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				You Must Obey!

				 

				 

				You have disobeyed! I ordered you to phone me last evening and you kept me waiting in vain. Perhaps you have not fully realised that I never tolerate disobedience. I hear you wince, that’s good, for my punishments are severe. Maurice, my most disobedient pupil, was giving me trouble yesterday during my lesson on menial duties. I walked slowly behind him. He was fantasising, day dreaming and drawing a picture of me, his Mistress, carrying out his desires. He delights in knicker power. He would love to lie, face upwards on the floor and have me sitting on his face in my silk French knickers. The cheek of it. I give the orders and I devise the punishments.

				The other chastened male slaves looked at me expectantly. What would I do with his bottom? What would I do with this stubborn student? His eyes looked at me and, for a moment, I could sense his fear as he turned his gaze to the floor. I selected a tawse (those nine leather tails can sting) and I drew it slowly and noisily across my palm.

				“Now Maurice,” I said, sternly, “what is it that disobedient men require?”

				He kept his eyes to the ground. “A real spanking where it counts, Mistress,” he replied in humble tones.

				“You haven’t experienced my spanking stool yet,” I growled, pointing to the vaulting horse with its restraining straps. “You will, though.”

				His eyes widened.

				“Come, Maurice!” I ordered. “Over the horse, trousers down!”

				Without demur, he obeyed and soon his bottom presented a good target. Swiftly, I strapped him down so he couldn’t move.

				“You will learn, as Maurice did, that there is no better instrument for teaching discipline than the tawse. At the end of my session with my disobedient student, his bottom bore the mute evidence of my zeal in great, red swathes and I could see by his expression and by the looks on the faces of the others, that there would be little disobedience for a while.

				Now, you have made me angry. You have ruined my concentration by failing to report to me by phone, and already I know that you need the strictest lessons in obedience.

				Are you standing to attention? If not, then do so at once.

				Now! Repeat the words of total obedience and servitude that I taught you! Tell me that I am Supreme Womanhood! Tell me that you are mine to do with as I wish!

				Now, kneel and visualise the punishment that awaits you! I will never stand for slackness, laziness, late arrivals, or failure to obey an order. You are going to learn with far more severe restrictions than my Maurice.

				Listen! Listen carefully! I have selected a special thin cane for you. Listen! Hear it swish as it cuts through the air! This is for you, slave. Be ready! You may disobey me once. Do it twice at your peril!

				 

				NEIRIDE

				 

				“Yes, Mistress!”

				That is all I can think of to say as I listen to the strict orders being given to me over the telephone by Neiride.

				She is a distant relation of mine, a kind of second cousin thrice removed. She has complete power over me now. ‘Body and soul’, I think is the term. Some may consider me weak, others as effeminate. Believe me I am neither. In fact, until last year I would have counted myself as macho as any, a ‘leader of the pack’ as far as my own group of friends were concerned.

				My circumstances changed when Neiride, on an uninvited and unannounced visit to see and admire my garden (or so she said), caught me dallying in intimate love play with a friend of hers who was married. Neiride is no fool, and always carries a small camera to record such candid shots.

				

				Less than an hour later, after threats of revealing our indiscretions to the lady’s husband, I was in her power.

				“I have always fancied you as my slave,” she remarked as soon as I had signified my agreement to her terms. “I want you to obey my every word of command, to be subservient to my wishes, to grovel around my every whim.”

				I wasn’t too concerned at first. I knew she could only visit me now and then, having a home of her own, although, as I remembered with the slightest twinge of worry, she WAS single and was financially independent.

				Her next words took the ground out from under my feet.

				“I am coming to live with you for a while, slave. It will save on expenses and cut down my costs. You can work, of course. The harder, the better. You can bring home your pay packet and place it in my lap. I shall let my own house for the period I am here. I shall be quite a wealthy girl, I can see that. Yes... and you as my unpaid slave... what more could I want?”

				She kept her word, moved in, took over the best rooms, occupied my bed, made me sleep on the floor in case the night brought any desires or wishes. No outsiders knew any different. I dressed as usual, went to the office, returned at the same time, around five. I think everyone must have thought I had married, or taken a mistress.

				Of course, it was after five that my real slavery began. For the first time, I knew the meaning of the term ‘true domination’. It was off with my clothes, into a serving wench’s outfit (very medieval, and very embarrassing). I had to fetch her this, fetch her that, serve her evening meal, kneel at her feet in real subjection and receive any punishment she cared to devise. Often this meant that sitting down was most un-comfortable.

				I had read stories about female domination of the male. Much of what I had read, of course, was imagination, fantasy, make believe. It had not, in the past, done much more than cause me to have semi-erotic visions of what I would like to have some attractive girl do to me.

				

				Truth, I have to admit, is sometimes stranger than fiction. I grew to like what she did to me... no, more than that... I grew to LOVE what she did to me.

				Neiride was very beautiful in every way, but to me, her greatest asset was her very well upholstered rear. What she taught me is that the most lovely part of a woman (any well-built woman, at least) is her bottom. I can never imagine now being a slave to some thin girl with no seat. A buxom girl, though - yes, that would be the greatest pleasure I could hope for (assuming, of course, that my Mistress Neiride wanted to sell or otherwise dispose of me - for I am hers now, irrevocably).

				Neiride taught me that true slavery was hard. I am allowed no clothing in the house, except when she wants to dress me as a girl. Almost always I am locked in a leather chastity belt. I am allowed sexual relief only at her express command. Every day, she makes an excuse to punish me. My buttocks show an almost permanent trace-work of lines from the cane, tawse or whip that she enjoys using so much. I work for her from early rising to late sleeping. I gladly hand over all my earnings and receive nothing in return. I eat her leavings and am often hungry. I wash, iron, clean and scour. I bathe and dry her. I prepare all things for her and the chastisements she devises for me increase and increase in the torment they cause me.

