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    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
    “Place thy foot upon thy slave 
 
    Oh thou, half of hell, half of dreams; 
 
    Among the shadows, dark and grave, 
 
    Thy extended body gleams.” 
 
    –Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, Venus in Furs
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    Graham Spencer was mooching about in the West End of London early one evening when he came upon a little shop specialising in books and magazines about photography and film. Having a vague interest in both subjects, he wandered into the shop to have a browse around. His gaze was caught by a glossy black and white photo of a beautiful dark-haired woman on the cover of a magazine called Femme Fatale.  
 
    Graham picked out a copy of the magazine and casually flicked through its pages, glancing at a handful of the BDSM photos it turned out to contain. All of them were high contrast black and white like the cover, with the same frank starkness and oily sheen, and were as beautiful in their way as the woman on that cover.  
 
    This wasn’t pornography, thought Graham. This was erotic art. Yes, definitely erotic art. He felt a spark ignite in his bloodstream, a charge of adrenaline, a stirring in his loins. From there on it was like dominoes, one thing leading inevitably to the next.  
 
    Graham reached into his jacket and paid for the magazine, which the sales assistant put into a bag for him. He then left the shop, stepping out into the gathering dark. Over the street was a sushi bar he’d been to once or twice before and, crossing at the crosswalk, he went there to grab a bite to eat. After that he set off home to his smart apartment. It wasn’t far to go, less than a mile’s walk away, and was on the top floor of a tall Georgian building.  
 
    Later on Graham climbed naked into bed. After propping up some pillows at his back so he could sit up, he started on the bedtime reading he’d chosen: Femme Fatale. Graham began to leaf through the pages of that glossy magazine once more, this time more slowly. He saw that virtually all of its numerous monochrome images were of naked or near-naked men in one form of bondage or another being disciplined by beautiful women, some sexily clad in leather and others in rubber latex.  
 
    BDSM of any description wasn’t Graham’s thing – or at any rate he’d never thought it was. But there was no getting round the fact that he found the striking photographs he was now viewing powerfully erotic. As he gazed at those shiny black and white photos with their graphic depictions of the female domination of submissive males he could feel a surge of arousal building. He could practically hear the blood pounding through his body, and his cock, tumescent now, started to throb as it grew even harder.  
 
    Graham pulled the bedcovers aside and grasped his shaft. He began to masturbate, imagining himself in the place of one after the other of the men in the photos he was viewing. He could feel his breath quicken and his shaft pulse still more in his fist as he carried on masturbating. After a while he put the magazine down and let his increasingly fevered sexual imagination take over entirely as he wanked and wanked.  
 
    It was not long before what he was imagining went into overdrive as in his mind he became an amalgam of all the males he’d seen between the covers of that glossy black and white Femdom BDSM magazine. Masturbating now like a man possessed, he saw himself gagged with a ball gag and suspended from rafters, his naked body bound by tight leather straps, his erection raging. And all the while a catsuited dominatrix whipped him over and over again on the backside until its cheeks were covered in agonising welts.  
 
    For God’s sake, enough, Graham said to himself, breathing hard. Enough, enough! If he continued getting ever more carried away like this he’d climax. And he didn’t want that to happen – not yet anyway. He removed his hand from his throbbing erection and blanked out as best he could the highly-charged images he’d had in his head. He picked up Femme Fatale again but this time tried to look at it in a more objective light.  
 
    By focusing on the relatively few adverts it contained he could see the magazine was genuinely international in flavor. There was one ad for a fetish weekend in Florida, another for one in Montreal, and yet another for one in Berlin. On one page an agelessly attractive blonde dominatrix was advertising the professional services she provided in her Paris dungeon. There was an advert for a B&B in Belgium called The Chateau that catered for those of a sadomasochistic persuasion and another one for somewhere similar in Spain that was exclusively Femdom.  
 
    Graham was interested to note that the magazine itself was actually published in the UK, right here in central London in fact, by a company called Kinkmart. The biggest advert it contained covered the entirety of the inside back cover and was for that very company. The advert shared the same beautiful aesthetic as the rest of the magazine, which was hardly surprising under the circumstances.  
 
    The tag-line for the ad was “All things Fetish” and he could see why. It advertised, among other things, a Femdom fetish photo anthology, a similar Lezdom collection, dungeon rental, leather and rubber clothing, BDSM toys and equipment, and high quality fetish magazines, books and films. 
 
    At the bottom of the advert was a photo of a shapely woman who’d been photographed all in dark latex – a hood with holes for the eyes, nostrils and mouth, a micro-minidress and thigh-high boots with stiletto heels. She called herself Mistress X and claimed “I am highly skilled in bondage and S&M and have a full fetish wardrobe, which covers all aspects of domination. My dungeon contains the latest in disciplinary equipment and implements of correction, and caters for various forms of sensory deprivation as well.”  
 
    There followed a telephone number for Mistress X, and Graham thought, Well, why not? I mean, where’s the harm? He reached for his mobile phone, which was on the bedside cabinet next to him, punched in the number given at the bottom of the advert and put the phone to his ear.  
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    “Hello.” The woman’s voice was hard and clear. 
 
    Graham didn’t immediately respond. It had been an almost instantaneous pickup and that combined with the sharp tone of the woman’s voice had thrown him a little.  
 
    “Hello,” the voice said again, impatient now. 
 
    Graham quickly pulled himself together. “Is that Mistress X?” he asked.  
 
    “It is. And who might you be?” 
 
    “I’m Graham,” he started to say. “I saw your advert in Femme Fatale and…” 
 
    “Don’t you mean ‘slave Graham’,” she snapped, interrupting him. “And always address me as ‘Mistress’. Understood, slave?” 
 
    Graham began to feel slightly lightheaded. It hasn’t taken long for this conversation to get weird, he thought. “Yes, Mistress,’ he said softly. “I do apologise. I’m new to all this, you see.”  
 
    “No need to apologise, slave,” the woman told him after a pause, losing her abrasive tone and sounding slightly amused now. He could almost picture her smiling on the other end of the line. “It’s perfectly natural for you to feel a bit nervous and uncertain if this is a first time for you.”  
 
    Graham took a breath. “Thank you for being so understanding, Mistress,” he said, adopting the ingratiating tone he felt was expected of him.  
 
    “Where do you live, slave?” 
 
    “In central London, Mistress.”  
 
    “Me too,” she replied. “Phoning from home?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Where are you at the moment, slave?” 
 
    “Sitting up in bed, Mistress.” 
 
    “And what are you wearing?” 
 
    A hesitation. “Nothing, Mistress,” he said quietly. 
 
    “Have you got a nice body, slave?” 
 
    “I try to keep in shape, Mistress.” 
 
    “Color of hair and eyes?” 
 
    “Dark-brown hair and blue eyes, Mistress,” Graham said. 
 
    “Handsome?” 
 
    “So I’m told, Mistress.” 
 
    There was a pause at the other end. “You sound pretty hot to me, slave.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “Know where I am?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.”  
 
    “I’m in my dungeon – the one you’ll have read about in the ad,” she told him. “Now sit back and listen, slave.” 
 
    The woman was obviously used to taking control like this, thought Graham, and with a voice as commanding as hers he could understand why. He shrugged inwardly and sat back to listen to whatever it was she had to say. 
 
    She didn’t utter a word at first though. Instead all he could hear was the sharp click-click of her heels on the floor – the dungeon floor if what she’d just told him was to be believed. He tried to picture her in that dungeon, to see her in his mind’s eye. She was imposing, elegant, and incredibly sexy, he decided. Maybe she was wearing the enticing latex outfit she’d had on in that ad – but presumably without the hood.  
 
    Was that the sharp sound of the stiletto-heels of her thigh-high boots he could hear? What did her face look like? Did it perhaps resemble that of the beautiful woman on the cover of Femme Fatale? She had dark glittering eyes, and high cheekbones framed by shoulder-length dark hair.  
 
    “Shall I tell you what I’m going to do to you in a moment, slave?” the woman continued, sounding amused again. Graham could imagine her smiling, pursing her full red lips in a seductive pout. Every time she spoke he added a detail to the mental picture of her forming in his mind. She’d be stunning in every sense, he reckoned, her voice a projection of an innately dominant woman with such a commanding and erotically alluring character she’d decided to actually become a dominatrix and provide a service like this. 
 
    “I asked you whether you wanted me to tell you what I’m going to do to you in a moment, slave,” Her tone was sharp again. “I’m not used to repeating myself.” 
 
    “Yes I do want you to tell me that, Mistress.” Graham’s voice faltered a little and he cleared his throat. “Sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    “I’m going to beat you,” she told him simply. 
 
     Graham caught his breath. A voice inside his head told him none of this was real. But he ignored it for the time being, choosing instead to listen to the voice speaking directly into his ear and firing his sexual imagination so excitingly the way it was.  
 
     “I’m going to beat you hard too,” that voice went on in a tone that was cold and stern. 
 
    “Not too hard, I hope, Mistress,” Graham said, a slightly pleading note in his voice that he thought was about right. 
 
    There was the sound of her sharp heels snapping on the floor again for a few moments. He held his breath while he listened to it. 
 
     “You don’t want me to beat you too hard because this is your first time. Is that it, slave?” she then asked. “You’re hoping I’ll cut you some slack.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    “Dream on,” she said dismissively. “Anyway, slave, before I beat you I want you to get into the proper submissive mood by imagining yourself kneeling beneath me and kissing my booted feet – thigh-boots, they are – lavishing with tender kisses the shiny black latex covering them.” 
 
    This conversation keeps getting weirder and weirder, thought Graham. “What’s that again, Mistress?”   
 
    “You heard me perfectly well the first time, didn’t you, slave,” she chided. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he admitted. 
 
    “Pretending not to hear me is totally unacceptable as far as I’m concerned, slave,” she said darkly, “and you need to be punished for such behavior, don’t you?”  
 
    Graham felt his heart skip a beat. “Yes, Mistress,” he said nervously, thinking, This is all kind of getting out of hand now. 
 
    “In fact, tell you what, slave,” she continued, her tone darkening even more. “I think we’ll forget about the foot worship I wanted you to imagine performing first so as to get you more in the mood. No, instead we’ll cut right to the chase. I want you to imagine yourself on your hands and knees now, trembling with fear, waiting to be punished by me with the damn good beating you deserve. What shall I punish you with? I ask myself. Should I beat your ass with a paddle, a strap, a rattan cane, a whip, or a riding crop? Oh decisions, decisions.” 
 
    I really shouldn’t have made this call, thought Graham. I really shouldn’t have made this call. Things were getting way out of hand now. It was time surely to call a halt to all this madness, and he could do that very easily. He could either explain to this Mistress X woman – whoever the hell she really was – that he now realised it had been a mistake to phone her. He’d then apologise politely and end the call. Or there was an even easier option, which was not to say anything at all and just put the phone down. But Graham did neither of those things. Instead he waited to hear what she had to say next. 
 
