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‘You need a break’, Alex words rung in his head again,
as he negotiated the winding narrow road in the heavy rain.

The GPS conked out.

   ‘Shit that’s all I need!’

Paul looked at the lights in the distance and aimed for the
small cluster of houses.

He parked by the small convenience store and walked in.

He looked at the woman behind the counter and realised that he
had trusted his GPS to get him to the doorstep of the House by the
Loch.

He could just imagine what it would sound like if he asked for
directions to the house by the loch.

   ‘What do you mean? that is the loch and these
are the houses’ she would say laughing herself silly.

He picked up a bottle of fizzy pop and approached the
counter.

   ‘Lost?’ the woman asked.

Paul nodded ‘the instructions were a bit sketchy. A house by the
loch off the B road is not much to get on in the darkness’ he said
with a smile.

   ‘Meg can take you up to Madam’.

Paul’s jaw dropped and dropped again when a girl in a very short
skirt waved at him.

   ‘In the morning’ she said then looked at the other
woman ‘Come on Eleanor, it has been raining all day. The road up to
the house will be a mess. He can stay in the spare room. It’s just
for tonight’ she said making sweet eyes to Eleanor.

Eleanor shrugged and handed her over a key.

Paul remembered that accepting random accommodation from
strangers, even cute stranger with very short skirts, was not
something that he did.

   ‘Thanks, but if you could just point me in the
right direction, I would rather crack on’.

   ‘It’s late and Madam will not be waiting for you.
Anyway you don’t want to turn up there all tired out after a long
drive’ Meg said, looking at him.

Her smile followed by a hip twist that exposed the tiny white
thong, sort of clenched it.

Paul picked up the overnight bag from the car then followed Meg
into a warm room at the back of the shop.

He looked at the bed and realised that he was a lot more tired
than he had thought.

Meg gave him a smile then kneeled in front of him and unzipped
his trousers.

She winked at him,

   ‘All part of the service’ she said before popping
his dick in her mouth.

Meg sucked him hard then pushed forward nuzzling his crotch. He
put a hand against the wall to steady himself.

The girl swallowed more and more of his shaft with each
thrust.

   ‘Can I come inside?’ he crocked.

In response Meg took the whole of his cock in and he felt it
prodding at the deep end of her throat. He came and she buckled
trying to swallow the jet.

Paul looked down at the dribble escaping her painted lips and
smiled, things were definitely looking up.

 

Paul stood in the chilly air of a highland morning and looked at
the foot of the mountain blending itself with the peak reflection
in the still water.

   ‘Ready?’ Meg asked with a smile.

He nodded and got in his car than followed closely the girl’s
4x4 out of the village and down a side road. He caught glimpses of
the loch through the shrubs as they pulled up the narrow lane. Meg
stopped by an isolated house and he parked by her side.

He watched her jump out and run up to the woman walking towards
them. He got out of the car and walked up to them.

The woman smiled to him then turned to Meg with a steely
expression.

   ‘Well?’ she said gently tapping the riding crop
against the palm of her hand.

   ‘It was late Madam’.

She rose and eyebrow.

Meg looked down,

   ‘The weather was bad’ she murmured.

In one swift move the woman lifted Meg’s impossibly short
skirt.

Paul complimented himself for guessing it right, Meg was not
wearing any panties.

The woman hit the girl’s bare bottom with the riding crop.

Meg whimpered.

   ‘What did you do?’ the woman said letting the skirt
go.

Meg looked sheepishly at Paul.

   ‘I sucked him’.

The woman shook her head.

Meg obediently lifted the skirt and Madam used the crop to draw
six neat parallel red lines across her cheeks and back of the
legs.

   ‘You may go now’ she said.

Meg let go of her skirt, winked at Paul and walked into the
house.

   ‘Her manners are very poor, but I cannot stop
indulging that sweet arse of hers’ Madam mused.

She turned and looked Paul up and down,

   ‘Nonetheless, I had assumed that my instructions
were clear’.

Paul nodded, no sex for a week beforehand.

   ‘Have you changed your mind about your stay?’

Paul looked at the riding crop in her hand and shook his head
feeling his dick tensing up inside his jeans.

‘Let’s go then’ she said, heading inside.

She pointed at a door,

   ‘You will join me in there, after you have
undressed’ she said then walked further down the corridor. She
pushed a door open ‘this is your room’.

