The convention was finally over for the day. Mr. Jim Brown said goodbye to his people, George and Sandra. He said that he might join them later for dinner, and headed toward the bar. He was on his own, except for those two, in New York City, also known to his private thoughts as "pussytown."

Sandra was older, true, but her watchful eyes seemed to know what he was up to. George was an idiot. They deserved each other for dinner, provided he didn't have to sit and listen to them. New York has so many unattached women. After a quick drink, he was off to the meet markets of the East Side, then perhaps to the village, who knows. If all else failed, he knew of several good (and several bad) whorehouses he could try.

After settling down in the last vacant seat and ordering a drink, he settled into his favorite occupation -- looking around for attractive, loose women who seemed willing to talk to a balding, mid-forties, no-doubt-married, out-of-towner with lots of spare cash.

There was a blonde sitting alone at a table across the room, legs askew, wearing a black skirt. She knew he was looking at her legs, although pretending not to notice, and squirmed on her chair, widening her stance, allowing him to see up her legs. He gained an occasional glimpse of white, fluffy panties. Probably with flowers on them, he speculated over the rim of his glass. He had not succeeded in catching her eye, which would be his excuse for joining her. Maybe she was waiting for someone, he thought. This warm, fuzzy woman would be his target for the night. He would move in on her and take her away, as usual, with his ready cash.

Before he was quite sloshed enough to make his move, a tall, well built woman, dressed in a long black skirt and long sleeved black sweater, made her entrance. He thought to himself, she acts like she should have been announced. Yet, she didn't strike him as too high-class for this bar, nor as a hooker plying her trade. He had always 
been a sucker for black-clad mysterious women, but also believed that if a female wore long sleeves or a long dress, it was probably because there was something you didn't want to know about. Like track marks, or open sores. Who knows, these days, he thought, lifting his second drink.

The new arrival looked around carefully. She had a pinched look about her aristocratic face, with close cropped brownish blonde hair. Is she looking for her bearers? he thought sullenly, as she moved down the line of the long bar. She didn't catch anyone's eyes, but seemed to be sizing up the inhabitants. She stopped behind him, expectantly, insistently. He could not see her, but could almost feel her insistence. Jim tried hard to ignore her eyes boring into his back, forcing himself to calm, downing his drink in one long, careful swallow and looking for the barkeep.  Everyone ignored him, feeding his feeling of vulnerability and magnifying the insistence of the tall, striking woman still standing expectantly behind him.

Jim felt like he did in High School, when older girls used to laugh at the bulge in his pants.  Feeling transparent, humiliated, backside burning and his cheeks red too, he rose, said "have a seat, Ma'am," and started to walk off, looking toward the hippy chick still lounging in her panties.  Jim hated to be put at a disadvantage, it was why he worked so hard to be the boss.

The tall woman stopped him with her glance, a sidelong appraisal, neither inviting nor scornful. But definitely, not dismissing. He remained standing behind her chair, feeling goofy and out of place. But she allowed him to buy her a soft drink, insisting that he order another for himself.  Suddenly, barkeeps appeared out of nowhere, validating her authority and diminishing his independence.

Well, it wasn't exactly a contact, yet, but he did have some hope.  As the pre-dinner crowd emptied, they moved to a table in the corner. The blonde with open legs had long since gone, and he felt constrained to follow up his investment in the tall woman in black. Her name, she said, she seldom gave out, but he could continue to call her "Ma'am." She casually informed him that she "whipped male slaves" for a living, boggling his mind and intriguing him despite himself. He had heard of the legend of the "dominatrix", of course, but had never actually seen one.

Surely, he knew that any time a woman assumed the role of wearing leather and carrying a whip, men flocked around.  It sure sold lots of books.  But he never thought it was more than a legend, albeit an attractive one.

Later, the conversation worked its magic, and he felt close to her.  But she kept the reserve, she kept the distance, and she kept control of the conversation.  She manuevered him into accepting her offer of showing him her equipment, after he was goaded into returning, again and again, to her claimed occupation.  