    “Actually I think I’ll let you decide which implement of discipline I use on your oh-so-inviting bare ass,” she said. “So what’s it to be, slave? Is it to be the paddle, the strap, the cane, the whip, or the crop?” 
 
    As Graham pondered what she’d asked him he was conscious that his heart was thumping in his chest, and his cock had grown erect again.  
 
    He made his choice. “The whip, Mistress,’ he whispered, closing his eyes momentarily to see the gorgeous dominatrix standing above him clad in her tight-fitting black latex micro-minidress and thigh-high boots – and who was about to give his ass a thoroughly good beating. 
 
    Mistress X was quiet for a moment. Then she said, “The whip it shall be, slave. Now get yourself ready for your whipping. Make yourself hard.” 
 
    Graham imagined her clutching the whip in her elegant hand. “I already am, Mistress,” he said in breathless anticipation. 
 
    “Music to my ears, slave. Now imagine exposing your backside to me for your whipping, pressing it high in the air, your thighs and rear cheeks apart.” 
 
    Graham bit his lower lip. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Exquisite sensation, isn’t it, slave? All that delicious erotic anticipation as you wait for your chastisement to begin.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said dreamily. And it was too, a pent up feeling of expectation of the beating he was going to receive from this amazingly dominant woman who’d be using the whip he’d chosen himself for the purpose. It was all in his head of course – put there by Mistress X – but it felt so real. His erection pulsed, a thin jewel of pre-cum fluid seeping from its head, as he waited excitedly for her to start whipping him.  
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    The time that passed seemed endless before he heard anything more over the phone though in reality it couldn’t have been even a minute. “So, you are the kind of man who likes to be beaten for his own sexual gratification, are you, slave?” said Mistress X.  
 
    “I must be, Mistress.” Graham’s voice quavered a little. He knew what he’d just said was nothing but the truth. He didn’t know how he knew that exactly. It was just a feeling, but a feeling as real as anything he’d ever felt.  
 
    “That makes you my kind of guy,” she said salaciously. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.”  
 
    “Is your cock still hard?” 
 
    “Very, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    There was a pause. “Are you masturbating?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Really?” She sounded incredulous. “Why not, slave?” 
 
    “Because you haven’t given me permission to, Mistress.” 
 
    A throaty laugh. “Oh I like that answer – I like it a lot. You may be new to all of this, slave, but you already have a good understanding of your natural station in life. I’m impressed. Would you like to masturbate? 
 
    Graham drew a long deep breath, let it out. “I certainly would, Mistress.”  
 
    Silence descended again until she said, “Then go ahead.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham eagerly wrapped his aching erection in his hand. He could feel his excitement swell even more, and started to slide his fingers up and down. 
 
    “You know exactly what I’m going to do to you very shortly, don’t you, slave,” said Mistress X. It was a declaration, not a question. She’d already told him exactly what she was going to do to him. She was just dragging all this out to make him even more excited. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham croaked, completely under her spell now. He could feel the expectation welling even more. It was for real, all of it. There was another world at the end of his phone, a world where a gorgeous latex-clad dominatrix was about to beat his exposed rear cheeks with a whip. And he wanted to be in that world, having that done to him. Jesus, who’d have guessed it?  
 
    Graham closed his eyes, wanting to see everything in his mind, to see Mistress X in her every stunning detail. How many strokes of the whip would that sadistic dominatrix deliver to his bare ass? he asked himself, overwhelmed by excitement at what was about to happen to him. Would she be unrelenting? 
 
    He heard the whip hiss when she swung it through the air and crack sharply when it landed. His eyes flew open, startled, his heart pounding even harder. He groaned softly, rubbing the length of his erection back and forth, trembling with pleasure. 
 
    “I did some damage with that first blow, slave, that’s for sure,” Mistress X announced gleefully. “Let me describe for your benefit the nasty welts produced by the strands of my whip after I’d delivered that first harsh strike. They are bright red and striped across both your ass cheeks and have caused the skin to rise. A good start, I feel.” 
 
    There was another hissing, swishing sound followed by a further sharp report. Graham closed his eyes again and imagined what it would feel like being on the receiving end of that second blow. He rubbed himself harder, letting his mind venture excitedly even further into the imaginary world Mistress X had created for him so skillfully. 
 
    There was another swish and crack, and another. Then there was another one, and one more. Each strike elicited an ecstatic moan from Graham, the breath escaping from him involuntarily, as he imagined the whip slashing across his backside. He was so incredibly turned on. His erection was raging in his fist, his fingers dripping with pre-cum. 
 
    “Your ass is criss-crossed with numerous red whip marks now, slave,” Mistress X told him. “And it’s a very arousing sight, let me say. But I know I can do better than that.”  
 
    There followed the sound of half a dozen much harder strokes, the swish and crack of these even louder than before. 
 
    “I’m so turned on now, slave,” the dominatrix announced huskily. “I can feel my nipples pressing hard against my skintight latex minidress and my pussy getting wet beneath its pelmet length. Since I’m not wearing any panties it would be so easy to stride to your front and get you to worship my pussy with your mouth.” She paused. “Sound good to you, slave?” 
 
    “Sounds great, Mistress,” he replied, his voice trembling with desire.  
 
    “You really want me, slave, don’t you,” she went on. “And you’d let me do anything to you I desire.” 
 
    Graham’s voice trembled some more as he said, “Anything, Mistress, anything at all.” He was masturbating in a furious rhythm now. His hand felt so good wrapped around his engorged cock, each pumping movement of his fist producing a glorious surge of feeling.  
 
    “Don’t you dare climax until I tell you to, slave,” the dominatrix warned. 
 
    “I won’t, Mistress,” he gasped, and slowed the rhythm of his strokes right down in order to ensure he complied with her order. 
 
    “Let’s masturbate together,” she then said. “I’ve put the whip down now, hiked up my latex micro-minidress, and pressed my fingers into myself. I’m rubbing hard, pressing deep into my wet, wet pussy. It feels divine. Do you see me, slave?” 
 
    “Yes I do see you, Mistress,” he said without hesitation. He did too, no question. There was a clear picture in his mind of Mistress X masturbating like a demon, her fingers pressing in and out of the warm moistness of her sex. 
 
    It felt so good to Graham, the vision of her in his mind’s eye and the sound of her voice washing over him. He was breathing fast and his hard cock throbbed under the stroking of his hand – the now necessarily extremely cautious stroking of that hand.  
 
    “I have a new instruction for you, slave,” Mistress X then announced. “I want you to worship my pussy with your mouth. Lick my clit.” There was a pause. “Oh that’s good, that’s really good,” she moaned softly. “Now press your tongue as far as it will go into my sex. That’s it. Ohhhh, it feels sublime.” 
 
    Her moans and his became mixed in tempo until…  “I’m going to come now, slave,” she informed him breathlessly. “And you can too.”  
 
    Graham’s nerves sang and his body shook as his hand began to move furiously over his erection. Then the pulse came and an orgasmic shiver rocked him. He cried out ecstatically as thick creamy globules of sperm spurted out of his pulsing shaft onto his hand, his belly, his thighs.  
 
    Graham’s heart still pounded from his orgasm. He was panting heavily and so was Mistress X. Finally she stopped panting and spoke. “That felt so good,” she said. “How was it for you, slave?” 
 
    “Amazing, Mistress,” he replied in awe. His heart wasn’t pumping quite so hard now. He was starting to breathe more normally again too. “I’ve never come so hard in all my life.” A pause. “May I phone you again at the same time tomorrow please, Mistress?” 
 
    “Me personally?” 
 
    “Definitely, Mistress,” he said “You and only you.” 
 
    “No you can’t,” she replied. “But that’s simply because I won’t be here,” she went on quickly. “Phone this number at the same time the day after tomorrow and it’ll be me that picks up. The worst that could happen would be that the line’s engaged. But persist and you’ll definitely get me.” 
 
    “I will do as you say, Mistress,” he whispered. “I promise faithfully.” 
 
    “I hope you’re a man of your word,” said Mistress X, adding, “Night, slave.”  
 
    And then she was gone, her wonderfully seductive voice replaced by the vacancy of a dead connection. 
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    After Graham awoke the next morning the borders between sleep and wakefulness remained blurred for some time. Mistress X had filled his dreams through the night and her voice continued to echo through his head. In his mind’s eye vivid images of what she’d described for him in that extraordinarily exciting phone-sex session carried on circling round and around. Graham had an erection and reached beneath the bedclothes, letting his hand find it.  
 
    He squeezed the length of his shaft and felt a ripple of pleasure pulse through him. Just then the shrill sound of the alarm clock going off shocked him out of his erotic reverie. Graham reluctantly moved his hand away from his erection and killed the alarm. He got ready for work that day with even less enthusiasm than he usually did. And that was saying something.  
 
    Graham worked for the multinational giant, Norton Insurance, a corporation as essentially soulless as the huge anonymous office block that housed its London headquarters. Graham hated every second of working there these days. It was a wearisome daily grind: the interminable meetings, the never-ending influx of emails, the tiresome office politics, all the annoying corporate-speak. 
 
    For too long now he’d found his job mind-numbingly monotonous and frustrating, viewing it as a meaningless waste of his time. Why was he still there? he asked himself frequently. Had he done something wicked in an earlier life and God was taking it out on him? Was that it? No it wasn’t and he damn well knew it. It was because of inertia, that’s what it was. It was far too easy to just feel sorry for himself rather than face up to what he ought to do, which was to make a clean break not just from Norton Insurance but from the insurance game itself and do something else altogether. 
 
    Soon I’ll walk away from all this, he told himself time and again, Soon. But it hadn’t worked out that way. Soon had become sometime, and sometime had become never. And he just kept going: same old dreary same old. Every day he thought about chucking in the job. But to do what exactly? he asked himself. He had worked in the same line of work his whole career and didn’t know anything else really. He was well remunerated, it was true. So he did it just for the money, right? Wrong. He’d come from money and had inherited plenty of it too after his parents had died. No, inertia pure and simple was the problem.  
 
     Graham felt as if he was just going through the motions at Norton Insurance nowadays – burnt out, an empty shell. He wanted to be almost anywhere but at work but couldn’t find the get-up-and-go to do anything about it. He felt particularly withdrawn and distracted that day, the words and figures in the reports he was supposed to be studying just seeming to swim before his eyes. All he wanted to think about was that wonderful dominatrix, Mistress X, and the amazing effect on him that she’d had…  
 
    …And that was all he did think about when he went to bed that night. Hearing her seductive voice again, if only in his imagination, made him rock-hard and he pulled the bedcovers aside. He touched himself and began rubbing rhythmically, luxuriating in the memory of her voice and his vision of her in his mind.  
 
