomach, but I did as I was told. Soon both of my hands burned with a striped fire, and then she told me to bend over her desk! Then I understood, then I felt the fear as I bent my body forwards, having to inch my feet back. It was terrifying waiting for the strap to land, knowing that it would, and that there would be no leniency for me. She was really annoyed I knew, because she huffed and puffed telling me to ‘get on with it girl’ as I tried to delay the inevitable. Though little did I realize how much worse it was going to get for me. 

"She laid the strap on the desk top next to me, which was a puzzle, for one second my heart floated, had she changed her mind? I soon discovered that far from a change of mind or heart, she was determined to make this strapping of my ass highly memorable, and not only for the pain it would impart to my skin. I felt my skirt being lifted and neatly folded up over my back revealing thankfully, that I was wearing school issue panties. Then to my utter horror and utter humiliation, she told me that these would never do, and her hands yanked my last barrier to modesty away from me. She pulled down, drawing my panties to my knees, baring my bottom for her intended punishment of me. 