She ushered him into the elevator, asking him to wear a mask so that her apartment remained secret. He felt helpless and vulnerable, exposed to ridicule by any passing tenant, as she led him down a hallway, unlocking a door with a noisy set of keys, even though he could have just reached up and removed the mask. After locking the door behind her, she removed his mask. Somehow he felt that it was important to her that she remove it, not he.

He was just here to look her equipment over, not as a client, they had agreed. She never solicited clients, and only made appointments far in advance of encounters. She liked him, she said, and would visit with him and show him something of her world. She accepted his jacket, offered him a comfortable chair, and moved to a sort of kitchen area in the small apartment to fix him another drink. They talked, openly, with no other ears to hear. She told him her name was Marge, although he had his doubts. She said she enjoyed this line of work, and made a good living at it. She didn't need the money, she said, having already "enough," but actually got sexual release out of controlling and constraining male clients, who liked to be called "slaves." She also accepted female slaves, but said that she would not accept payment from them and got no pleasure from punishing them.

"So," he ventured, "there is a sexual bias, some sort of sexual relationship you make, even with those you dominate. Have you ever had, or considered having, a normal sexual relationship?" There he was, always angling to get laid. He just couldn't help it, he thought. "Why, yes, of course, if you mean intercourse, I have normal sexual relations, even with some of the slaves I control. It's not the kind of sex, its just that I need to feel in control. My analyst says that it is my progressive insecurity. You know, I was married for many years to a high government official. It was 
the worst kind of prostitution. He wanted me for show, but I had to have sexual relations with him or else lose everything. I retaliated by having affairs. In fact, my two children resulted from such an affair. For a while, I roamed the highways, literally kidnapping young men, tying them up, torturing them just a little, having sex on my terms, for a sort of revenge. That grew into this business, after I found out that the males usually liked it, and would even pay money for a repeat engagement."

He was suddenly hopeful again. "Do you mean to tell me, that you would have sex with someone for money? For instance, if I offered to pay you? You said you weren't a hooker. How does being a dominatrix differ from that?" She could have taken offense, but instead answered, "good question. You see, I take the money as a symbol of my power. And I don't take the money for any service. I do what I like, not what the client asks. That is the difference. 
I am not for hire, I am always in control. That is a very reassuring thought to me, although I realize it is not for 
everyone. Always remember, the clients come to me, with offerings, and I do what I please to them. Sometimes, nothing at all." She showed me a picture of a person tied across a coffee table. "Still he comes to see me. But he was so bitter, after that day, about how cold I was to him. I showed him no warmth, no mercy. He was exhibited all day, painfully, tortured, I suppose, and became resentful, wishing at the time never to see me again. Now, he looks back on that experience with fond memories. He begs me to take him to my villa, where that picture was shot, and repeat the scene. Did he ask for such treatment? Not in his wildest dreams, before. It was all my doing. I put those dreams in his receptive head. He is a challenge, now, coming up with treatment cruel enough to challenge his limits."

Marge showed him a picture of a male, almost naked, tilling a field with a hoe, obviously bent to his task.  "This is Gregor, who came to me 12 years ago.  My first permanent slave, in fact, after an encounter not unlike ours, he wound up just disappearing from his world, giving up his job, family, everything.  I sent him to one of my estates in South America, where he lives in the hope of seeing me on my rare visits."  Looking carefully, Jim discerned a chain attached to the male slave's leg, connected to what looked like a heavy weight.  There were faint marks, could have been welts, on his back that looked suspiciously like the remains of years of whippings.  Marge continued, "you see, the ball only allows him to hoe about 5 feet, then he has to carry the heavy weight to the next section.  If he is behind schedule, he receives a whipping from one of my daughters, who lives on the estate.  Does this shock you?", she asked, looking him in the eyes.  She has the most riveting, bold blue eyes, he thought, falling into them.  Feeling defensive about his own somewhat watery, brownish-hazel eyes, he recognized the elegant superiority of her piercing, hawk-like glance, drilling him into his chair.  He wished, suddenly, for a drink, then banished it from his mind and concentrated on falling into her spell, getting closer to her, no matter the consequences.

