
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


DIABOLICAL DUETS


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


2-Works of Diabolical Femininity



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


DUET-EIGHT


[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


CONTAINS

“Accept it!

Merrick Scanlon

“A Forced Descent”

Marisette Hennessey



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​Copyright © 2025. All rights reserved



[image: ]




No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without prior written permission from the publisher.

The right of Merrick Scanlon - Marisette Hennessey to be identified as author of this work has been asserted in accordance with section 77 of the copyright, designs and patents act 1988. This book is sold subject to the conditions that it shall not by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, resold, hired out or otherwise circulated without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or cover other than that in which it is published and without a similar condition including this condition being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​​​​​​​​​​​“ACCEPT IT!”



[image: ]




​​​​​​​By

Merrick Scanlon

––––––––

[image: ]


[image: A person sitting on a desk

AI-generated content may be incorrect.]



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​ONE



[image: ]




[image: Reigate & Dorking local business marketing | The Surrey Circle]

REIGATE

My name’s Declan Lowell and what happened to my life and is still happening to it just crept up on me.

Actually, that’s not accurate. It wasn’t fate acting like some insidious hacker who gained access to my banking-details and depleted my savings account a little at a time. This was a full-on and inexplicable assault I was completely unprepared to defend myself against.

Much like my divorce really.

The difference being that there was absolutely nothing new in the way that unfolded.

Other, of course, than the fact it caught me massively off-my-guard and even more by surprise.

The former explained by the latter.

Eight years with the woman I’d made a home with and a woman I’d fully expected to be starting a family with sometime soon.

Heavy emphasis on the “I”.

To say Joanne, my wife – about to become former wife within the next couple of weeks – was on a different page would be no less an understatement than saying Papua New Guinea was a short cab-ride away from the home we’d shared in the affluent Surrey town of Reigate.

Though, and with no understatement at all, that is about the distance separating me from the home of the man she’d met and fallen in love with.

A short cab-ride.

A home she now shares with Terry – the new man. At least until it’s sold and they head off to Amsterdam. Just as soon as he can relocate his financial services operation to the Low-Country.

Suppose I can at least thank Brexit for ensuring I won’t be bumping into the happy couple in the near or likely distant future.

The clusterfuck surely had to be good for something!

As I say, it took me completely by surprise. Our marriage, I’d believed, had been a good one. With the regular money I received from a trust that meant I had no need to work and could pursue my hobby of writing thrillers for my Kindle account, plus Joanne’s income as an English teacher, there were no problems likely to cause stress in that direction.

And, as I may have mentioned, it hadn’t seemed long ago we were talking about having children before Joanne’s window narrowed too much.

Yeah, right.

Given she seemed as loving as ever, how could I have known the sash had already been severed and the window sent crashing shut?

Anyhow, and in fairness, Joanne hadn’t been a bitch about it. The split, I mean. That just wasn’t her nature. Assuring me she had been happy and hadn’t been looking to leave her marriage until a fateful, for me anyway, coming together while queuing at a supermarket deli-counter. Maintaining that she had just been overtaken by the strength of what she felt for her new man after their first brief interaction.  

Cupid unleashing his barbs of fate and romance over the Serrano Ham and Gorgonzola!

Destiny or not, it did nothing to stop me spiralling into a pit of depression and a growing feeling of worthlessness. 

Even if I was pretty sure I’d been a good husband and the feelings weren’t warranted. 

Regardless, I can say from experience that there’s nothing like having the love of one’s life leave you in her rear-view-mirror - and for a man she considered better than what she’d had - to make you reassess everything in your life that had previously seemed cast in stone.

Despite her trying to soften the hit to my ego by assuring me he was different not better, and that it was her and not me.

There’s a new one - not!

And it made no difference to my self-confidence that her decision to leave me in the dust hadn’t been made on the basis of looks alone. 

Had Joanne been that shallow I don’t think I could have stayed with her for the eight-years we lasted anyway. 

Besides which, I’d seen the new man and, while he may not have been headhunted by a waxworks to model for their chamber of Victorian carnival freaks, it was unlikely he’d ever have to take a cease and desist order out on the editor responsible for the covers of Esquire magazine any day soon.

Anyhow, that was back months ago and I’d had no contact with her other than through her solicitors since.

