
Five Days 
by Bernie Roehl 

 
On the morning after the fifth day, Helen rose early and examined her body in the mirror.  The 
marks that she had received on the first day had mostly faded, as she knew they would.  But 
the memories of the past five days would last her a lifetime. 
 
That first morning, before the stranger arrived, Helen found herself saying over and over 
again “I can't believe I'm doing this”.  She prepared her home and her body for this man, this 
total stranger, this friend-of-a-friend-of-a-friend, who came so highly recommended but who 
she knew absolutely nothing about. 
 
After showering, she unlocked the front door.  Still naked, she got down on her knees and 
lowered her head until it rested against the cool wooden floor, her raised bottom facing the 
door, her arms extended in front of her.  This was how he wanted to see her when he arrived.  
And so she waited. 
 
It seemed like forever, but just as the clock on the mantle chimed 10 am, the door opened, 
and closed.  She heard his footsteps.  She waited for him to speak, to say something, 
anything to her, but he didn't.  All she heard was his zipper. 
 
Like one of Pavlov's dogs, salivating at the sound of a bell that meant they were about to be 
fed, that sound produced a similar reaction in her loins. 
 
He took her then, before saying so much as a word to her, mounting her roughly from behind.  
This stranger used her body for his pleasure.  A man she had never met, never seen.  She 
didn't know his name, or anything about him, except what her friends had told her of his 
hungers, his passions. 
 
His relentless pounding of her body went on and on, bringing her to several intense orgasms. 
But even after he himself finally came, he was by no means done with her.  It was a day and 
night of many firsts.  She had never been bound before.  Never been spanked, or paddled, or 
flogged, or caned.  He did all of those on that first day, knowing that by the end of the 
weekend the marks would be mostly gone. 
 
The first day was about Helen learning to find pleasure from pain.  The second day was about 
obedience.  She learned how to serve him, preparing his meals, massaging his muscles, 
servicing him sexually.  She learned how he wanted to her to stand, to walk, to sit, to kneel, to 
crawl.  She learned how this man wanted her to move and speak in a way that pleased him. 
 
The third day was the most difficult for Helen.  It was about transformation and surrender.  
She actually began the transformation herself.  Since they would be leaving the house, she 
put on a wig to disguise herself.  He took her shopping in the morning, choosing clothes for 
her that were far more revealing than anything she had worn in her entire life.  In the 
afternoon they went to a strip club, so she could watch the dancers and learn a few moves. 
She would be needing this newly acquired skill soon, because they would be having company 
that evening. 
 



At 6 pm sharp, Helen answered the door for the first guest. She wore the decidedly slutty 
outfit that had been chosen for her, and she greeted each of their guests as they arrived.  She 
took their coats, and welcomed them in.  Five guests.  All men.  Friends of his. 
 
Helen served the meal she had prepared, and waited patiently for the men to finish eating.   
She listened to the various crude and explicit comments they made about her, a prelude to 
what was to follow.  Helen knew she was to be the after-dinner entertainment. 
 
When all the men had  gathered in the living room, she put on the music and began her strip-
tease.  As she danced, she saw the men looking at her with ever-growing lust and desire.  
When her third song was finished, and she lay naked before them, the evening truly began. 
 
Over the course of the next three hours, Helen serviced all of the men, with her hands and 
her mouth and her pussy.  By the time the last of the guests left, she lay in the middle of the 
living room floor.  Her jaw ached, her pussy was sore, she was covered in come and sweat, 
and she felt completely and utterly spent and used.  And happier than she had been in years.  
 
The fourth day, Friday, was the night of the party at a local club.   She was to be his guest, his 
plaything.  She spent the evening at the end of his leash, led around like an obedient pet.  
The lessons she had learned on the second day were all put to good use that night, as were 
her newfound skills at giving pleasure to men. 
 
The fifth day was just the two of them.  She spent the day serving and pleasing and 
pleasuring him, and that night, for the first time, she did not sleep on the floor, chained to the 
foot of the bed.  She had earned the privilege of sleeping next to him, their bodies pressed up 
against each other.  She fell asleep with her head resting on his chest, truly happy and 
content for the first time in her life. 
 
And the next morning, as planned, he was gone.   So were the marks he had left on the first 
night.  Helen went through the house, carefully removing all traces of their activities.  In just a 
few hours, she would be going to the airport.  She had to pick up her husband and kids who 
were due back from Florida.  It was time for Helen to return to her life, to once again be a 
suburban soccer mom.  But now, at least, she would have the memories of these past five 
days to sustain her.  
 
  
 