    Graham lay there in the darkness, breathing heavily, and looking at Mistress X again – her body outlined in that slinky black latex micro-minidress, her thigh-high stiletto-heeled boots, the whip held tightly in her hand. And there he was too, kneeling naked at her feet in an attitude of total subservience. 
 
    He could feel electric sensations ripple up through his fingers as he continued to push his fist up and down his shaft. Pre-cum spilled from the tip of his cockhead and trickled over his hand as his ever rising sexual arousal fuelled his imagination still more. 
 
    “Get into position to take your punishment, slave,” ordered Mistress X inside his mind. 
 
    His breathing hitched, and obediently he replied, “Yes, Mistress.” In Graham’s imagination he got onto all fours, his body alive with a heady mix of arousal and fear.  
 
    In his mind the sharp crack of the whip against his bare behind echoed through Mistress X’s dungeon, accompanied by a sensation of pain…and pleasure. After that the dominatrix cracked the whip down furiously, time after time. She struck the cheeks of his rear and the tops of his thighs forcefully, sending darts of sensation through his body.   
 
    Graham felt lost in an erotic dream world, spinning out of control, overwhelmed by desire. His fist played up and down his erection, moving in rhythm with the sadomasochistic images playing through his imagination. Then the whipping stopped. 
 
    “Worship my pussy with your mouth like you did so beautifully before, slave,” the Mistress X who existed so vividly in his mind demanded, standing before him with her legs parted. And, as before, he obeyed. Graham opened his mouth and lapped at her sex, tasting her juices, taking their essence deep into his mouth. The dominatrix began to moan with desire as she got closer and closer to the release of orgasm.   
 
    Then it arrived, her climax erupting in an ecstatic explosion of energy. She cried out her pleasure when she peaked and that carried him over the edge too. Rough ragged breaths spilled out of his throat at the same time as thick creamy spunk spilled from his shaft and onto his stomach.  
 
    Still a little dizzy from his orgasm, Graham went into the bathroom and had a shower, letting the streaming jets of warm water wash over his body. While doing this he reminded himself that what he had just done, highly enjoyable sexual experience though it had been, would pale into insignificance when he had phone-sex with Mistress X again. There were less than twenty-four hours to wait, he told himself, and that included a good night’s sleep.  
 
    Graham switched off the shower, pulled back the plastic curtain and toweled himself dry. He returned to the bedroom and crawled between the sheets. He closed his eyes, intent on that good night’s sleep he’d promised himself. But sleep refused to take him and soon he found himself with an erection again. Inside Graham’s mind he was not in bed but in Mistress X’s dungeon being whipped by her once more. For the second but by no means the last time that night he began masturbating.  
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    Graham daydreamed through the following day, fantasising about what it would be like to actually be enslaved to Mistress X in real life. It would be wonderful, he decided, to give himself body and soul to the dominatrix. He’d do everything she told him to without question. He’d be the willing recipient of any chastisement she chose to inflict on him because, he told himself, the pain he’d experience would always be as deliriously pleasurable as he’d imagined it.  
 
    It would be fantastic to be treated in such a sadistic way by the dominatrix, wonderful to be her devoted supplicant, her personal slave. What a life that would be! And he wasn’t just telling himself these things. Mistress X kept telling him them herself too – in his imagination. In the end it was only her seductive voice he heard. He couldn’t get it out of his head and didn’t want to.   
 
    Graham was desperate to hear her voice for real again though. Then at last his wait was over. Sitting naked in bed, a couple of pillows behind his back and the covers pulled aside, he took his mobile phone off the bedside cabinet and made the call. His heart was thumping in his chest and his cock was hard. He got the engaged tone. Shit. He left it five minutes and got the ring tone this time. Then he got through.  
 
    “Hello.” It was the familiar voice of Mistress X and he breathed a sigh of relief to hear it.   
 
    Graham pressed the phone closer to his ear. “Hello, Mistress,” he replied excitedly. 
 
    “Who is this?” she asked, her voice cold.  
 
    “It’s slave Graham, Mistress. You said to…” 
 
     “Oh yes, slave,” she interrupted, her tone haughty. “I almost forgot. You’re so insignificant to me, you see.” 
 
    “I feel the opposite way about you, Mistress,” he blurted out, unable to stop himself. 
 
    Mistress X laughed. “I have that effect on all my slaves.” 
 
    “I’m sure you do, Mistress,” he groveled. 
 
    “I’m not sure I can be bothered to talk to you right now, slave,” she said dismissively. “Frankly I have better things to do with my time.” 
 
    Graham was suddenly afraid she’d put the phone down on him. All that waiting with such eager anticipation for nothing! “Please reconsider, Mistress,” he begged. 
 
    “Why should I do that, slave?” she said. “As I’ve already made clear, you mean next to nothing to me.” 
 
    “I understand that, Mistress,” he replied. “But I haven’t been able to get you out of my mind since we last spoke.” 
 
    “Why’s that exactly? Why can’t you get me out of your mind?” 
 
    “I keep hearing your voice in my head, telling me all this amazing stuff,” he started to explain. “You sound so incredibly dominant and sexy and...” 
 
    “Of course I do, slave,” she interrupted again. “But what do I actually look like?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Mistress,” he had to admit. 
 
    “There could be a very good reason why I wear that latex hood in the ad,” she went on. “I could be hideous for all you know.”  
 
    “You could be, Mistress,’ he acknowledged. “But I don’t for one moment think you are.” 
 
    “How do you see me then, slave?” she said. “Paint me the picture.” 
 
    Graham thought for a moment. “Dark shoulder-length hair, dark shining eyes, high cheekbones, full red lips, firm chin, Mistress,” he said. “How am I doing so far?” 
 
    “Remarkably well.” 
 
    “You look like that, do you, Mistress?” 
 
    “I do, slave,” she confirmed. “And what do you think I’m wearing tonight?” 
 
    “The same kinky black latex outfit you had on when we last spoke, Mistress?” he said, hazarding a guess. 
 
    “No, I’m as naked this time as I know you are again.” A pause. Then, “Do you see me, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied hungrily. “I see you very clearly.” 
 
    “You’re groveling beneath me in worshipful adoration,” she said. “Is that not so?” 
 
    “Yes it is, Mistress.” 
 
    “Admiring my firm high breasts, my erect nipples, my shaven pussy, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “And your cock is hard, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Rock-hard.” 
 
    “Rock-hard, Mistress,” she snapped. 
 
    “Rock-hard, Mistress,” he responded straight away. “Sorry, Mistress.” 
 
    “Apology accepted, slave,” she said indulgently. “And to show you’re forgiven you may have my permission to masturbate.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” Graham took hold of his erection and began rubbing up and down, luxuriating in the rhythmic movement of his palm over its length. 
 
    “Take a good look at me standing naked above you, slave,” said Mistress X. “What do you think of my shapely figure?” 
 
    “It is beyond compare, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    “The way my legs are slightly parted,” she continued. “That’s a turn-on, is it not?” 
 
    Graham’s heart was pumping overtime and his shaft throbbed within his fist. “A big turn-on, Mistress.” 
 
    “Take a closer look at my pussy, slave,” she ordered. “Do you see how wet it is?”  
 
    Graham moaned softly. “Yes, Mistress,” he said, continuing to masturbate.  
 
    “Keep looking at it and have a really good hard wank, slave.” She chuckled huskily. “Oh, I see you already are. Really enjoying yourself, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Every movement of his fist over his erection sent shivers of delight pulsing through his body. The wetness of his pre-cum was slicked over his fingers, exciting him even more.  
 
    “Wank harder for me, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham began to pull at his erection even more vigorously. His head swam. His body was suffused with unbridled lust. Bliss uncoiled further and his body pulsed with pleasure as he got ever closer to climaxing. 
 
    “Harder, slave,” the dominatrix instructed. 
 
    The movement of Graham’s fist over his shaft increased in insistence in response, bringing him right to the verge of ejaculating. The sensation was overwhelming and he felt his erection jerk wildly in his fist, on the edge of erupting.  
 
    “Don’t even think about coming unless I say so, slave,” Mistress X said sternly. 
 
    “But please, Mistress,” he begged. 
 
    “You heard what I said,” she snapped. “And continue masturbating.” 
 
    Graham kept on pulling at his erection until he was utterly desperate for release. But he wouldn’t let it happen. God, how he needed to but… 
 
    “OK you can come now, slave,” said Mistress X.  
 
     And he did instantly, thick cream gushing out of his aching erection in spurts as he cried out in orgasmic ecstasy. 
 
    Mistress X didn’t wait for Graham’s climax to subside before asking, “Will you be in a position to call me again same time tomorrow, slave?”   
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.  
 
    “Good,” she said, and the line went dead.  
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    “Got a moment?” 
 
    Graham looked up at the open door of his office to see Lucy Forest smiling across at him.  
 
    “Sure, Lucy,” he replied, smiling back. 
 
    Closing the door behind her, she walked into the office, her heels clicking busily on the smooth floor. Lucy had sparkling green eyes and rich auburn hair cut in a short style that suited her elfin features perfectly. The form-fitting black dress she had on complemented her slim but shapely figure. 
 
    Lucy had started working at Norton Insurance the same time Graham had. Right from the start they’d hit it off and had soon become good friends. That friendship had evolved into a romantic relationship, which sadly hadn’t stood the test of time. They’d remained the best of friends though.  
 
    Lucy sat down in the seat on the other side of Graham’s desk, crossing her legs elegantly. “Finished the work you’ve been doing on the Fillimore claim yet by any chance?”  
 
    “Yes I have.” He gathered up half a dozen sheets of paper that had been neatly laid out across the desk, slipped them into a folder and handed it to her. “Just this minute as a matter of fact.” 
 
    She cocked her head to one side. “Why the delay?” 
 
    “Workload,” he said. 
 
    “Bullshit,” she replied, without rancor.  
 
    “You don’t buy that, huh?” 
 
    “No I don’t, Graham.” She looked at him curiously. “Is there anything wrong?” 
 
    “I’m all right thanks, Lucy,” he said, adding after a pause, “more or less anyway.”  
 
    “Same old problem,” she suggested, “underwhelmed, not to say bored witless by the job?” 
 
    Graham nodded. “You got it.” He had a lot more on his mind than that of course but there was no way he was going to talk to Lucy about Mistress X. If he could confide in anyone it was her but not about something as bizarre as the obsession that currently had him in its iron grip. She’d think he’d become unhinged.  
 
    “I know you don’t mind working here, Lucy,” he went on. “But I find it more and more stultifying these days. I don’t want to spend my life like this. I just want to quit the job and be done with it. It’s all so bloody dismal and tedious as far as I’m concerned.” 
 
    “You must have good days as well as bad here,” suggested Lucy. “I know you used to.” 
 
    “Not anymore,” he said, “It all seems futile, no point to any of it… not to me anyway. I’m pretty much running on empty now.” 
 
