TAMING HILARY

When we first started seeing each other I was impressed with Hilary.  She was a beautiful woman.  About five feet six inches tall, she was slim but well proportioned with thick auburn hair and a beautiful face.  She had full lips, high cheekbones, deep brown, intelligent eyes and smooth golden skin. 

The sort of skin you want to lick.

For the first two or three years of our relationship we led a ‘normal’ life.  We saw a lot of each other: we went out; we stayed in; we talked; we saw shows; we socialised; we had a circle of friends.

All of that changed one night in the summer of 1983.

We had been out drinking with a good friend of mine (we shall call him CJ – which stands for “Crazy John”).

Hilary and I had lapsed into that type of relationship where we were going through the motions: - saying the same old things – or saying nothing at all; making love occasionally; going to the same places; seeing the same people.  It was staid….and boring…we were arguing frequently.  

In short, we were no longer in love.  We had become a habit for each other.

In the pub, during the warm summer evening, she had been feisty and aggressive and had criticised me for a few small indiscretions.  I took it at the time, but my patience was stretched.  As we walked back to our (shared) house – it was a cute cottage in the countryside – my mood, fuelled by a reasonable amount of alcohol, grew darker. The three of us – CJ included – had little to say.

As I unlocked the door CJ said that he needed to sleep and quickly slipped into the spare room, which he knew well.  He soon switched off the light and, I assumed, went to sleep.

Hilary went on the attack.

She repeated the criticisms that she had levied earlier only – she too was a little drunk – with more venom.

I was in no mood to tolerate her.  

I said nothing at first but stared at her with hatred.  I was trembling with suppressed anger.  I knew that I was almost losing control.  I had never hit her – or any woman – but I was close.  

Very close.

She suddenly caught the intensity in my eyes and, to my astonishment, started to cry.

“I’m sorry” she wailed  “I didn’t mean it”.

Uncompromising, I replied quietly “Too late.  We’re done”.

My intention was to say nothing else, just go to bed, sleep it off, and no doubt everything would be back to ‘normal’ in the morning.

But I was wrong.

“No! Please.. No!” she almost screamed it.  “Don’t finish with me please.  I love you.  I belong to you.  I’ll do anything..please…”

I was still furious, and assumed she was just babbling drunk, but forced out a curt reply…

“Bullshit”.

To my further surprise she actually fell to her knees in front of me and, with a pleading look in her eyes,  gently said these exact words…  “ Michael.  It’s not bullshit.  I love you.  More than that.  You own me.  I’ll do anything for you”.

Epiphany……………

My cock stirred.

Drunk?

Not that drunk…..

I made myself sound angry and stern “Like what?”

“Anything you say” she replied, “tell me what to do”.

“OK” I said, “let’s see.  I don’t think you mean it, but I’ll try you out”.  

Holding my stern expression I said “Strip off.  Everything” and sitting down with a disinterested expression, I looked her in the eyes.

She stood before me, subdued and (apparently) humble, and started to undress.

Inside I was elated - excited - but externally I maintained a calm, and - I hoped - indifferent facade.

She took her shoes off first (her legs were bare).  

There is something about having bare feet which already suggests nakedness and vulnerability, and Hilary was fully aware of this as she stood trembling in front of me.  

Nothing was said as she continued.

Next she removed her blouse and quickly followed with her skirt, letting it drop to the floor and stepping out of it.

She stood for a moment as if uncertain – her arms crossed over in front of her and her head bowed – so I sharply said “Go on, don’t stop there”.

She paused for a moment and then reached behind and unfastened her bra.

As her breasts became exposed with her nipples hard erect I realised that she was in a state of excitement, and that suddenly her nakedness (I had seen her naked many times before in everyday situations) was like a new thing to me. In this situation it was like having a stranger strip for you.  I liked it.  I was aroused.

She carried on – hooking her thumbs in her panties and pushing them down along her legs and then removing them and throwing them to one side.

She looked at me briefly as she stood there naked, then, lowering her eyes and bending her head a little so that her fringe almost obscured her face, said “what do you want to do with me”?

I looked at her in silence for a while.

One half of me was wary, suspicious, believing that she would suddenly have a change of mood, grab her things and storm out – pretty well in character – but that didn’t happen.