Ditto her family, who I’d always gotten along with but who now seemed too embarrassed to look me in the eye, let alone have a meaningful conversation on the subject. 

My own family, of course, would certainly have taken a more supportive and nurturing stance.

Had, that is, they’d been either near enough or alive enough to adopt it. 

But, with my older sister Cheryl married and living in Canada with her family and our parents having passed away while I was in my last year as a teenager and Cheryl was finishing her last year at uni, I was pretty much alone.

Friends, you ask?

See above, and the reaction of the in-laws; though, being the private and un-clubbable – golf excluded - sort of guy I’ve always been; they were pretty much all Joanne’s friends from before we married anyway.

I suppose a sliver of comfort giving at least the appearance of a ray of sunshine was the fact the house, in a nice cul-de-sac of two detached homes, had been bought for me by the trust our parents had set up for their son and daughter. 

Another one being the monthly allowance the trust paid me by way of an annuity.

Yet another thing along with the house that was not up for grabs by Joanne’s solicitors. 

It made the split a simple one and, once our joint savings had been shared equally and she’d moved her belongings to “Deli-Man’s” home, it was pretty much done bar for the shouting.

Of which, again see above, there was none.
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Save for my cries of anger and emotional pain when finally left alone in the house I’d thought would soon be filled with the happy cries of infants.

So it was, in a condition of worsening depression and drinking more than was good for me, that a cab dropped me home after a night’s solitary drinking at a Reigate bar.

My last blurred memory as he pulled away being that of fishing in my pockets for the house-keys until...
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The dimensions and the location of the bedroom window seemed familiar enough as I tried to ignore my thumping head and opened filmy eyes to take in the sight.

Which is where familiarity ended.

“Ah, you are awake at last said Mariska,” when I managed to work out I was in the home of my fellow cul-de-sac dweller and neighbour and stumbled downstairs.

The clock on the wall facing me as I descended, read five-to-eleven; while the woman in whose open-plan front-room I found myself was someone I’d barely exchanged more than a few words with since she moved into the home of Jonathan, my long-term neighbour and, now, sadly deceased friend and golf-partner. 

Our regular midweek and weekend outings to the Reigate Hill course we enjoyed so much brought to an abrupt end when, and out of nowhere, Mariska entered his life. 

And seemed to turn the life of the retired Stockbroker on its head. 

The same hard-faced Eastern European woman in her late-twenties sat at a table in the kitchen, features made no softer by the thick black-framed glasses she required to read a hard-back novel I could see resting on crossed legs as I made my groggy descent from upstairs.

Shapely and bare if rather muscular crossed-legs, of which I thought, seeing them for the first time uncovered by jeans or jogging-bottoms, she was showing a great deal.

Wearing a short-skirt and heels, I would consider later - when my head returned to something like normal working order - that seemed, a strange choice for a woman at home alone sat reading.

A thought that would, however, seem more explicable after the conversation between us that would take place a little later.

“How...?” I began, the simple effort of speaking making my head throb after the previous night’s input of Guinness and vodka chasers as I drowned my sorrows, alone at a table, people watching the bar’s patrons.

“How did you manage to get here?” she finished for me, her English made to seem as harsh as her features by the Slavic roots, my senses reacting the same way it always had.

That being the same way a blackboard reacts to a fingernail.

Her hard-as-nails voice going hand-in-hand with a reminder – along with the shapely legs and considerable breasts – of how Jonathon had changed once she was on the scene.

Explaining in part the antipathy I felt towards her.

Even if my wife – my former wife - hadn’t shared it with me.

“She’s a strong woman,” I recalled Joanne telling me when I described my resentment towards our new neighbour and the change she was having on Jonathon, “and Jonathon’s the type of man who needs that. You’re just annoyed that she doesn’t want him spending so much time on the course and the 19th Hole with you.”

Well, I could hardly argue with the truth of her latter point; though, given what I knew of Jonathon, I was definitely unimpressed with Joanne’s first observation.   

A latter point and our attendance at a golf-course bar and grill, that had been made academic by the heart-attack Jonathon suffered at the age of sixty-two that would have made our exploits with wood, iron, and putter a thing of the past forever anyway.

Had the woman not ensured they were in that condition already.

My friend’s myocardial infarction leaving the woman he’d fetched from Romania to marry him in receipt of his worldly goods. 