    “I get that you feel the way you do but you can’t procrastinate forever, Graham,” Lucy said, not unkindly. “You know that as well as I do. You need to grasp the nettle once and for all, get out of this place and make a start on doing something else – retraining in some other line of work altogether, starting your own business, whatever.” 
 
    “You’re right,” he agreed. “I can’t deny it.” 
 
    Lucy reached over the desk and briefly put her hand on his, her touch soft. “Whatever you decide to do I’ll always be there for you.” 
 
    “You mean that, don’t you?” 
 
    “With all my heart.”   
 
    Graham looked back at Lucy for a moment, their eyes locked together. Something happened between them, something indefinable. But the moment passed. 
 
    Graham shifted in his seat. “You’re a damn good friend.”  
 
    “Who used to be so much more than that,” Lucy replied rather forlornly. 
 
    “They say never go back, don’t they?” Graham felt a pang of sadness as he spoke. 
 
    There was a silence for a few seconds. “Maybe they don’t always get it right,” Lucy said, adding hurriedly, “Look, I must go, Graham. Places to go, people to see and all that.”  
 
    She pushed her chair back and got gracefully to her feet. She then muttered goodbye and left his office, clutching the folder he’d handed to her earlier. 
 
    What an idiot I am, Graham berated himself. Lucy was waiting for him. She was carrying a torch for him, clinging to the hope they’d get back together again. It couldn’t be more obvious.  
 
    He stood up and went over to the window. The sky was gray and damp as a dishcloth. It had begun raining slightly, specks pattering on the glass and clinging there. Graham looked down at all the city traffic, at the throngs of people in the busy streets, and then over in the distance in the direction of the River Thames, its murky waters more than usually somber that day. 
 
    The love affair he’d had with Lucy was over and could never be revived. That’s what Graham told himself. But he only half believed it. Because what they’d enjoyed while it had lasted had been very special – the true companionship that comes from being a loving couple, the unspoken feeling of having someone else to share with, a shoulder to lean on in moments of crisis.  
 
    And then there’d been the sex. That had been great, especially at the start of their affair when they’d made love repeatedly, passionately. Lucy’s body against his had felt so good, soft and warm, her pussy deliciously wet as it enveloped his hard cock. He reminded himself that she’d loved to be on top, straddling his hips, moving up and down on his shaft, joining their bodies closer and deeper. Her thighs wrapped around his, she would energetically ride his body until, unable to resist the pleasure any longer, she’d climax in spasms. He’d come inside her then, his semen spurting out of him abundantly into the warm depths of her sex.  
 
    Lucy had loved to give head too and had been very good at it, making Graham moan with desire every time she got on her knees and pleasured him that way. She’d liked to hold the tip of his shaft with her lips and suck down to the base, taking the length of him deep into her mouth. She’d suck and suck, curving her tongue under his shaft until he climaxed. Immediately afterwards she’d smile mischievously up at him, her bright eyes shining, thick smears of semen trickling from her pretty lips.  
 
    The memory of all this caused Graham’s cock to harden and press into his pants. He surreptitiously adjusted himself as he continued to gaze out of the rain-spattered window, seeing and yet not seeing the sprawling cityscape beyond. He knew he could have everything he’d had with Lucy again. She had made this as clear as she could to him without literally spelling it out in words of one syllable. 
 
     But it wasn’t to be, he told himself, shaking his head. It was too late. To think otherwise was fanciful. What they’d been to each other had failed once as it had been destined to do all along, and if they tried again it would fail again. There was no getting away from that fact. Because the feeling wore off. It fizzled out. The erotic passion that had fired their love affair wasn’t enough to last for any length of time.  
 
    Not that kind of erotic passion anyway. Now, the sort of stuff he was starting to get into with Mistress X. Oh dear God that was something completely different, a world away from what he’d ever experienced before with Lucy or any of his other sexual partners.  
 
    In some strange way that he couldn’t begin to understand let alone articulate the mysterious Mistress X represented his destiny, his escape to a different life altogether. Graham was sure about it, not in his head but in his heart, in the pit of his belly, in the throb of his aching shaft. He decided he had to move things to the next level with her if he possibly could and the sooner the better. 
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    “Are you masturbating hard like I told you to, slave?” asked Mistress X. 
 
    Graham continued to pull vigorously at his erection, pre-cum oozing between his fingers. “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped into the phone. It had taken longer to get through to her this time than it had the last but the wait had definitely been worth it. 
 
    “While wanking like that you are kneeling at my feet, kissing my stilettos, aren’t you?” 
 
    In his fevered imagination that was exactly what he was doing. “Yes, Mistress,” he panted.  
 
    “Why’s that?” 
 
    “It’s what you told me to do, Mistress.”   
 
    “And you always do what I tell you to do, don’t you, slave?” 
 
    “Always, Mistress.” 
 
    “You are close to ejaculating, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Extremely close, Mistress,” he replied, his heart beating wildly. 
 
    “Come for me now, slave,” she demanded.  
 
    Relief swept over Graham. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied haltingly, shooting thick jets of white cream onto himself. 
 
    For a little while afterwards the only sound to be heard was that of Graham’s labored breathing as he came down from his orgasm. 
 
    Finally he spoke again. “I was…eah…wondering something, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “You sound nervous, slave.” 
 
    “That’s because I am, Mistress.”  
 
    “Don’t sweat it,” she said. “Just tell me what it is you’ve been wondering.” 
 
     “Whether I could actually meet you in person, Mistress,” he said. She’s going to say no, she’s going to say no.  
 
    For a long moment there was just silence on the other end of the line, as if the dominatrix was deciding whether or not to agree to his request. Then she asked, “Do you know The White Lion pub in Covent Garden?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “It’s quite near where I live as a matter of fact, a short walk away.”  
 
    “Well, take that short walk tomorrow evening and be at that pub at precisely seven o’clock. Then wait there at the bar for as long as it takes me to arrive.” 
 
    Graham felt like he was floating on air. “I can’t thank you enough, Mistress,” he enthused. “I so look forward to meeting you.” 
 
    “Don’t count your chickens,” she replied instantly. “If I don’t take to you when we meet in person then that’s us done.” There was a pause. “But you know what, slave?” 
 
    “What, Mistress?” 
 
    “If I do take to you, our meeting will be a very big deal for you – the start of a whole new life.” 
 
    “That sounds absolutely wonderful, Mistress,” he gushed. “I can’t wait to meet you in real life. But how will I know you?” 
 
    “You won’t,” she said. “But I’ll know you.” 
 
    “How, Mistress?” 
 
    “Because I want you to wear a very specific outfit for our meeting.” 
 
    “What’s that, Mistress? 
 
    “A short lightweight black leather coat, a cream-colored shirt, skintight black leather jeans without underwear, and black ankle-boots,” she replied. “Say all that back to me, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    “And do you own anything at all of that description?” 
 
    “Not a thing, Mistress,” he admitted. “Not a solitary thing.” 
 
    “Buy it tomorrow.” 
 
    “I will, Mistress.” Tomorrow was Saturday. So he’d have plenty of time to do as she’d instructed. 
 
    “See you tomorrow night, slave,” she said, and the phone went dead. 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
      
 
    Graham arrived at the White Lion right on time. He was prepared to wait patiently at the bar for as long as it took for Mistress X to put in an appearance. But he hoped that wouldn’t take too long, he was so keyed up. He walked over to the bar, the feel of his tight leather jeans against his crotch distinctly arousing. He reached into the inside pocket of his short leather coat and took out his wallet, then rested his elbows on the bar’s shiny black surface.  
 
    He caught the eye of the barman who’d just finished serving someone else. He took Graham’s order, a vodka tonic with ice and lemon, and he stood at the bar to drink it. The ice rattled in the glass when he took his first sip and he felt the cold thrust of the vodka down his throat.  
 
    “Are you Graham?” asked a voice he recognised at once. That was nice and quick. 
 
    He turned to see an arrestingly beautiful woman with shiny dark-brown hair cut to her shoulders. She had strong features with almost Slavic cheekbones and eyes so dark as to be almost black. The woman, who was tall in her stiletto-heeled shoes, wore a stylish purple minidress with a halter-top. If Graham had been asked to guess, he’d have said she was as devoid of underwear as he was himself – and he’d have been right.  
 
    “Yes that’s me,” he replied, flashing her a smile, adding sotto voce, “and you are of course Mistress X.”  
 
    She gave a small smile in return. “Yes I am but until I say otherwise this evening you must call me Carol.”  
 
    “I will,” he said. “Can I get you a drink, Carol?” 
 
    “Thanks.” 
 
    “What would you like?”  
 
    “Rum and coke please,” she said. 
 
    “Ice and lemon?” 
 
    “Please,” she said. “Why don’t you get my drink and I’ll sit down in that corner table over there and wait for you to bring it to me.” 
 
    “Will do.” 
 
    Carol sat on the vacant couch behind the table that she’d indicated. She tucked herself against the arm and gazed appraisingly at Graham as he stood at the bar, getting her drink. She liked very much what she saw. With his finely cut features, thick head of dark hair and lithe frame he was as perfect as a classical sculpture but living and breathing. Hell, the man was such a dish he could have been a model…in Femme Fatale. 
 
    “Here we are,” Graham said, handing Carol’s drink to her and putting his own on the table between them as he sat down. 
 
    “Thank you,” she said, taking a sip of her rum and coke. “Now, tell me why you wanted to meet me in person.” 
 
    “Before I do that, Carol,” he replied, “can I first just say thanks very much again for agreeing to see me. It’s hugely appreciated.” 
 
    “No problem,” she assured him. “And the answer to my question?” 
 
    “Everything about you and your world fascinates me,” Graham said. “I just want to get to know you better and explore your world in the process.” 
 
     She cocked her head at him. “When did this fascination start?” 
 
    “Almost the first minute I opened Femme Fatale,” he said. “It really spoke to me.” 
 
    “Then I actually spoke to you,” she said. 
 
    “And I was instantly hooked.” 
 
    Carol’s eyes glittered. “Now you want to venture further into my world, you say.”  
 
    “I really do,” Graham confirmed. “I want to get totally into it.”  
 
    She sipped her rum and coke, the ice cubes clinking. “And what do you expect to find in my world?” she asked, looking straight at him. 
 
    “My true destiny,” he said, “the real me. I…”  
 
    Carol cut him short. “Don’t expect me to give you an easy ride.” 
 
    “Why do you think I’d expect that?” he asked, surprised by her abrupt response.  
 
    “Because it’s all been pretend so far,” she started to explain. “It’s all been make-believe, essentially nothing more than a vicarious experience.” 
 
    He nodded. It was a very good point she’d made, an undeniable one. 
 
    “I haven’t even laid a finger on you yet,” she went on, taking another sip of her drink. “I’m a sadistic bitch too, I can tell you.” 
 