Marge said that she sometimes worried about her capacity to control herself, because she enjoyed beating or abusing certain of her slaves too much. Some had been left with permanent scars, and, she intimated, more. She was, she said, not willing to accept him as a client, for any amount of money. She would, however, be willing to 
show him how she worked. There were several clients who enjoyed having a third party watch their humiliation, but, if he wished, she could demonstrate on him, right then and there.

He felt natural, at ease, as he removed all his clothes, putting them in a paper bag. She disappeared with it into the other room. He sat down, naked, in a stranger's apartment, not feeling bizarre at all. He even had a half-hard on. He looked at her equipment. Some of it was interesting, some ominous, some downright frightening. Small shelves on the walls held dozens of pairs of panties, some lacy, some leathery. Dozens of whips hung from evenly spaced rows of hooks, interspersed with straps, prods, masks, leather garments of indeterminate use, and some surprising items. 
An old fashioned egg beater, a Nazi-style hat and swagger stick, and a gigantic rubber suit. He started to think that maybe it would have been best to have left, unsexed and unenlightened as to her secret world.  But it was too late now, he would have to get his clothes back, and she had them.

After what seemed a long time, she returned. Perhaps she had been giving him time to change his mind. She had changed into her "working outfit," leather shorts and bra. The shorts had velvet inserts, like panty liners, around the crotch. She expressed annoyance that he was sitting in the chair, naked, and he felt guilty. He slipped down to the floor, sprawled in front of her, his eyes on what he could see of the oval of black velvet between her legs. Looking up, he could see her bra, studded with metal, and her haughty face, surmounted by her dominating, beautiful blue eyes.

"It turns out that I am going to enjoy this after all," she said grimly. He shuddered, suddenly cold. "You're going to suffer, and I'm not even going to charge you." She reached up to the wall, removing what she called a stretcher bar. She told him how it worked--the padded, heavy iron cuffs locked around each ankle, and the bar expanded to the desired stretch, holding the legs apart. She stood over him, expectantly, not asking him to put it on, but gently running her fingers over the velvet covering her long, slightly spread legs. Without a word, he felt drawn to lock the bar around his legs. He found it to be strangely interesting. Once locked, the bar held his legs in a kind of triangle, and she directed him to pull the bar to its fullest extent. He lay on his back, unable to rise. If he tried to sit up, the splayed condition of his legs stopped him, and he soon got used to lying prone.  He had an erection, and was somehow sexually very excited. She kicked him gently with her pointed shoe on his vulnerable exposed balls, forcing him to scoot backwards. He squirmed past a doorway into a small, bare concrete room with a floor gently sloping to a drain. She closed the door, leaving him to survey the ghastly room. The closest comparison was with a 
medieval torture chamber. About ten feet in each dimension, the walls were of solid concrete into which many solid iron hooks were set at regular intervals. Chains hung from sturdy iron beams embedded in the ceiling. Opposite the entrance he had crawled in were double doors, about 5' wide. There were no other holes in the walls or roof except for the drain, around which the concrete was stained an ominous brown. He thought that he could recall that was the color of dried blood stains.

She fastened chains around each wrist. They led to hooks set into the walls about 6 inches above the floor level in adjacent corners. She likewise fastened chains to each ankle. He found himself securely spread-eagle, helplessly staring at her ceiling. He had sobered up, suddenly. She said, "you'll keep here for a while. I have to go out. Don't get too lonely while I'm gone, don't play with yourself," little chance of that, he thought, " . . . and, of course, don't even think about what will become of you if I get distracted, or have to leave town for a day or two on an emergency mission . . . just enjoy yourself." He could just see the angle of her bare shoulder as she left, closing and locking the heavy door, leaving him to his thoughts.  His eyes followed the curve of her buttocks as she disappeared, longed to follow her desireable, strong legs, but he remained pinned to the floor, pulling against his chains, helpless to even scratch his nose.