All of them.

Realising the woman in question seemed to be waiting for something from me, I nodded and made the throbbing at my temple even more pronounced.

“I heard a car pulling away followed by a commotion,” she went on, hard features peering at me from above her paperback. “When I looked down from my bedroom window I saw you had passed out on the pavement.”

She placed the book on the table before continuing: 

“Normally, I would have called an ambulance.”

I was about to ask her why but she saved me the exertion.

“But this is not the first time you have returned home in such a condition after the departure of Joanne. So I was not unduly troubled. Though it is the first time you were unable to make it safely inside your home.”

I considered giving her another nod but decided I felt too queasy to attempt it.

“Not knowing the code to your house-alarm,” she told me with a look that seemed almost accusing, as if her being my neighbour obliged me to do so, “I thought it best to bring you here and let you sleep it off in my guest room.”

Mouth tasting as if I’d been sucking on a fossilised Rhino turd, I found my manners, at least a part of them, and managed what I’m sure seemed a less than wholehearted thank you as she indicated a glass of water on the table next to what looked like two Paracetomol.

“Take these and I will make you a hot-drink,” what should have been accepted by me as a thoughtful gesture prevented from doing so by the assumption of command in those harsh tones.

“Tea, please,” I managed to croak out as I all but fell into the seat she indicated for me to take at the table from which she’d just risen; reaching for both water and painkillers as I did so.

“Sugar?” she asked.

Already swallowing I held up a solitary finger in numerical conformation before concentrating on getting the tablet down without having a choking fit as she moved to the kettle; though my thoughts weren’t so addled they couldn’t tell me her legs, despite being a tad too muscular for my tastes, were certainly shapely.
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When she returned to the table with the tea, as I sat cradling a thumping head and waited for the Paracetomol to kick in, I saw she’d placed a couple of slices of toast next to my mug.

“Something in the stomach will help,” she assured me in the tones of a doctor whose bedside-manner needed much work to sound even faux empathetic.

“Thanks,” I managed to make contact with my manners as I felt the first tell-tale easing of my self-inflicted symptoms.

Then, her words and the intent behind them both surprising and baffling me:

“Once you feel a little more human, I think it is high time we had a long-overdue conversation...
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“So, Declan,” she had begun once the last of my toast was finished and a second cup of surprisingly good, given my fussiness about what a good cup should be, tea had been poured, “what is it about me that makes you feel so threatened?”

Asked such a question under normal circumstances, I would have simply taken the usual evasive and non-confrontational tack. But not on this one. Whether it was my own depressed mindset or the previous night’s alcohol intake, I decided to be honest – if not entirely truthful:

“Not threatened, Mariska,” I corrected her. “You have the wrong man if you think that.”

The eyes I had often described to myself as raptor-like in that correspondingly severe an avian countenance held mine without once blinking and seemed, to me, to be saying they knew differently.

Whatever!

“You mistake feeling threatened for feeling...”

I scanned the internal Lowell Thesaurus for the word best suited to get my meaning across without being overly rude.

Like her or not, the woman had taken pains to take care of me in my drunken and comatose condition.

Then, choice made:

“Protective,” I finished.

“Of Jonathon?” she asked, though it wasn’t really phrased as a question.

I nodded, sipping at a mug of tea that – enhanced perhaps by my fragile condition – was right up there with the best I’d tasted.

“You thought I was too controlling?” she asked, again as if she already knew the answer and the adding of the high-rise terminal was simply window-dressing.

“I did,” I assured her, not backing down. “And still do.”

“Yes,” she began, hardly holding up a white-flag herself. “Joanne explained how upset you were when I told Jonathon he was no longer allowed to play golf with you.”

“Allowed?” I almost spat. “He was a grown man. Don’t you think that should have been his decision?”

“Had I thought that I hardly would have made the decision for him, would I? she answered my question with one of her own, her accent making her words come across as even... colder ...than they might have seemed without it.

“Seems to me,” I replied with what I thought was sudden clarity, “that it wasn’t me who was the one feeling threatened.”

The brief smile flitting across the avian landscape opposite did nothing to soften those raptor-like features.

And neither did her words.

“Believe me, Declan, there are very few men on earth likely to make me feel threatened. And you are not of their number.”

I had to admit the look on those severe features as she told me this looked anything but insincere. 