She just stood there, her arms by her side, shivering – was she cold?  Excited?  

I didn’t know, but I thought – to hell with it – I’ll push it and  see what happens.

So I said “come here, stand in front of me”.

As I said before, I was used to seeing her naked, but this situation was new, she was vulnerable and subservient.  I liked it a lot.

I made her stand a few inches from me.  My face was level with her cunt.  She had fine pubic hair – just a thin covering – and I stared at that gorgeous place between her legs – examining every detail – feasting my eyes on her. 

I looked at her breasts, at her erect nipples (I hadn’t touched her … yet) and felt a sense of power which almost overwhelmed me.

I had control.

This person, this body, was mine.

I didn’t know how long this would last, a few minutes, an hour, who knows…but while I had it, I wanted it. 

I would use it.  

I would take advantage. 

I would indulge.

I felt a surge of lust.  The feeling of power, of being in control, was wonderful.

I loved it.

Take the moment…..

I told her to turn around.

She turned around.

I put my hands on her buttocks and my fingers stretched them apart.

I stared at her anus. 

I had seen it before,  many times.

Previously we had made love, had sex, and I had touched her there, licked it, fucked it…it was nothing new to me…but tonight…now…it was really mine...it was fresh and new…virginal…it seemed so, so,  fucking…rude.

I put my fingertip on her anus.

Touched it, savoured it, stroked it, watched every movement, then leaned forward and licked it.

She gave a little moan but didn’t move.

I probed her with my finger and she pushed her hips backwards - urging it inside her.

I said “You’ve been a bitch tonight, a real pain.  I’m going to punish you.  Do you want to say anything?”

Her reply was very quiet.  Meek.

“No sir.  I’m yours”.

The lust and power surged through me.  I had to carry this on.  I had to push her.

Brusquely withdrawing my finger I told her to put her coat and boots on and go and wake CJ.

“Tell him I need him.  Tell him it’s important.”

She did as I said.

In minutes CJ was with us, looking a bit dishevelled but alert.

“What?” he asked.

“We need to go out again” I said, “I have something to show you”.

CJ knew me well enough.  He knew not to question too much.  He also knew that it would be worth his while.

CJ and I took a battery torch each and the three of us left the house and headed off into the woods.   Following a path that CJ and I knew well, we soon came to a small clearing deep in the wood.  We were miles from any habitation and I knew that we wouldn’t be seen, heard or disturbed.

Hilary stood to one side as I talked to CJ.

“Hilary is pissing me off” I said, “so she’s agreed to try out an experiment”.

CJ looked at me from under his eyebrows, a half smile on his face, and said “go on”.

“Hilary has agreed to be tested” I said “she will do whatever I say to prove that she loves me”.

I said this with deliberate sarcasm.  I didn’t really believe that she would tolerate what I had in mind for her, but I had to continue.

“So I want you to witness this” I continued “it’s part of the test.  Are you OK with it?”

“Of course” he replied, chuckling “I’m all for something new”.

I turned to Hilary and said “come here”.

She moved closer to where I was indicating with a gesture.

“Take off your coat and give it to CJ” I said.

She removed her coat and was instantly naked.

CJ took her coat, ogling her naked body in the half-light, and hung it over the low branch of a nearby tree.

She stood in front of us trembling, wearing only short, fur-lined boots.  Her hands were clasped in front of her as if she was trying to hide her nakedness.

“Take off your boots” I said “and put your hands on your head”.

Without a word she did what I said, throwing her boots to one side, her bare feet now unprotected on the cold leaf debris, and clasping her hands together on top of her head.

I walked slowly around her, viewing her, and encouraged CJ to do the same.

We lifted our torches.

I aimed mine into her face knowing that she would be disorientated and unable to see us.  I told CJ to shine his torch on her body.  

We spent a little while just doing that.  Looking at her.  Enjoying her vulnerability.  

We lowered our torches and I stood directly in front of her, told her to look at me, and as she raised her eyes to meet mine I smiled at her and began to remove the leather belt I was wearing.

John stood discreetly to one side.  He hadn’t taken his eyes from her.