For all his struggles, he could not free his arms from the heavy chains, nor pull them from the walls. The padded cuffs she used were too tight for him to pull out of, and that still wouldn't free his ankles from the stretcher bar. Hopeless or not, he still struggled, trying to at least loosen the pins from the walls. When she returned she was wearing a leather apron which, she informed him, was to keep the blood from spattering on her. She apparently wore nothing else, except for leather sandals. She was angry that he was still trying to free himself. "You should feel 
privileged," she said. "I don't often let clients see this room. But you are not a client. I have captured you just for fun. My own sort of fun, that is." He began to suspect that she was not quite sane. Maybe if he could start talking about her analyst, she would see reason, and let him go. That was the only thing he could think of, now. As if reading his thoughts, she said, "I know this might seem sort of crazy, and that I am unbalanced. My analyst says that 
it's good therapy to act out my impulses. Of course," she smiled, her usually intent expression giving way to a softer, wolfish grin, "he's also one of my clients. The only way he can climax is to be whipped, rather severely, actually. When his analysis displeases me, I punish him by not whipping him. Doesn't that seem odd?  But then afterward, I whip him doubly badly, and he is even more grateful".

She was carrying a long, sharp looking whip, which terrified him. The rough concrete felt very real under his naked body, convincing him that this was not his imagination. She cracked the whip expertly above his privates. It was not in the least a sexy time for him. His cock shriveled up and tried to hide, which was impossible for the rest of him.

Usually, she informed him, she led clients deeper and deeper into slavery, by stages. "It's an odd thing," she said, "once your average male gets a taste of it, its easy to get them to the next thresh-hold. To get a slave to the point where he will pay just to be whipped takes months of sessions, each more serious than the last. But who is counting? After all, they are paying for the journey, and I have all the time I need." From time to time, she led the whip across his legs or chest, sometimes annoyingly. He decided to try to turn her thoughts to something more pleasant.   Her thoughts and pleasures determined his, right now. "What about body worship? Are those a different kind of slave? Don't you enjoy that?" She could see his cheap ruse, only to be expected from a slavish male. "Well, yes, body worship is for the slave's pleasure, don't you see. It helps me keep control, because mine is the body being worshipped, and most slaves fixate on one woman to attach their feeling to. But it is such a bother, being worshipped. We dominatrices are people just like you males, you know. I allow it, sometimes, for a new slave, or to reward a slave. It is much easier to lead the slave to associate his pleasure with the pain of my whip, or with humiliation, or with some other kink he has. I suppose you'd like to do some body worship, rather than being whipped as you deserve to be whipped, and really secretly crave?"

He said, "Oh, yes, I would love to worship your body. What could I do to show you that?".

She ignored him. "The other way. The other way," she mused, "is to break the male's will. To break a slave, to force the slave to accept his servitude to me. That is what I like to do, but I only do it for fun. No one seems willing to volunteer for it, unfortunately." He was afraid to speak, even to try to raise the issue again of possible body worship. Suddenly decisive, she brought the whip down sharply across his stomach. Curiously, it was not as bad as he had feared, feeling like a burning strip, not the exotic pain he had supposed. But he recoiled convincingly in agony, and she slipped her left hand under the apron, playing with her pussy, as she watched him struggle with the effects of her whip hand. She fed her mental excitement with the physical stimulus, building herself up to a marvelous potential for release.

"I will make you, will force you, against your will, to do filthy things, terrible things, so filthy that you cannot accept that you have done them of your own free will. You will do it out of weakness, because you cannot stand the pain, or to please me, or for whatever reason. But the only way you can face yourself afterward, is to know that it wasn't you doing them, it was your slavery to me which was responsible. But you will do these things, and you will learn to be my slave. Not a game, not a pretend slave, but you will be my slave, will feel that you are my slave, and know that I am sexually excited by owning you." He didn't follow all of what she said, only understanding that she was going to try to make him do something awful.  Meanwhile, she seemed more and more to slip into a kind of trance state, and he felt more and more that he had made a big mistake.  But his erection started to return at the thought of her owning him, outrageously having captured him, despite their "agreement" that it was all a trial and temporary.

She brought the whip down again and again, across his legs, arms, chest and waist, as she pleased, expertly whipping him. He found himself asking, then pleading, then begging her to stop. He told her he could not stand it, that he would do whatever she wanted, anything, if she would please stop.