“My decision not to allow Jonathon on the golf-course again had nothing to do with any concern you might prove a bad influence upon him. Quite the opposite.”

Ignoring what I took as an insult, I took another tack:

“Then why?”

Her eyes held mine then and, for the first time, I felt myself a little unnerved under them.

Her answer to my question not helping any:

“I forbid him simply to show him that I could, Declan.”

My lack of understanding for her preposterous reply must have been obvious because she went straight on:

“Our relationship was one of control and respect,” she said without seeming in the least self-conscious of what she was describing. “It worked as well as it did because Jonathon accepted that I was his superior and took my lead in everything.”

Again her eyes held mine.

Then:

“Everything,” she repeated with massive emphasis – and with such firmness and certitude that I actually did feel – and even as my thoughts mocked me - a little threatened.

“Female-led relationships,” she said with similar emphasis, “are not some silly game devised for men to realise their even sillier fantasies before going back to the mundane life most likely responsible for them.”

I simply stared back at her. Not quite believing what I’d heard. Or the import of it. I’m not a prude and I enjoy reading even more than I enjoy writing. So I’d heard of FLR.

But Jonathon?

“Unlike you, Declan,” she went on as if reading my thoughts, “Jonathon was willing to acknowledge his need for the authority and guidance of a strong woman. That is how we met. In the chat-room of a website designed to bring those of likeminds together.”

“Unlike me?” I thought. Did she  somehow have the idea I was the type of man who...?

“You see,” she continued over my thoughts, “Jonathon was not the type of man whose needs could be satisfied by simply paying a woman to act the part of a dominant. He found such arrangements wholly unsatisfactory.”

She paused a moment, before adding:

“As do I.”

Without being aware of extending it an invitation, an image of her in a black-basque with complementary stockings and dagger-heels suggested itself to me as if I was looking up at her from a position on the floor.

And it was not the only thing accepting an invitation.

An instant and full-blown erection of a strength I hadn’t seemed capable since losing Joanne had decided to make life in my jeans uncomfortable.

Of enough strength anyway to make me grateful for the table-top hiding the lower-half of my body. 

Suddenly finding the contents of my mug riveting, I looked away from the unlikely source of my erotic resurgence before deciding to put it down to the lingering effects of the previous night’s booze.

“Have you ever wondered what it would be like, Declan?” her voice cut into my seeming preoccupation with the Darjeeling.

“About what?” I asked, knowing exactly where she was going but unwilling to play her game – whatever it might be.

She was unperturbed:

“About placing yourself under the control of a strong woman who would rule your life and give it some meaning,” she answered, as if offering me nothing more mundane than another round of toast

Feeling a further upheaval beneath the table, I forced my eyes up to hers, knowing that not to do so would be to make it seem if I had wondered about what she’d just described.

“Why on earth would you ask such a thing?” I asked.

Adding for emphasis then:

“Such a very offensive thing, I might add.”

“You have,” she observed as my somewhat forced outrage found itself joined by bafflement.

“I have, what?”

“Added,” she said with no hint of a smile for what I would soon learn came about as close to humour as I was ever likely to get from her.

“Whatever,” I said, waiting for my erection to subside so I could make my excuses and leave without it being detected; picking up my mug and taking a sip as I waited for a subsidence that did not seem forthcoming for reasons I did not wish to guess at right then.

“You are either a very good actor or you truly have no idea,” she said with a slight shake of the head. “Which is it?”

“Mariska,” I said with a great long-suffering sigh as I continued to but time, “I have no idea what you’re talking about. If you’ll just let me finish my tea I’ll...”

“I refer to your submissiveness,” she said, re-crossing her legs and, despite myself, winning the attention of my eyes.

“Mariska, you’re being ridic-...”

“I suspected it before. But now I feel absolutely sure,” she said with a certainty what she had just described could not be gainsaid. “I see it as clearly as I see that erection you are trying to hide from me beneath the table. It is who you are at your core.”

I knew it was absurd, despite the erection she had rightly guessed at, but her next words threw me for a loop:

“Joanne was right.”

“What...? What do you mean? When did you speak to Joanne about...?”

“She said you needed someone a little different to her. Someone more emotionally stronger. More able to be demanding. A woman who could make you toe the line. Someone to take control of you and give your life a focus.” 