“Hilary” I ordered “put your arms out in front of you”.

As she obeyed I asked CJ to move over towards her and take her hands in his.

They stood together like two coy lovers at arms length.  Holding hands in the moonlight.  Only she was naked and shivering.

I swung my arm back and brought the belt down hard across her buttocks.

She cried out instinctively, and staggered a little, but CJ held her hands tight and, to her credit, she stayed where she was.

I swung again.

This time the belt hit high on her behind, almost on the small of her back.

Again she cried out, a little louder this time, followed by a sob.  CJ still held her hands, and, although she was obviously in some distress, she still stood there, waiting for more.

I didn’t disappoint her.

I hit her again, and then another, and another.  On her back, her legs and again her backside.

She was sobbing now.  In pain.  In embarrassment, and, I felt, in humility.

“Kneel down” I said quietly, “you slut”.

She knelt.

“Now get on all fours, hands and knees, bitch” I ordered.

She complied immediately.

Without further thought I kicked her hard on the backside, and she fell forward into the dirt.

I ordered her to get back up on her hands and knees telling her that she was a weak slut, and that she wasn’t good enough for me.

“You’ve got to try harder than that” I said, “this is only a test…remember?”.

Meekly she said “Yes sir” and pulled herself back into position.

I kicked her arse hard again, and again she fell on her face.

“Get up” I shouted, “get in position, bitch” (this subsequently became known as the ‘bitch position’ – but more of that later).

As she resumed her stance on all fours I kicked her again, but this time she had braced herself and took the kick well, rocking a little, sobbing with the pain and humiliation, but maintaining her position.

I kicked her twice more, harder than previously, and she still held her place.  I was pleased.

I looked at CJ and saw his wide grin and the lust in his face.

“OK” I said, “nearly done for tonight.  Now get on your knees”.

She raised herself up and knelt again, compliant before us, her eyes cast down.

“Lift your head a little” I instructed, “and open your mouth”.

To CJ I said “If you want to, fuck her in the mouth, but come on her face”.

He needed no further encouragement.

In an instant he had released his hard cock and pushed it into her waiting mouth. I was pleased to see that he discarded any sensibilities and, holding the back of her head, pushed his cock deep into her and tried to fuck her throat.

She gagged and squirmed in his grasp but didn’t try to get away – she couldn’t anyway – he was much too strong for her - and so he thrust away, bent only on his personal pleasure.  In seconds he pulled out and, grunting, finished himself off with a few vigorous hand movements, coming over her face.

“Keep your hands down” I shouted as I saw her about to wipe her face clean “and open your mouth”.

I replaced CJ in front of her.

Again she had to endure a throat fucking. She felt like a toy in my hands as I pushed myself into her, pulling her hard on her hair, wrapping it around my fist as I forced my cock deep into her throat.  Again she choked and struggled – it only heightened my pleasure – but again she remained on her knees, her arms flailing by her side in an impotent gesture expressing her discomfort.

As I felt myself coming I pulled quickly out of her and, like CJ, finished myself off by masturbating onto her face.

“Leave it alone” I murmured as she raised her hands again, and I squeezed the last few drops of my semen into her eyes.

“Get dressed” I said “but leave your face alone”.

I had come with real fulfilment. I felt satisfied, elated.  My orgasm had left me with a great sense of well being exacerbated by Hilary’s submission.  I did not intend to let this go.

She put her coat on and reached for her boots.

“No” I snapped, “give them to me”.

I carried her boots as we walked back to the house.  Hilary was made to walk a few yards behind us, her bare feet stumbling awkwardly along the rough path.

When we  entered the house I turned to look at Hilary.  In the bright light she looked utterly dishevelled.  Her hair was a ragged tangle, her face was covered in a sheen of sticky semen, her eyes were bloodshot with crying and her feet were dirty and scuffed.

“Get clean” I said “then go to bed”.

When she had gone, CJ and I indulged in a few whiskeys and talked over the evening’s events.

What became clear to both of us was that this was a situation, an opportunity, that had to be developed.

Hilary and I were starting on a journey.

I looked towards the stairs. There was meaning in my look.

“Goodnight” CJ said.

“Goodnight” I replied. 