Paul looked at the narrow bed and at the chair in the corner
then dropped the bag. He slowly undressed and headed back.

The door was open and he walked in. Madam was sitting in a
comfortable chair a folder resting in her lap.

   ‘I find these questionnaires very tiresome to
complete, but they are an invaluable help. Have you completely it
carefully and honestly?’ she asked.

Paul nodded. He knew the importance of the forms. Interesting
sex required paperwork.

   ‘Good, even so’ she smiled ‘the devil is in the
detail’.

She stood up,

   ‘On all fours’.

Paul kneeled down where she was pointing and spread his knees
apart, so that she could inspect him if she so wished.

She paced slowly around him, then walked to a corner of the room
and picked up two large bowls.

She positioned herself behind him.

Paul’s hole contracted feeling the utter cold then he had to
give into the object being pushed inside. He tried to breath slowly
as the thing was removed then another larger buttplug went in and
he groaned.

   ‘Too much?’

He shook his head and looked over in time to see the buttplug
made of ice being dropped in the second bowl.

He buckled slightly as another larger one went in. He tried to
relax as his hole stretched around it. She took it out then he felt
a larger head pushing insistently its way in. He gasped as she slid
it fully in.

   ‘Push’ she ordered.

Paul did as he was told and sighed with relief when the plug
popped out.

   ‘You are a bit tight, but we can work on it’.

She moved the two bowls out of the way.

   ‘Now for the small matter of you ignoring my
instructions’.

She walked over to a wardrobe and came back with something like
a male masturbator.

Paul strained to watch her clump it around his dick. It was an
odd thing it enveloped him completely. He felt the velvety softness
gently press against his balls and shaft then she worked the lip of
the thing around his crotch. It felt snug in a pleasant way. He
watched her lock the bottom of it to a catch in the floor.

   ‘It is my own design. I find it ideal to protect
and bound’ she smiled ‘two in one. You can ease yourself out of it,
with modicum effort. It will make an unpleasant sucking noise and
you may feel a bit sore afterwards, but I tested it extensively and
I am pretty sure that you will not suffer any permanent
damage’.

Paul looked at the glint in her eyes and the questions about the
testing died in his throat.

   ‘However, in the name of safety, I suggest you do
not try to wiggle too much’.

She walked over to her wardrobe and looked at the array of
instruments. Paul keen eye spotted the usual as well as some custom
made toys. He licked his lips unable to help admiring the
impressive collection. She turned pulling a black leather glove
tightly on.

   ‘I can see that you approve of my little box of
wonders’

   ‘Damn, the woman had eyes on the back of her
head’, Paul thought while looking at her circling him.

She tested his buttocks with her gloved hand and murmured in
approval.

Even if he knew it was coming, Paul found himself quite
unprepared for the gloved hand slap that hit his cheeks. Despite
himself he felt his cock press against the velvet encasing.

The woman spanked each quarter of his arse with a painfully
accurate hand. His cock stiffened and pushed against the material
inside the masturbator. The sound of leather smacking his bare skin
resonated in the room and he felt on the verge of crying out.

She stopped and Paul started to breath again. He felt her bare
hands on his buttocks massaging the cooling lotion into his skin.
He involuntary pushed against them.

He breathed out and the sigh turned in a low moan when a small
finger dipped inside his hole.

She moved away and he felt a twinge of sadness as she released
him.

She helped him up then Paul felt her cool hand gently rubbing
his hot bottom. Her hand moved to the front and he felt her fingers
curling around his shaft. He groaned and rested his forehead
against her neck as she worked his dick with long easy pulls,
tightening her grip every time she reached the head. The strokes
became shorter and faster and he knew he would not be able to
stop.

   ‘You may’ she whispered in his ear.

Paul came all over his feet and her boots.

She gently caressed the back of his head.

 ‘Go and clean up’.

Paul headed for the small bedroom. He spotted the mirror on the
bedside table and picked it up. His cheeks were glowing evenly and
he recognised the aftermath of a good spanking.

He cleaned up and went back to the room in time to see Meg on
her knees mopping the floor. Madam was watching her from her
armchair and by the shiny look of her boots, he guessed that Meg
had already cleaned them. She winked at him then dipped her index
in the last little pool of his spunk and moved it towards her
mouth.