She released his arms, leaving his legs chained. She helped him flip over onto his belly, forcing him to lie on his stomach. She said, "suck my shoes, slave," and placed her left sandal in front of his face. He tentatively put his lips on the leather, feeling the cool smoothness of her toes, wishing that she meant her feet. "No, slave, you know what your must do, and you must. . . " She fingered her whip, alarmingly. He covered the filthy strap of her sandal with his mouth, something a few hours ago he would never even have imagined doing. The strap rose from between her big toe and the other toes, and rose to form a band around her ankle. The buckle was on the back of the ankle, a typical hippy-type sandal.

On her order, he opened his mouth, and forced himself to place his tongue on the sweat-stained leather. A gritty, sour taste invaded his mouth. He began to see what she had been talking about. He could blame her for forcing him to do this terrible deed, and thus be able to face it. But at the cost of acknowledging to himself that he was her slave, and of losing some of his sense of self. "That's just the first taste, for you, of bitter slavery," she said. Worse, much worse, was to come. She forced him to lick the soles of her sandals, sucking the gritty dirt off them. She interspersed his humiliation with explanations and instructions, supposedly to make it easier on him to be broken into slavery to 
her. "Usually, that's all the slave has to do for one session. He has to absorb that humiliation, and then it's time for the next level. You're getting a crash course, with none of the friendly foot worshipping, or toe sucking, or ass kissing, which the slave usually gets, to sweeten the breaking a bit. Oh, did I say bit?".

She had saved a leather and metal contrivance as a painful surprise. It fit into his mouth somewhat like a horse's bit, but was held in place by a strap which locked behind his head. Rather than a bar wedged painfully between the teeth, his jaw was held partially open by two arms with low spikes which dug into his gums, one on each side. He could still suck or lick, but could not bite. There was a handle on the back of the apparatus which she could grab to manipulate his head as she chose. The slightest pull on the handle would cause him intense pain from the barbed hooks in his mouth. He now knew how fish stuck on a hook felt. When she grabbed his head, he had to make every effort to move it as she chose, just as, for the fish, the most important controlling thing is the hook embedded in its mouth. She spat on the floor. "Lick it up, slave," she said. She brought the whip down sharply on his bare, already 
painful buttocks. There was nothing sensual in it. She repeated her insistent demand, perhaps enjoying saying it again. "Lick up my spit, slave. You said you would do anything to stop the whipping. Now lick it up, slave."

She grabbed the handle and forced his head toward the odious spot. He looked at her crotch, secure beneath the apron, at the curves of her breasts, and the stern outline of her lovely mouth. Her attitude, more than anything else, perhaps, demanded that he obey. If he pulled away, she would hit his raw back yet again. Finally, he came to terms with himself, without thinking, did the terrible thing she asked. Yet, if she had offered to kiss him, he would have 
readily sucked her mouth out, if she would have let him, he reasoned.

That was only the start. After he learned to readily obey her commands to lick up her spit, she practiced spitting in his face. He had to not only beg her to spit on him, but to try to catch it with his tongue. How could he find himself doing such a thing, he asked himself. After she tired of this sport, she squatted down on the bare floor. "Oh, please, no, don't make me do that," he said. She just smiled, grimly, smugly, and pointed to the lake of pee she had left. She forced him to lick it up, off the bare floor, then to thank her for letting him suck up her pee.

"How would you feel if you knew you were on camera, all this time, and that your submission as my slave is on permanent record?" He could not believe it at first. It destroyed his first line of defense, that none of this had happened, or that it would never happen again. "I'm going to watch it with you, who knows, maybe sell it, or give it away. How would you like that, slave?" He said that it would be terrible, and that it wasn't fair. Her eyes clouded over again, and she brought up a new whip, this one with many braided strands, terminating in small, knotted ends. "Your back needs a rest, slave. How about this, for your penis?" This time, there was no preparation, no easy strokes first. His privates were easily accessible to her whip when she forced his ass up. The stretcher bar still held his legs apart. He was reduced yet again to abject begging. She would not stop, this time, until he convinced her that he would be obedient and not try to thwart her commands in any way. He voluntarily started licking the floor, hoping to placate her. He could not stand any of this horrible penis whipping.