    “And you don’t think I’ll be able to take it?” he asked. “You think I might wimp out?” 
 
    “Impossible to say at this stage,” she replied. 
 
    “But you’ll give me a chance?” 
 
    Carol nodded. “Certainly I’ll give you a chance.” 
 
    “That’s a relief,” he said. There was a silence. Then he asked, “What now?” 
 
    “We’ll go back to my place,” she said and finished her drink. “My car’s only parked a block away.” 
 
    Graham blinked. “You want to go right this minute?”  
 
    She paused for a moment, her eyes fixed on his challengingly. “What’s the matter, Graham, getting cold feet?” 
 
    He swigged down the rest of his vodka tonic. “Absolutely not,” he said. “I’m good to go. Believe me on that, Carol, please.” 
 
    “I do believe you.” She smiled. “Come on,” she added, getting to her feet, and he immediately did the same. 
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    Carol drove her smart little red Peugeot in silence with Graham sitting excitedly beside her in the passenger seat, an erection straining beneath his tight black leather jeans. It started to rain, a light drizzle that had stopped by the time Carol had parked outside the attractive Regency dwelling in Belgravia that had been her destination.  
 
    “You own this place?” Graham asked after they’d exited the car, trying not to sound as surprised as he was.  
 
    “No such luck.” Carol laughed. “I live here but it belongs to my boss.” 
 
    “The owner of Kinkmart?”  
 
    “Its owner, that’s right, who’s also its MD incidentally. I’m a photographer by profession and among other things do virtually all of the photos for Femme Fatale.” 
 
    “Then you’re an extremely talented artist,” Graham said. “The photos in the issue I bought are outstandingly good.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Carol replied with a smile. “Flattery will get you everywhere.” She went on, “I’m also on Kinkmart’s Mistress X phone rota. All that’s needed to be on that is to be an employee of the firm, a dominatrix – which many of us are – and to really want to do it, which I certainly do. As you’ll have seen on the advert it’s a seven days a week service but only for four set hours each evening. So it can be accommodated the way we do it and we can maintain a very high standard, which is important to us all.” 
 
    “That’s a great attitude to have,” Graham said, duly impressed. 
 
    He followed Carol through a gate and down a path to the entrance to the house. When they got to the heavy black front door she dipped into her handbag, got the key, turned it in the lock and walked inside. Graham followed her in, closing the door behind him.  
 
    “I want you to call me ‘Mistress’ again now,” Carol directed. “Understood, slave?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress.” Graham’s cock strained even more against its tight leather covering. 
 
    Carol led the way across the hall and opened a door. “Come into the living room, slave,” she said, ushering him into a room that was large, high-ceilinged and immaculate: all soft black leather and polished mahogany. The bay windows were curtained in dark patterned linen and heavy net. 
 
    “Take off all of your clothing, slave,” said Carol, glancing at the tell-tale bulge in his leather jeans. 
 
    Graham could feel the adrenaline pumping in his blood. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied in a voice that was way calmer than he felt, and within moments he was stark naked. 
 
    Carol looked Graham up and down, allowing her gaze to linger lasciviously on his pulsing erection. “I like your body,” said the dominatrix, cupping his ball sack. “One part of it in particular,” she added, moving her hand upward to firmly squeeze his erection. 
 
    He shivered with pleasure. “Thank you, Mistress.”  
 
    Carol let go of his shaft. “Get onto all fours, slave,” she demanded, motioning towards the floor. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham sank down, getting on to his hands and knees. His erection continued to flex, the glans now smeared with sticky fluid.  
 
    The dominatrix stepped across the room, her stilettos click-clicking on the hard surface of the dark polished hardwood floor as she went. She opened the middle drawer of an antique bureau that stood against one of the walls and extracted a leather whip. Carol squeezed its handle tightly, clenching and unclenching it in her fist, before giving the cruel implement a practice swipe through the air.   
 
     “You know what’s going to happen to you now, don’t you, slave?” she said as she positioned herself behind him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham’s skin hummed and his heart was beating like a drum. 
 
    “Do you welcome the punishment that I am going to inflict on you – the real punishment, that is, not all those images of it I put inside your head?”  
 
    He looked over his shoulder at her. “Yes I do welcome it, Mistress,” he said quietly, feeling a spasm of pleasure pulse through him. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “Very much?” 
 
    “Very much indeed,” Graham replied with a sigh.  
 
    “Look in front of you again, slave,” Carol said, and he did. 
 
    “Part your legs more,” she then directed. And he did that too, exposing himself further to her salacious gaze in all his naked vulnerability. 
 
     His splayed rear, the opening of his anus and his throbbing wet shaft were the focus of her eager eyes, he was sure of it. The idea of that excited Graham greatly, the aphrodisiac effect on him strong. His stomach was clenched with excitement and his erection throbbed more insistently than ever, drizzling pre-cum.  
 
    He wanted his chastisement to begin, wanted to feel the cruel leather whip strike his backside, wanted to suffer the exquisite pain of punishment for the very first time in his life. He was even more aroused, his breathing heavy, his body aching for its chastisement.  
 
    Carol lifted the whip high and brought it down hard, slicing it through the air in a graceful arc that cracked so sharply across Graham’s rear cheeks it made him cry out in agony. He’d known his first beating was going to hurt but, even so, he hadn’t counted on the pain being quite so acute. The dominatrix raised the whip and brought it down again, as swiftly and hard as her first stroke. It landed with a crack of sound that turned into another agonised cry from Graham. Where was the pleasure in this? he thought. He was starting to panic. Why wasn’t it like the way he’d fantasised it was going to be? This was just fucking painful, full stop. 
 
    “Silence, slave,” Carol barked, her order emphasised by a third harsh strike that whistled through the air, cracking hard against his flesh. Grimacing, he clamped his teeth tightly to suppress the cry of pain at the burning heat she’d delivered. And he did the same when her fourth and fifth strokes descended, telling himself desperately, Keep quiet, keep quiet, keep quiet.   
 
    A sixth strike came down quickly, following the fifth strike before he had time to recover. It ratcheted the pain to an almost unbearable level and he inhaled sharply in response. The pain dissolved just as quickly though, morphing into a feeling of pleasure that seeped through his body, connecting with his throbbing shaft. Now this is much more like it. 
 
    The seventh stroke cut across his rear cheeks, delivering another intense sensation of pain – and of pleasure too. The whip came down for the eighth and ninth time, harder and sharper each time. Graham offered his behind willingly both times, lifting himself, offering himself. The pain and pleasure experienced by this innately masochistic of men had merged with merciful speed, carrying him on a tide of erotic bliss.  
 
    Carol’s tenth blow hissed through the air and snapped firmly onto his behind. It was a sharp stab of burning sensation – again as much pleasure as pain. Her eleventh blow followed quickly as she brought her arm down with another flash of the whip. It stung with the same erotic intensity as before and so did her twelfth, the pleasure-pain he experienced being just as strong. His erection ached, throbbed, dripping pre-cum in a constant stream. The five blows he’d received at the outset of his chastisement had been agonising but the pain he’d felt with those that had followed had felt sublime. 
 
    After a brief pause, the dominatrix began whipping Graham again, the strikes cutting across his rear as before. She beat several rapid blows in succession that burned deep red as they landed across his backside. The sensation was hot, causing surges of excitement to pulse through him. He felt dizzy, catching his breath and exhaling with each impact. His senses were aflame in response to this fresh onslaught, a sweeping ecstatic endorphin rush. He felt delirious, out of control. 
 
    Graham experienced the sting of the whip many times more as Carol swung it through the air faster and faster. Tremors of pleasure-pain ran through him, his backside an even deeper red from all the punishment it had received. The whip continued to dance on and on across Graham’s backside, a ballet of agony and lust, making him shiver violently with searing pain that also felt like the most wonderful pleasure imaginable.  
 
    He found he could hardly breathe. His body was alive with that searing pain, that glorious pleasure. He wanted to find release, to orgasm, and he could feel it coming. The pressure was building, becoming unbearably ecstatic and he knew what was going to happen next – thick squirts of semen would pump out of his hard throbbing cock as he surrendered to his orgasm. 
 
    Carol continued to snap the whip down, flaying the strokes against his punished rear. He gasped, felt himself falling through space. He was out of himself, outside his body, almost out of control.  
 
    “You’re about to come now, aren’t you, slave?” said Carol, throwing the whip to the ground. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    “Well, don’t,” she said.  
 
    And, stiffening his legs and arching his back Graham managed to stop himself from coming – just. 
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    “Wait here, slave.” Carol said, and promptly left the room, closing the door behind her. 
 
    Graham remained where he was, kneeling on all fours. The accumulation of red welts across his rear cheeks was an extremely painful reminder of the beating the dominatrix had inflicted on them and the pulsing of his shaft an acutely pleasurable reminder of the effect it had had on him. The thrill of submitting to Mistress Carol in real life – the whole amazing three-dimensional experience – was still powerful.  
 
    He looked up when the door opened, expecting to see Carol. But it was another stop-traffic sexy woman who entered. This one had shimmering white-blonde hair that framed a face with angular cheekbones, a small straight nose and a full-lipped mouth.  
 
    She had on an outfit of shiny black rubber latex consisting of a minidress with a deep cleavage and a hem that barely reached her sex, matched with long boots that had high heels and pointed toes. Her body looked fabulous in that kinky outfit: the curve of her firm high breasts, the narrowness of her waist, the graceful bow of her hips.  
 
    The woman closed the door and walked slowly across the room, her hips swaying seductively. Her beautiful face was impassive, her greenish blue oval eyes regarding Graham soberly.   
 
    “Who are you?” he croaked. 
 
    “Mistress Andrea,” replied the white-blonde beauty. “Enjoy your beating?” 
 
    “Immensely, Mistress.” 
 
    “Your ass will be marked for days,” she pointed out. “When you’re at home you won’t be able to stop yourself from regularly looking over your shoulder at it in the mirror whenever you get the chance. And every time you do you’ll know Mistress Carol did that to you, that you suffered for her. It’ll remind you of her – in a good way – won’t it?” 
 
    “It sure will, Mistress,” he sighed. 
 
    “Stand up, slave,” she ordered, and he immediately scrambled to his feet 
 
    Andrea eyed his throbbing erection approvingly. “Plainly you are still excited, slave.” 
 
    “I am, Mistress.” Graham looked at the lovely dominatrix and realised she was excited too. He could see her skin had begun to flush pink and noted that her breath was coming a little faster. Her green-blue eyes were on him, sparkling with an intensity he hadn’t detected earlier. 
 
    “Want me to wank you, slave?” she whispered huskily. 
 
    “Please, Mistress,” he gasped.  
 
    Andrea brought her hand to his shaft, holding it there for a second. Then she began to move her fingers up and down, stroking his erection softly but insistently down to its base and up again over the bulbous glans. She masturbated him in a regular rhythm… only to stop suddenly, removing her hand from his hard-on.  
 