				Now she has pierced my ears, nipples, scrotum and the end of my penis. Often I am secured for the night by these. I do not mind. After a year of absolute slavery to Neiride, I am hooked. She is the most marvellous Mistress. Rebellion never enters my mind. I am her complete slave now. It is all I want. There is no other way for me.

				

			

		

	
		
			
				Cynthia Commands

				 

				 

				I was a carefree youth, with a great admiration for girls, no doubt hoping, as some fellows do, to find a true love and many. I admit my chief desire was for the more buxom, more mature sort of girl, the one who showed a spirit of independence and an aura of domination. I had no real attraction for, nor did they attract me, what might best be described as the ‘clinging vine’, or Piscean type. No, my preference was for the Aries, or Leo, woman. In local parks or shopping street I found myself gazing longingly at girls dressed in tight jeans, or a mini mini, hoping I could see more than I was really entitled to. It was the elegant girl who seemed to hold no attraction for me, but I had a very marked desire to be noticed by the ‘Punk’ type, the ‘Hells Angel’ girl. The more dominant, the better.

				It was an obsession that grew like a seed into a plant, until I began look at the advertisements in shop windows of the girls who had many things to offer, even if disguised in a picturesque and coded language.

				Then came the day that a quaintly worded one caught my eye. ‘Submissive manservant sought by Swedish lady!’

				I rang, confirmed that it was more than a mere servant that she wanted and made an appointment to call at her address.

				That evening, half elated, half afraid, I made my way to the address given, found the name plate, Mlle Ingrid Sonordal, rang the bell and waited. A pert blonde maid, dressed like one of those, what used to known as, ‘Lyons’ girls, answered the door and bade me enter. She ushered me into a well-appointed room where, presumably to begin my humiliation, I was kept waiting for over an hour.

				At the end of that time, the maid returned to escort me to another room, where the door stood partly open.

				“Stand to attention and wait here!” she ordered. “The mistress will call you when she is ready.”

				Again I waited, this time even more fearfully than before. Some ten minutes or so later a commanding, Nordic voice came from the room, ordering me to remove my clothing, place the items neatly folded on a chair and enter.

				Heart thumping, I obeyed. An alarming surprise, then. I had to pass between two rather ferocious looking, though chained, Doberman hounds before I could observe my Mistress. Seated on a high stool, dressed in black leather which was well decorated with spikes and chains such as was common a few years ago, she wore a short micro mini skirt which displayed long, long, enticing legs disappearing into the type of black boots associated with the German Storm Troopers of the last war.

				She gave me a contemptuous glance.

				“Kneel!” she commanded, sternly. “Kneel and kiss my boots!”

				I did so with alacrity, even slobbering a little as I kissed and licked at the shiny black leather.

				“Now slave,” she began in a tone of voice which clearly brooked no argument. “Let us understand each other clearly! You are here to obey and carry out all my orders without question. Do you agree?”

				“Yes, Mistress,” I replied, trembling.

				“Repeat your orders, then! What must you do?”

				“I must obey and carry out all your orders, Mistress. “WITHOUT QUESTION!” she insisted.

				“Yes, Mistress... without question.” I agreed.

				She looked at me much as a Roman aristocrat must have regarded tier slave. “Also, you will always address me as ‘Mistress’, or as Mistress Cynthia’, as the occasion demands.”

				I worshipped her with my eyes. “Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

				In the course of the next twenty minutes or so, I was first made to stand in front of her, naked, while she examined me intimately, then dressed in a French maid’s uniform which was brought in by the ‘Lyons’ girl. As I am about as much like a French maid as a hippopotamus is like a gazelle, I suppose I must have cut a comical figure. There was no laughter in my Mistress’s eyes, however, just a veiled satisfaction as she saw how humiliated I was.

				“Take off my boots, slave!” she ordered. “Do it right, or I shall punish you!”

				Clumsy at first, I soon mastered the art of drawing them from her divine legs. With a contemptuous gesture, she indicated, then, that I should continue and, gently and reverently, I slowly removed her stockings.

				“I always demand that my slaves worship my bare feet, she informed me, casually. “You will now lick them gently all over to prove your obedience, while I give you a light smacking to emphasise our relationship. Begin, slave!”

				Humbly, I did exactly as she had ordered, positioning my rump so that she could punish it as she wished. To my undying shame, her attentions to my cringing flesh produced a huge erection, a state of being on which she did not even deign to comment.

				After this, I had to clean her boots until they sparkled, clean out her bath, the toilet and the kitchen. I worked as hard as I had ever done in my life, completely happy to serve this divine creature who embodied all I had ever thought desirable in the female sex. She passed most of my work as satisfactory, although she did give me twelve very painful cuts of the cane across my suitably bared bottom because, as she pointed out, I had completely missed a dirty comer of the kitchen floor.

				Only when I had been suitably punished for my shortcomings was I ordered to serve my Mistress more intimately. Before this, however, under her amused gaze, I had to serve her blonde maid in the same fashion.

				When all my duties were finished and I knelt, gasping for relief, in front of her, she said, sweetly. “All right, slave. You may go now! Come back on Friday. By then I shall have some more menial duties for you.”

				

				

				

				“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered, gazing at her entreatingly. Would she not grant me relief? Would I really have to wait until Friday? I dare not disobey, of course. I dare not question her orders to me. She is my Mistress. Her tiniest thought is my absolute command.
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