   ‘Meg’.

   ‘Sorry Madam’.

Madam stood up,

   ‘You just cannot get the staff these days’.

Paul looked at Meg’s sore cheeks peeking out from underneath the
skirt and thought that he would hire her in a flash.

Madam pointed at the couch,

   ‘I do not expect you to go naked, late autumn is
quite chilly up here. You may wear socks and boots and a jumper
outside. Indoors you will wear only that’.

As soon as the kilt was on, she moved her index around and he
gave her a twirl.

   ‘I love a man in a skirt’ she smacked her lips ‘of
course the Scots can wear a kilt and look as hot as hell’ she
smirked ‘whereas you look like an embarrassed little girl, still it
has its charm.’ she smiled ‘Coffee?’

Paul followed her into the dining room overlooking the lake.

She poured herself a cup of coffee and sat down looking at the
moody sky reflected in the water.

   ‘If you want anything to eat, you can ask Meg.’ she
put down her cup ‘You may sit’.

Paul had expected her to point at a spot on the floor, instead
Meg moved a chair from under the table. He sat down on the soft
cushion lining it and wondered why she was being so soft on him. If
their places had been switched, he would have made his sub clean
the floor and then kneel by his chair.

   ‘Keep your legs crossed’ she said, still staring at
the expanse of water.

He crossed his legs. Meg filled a cup of coffee for him. He
sipped his drink while untangling the threads of pleasure hidden in
the pain in his cheeks. 

   She smiled ‘comfy?’

   He nodded.

   ‘Good. You will sit in exactly that position until
I tell you to move. Meg will keep your cup filled up’.

Meg curtsied then topped up Paul’s cup.

She stood a foot behind him holding the coffee jug.

After the second cup, Paul became aware of the increasingly
unpleasant pressure in his bladder. He took a sip of the coffee to
distract himself and that was a mistake. Meg filled up the cup to
the brim again.

He looked over to his hostess and at her peaceful expression
then up to the huge clock on the wall. Its deep ticking filled up
the room as Paul watched from its face to Madam’s.

The room was warm, but not enough to justify the small beads of
sweat that had formed on Paul’s brow. He tried to shift position,
but a stern look from Madam stopped him. He looked up to Meg with
the hateful jug of coffee ready to fill up his cup again then
through the glass patio doors. He imagined hearing the waters in
the lake gurgling away.

His discomfort turned into pain and he looked around desperate
for the bathroom.

Madam stood up.

   ‘Shall we?’

Madam took his hand and led him on the patio outside, then
lifted the kilt and grabbed his cock.

   ‘Remember that you can leave at any time. I will
respect your safe word, however till you are here you do as you are
told. You pee when I tell you that you can, you crap when I tell
you that you can. Do you understand?’

Paul nodded.

   ‘You may pee’ Madam said.

Paul let the stream erupt, in full view of the lake and the few
adventurous people that had decided to take advantage of the clear
day.

Madam was holding up the kilt for him and he relaxed in her
embrace. Her fingers played with his hair, tugging gently now and
then. A small reminder of what was still to come.

   ‘Go and clean up. We are going out’ she said
letting go of him.

Paul went back to his room and quickly washed and put on the
light v-neck then headed to the front door where Madam was waiting
for him.

They stepped outside and he realised that he was enjoying the
cool breeze circulating around him, a lot.

He sat in the 4x4 and Madam drove down a muddy track then joined
a narrow, but well maintained, road.

Paul looked around at the barren landscape and at the dark pools
of deep water then up to the austere mountains.

   ‘I thought you might as well get to see something
while you are here. The weather is closing in and it adds to the
drama of the place’.

Paul nodded silently. He had never even imagined that something
so savage and unbridled could be just around the corner from
civilisation.

They left the ragged landscape behind and stopped in a small
town. He followed his mistress around the shops and obediently
stood by her side. People chatted to her without acknowledging his
presence. He was and ‘It’ for the time being. It was a new
situation to him, but he was enjoying not being in charge, not
being the one having to make all the decisions.

   ‘I hope you like fish’ she said.

Paul smiled looking from her to the salmon in the shopping bag
then followed her to the car.

They were heading back when she suddenly slowed down and turned
off the road.