    But she can’t stop, thought Graham in frustration. She can’t. It felt too good. He wanted her to carry on. His pulsing erection ached for the dexterous, sensuous touch of her hand. 
 
    He looked at her imploringly. “Please go on, Mistress.”  
 
    “Oh, I’m going to, slave,” Andrea drawled. She began to caress his erection again. The glans was liberally covered with sticky fluid, which she rubbed onto her fingers. She looked him in the eyes and then brought her fingers, wet with his pre-cum, to her mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmm, tastes delicious…” 
 
    Graham felt a surge of excitement pass through him. Watching Andrea suck his seminal fluid into her mouth like that – her oval eyes fixed on him the way they were, a look of pure lust on her face – made him feel weak with desire.  
 
    “I’ll go back to wanking you in a moment, slave,” Andrea informed him, “but only after I’ve done something else.” 
 
    The dominatrix picked up the whip Carol had used on Graham earlier and went over to the bureau with it. She opened the drawer from which Carol had extracted the whip, returned the implement, and took out a set of chained clover clamps instead.  
 
    Andrea came back across the room and stood in front of Graham again. “I don’t want any cries of pain from you like I heard coming out of this room earlier on when you were being disciplined by Mistress Carol,” she told him. 
 
    As she attached the clamps to his chest Graham stifled the cry that sprang to his lips. The nipple clamps pressed cruelly hard, causing him to experience an explosion of white-hot sensation that travelled straight to his shaft. 
 
    Andrea pulled at the chain between the clamps with her left hand, the pulsing heat of his nipples building the layers of pleasure and pain and adding to the incredible sexual arousal he already felt. He closed his eyes momentarily, experiencing another explosion of sensation as she yanked at the clamps.  
 
    “Now, you’ll recall me promising to go back to wanking you, slave,” said the dominatrix. “I’ll do it like this at first.” She squeezed his erection, closing her hand tightly over its hardness, while continuing to yank at his nipple clamps. And then this.” She began to pull at his erection again, this time even more vigorously, making it strain within her grasp. At the same time she yanked continuously at his clamped nipples.  
 
    Graham’s breathing became labored as she moved her right hand up and down his shaft and pulled at his nipple clamps with the other, subjecting his chest to exquisite daggers of pleasure-pain.  
 
    Andrea pulled even harder at the nipple clamps and her strokes grew shorter as she pumped her fist back and forth over his erection, clear ooze seeping from its head. His body surged with pleasure as he once again got ever closer to the ecstasy of orgasm.  
 
    “Very close to coming, slave, aren’t you?” Andrea said. 
 
    “I am, Mistress,” Graham whispered frantically. His clamped nipples were pulsing and his shaft was throbbing fit to burst, its mushroom head spilling pre-cum all over Andrea’s fingers.  
 
    She moved her right hand away from his cock and her left away from his nipple clamps, allowing him to compose himself for a few moments. Then she ran her right hand over his stomach and firmly grasped the thick length of his cock again, starting to stroke it once more.  
 
    “You’re not allowed to come unless I give you permission, slave,” she said. “Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    Andrea began to masturbate Graham once more, each stroke sensual torment for him. Her fingers became even wetter with the rivulet of silvery fluid that was continuing to drizzle constantly from the glans of his shaft. 
 
     After a while she started to tug at the chain between his nipple clamps with her left hand again while carrying on masturbating him with her right. Continuing to pull at the chain between the clamps attached to his nipples, she carried on smearing her fingers with sticky pre-cum as she pulled his shaft ever harder.  
 
    Graham tensed his body, strained every muscle, in a desperate effort to control himself. He knew he could not surrender to his pleasure and climax unless and until Andrea had given him permission. He had to hold back, no matter how excruciatingly difficult that was to do. Be strong, he said to himself frantically. Be strong, be strong, be strong.  
 
    Andrea’s mouth widened into a sadistic smile as she watched the way his body squirmed and tensed while he valiantly fought back the erotic pleasure-pain she was subjecting him to. “Let me clarify something for you,” said the dominatrix. “You are not permitted to come.”  
 
    “Please reconsider, Mistress,” he begged. 
 
    She shook her head. “Nothing doing, slave.” 
 
    “But please, Mistress” he said hopelessly. “I’m begging you.”   
 
    Another head shake. “Nope.”  
 
    Then she abruptly stopped what she was doing.  
 
    “Bet you’re grateful I’ve stopped, slave,” said Andrea. “You know… under the circumstances.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    “Your gratitude is not justified.” 
 
    Graham watched wide-eyed as she moved both her hands closer to his clamped nipples. She pulled both clamps off simultaneously, the rush of blood flooding back to his pinched tissues far more agonising than the clamps themselves had ever been.  
 
    Hot, brutal pain surged to his nipples, sending a jolt of sensation as shocking as a thunderbolt sparking from his punished chest to his aching shaft. Graham concentrated with all his might on not erupting into orgasm. His face was sheened with sweat, his heart beat wildly and he struggled for breath. But he succeeded, that close though it was again: he didn’t climax.  
 
    “Excellent, really excellent – especially for a novice,” Andrea pronounced, striding over to the bureau to replace the nipple clamps in the drawer. “Now get down on you hands and knees again, slave,” she added, and immediately left the room, shutting the door behind her. 
 
    Will she be returning, wondered Graham excitedly, or will it be Mistress X, correction, Mistress Carol? Maybe it will be both of them this time. It wasn’t long before he got his answer. 
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    Only one woman came through the door and, much to Graham’s surprise, it was neither Carol nor Andrea. She was even more gorgeous than they were though – if such a thing were humanly possible, he reflected. Her jet-black hair had a luminescent quality to it and was cut in a razor-sharp bob and her wide-set violet eyes shone hypnotically. Her face was perfectly symmetrical, her milky-white skin flawless, and her lips full and sensuous. 
 
    The woman had a knock-out body too, curvy in all the right places. It was enhanced by the red leather dress she had on, which was as tight as a sheath and obscenely short. The extreme shortness of the dress combined with the killer stiletto-heeled red leather boots she wore accentuated the length of her already long legs. 
 
    Looking down at Graham in his demeaning position on all fours beneath her, the woman proclaimed in a tone of icy disdain, “My name is Mistress Rachel and I only allow slaves in my presence to speak when spoken to.” She paused, eyes wide and threatening. “Do I make myself clear?” 
 
    “Very clear, Mistress,” he replied humbly. 
 
    The dominatrix put her hands on her hips. “I never tolerate insolence or disobedience from a slave under any circumstances,” she continued in the same cold, threatening tone. “Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress.” His voice faltered slightly. 
 
    “Mistress Carol is extremely strict and so is Mistress Andrea.” Another pause. “I am – how can I put this? – significantly more so. Got that, slave?” 
 
    A heat swept through Graham. “Yes, Mistress.” God, what on earth is she going to do to me? 
 
    “You have been heavily beaten by Mistress Carol almost to the point of orgasm, have you not, slave?” said the dominatrix. 
 
    He nodded. “I have, Mistress.” 
 
    “That was hurdle number one successfully surmounted by you,” Rachel said. “If it hadn’t been you’d have been sent packing.” She paused again. “You have been masturbated by Mistress Andrea and had your nipples tortured by her, bringing you almost to the point of orgasm too,” she went on. “Is that not also the case, slave?” 
 
    “It is, Mistress,” he agreed. 
 
    “Hurdle number two surmounted as well, which means you’re still in the running,” Rachel said. She raised a perfectly shaped eyebrow and went on, “Wondering what I am going to do to you now it’s my turn, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham said, his heart racing. “That’s exactly what I’m wondering.” 
 
    “Actually it’s more about what you are going to do to and for me.” Rachel sat down on an armchair, her red leather micro-minidress stretched tight on her body, her legs pressed together. “Crawl before me, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham edged forward on his hands and knees. 
 
    “Lick, slave,” she said in a clipped voice, extending a hand towards him. She had long elegant fingers, the nails painted red. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham began to lick her fingers softly and slowly. 
 
    “Suck.” She pressed her fingers into his mouth and he sucked them in, letting her caress the inside of his mouth with her fingertips. 
 
    After a little while Rachel removed her glistening fingers from between his lips. 
 
    “Now put your mouth to similar use on my pussy, slave.” She parted her thighs slowly to reveal the glistening folds of her clean-shaven sex. “Worship it with your lips and tongue.” 
 
    An electric charge of arousal surged through Graham. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    He moved closer, guided by Rachel’s legs closing around him and feeling the warmth of her thighs against his face. He kissed her pussy softly and heard her catch her breath. Graham kissed her there again, harder, deeper, and she sighed with pleasure. 
 
    “Lick my clit, slave,” Rachel demanded. And he snaked out his tongue and began moving it around the hard bud of her clitoris, making her shudder with passion.  
 
    “Now go inside me with your tongue again, slave, and lick harder this time.” She opened her thighs still further to let Graham’s tongue enter her more fully, pushing against the sensitive, aroused flesh. Her fluid poured from deep within her and into his mouth. The taste lingered on his tongue and in his throat like nectar. 
 
    “Lick even harder, slave,” Rachel demanded. And he began to do so fervently, licking the dominatrix deep in her vagina. 
 
    Graham’s cock was more achingly hard than ever but he had no thoughts of climaxing now. All he wanted to do was to worship the pussy of this Goddess of a woman exactly the way she wanted him to. He pressed harder, tonguing her as deep as he could, moving back to lick her clit and labia then plunging deep into her again. 
 
    “Fuck, you’re good at this, slave.” Rachel pressed herself up against his hungry mouth. “Now, lick me to orgasm while playing with your cock.” 
 
    Graham grasped his swollen erection and began masturbating in slow regular movements, extremely careful not to let himself ejaculate. At the same time he redoubled his efforts in licking the dominatrix.  
 
    He tongued her sex deep and quick, sucking her juices until… “I’m going to come,” she cried, throwing her head back. Rachel climaxed in spasms, shuddering without control, her breathing heavy. 
 
    After allowing herself a few moments to calm down she touched Graham on the shoulder. “Stop masturbating and crawl on your hands and knees right back to where you were before, slave,” she said, and he did. 
 
    Rachel sat up slowly, adjusting her leather micro-minidress, and then got to her feet. Her skin was flushed pink, her eyes a little unfocussed.  
 
    “Kneel upright, slave, and go back to playing with your cock,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham replied, his breathing unsteady, and shifted his position. He grasped his erection again and resumed his slow wank. His face was damp with Rachel’s juices and the delicious taste of her was strong in his mouth. He felt pride and pleasure flowing though him. He had brought this glorious dominatrix to a magnificent climax with his mouth. He had served her well. 
 