“I... I don’t believe you,” I told her, though the look in her eyes looked pretty convincing. “Joanne would never have spoken about me like that to...”

“She said you liked her to take the lead in the bedroom. That your favourite position was having her ride you in the female-superior position. That you found it hard to stay... aroused ...any other way.”

Hearing it struck me dumb

It was, after all... true.  

“It may interest you to know,” she began, as I tried to will saliva into a suddenly dry mouth, “that it was the position Jonathon most enjoyed too.”

Then, as I sat transfixed, erection losing nothing of its... puissance:

“I liked your former-wife very much,” the woman went on, eyes under the deep black hair of her short French-Crop seeming alive with anticipation. “But we were – are – save in one respect, very different people.”

She made me wait and, perhaps as a subconscious admission of the power she was already beginning to exert over my thoughts, I waited.

Then:

“You see, where Joanne was backwards in coming forwards, I find it far more natural and exciting to be the one doing just that.”

It was at this point, and shamed as I am to be confessing it to these pages, that the erection she had somehow inspired and which was causing me much in the way of physical and mental discomfort, took the stakes higher.

Especially when she – deliberately I thought – recrossed her legs.

Exactly at the point when, and after a fashion that had been alien to me even as a horny teenager, I felt myself ejaculate into my besieged underpants with a force sufficient to make me go rigid on my seat as I tried unsuccessfully to prevent a gasp of pure pleasure leaving my lips.

Closing my eyes to blot out the look on her face for what she could not possibly have missed upon my own, I sat motionless as the mess I’d just made of myself became clammy and uncomfortable inside my Calvin’s. 

It couldn’t have been any longer than a few seconds – seconds that seemed as big as Browning’s years, when her voice at my side penetrated the fog of my thoughts:
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“Good. I am glad you enjoyed yourself,” she declared. “But, now that we both know exactly who you are, we can get to know each other better and come to a more... natural ...arrangement of affairs between us.”

I stared at her open-mouthed, unable to muster a word in my defence as feelings of a kind I hadn’t experienced to this point left me with no option but to listen as she informed me:

“Contrary to how I treated Jonathon, who was not so closeted he did not know who he truly was, it will be my duty and my pleasure from this point on to educate you in the ways of your new sexuality and the world at my feet that goes with it.”

At this point, and despite my own behaviour, I would have agreed with those thoughts of mine that were assuring me I was in the presence of a certifiable headbanger.

Had, that is, the cock that had just deposited the contents of it balls into my underpants not been attempting to rise at the prospect of what she had just described with a vigour and intensity matching that of only a minute or two before.

Then, as I battled with my conflicted thoughts and reactions:

“And you can believe me on the subject of having you come to terms with being my beta,” she went on, “when I tell you I will not rest until you crawl to me on your knees and tell me you... ‘Accept It’...”
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TWO MONTHS ON:

She was sat on the toilet-seat in the downstairs lavatory next to the former utility-room that now doubled as my quarters. A lavatory to which she’d had a shower fitted; given I wasn’t allowed the use of the upstairs bathrooms. Except, of course, when I was required to bathe and... please ...her.

She had brought me a long way from that hungover morning in her home when she surprised my sexuality as much as Joanne had surprised my perception of having been a part of a happy marriage.

And done so with a surefooted swiftness that managed to override all my shame and self-disgust as she moved me inexorably towards accepting her authority over me – along with the warped and unexpected excitement submitting to the authority of a woman provoked from me.

In fact, in the space of less than two months, so addictive had the autocratic command she exercised over me become I had, on her orders, contacted a local Lettings-Agency and leased my house to a couple of, thankfully private and self-absorbed, newlyweds. 

The rental money going into my bank-account but, however, with Mariska as the point-of-contact when it came to matters regarding repairs and anything connected with extending the lease.

In less than eight weeks, the hard-faced Romanian woman who’d taken over the life of my friend had effected the same feat with me.

And her command was growing, not waning.

Why else would I be waiting on my knees, hooded and naked, for her to increase her control of me still further.

“This device,” she informed me as I knelt on the chill tiles of the lavatory-cum-bathroom, is a CB-3000-Red Male Chastity Device.”

If she felt a greater knowledge of what she was about to place me into would reassure me, she could not have been more wrong as, once again, I questioned my sanity for allowing her to insist upon my “chastity” to her.