Paul climbed out then looked over to the sweeping view of the
moors. Even if the cold wind was stinging his inner thighs, the
view was worth it.

She dropped a small padded matt at her feet.

   ‘It’s a beautiful view’ she said than pushed down
her trousers and spread her legs ‘on your knees’.

Paul kneeled in front of her. She leaned against the car then
grabbed his hair and pulled his face closer to her cunt. Paul
smiled and started teasing her clit.

She tagged his hair sharply,

   ‘None of that. You follow the rhythm I give
you’.

She pushed her crotch into his face and Paul started to tongue
the inside of her lips then nibbled at her clit, another sharp tug
reminded him that she meant business. He tongued her hard and fast,
timing himself with the hair tugging. She was pressing herself
against him as if she wanted the whole of his face to fuck her. He
groaned and grabbed her buttocks pressing his tongue and his face
as far inside as he could.

He felt her whole body tense up then he listened to her scream
of rage. Her hips pushed against his face and the orgasm turned her
thighs into trembling jelly.

He felt her hand gently tapping his arm and, with some
reluctance, he let go of her arse. He looked up, he wanted to fuck
her badly, he wanted to hear the primeval scream again while his
dick was inside her. Madam pulled his hair and bent down to kiss
her come on his lips. He opened his mouth and let her tongue
explore him.

He was getting to enjoy the invasive tongue when she pushed him
back and pulled up her trousers.

She got behind the driving wheel again and Paul sat next to her,
his dick complaining with a sulky frustrated stiffy. 

She parked by the front door.

‘In the playroom’ she said picking up the shopping and heading
for the kitchen.

Paul wondered why Meg was not around to deal with the shopping
then stepped in the playroom.

Meg was strapped into a sort of gynaecology chair. A vibrator
poised a fraction away from her pussy. Porn was playing on a wide
screen television. Meg was in tears. Paul watched as she pulled at
her restrains trying to get the fake cock to touch her.

Madam walked past him.

   ‘Meg, I hope you now understand that I do not
approve of my maid masturbating behind my back’.

Meg swallowed hard then nodded.

Madam turned around and smiled.

Paul let go of his cock.

   ‘Disobedience all round’ she sighed ‘how
disappointing. On all fours’.

Paul looked at the spot on the floor she was pointing at and
kneeled down. Madam repositioned the fake cock so that its head
rested against Meg’s clit.

She gave her a wicked smile then locked the strap on dildo
around herself.

She walked over to Paul and stood her legs spread so that the
dildo replaced the vibrator and Meg’s wet pussy in his line of
sight.

‘At first I thought the view may help you appreciate the
punishment’ she licked her lips ‘but then I had a better idea’.

Madam pushed what looked like a remote control covered in soft
rubber in between his teeth.

‘If you stop biting into it or drop it, the vibe activates,
Meg’s comes and I stop playing with you’.

She moved behind him and he felt a well lubed finger gently
prodding his hole then entering him slowly. Paul moaned through his
clenched teeth.

He buckled slightly as the dildo entered his hole, the skin
stretching around it. He felt her hand caressing his dick and
balls. He relaxed and she slid more of the dildo inside him. She
stopped and teased his cock again then pushed the dildo fully in
and he felt her crotch pressing against his cheeks. He
instinctively chomped down on the remote then remembered that if he
wanted her to stop he had to let go. He started to relax his jaw
and her hand played again with his dick. Paul bit harder into the
remote and Meg screamed with frustration.

Madam rode him hard and steady. After one deep thrust, Paul
groaned and was about to let go of the remote when she pulled
out.

She discarded the dildo then leaned over him.

She nibbled his neck as her hand tightened around his shaft.
Paul moaned as she increased her speed. He tried to hold back as
her hand slid along his shaft then her fingers locked around the
base of his head gently pinched. He opened his mouth, the remote
dropped out, and he came all over her fingers while Meg loud moans
filled the room.

Madam eased him into a sitting position then kneeled in front of
him. She stretched her come-coated index and brushed it on Paul’s
lips as if she was applying lipstick.

   ‘Lick’.

Paul looked at her.

She leaned forward,

   ‘Do not make ask again’ she whispered in his
ear.

Paul closed his eyes and tasted himself.

   ‘Go and wash up then we will have dinner’.

She stood up and walked over to Meg.