    “Stop wanking and lick up the pre-cum on your hand, slave,” Rachel demanded, and Graham brought his pre-cum soaked fingers to his lips. He sucked the moistness from his fingers, lapping his tongue over them and savoring the taste as it mingled with that of her love juice. He felt delirious, his body wracked with waves of pleasure as he awaited Rachel’s next instruction.  
 
    Then it came. “Go back to wanking but do it much, much harder, slave,” she demanded.  
 
    As Graham pushed his fist up and down on himself energetically he stared down at the head of his hard cock bulging up around his fist, red and angry. Pre-cum glistened on the tip and trickled over his fingers. He was simmering just below boiling point again by this stage, incredibly close to ejaculating… 
 
    “Stop masturbating and lie on your front, slave,” came the staccato command. 
 
    Obediently Graham lay on his stomach, his hard throbbing cock pressed flat against the dark hardwood floor. His rear cheeks were red and aching from having been whipped so ferociously, his nipples were ringed with pain from the savage clamps, and he was frantic for sexual release. 
 
    “I suppose you want to come, slave,” said Rachel who was now standing above him. 
 
    “Please, Mistress,” he replied, his voice shaky. 
 
    “Only if you do it right now.” 
 
    Graham felt the sharp tip of a stiletto heel dig into his left rear cheek, which instantly sparked an electric current through his body. He ejaculated straightaway with a cry of ecstasy, spilling thick cream onto the shiny dark floor beneath his body. 
 
    “Lick up the cum you’ve just spilled and swallow it down, slave,” Rachel ordered, and he dutifully got back onto all fours and complied with this further instruction. 
 
    After Graham had completed this deliciously humiliating task to her satisfaction, she gave her last instruction to him that day. It was to clean himself up, get dressed and go home.  
 
    As Rachel let him out of the house she asked casually, “Are you going to be available on Monday evening, slave?” 
 
    “I’ll make certain I am, Mistress,” he replied dutifully. 
 
    “One of us will be in touch with you by phone then,” she said. 
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    Graham usually approached the start of his working week with all the enthusiasm of a man about to face a firing squad. But today was different. Today he had new resolve in his eyes, new purpose in his stride. He knew exactly what he was going to do and when he was going to do it. The time for shilly-shallying over leaving his job had come to an end, he’d decided, and that was that. 
 
    It was fortuitous that he was due to have his annual performance appraisal at ten o’clock that morning. It was a one-to-one meeting with his immediate boss, a beady-eyed, thin-lipped workaholic called John Norris. Graham reasoned that he could preempt a lot of patronising and – on this occasion certainly – utterly pointless talk from that charmless corporate drone. And he could achieve that by simply handing in his notice right at the start of the meeting, which is what he firmly intended to do. 
 
    Sitting behind the desk in his office, Graham glanced at his watch: Not long to go before his meeting. John Norris’s PA had told Graham she’d phone through to him when John was ready to see him. Getting up from his desk, Graham walked to the window and stared at the view of central London spread out before him. It stretched for miles, from the towering steel and glass monoliths close by to the Thames further in the distance. He could see the riverside apartments and the gold-brown waters of the river itself, sparkling in the morning light. He’d miss that panoramic view of the city he had from this office window, thought Graham. But it was about all he would miss about Norton Insurance apart, that is, from one or two of his more likeable colleagues – chief among them without doubt being Lucy. 
 
    Graham returned to his desk. He slumped into his chair, and the twinge of residual pleasure-pain it caused to his backside took him away from the present and back to the house in Belgravia and all that had happened to him there on Saturday evening. He closed his eyes momentarily and saw Rachel standing above his kneeling form. Her legs were parted, her breasts jutting against the tight red leather micro-minidress she had on. Her face was aloof but extraordinarily sexy. Her look of cool superiority made his heart beat faster whenever he thought of it. It was the same look all three of the women had worn as they’d looked down on him, the naked slave kneeling beneath them at their command.  
 
    What an amazing experience that Saturday evening had been, thought Graham. It had been a catalyst, a game changer, a life changer too. On Sunday he’d decided once and for all that he’d throw in the job today. That meant when he got the promised phone call this evening from one of the three Mistresses he’d ….  
 
    He didn’t complete the thought as at that moment another phone rang. It was the one on his desk and the call was from John Norris’s PA to say he’d see him now. 
 
    Graham knew something wasn’t quite right when he saw John had the HR Manager, Jayne Fielding, sitting beside him at his conference table. She had a frown on her pleasant face and looked distinctly uncomfortable. Jayne gazed at Graham for a long second, trying to communicate something. But what? John Norris, on the other hand, didn’t even make eye-contact. His face was blank, unreadable, and his posture was stiff as he directed Graham to a seat across the table, asking him to sit down. Graham took the proffered seat and glanced from one to the other of his two colleagues, waiting to be put in the picture. 
 
    John cleared his throat. “Sorry to hijack our meeting like this, Graham,” he said, at last making eye-contact with him but otherwise still maintaining the same completely flat expression and rigid posture. “But it seemed the best thing to do.” 
 
    Graham tilted his head. “In what respect?” he asked, keeping his voice light. 
 
    John Norris looked across the table at him. “In respect of what, after careful deliberation, we’ve decided to do in your case,” he replied. “Look, I’ll get straight to the point, Graham. Your work performance hasn’t been up to par for some time now. You’ve got the ability – you’ve proven that time and again in the past. But the motivation’s clearly not there with you these days for whatever reason.”  
 
    He put his palms flat on the table and continued, as stony-faced as ever. “Norton Insurance needs people who are firing on all cylinders, and there’s not much evidence of that with you nowadays.” His lip curled slightly. “That being the case, we’ve decided to let you go, Graham.” He paused, lost the lip curl. “But we want to be fair to you. We are restructuring to make your post redundant but subject to a generous severance package for you.” To make sure you go quietly, he could have added, thought Graham cynically. 
 
    “And it is generous too,” Jayne Fielding interjected. She leaned forward onto the table and slid a sheet of paper over to him. It contained the main terms of his redundancy package, including the significant lump sum payment it was proposed he receive. 
 
    Graham perused the document, inwardly letting out a small cheer. Because of his inheritance he didn’t need the extra money. But you don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. “This all seems in order,” he said, looking up from the document and turning his gaze on John Norris. Graham’s expression was dead-pan and his voice calm. “When do you want me gone?” 
 
    “If you could clear your desk and vacate your office before noon today that would be good,” he said. 
 
    “Would that be OK with you, Graham?” asked Jayne, looking at him with a concerned expression that he felt was sincere. A good friend of Lucy’s, Jayne was a very genuine person in his opinion. She wasn’t playing nice here; she was nice.  
 
    “Sure,” he replied calmly with a shrug. 
 
    “Looks like you saw this coming, Graham,” remarked John Norris, giving him a pinched smile. 
 
    He bit back a much wider smile of his own. “Something like it,” he said evenly. But nothing like as good as this. “I’d better be off and start clearing my desk,” he added, standing up abruptly to leave. And within a matter of moments he was back in his own office sat at his desk and doing just that. 
 
    Graham was clearing out one of his drawers when Lucy burst in, shutting the door behind her. She looked as beautiful as ever and was wearing a smart charcoal-gray business suit with a short skirt and black patent leather high heels. 
 
    “Jayne Fielding’s just this minute told me on the q.t. what’s happened.” She sat down opposite him, brushing a hand through her hair. “Jayne was a bit mystified. She said there was barely a peep out of you as you received the news.” 
 
    “There was a reason for that.” Graham sat back in his chair and gave her an amused look. “I’d gone into that meeting determined to hand in my notice right at the outset. I had not a shadow of doubt that was what I was a going to do.” 
 
    She studied his face. “And when you realised the lay of the land you thought it best to pretty much keep schtum, huh?” 
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “You didn’t have to do your dynamic bit after all.” 
 
    “I didn’t, no,” he agreed. 
 
    Lucy’s eyebrows went up a notch. “And what was it that prompted your decision to chuck in the job today, may I ask? You’ve been dithering about all this for goodness knows how long. What was it that finally got the man I thought could procrastinate for England to finally decide to take the plunge?” 
 
    “Something that happened to me over the weekend.” Graham regretted the words as soon as they’d come out of his mouth. Too much information. 
 
    “Which was?” Lucy asked, looking at him expectantly. 
 
    “I’d rather not say,” he replied. “It’s not that I don’t want you to know, Lucy. It’s that I don’t know how to tell you.” 
 
    “Try me.” 
 
    Graham let out a pained sigh. “I can’t, Lucy,” he said. “I just can’t.” 
 
    He watched as a slight, sad smile appeared on Lucy’s face. “Bet it’s got something to do with another woman,” she remarked quietly, as if talking to herself. 
 
    Three women actually, he thought, but said nothing. 
 
    Lucy’s eyes went distant for a moment. Then, pushing her chair back she stood up and said, “I won’t press you about it. But your silence speaks volumes.” She walked to the door, pausing in the doorway for a moment and turning. “The very best of luck, Graham.”  
 
    “And to you, Lucy.” He gave her a gentle smile. 
 
    She looked at Graham and something weighty passed between them. “Remember, like I’ve told you before,” Lucy said, “I’ll always be there for you.” And with that she turned back round, opened the door and left. 
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    “You’re out of a job now, you say.” Of the three dominatrixes it was the most formidable and arguably the most beautiful of them, Rachel, who had contacted Graham by phone and who was talking to him now. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”   
 
    “Did you jump or were you pushed?” 
 
    “Both, Mistress,” he responded. 
 
    “I suppose that makes some sort of sense,” she said sardonically. “But why are you telling me about it?” 
 
    “Because I can now be at your disposal whenever you want, Mistress,” he said, “yours and the other….” 
 
    “Being a bit presumptuous, aren’t you, slave?” she cut in. Her voice had taken on a stern tone. 
 
    “That certainly wasn’t my intention, Mistress, and I can’t apologise enough if it came across that way,” he replied ingratiatingly. 
 
    “Are you familiar with the term ‘topping from below’, slave?” 
 
    Graham thought for a moment. “No, Mistress. But I think I can guess what it means.” 
 
    “And that you’ve just been guilty of it?” 
 
    “Unwittingly, yes, Mistress,” he acknowledged, quickly adding, “Look, I know I’ve got a lot to learn about being a good slave…” 
 
    “Which is what you want to be, is it?” she interrupted. 
 
    “Very much so, Mistress,” he replied. “And I’d be the first to admit I’m on a steep learning curve. But just tell me what you want of me and I’ll do it, that’s all I can say.” 
 
    There was a long thread of silence on the other end of the line before Rachel responded. 
 
     “I’ll tell you precisely what I want of you, slave – what all three of us want of you,” she finally said. “And that is for you to be naked and on your hands and knees before us in the very room you were in on Saturday evening. We want you there in that position within half an hour. Got that, slave?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress.” 
 