“The rings,” she continued, seeming to enjoy showing off her knowledge of the product she had acquired for me, “consists of three interlocking plastic pieces that fit together like a puzzle.”

Her smile above me was not pleasant.

“A most simple but very effective puzzle,” she assured me as I felt a mixture of revulsion and nausea join my unaccountable arousal at the prospect of having this woman take control of my manhood.

“The two guide pins hold the top pieces together,” she went on, “while the oval locking pin goes through the middle hole connecting the cage portion to the ring.”

She paused to see if I were taking it in.

Then, satisfied I was, went on:

“I chose the plastic version for now, but will certainly be upgrading you to a far more secure and permanent titanium model the moment you become accustomed to being locked away.”

Naked with my hands clasped behind my back in the attitude of respect she demanded, a traitorous erection belied the considerable self-disgust I felt for what I was allowing myself to become.

An erection she had anticipated and which explained the bowl of ice she had ordered me to bring in and place at my side – I could do no more than listen as she continued with her unnecessary description of the plastic-cage and its merits.

For her, anyway.

“It is designed to be both comfortable and secure. It is also lightweight, hypoallergenic and durable; as well as being vented for hygiene and for the purposes of bathing.”

She dangled it before my eyes.

“There is a bottom opening allowing use at urinals while restricting you from touching your penis for sexual pleasure and gives the Keyholder complete control over your cock and when – and if – it is allowed release.”

Even as I groaned at the prospect of having no say in my own sexual pleasure, my cock was making an entirely different evaluation – possibly making the most of the time it had left to be able to do so.

“The ring goes around the penis and balls. The cage fits into the pegs and a padlock is inserted into the hole to join both ring and cage.”

I watched as she took her iPhone from where it rested it on the cistern behind her.

She held the device out to me. 

“Hold it up where I can get a good picture of it,” she ordered with full confidence she would have no need to repeat herself.

“Now, when I say to do so, I want you to repeat the following words for me and look directly at me as you do so. Understand?”

“Yes, Amantă Mariska,” I answered, addressing her in with what was the Romanian for ‘Mistress’ as she had instructed me to address whenever we were alone in her home. 

Content for me to use ‘Ms Dumitru” when in public, either shopping or walking. 

And taking great pride in the looks of respect – and sometimes shock - thrown her way by other women either envious or disapproving of the respect shown to her by a man who seemed by far her superior.

At least in terms of looks. 

“Good boy,” she applauded as her praise set off a fresh wave of ridiculous arousal in me. 

Arousal, as if I needed a reminder, that told me just how far down the hole she had taken me.

“When I say, go, I want you to say:

“Please Ms Dumitru, I want you to lock me into this cage and take charge of my penis so that I can concentrate all the more on being your most devoted servant. I do this of my own free will and want it more than anything else I have ever wanted in my life.”
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She made me repeat it three times until I had it, doing so as I questioned my sanity about allowing her to record me in such a condition while uttering such words.

A part of me truly considering getting up, putting on my clothes and leaving – despite the fact I knew I’d have to find somewhere else to stay until the remaining four months or so of the lease on my own home was up and I could move back in.

About to rise up and do just that when, and with a voice as commanding and authoritative as I had heard it until then, she spoke:

“GO!”
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FIVE MONTHS ON:

Dressing in the way expected of those women she professed to despise – the women who took money from men to satisfy their temporary need to be dominated – was considered okay so long as she was the one doing it for her own pleasure and not a man.

And certainly not the man kneeling in a corner with his nose pressed to it as waited for her to deal with him.

Me.

A corner I was terrified to leave in case I triggered the anger of the woman who had once been a despised neighbour and who now ruled me with a rod of iron.

In all ways!

Iron reinforced by the titanium of the cock-cage to which she had... promoted ...me after I’d only just gotten used to the plastic device she’d placed me in.

That she was a Foreigner in my land – and, even if legal, not a particularly attractive example of expat – made her supervision and growing control of me as inexplicable as it was truly addictive.

I was, she said, her servant. Not her slave. Never that she insisted. 

Slaves were not legal and therefore did not exist to her mind.

But servants did and that’s what I was to be from now on.

The obedient English manservant of a superior Romanian Amantă.