   ‘It’s so tiresome when the help is not reliable,
still I think this little wench should be able to boil some
potatoes.’ she said turning off the vibrator and releasing her
arms.

 

Madam was sitting at the head of the big table and Meg served
her a dinner of salmon, greens and boiled potatoes. Paul looked at
her from the children table pushed in a corner of the room. Meg was
still unsteady on her legs.

Meg put the same dinner down for them then joined him at the
small table.

She picked at the salmon then smiled at him and he felt her bare
foot against his leg.

   ‘Meg, go to your room’.

   ‘Yes Madam’.

Paul watched her go then Madam beckoned him.

He followed her in a large bedroom.

   ‘You may sleep here’ she said before closing the
door.

Paul laid on the huge bed and drifted off to sleep.

 

He woke up in the morning with a hard on. He looked over and saw
Madam standing in the doorframe. She was shaking her
head. 

   ‘Kneel by the side of the bed’.

Paul kneeled and rested his chest on the soft mattress.

Madam walked to a chest pushed in a corner of the room then came
back. She laid down a studded glove inches away from his face, then
the riding crop, then an evil looking paddle and finally the
dreaded cane.

   ‘The cane?’ she asked

Paul winced.

   ‘Maybe all of them in turn’ she mused her index
across her lips.

Her eyes moved along the array, closely followed by Paul’s.
Madam eyes lit up and she smiled.

She picked up the riding crop.

She lashed at his cheeks with a steady hand, each blow making
the previous one hurt a little bit more. Paul moaned and his
breathing became shorter. Madam slowed down and the next few blows
were more like gentle taps. Paul relaxed and a vicious lash made
him very aware that she was still holding the crop. Paul took
another three lashes then he felt her cool hands massaging his
skin. He sighed enjoying the feeling.

   ‘On the bed’ she ordered.

Paul crawled over it, his butt high in the air and his cock
hanging hard as rock. He looked over to the side and saw her
undressing slowly for him.

She laid down on the bed and opened her legs.

   ‘You fuck me now and you fuck me hard’.

Paul shoved his cock inside her.  She smiled and he felt
her pussy contracting around his shaft. He groaned and started to
thrust. Her cunt squeezed his cock with each push and he pumped her
harder trying to break her grip on him.

He screamed as savagely as she had when he came.

He pulled back and looked at the redness on her inner thighs and
lower belly. She pushed him gently then manoeuvred his head down
and he kissed her opening tasting both their juices.

She rolled him over then kissed his sweaty forehead.

 

His stay was over. He joined Madam in the dining room and she
handed him over the form he had filled in. All the items on the
list had been ticked. He nodded, scanning the form. She had covered
every item on the list, but as she had said the devil is in the
detail and quite a few things had not panned out the way he had
imagined. 

He got in the car thinking that his short break had turned out
better than expected. He smiled to himself, Alex had been going
away with murder and that was about to change. As he drove off he
saw the woman that had greeted him at the small shop, he waved at
her then turned down the main road.

 

  ‘Did you enjoy him?’

Madam looked at Eleanor and winked ‘nothing like the virgin
buttocks of a Dom on his first switch to get me going’.

Eleanor giggled,

   ‘By the look on his face when he left, I would
guess that Alex is in for a regime change’.

   ‘Beware of what you wish for’ Madam said with a
smile.

Eleanor looked around,

   ‘Where is Meg?’

Madam shrugged,

   ‘Having a rest… I ended up fisting her’.

Eleanor gave her a disapproving look,

   ‘She requested the naughty servant scenario and if
I remember rightly she put a maybe, not sure next to fisting’.

Madam nodded,

   ‘I know darling. But I strapped her on the St
Andrew cross and made her watch Paul and me fuck’ she smiled and
eased a hand inside Eleanor’s trousers then pinched her buttock ‘by
the time I got to her she was so wet that she nearly ate my
fingers. I made an executive decision and went for it’.

   ‘Did she enjoy it?’

   ‘By the way she nearly gave me a wrist injury when
she came I would say yes. And thank you for watching her while I
was out’.

   ‘My pleasure’.

 Madam eased her hand out of Eleanor’s trousers. 

   ‘Coffee?’

She nodded.

   ‘You know… I think, she would agree to stay on as
your maid’.

Madam shook her head,

   ‘She is a horrid cook’.  ﻿
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