"Is there anything I command, that you would not do, slave?" she asked. "No, nothing," he said. "You are to call me 'mistress', or 'owner'. Always cast your eyes down, as you now do, and you will ease your slavery, perhaps. Perhaps I'll just whip you, despite anything you can do. That is just the beginning of what it means to be a slave. Are you happy to be my slave?" He took great pains to assure her that he was beginning to understand, and that he would try his best to serve her. "Only try?" she said, outraged. He had to backpedal, assuring her that he was her slave, and would faithfully do whatever she ordered him.

"Well, that's enough for the first time, I guess. How does it feel to pass the crash course in learning me, slave?" He assured her that he was happy with whatever she chose to do with him. He was done with resistance. He had given up all hope, and resigned himself to pain after pain. This was just the time she, the professional slave trainer, was waiting for. Just when it seemed that the cold, harsh treatment would go on forever, and that nothing he could do would be good enough, it was time to revive hope.  After all, what good was beating him down if it was too easy?
She had been playing with her pussy lips on and off, getting a thrill when she saw him twitch in agony, or bend to her will on some hideous task she made up. The harder it was on him, the more exciting it was for her. Now, she fetched a large, comfortable mat, on which she parked her ample, beautiful buttocks. She spread her legs out before her, ordering him to remove her sandals. He guessed that it would be with his teeth, and somehow managed it. It was a physical jolt to him to place his mouth over her toes, one by one, and feel her moan in pleasure. It was the other face of the connection they had formed, when her slightest displeasure could lead to severe pain when she was whipping him. Now, he learned the intimate connection of sucking the soles of her feet, her toes, gently licking her ankles, working his way up to her knees and beyond.


When his mouth replaced her fingers at the gate to her pussy, she gasped in pleasure. He was, in a sense, in control of her pleasures, able to please her at his will. Of course, if he failed, she could always revert to punishing him, but, while it lasted, he was the giver and she the receiver, this time of pleasure instead of pain.

She came easily, the first time. Of course, he could not dare think of being allowed to come. So far had his thinking progressed, just from this afternoon. She had him work on her ass-hole. He had heard of people who liked to lick asses, but had never dreamed of allowing it to be done to him, much less of doing it himself to another. Yet, on the slightest prodding, he learned to enjoy running his tongue around her ass hole, roaming to her vagina, sometimes darting inside. After she was ready, she let him work up to her vagina again, masticating the lips and building up to 
stimulating her clitoris again.

She led him to come, too, after putting on surgical gloves. Alternate whippings and fingering of his balls and cock led him to a frenzy of frustration and straining orgasm, not from stimulation of his penile shaft, but from the pressure of his constrained pelvic muscles. It was unique and baffling but it was the best orgasm he had ever had.

He expected her to keep him chained up like he was, for further disgusting and interesting training. He was almost disappointed when she released all his chains, turned on the sprinklers in his tiny room, and led him back into her apartment. He found himself thinking, "is that all I get? Is that the end of it? Now I have to go home."

He was allowed to bathe her, then to briefly wash himself before dressing her. He was still naked, still feeling the umbra of the cement room, and feeling numbed. She ordered him to fold and arrange all her panties and equipment, and then to fix her a brief meal. He had the newfound pleasure, for him, of actually peeling grapes for her.

She lay down on her bed, allowing him to sprawl on a "slave bed" of rags at the foot of her bed. "Why did you stop, mistress?" he said. "Why did you let me have such pleasures? I would never have appreciated such pleasure in doing what we did without going through all that pain, and feeling so helpless. But why did you let me go? I thought I was there for life, or something."

"You were broken. Once the slave is broken to my will, I've had my pleasure. Once you gave in, really gave in, I knew I had you, knew you would never forget. Would you like to watch the video with me? Or is the memory still too fresh? As for having you forever, all the slaves I bother to break always come back. No one can go through such an experience without it changing them forever. You may have moments of strength, but I am always here, waiting, 
knowing, ready to take up where we left off. Look inside yourself, and tell me, would you ever be able to go back to the way you were?"She was right. The marks she had made in his psyche would haunt him forever, and the only way to face up to what he had learned about himself was to view himself as always her slave.