And, so far had I taken on her command to just “Accept it!”, I actually began to think of myself in those terms. That we were in a female-led-relationship could not be denied. But in no way could it be mistaken for a marriage or even an arrangement between girlfriend and boyfriend.

I was, simply put, her domestic – and increasingly sexual – chattel.

And, for reasons beyond my comprehension, I not only didn’t fight her growing ascendancy over me but found myself taking huge and addictive pleasure from my submission to this woman who, despite her easy dominance of me, I truly detested.

Yet...

That submission I speak of seeming to become more and more marked with every day as she began to fashion me into a “useful human being”.

“Bras in this drawer, panties in the one below, and stockings and pantyhose at the bottom,” she instructed me, opening each drawer in turn so I could see for myself.  “Each day’s bras and panties should always be color and style matched.”

She waited for me to acknowledge her as I stood in her bedroom, hands behind my back and almost at attention as she went about her training of me.

Not just a manservant but a lady’s maid also:

“Yes, Amantă, I understand.” 

“Good boy,” she said before opening her robe and handing it to me; this as my hungry eyes feasted on the glories of a body that was at complete odds with the face nature had chosen to crown it.

A physical infrastructure fit to grace Aphrodite herself – had she ever existed and found herself reincarnated to 21st Century Surrey.  

As she stood stark naked before me, I drank in the hairless perfection of her below the neck and, had I thought such a reaction likely to prove welcome, would have thrown myself to my knees and buried my tongue in the tight and pristine looking labial slit with my hands clasping the capacious and shapely globes of her olive-skinned buttocks above those powerful but erotic legs I described earlier on which her hour-glass form rested.

I suddenly realized she was waiting on me expectantly and quickly hung up her robe before handing her a bra. 

A bra she made no move to accept from me as I divined what she wanted from me.

Stepping around behind her I raised the bra above her head then brought it down level with her chest and felt a surge of gratification for having guessed right when she slipped both arms at once through the straps, and leaned forward as I pulled the bra backwards to scoop her breasts into the cups before fastening the clasps at her back as she adjusted herself until she was comfortable.

Still motionless as I remained fixed in place behind her to drink in the rear view that was made even more spectacular than the front for those severe Latina-type features being hidden from sight, I heard her give an impatient sigh.

My thoughts raced as I tried to think of what she wanted from me next, only for her to pre-empt them:

“Panties,” she snapped, her irritation, as always, diluted by the sheer delight she took from being able to order a man in such a demeaning way.

Picking up the black panties that matched the bra, I was about to kneel and hold them out for her to step into them when she snapped at me again.

“Do it from the front,” she ordered. “Kneel in front of me and hold them open for me to step into.”

Knowing there was no necessity for this other than her enjoying the sight of me below her as if I were some smitten and enchanted knight forced to wait upon a great lady, I stepped back to the front and lowered myself to my knees before offering up the panties and stretching them apart at the waistline that she might place her shapely feet and red-varnished toenails into each leg.

“Good boy,” she praised me again and once more it was not anger I took from her half-demeaning, half-mocking praise but a delicious and almost thoroughly indescribable longing to serve her that again had my cock throbbing with useless determination in the cage to which only she had the key.

“Pull them up to the waist of your Amantă now,” she instructed me. “And make sure to commit the way you must serve me to your memory.” 

I pulled them up until they were snug on her then sank back on my haunches to take in the bodily perfection of her; understanding once again how Jonathon could have been willing to invite her into his life if it meant being granted access to such a sight on a day-to-day basis.

“Yes, that is most servile,” she commented. “We are making progress. For now, until you have practiced how to be able to do it for me, I shall take care of putting on my pantyhose for now.”

Staring up at her, I nodded. A little disappointed if I’m truthful. The prospect of kneeling before her and smoothing her hose over those firm and shapely limbs being something my caged cock was anticipating with a vengeance – even if it couldn’t show its appreciation in the normal manly way.

“My lingerie from yesterday is on the chair in the corner, si I want you to sure to rinse them out by hand and hang them to dry before you start on your other chores.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
PERIRTICIE] ﬂﬂﬂﬂ,

VAIRTSTETTERHIEINEISTS EY

O RlolLTCTATLFIEN T INTNT T

PIVEIT]
E]LGLHIT)





OEBPS/d2d_images/image012.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image013.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image011.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image015.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image005.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image006.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/image009.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