    “That doesn’t leave you very much time,” she said, and hung up. 
 
    Within minutes Graham had exited his apartment and was impatiently pressing for the lift to take him to the ground floor. He was intent on getting out on the street and hailing a black cab to Belgravia at the earliest possible opportunity. Speed was of the essence here.  
 
    Things moved very quickly too when he got to the house, entered that room again, got naked and onto his hands and knees – very quickly indeed.  
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
    Graham was on all fours, his heart racing, his cock rock-hard. His backside was brightly striped from the sound whipping Rachel had just finished giving it. She was behind him, the leather whip still in her hand. Carol had her back to her and was astride him, squatting down over the small of his back, and Andrea was in front of him.  
 
    All three of the women looked spectacular: hair silky and shining, deep-rose lipstick accentuating soft fleshy lips, bodies a shimmering contrast of black and white in the identical outfits they wore. The rounded curves of the women’s figures were enhanced by their black leather micro-minidresses, which showed off to stunning effect the glimmering paleness of their shapely thighs and the perfection of their long bare legs, as did the shiny knee length high-heeled leather boots they wore. 
 
    Andrea planted a leather-booted foot beneath Graham’s face and Carol forced his head over it. 
 
    “Worship it, slave,” Andrea commanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped, lost in the swirling whirlwind of sensation that had engulfed him ever since the three women had positioned themselves the way they had and Rachel had begun whipping him. Now it was Andrea’s turn to dominate him. 
 
    Graham began to kiss the boot she’d presented to him, pressing his lips eagerly over the shining black leather. He kissed and licked, anxious to obey the dominatrix as fulsomely as possible. His mouth passed under the high arch and over the pointed toe, kissing and licking passionately. He never once looked up while engaged in this activity but the image in his head of the beautiful white-blonde dominatrix towering above him, gazing down at his backside that was so cruelly patterned by the marks of Rachel’s whip, made him feel utterly, deliciously helpless. 
 
    After a while Andrea told him to stop and moved her boot away from his face. Carol took over then, climbing off his back and telling him to turn over and lie flat. She stood with her legs either side of his face and looked into his eyes before squatting down and using her fingers to open herself. “Now worship my pussy with your mouth, slave.” 
 
    Graham eagerly complied with her instruction, kissing her on the lips of her sex, before gently easing his tongue into her. Carol began to writhe over him, pressing herself down hard over his mouth, holding him by the hair and forcing his tongue deeper into her sex. Graham could hardly move his head, and could see next to nothing. He felt very vulnerable and very excited too, the blood rushing and pounding through his body.  
 
    Graham carried on breathing in the mingled aromas of leather and Carol’s wet pussy and gasping and moaning beneath her thighs, which were wrapped so tightly round his face. He licked and kissed her sex, taking her flowing love juice into his mouth with the utmost delight. He speared her with his tongue, flicking it over her throbbing clitoris as she moaned and cried with pleasure. 
 
    There was nothing for Graham but Carol’s pussy now, her glorious, beautiful pussy that he licked and licked. He could feel her body convulsing, shuddering repeatedly, as she filled his mouth with her juice. His hot panting breath seemed to stimulate Carol almost as much as the thrusting of his tongue as she moved her hips rhythmically over his face, pushing down constantly.  
 
    Graham lapped harder and deeper, thrusting his tongue voraciously into Carol’s sex, causing her arousal to soar. Her orgasm erupted in an ecstatic explosion of energy as she cried out her delirious pleasure. 
 
    Carol stood up then, her face flushed, and fell into the arms of Andrea, who kissed her passionately on the lips. Were the two women lovers? Graham wondered excitedly, his erection throbbing.  
 
    His attention was turned elsewhere when Rachel addressed him. “Turn over and kneel upright, slave,” demanded the raven-haired dominatrix, putting her whip aside. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham said, his voice barely a whisper, and he got into position. 
 
    Rachel put her hand out to him. “Take it, slave. Bring it to your lips.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He held her hand next to his mouth. 
 
    “Kiss it,” she said 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He touched his lips to her hand, kissing it tenderly. 
 
    “Ready for more, slave?” she then asked. 
 
    He nodded enthusiastically. “I am, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “You and I are going to my house now. Got that?” 
 
    Graham looked up at her in surprise. “Got that, Mistress, but I thought you lived here.” 
 
    “You thought wrong, slave,” she said. “I own this place but I don’t live here.” Which made her the owner and MD of Kinkmart, deduced Graham. “My house is not far away – in Knightsbridge,” she went on. “Get dressed while I book us a taxi. Then I’ll put my coat on over this outfit. Don’t want to give the cabbie heart palpitations when he picks us up!” 
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    The cab carrying Rachel and Graham turned into a pleasant tree-lined avenue in Knightsbridge. It pulled up about half way along the street to drop them off outside Rachel’s imposing premises. It could be glimpsed through a set of wrought-iron entrance gates and was a gray-stone Edwardian house set in a well-cultivated garden and surrounded by a high wall.  
 
    The gates opened when Rachel pressed in a code at the entry system by their side and clicked shut again once they’d walked through them. There was a sleek silver Mercedes with deeply tinted windows sitting in the drive. Rachel and Graham made their way up a flagstone path towards the entrance to the house. When they got there the dominatrix opened the front door and they stepped inside. 
 
    After shutting the door Rachel removed her coat and handed it to Graham to hang up for her. She then took him along the hallway and into an opulent living room. It was long, high and softly lit, and had fine oil paintings in heavy guilt mounts on the walls. The room’s mahogany surfaces were polished to a fine shine and it had handcrafted black leather furniture.  
 
    A leather couch occupied the center of the room and the dominatrix sat down in the middle of it, her shapely legs pressed together. “Strip off and kneel before me, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham replied before taking off all his clothes and kneeling down on the shiny dark hardwood floor in front of her. 
 
    Rachel reached over and tapped him on the cheek. “Confused, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, “but in a good way.” 
 
    She looked at him inquiringly. “Meaning?”  
 
    “I feel like I’ve been drawn into this amazingly erotic world where – how can I say? – the weird and surreal are somehow commonplace, Mistress,” Graham started to explain. “I’m so grateful to have been allowed to enter such a fascinating and exciting world,” he added sincerely. “I love it beyond words. It delights me.” 
 
    “So I see.” She eyed his erection, her violet eyes sparkling. “Makes you even more pleased to be out of your job, am I right?”  
 
    “God yes, Mistress,” he agreed. “It was a boring job and I felt boring doing it.” 
 
    “Well, you’re certainly not boring any more.” Rachel smiled. “You’ve crossed that line, there’s no question about that. You know what you are, don’t you?”  
 
    “A submissive masochist, Mistress,” he replied. “I’m hardwired that way, I must be.”  
 
    “I think we’ve already established that,” she said. “It’s essentially a DNA thing, as you suggest. But how much of a submissive masochist are you? That’s the real question. Only time will provide the answer.” A pause. “And training – slave training, that is. Agreed?” 
 
    “Agreed, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “And in order to be a good slave – which you’ve already assured me you want to be – you’ll need good slave training. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he agreed.  
 
    “Would you like me to train you to be a good slave?” 
 
    “I’d be honored, Mistress, he replied “You’d be prepared to do that for me, would you?” 
 
    Rachel held his eyes with hers. “Only if you agree to be my slave completely and utterly throughout the process,” she replied. “That means you doing exactly as commanded by me or whoever I delegate responsibility to at any given time, and doing it without question. You can never refuse. If you ever do refuse, that’ll be the end of your involvement with me and mine. It’ll be over. Do you agree to all that, slave?” 
 
    Graham’s erection twitched. “The answer is yes, Mistress. I agree to it unreservedly.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “Get to your feet.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and stood up. 
 
    Rachel did likewise. “Follow me, slave,” she ordered, and led Graham out of the living room. She took him up a wide curving staircase and along a corridor before opening a door to a spacious bedroom. 
 
    The room was dominated by a large double bed, with bedside cabinets on either side of it. She told Graham to kneel over the end of the bed and he immediately complied. Rachel then went to one of the cabinets, opened a large drawer and took out a thick black leather strap, a set of steel handcuffs and a purple rubber ball gag, all of which she put on the bed.  
 
    “Open your mouth, slave” she instructed, going on to take hold of the purple ball gag. She put it between his lips and buckled it tightly into place behind his head. The ball forced Graham’s mouth open and around it, distending his lips. 
 
    “Hands behind your back, slave,” Rachel ordered next. And when he’d done as directed she handcuffed him, cinching the metal cuffs over his wrists and clicking them locked. 
 
    “I marked you well earlier with that whip, slave,” she commented, running her fingers across his still glowing backside. He found the feel of her fingers and the way she lingered lovingly on his wounded rear cheeks very arousing. “Now I’m going to mark you even more with this heavy leather strap,” she added, picking the item up off the bed. 
 
    Graham felt a surge of excitement in anticipation of what was to come. It felt good to be on his knees, gagged and handcuffed. He knew he’d handed himself over to this woman completely and his current restraints symbolised this in his mind.  
 
    Graham braced himself for what was coming next. He was nervous but extremely excited, the knot in his stomach no competition for the throbbing of his pre-cum spilling shaft. Adrenaline flooded him, making his body tremble noticeably. He was aching to be beaten by Rachel with that thick leather strap, dying for it. 
 
    And she was dying to beat him with it. The dominatrix looked at the muscular curves of Graham’s already heavily punished backside and found them an extremely inviting sight. “I’m really looking forward to beating you again,” she said, clutching the strap. “You aren’t to climax unless I tell you to though,” she added. “I hope you’re very clear about that.” 
 
    Immediately after she uttered these words the first stroke of the thick leather strap landed across the cheeks of Graham’s rear, the pain it inflicted acute. A moment later Rachel lashed his rear with the strap for a second time, inflicting pain as severe as her first strike. By the time she’d delivered half a dozen such heavy strokes, however, the pain he’d been experiencing had turned into pleasure too, an ache that made him amazingly aroused.  
 
    Each time the dominatrix raised her arm and struck after that Graham found himself moving into the blows, welcoming them as they came crashing down. It felt incredibly good to him, a sensation of white-hot pleasure-pain rippling through his body each time the implement landed.  
 
    Finally Graham’s heavy beating came to an end and Rachel threw the leather strap to the floor. She unlocked and removed his handcuffs and told him to kneel upright and shuffle back a little. “Guess you want to climax now, slave,” said the dominatrix. And he looked down at his shaft, oozing a silver jewel of fluid from its tip. Graham felt so aroused he knew the gentlest touch of her fingers on him would be all that would be needed to cause him to climax in ecstasy. “Maybe you’d like me to finish you off with my hand, yes?” 
 
     He nodded furiously, spluttering into his ball gag. 
 
    A pause. Then, “No way, slave,” she said, her voice stern. “And that’s final.” 
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    Rachel began to undress, removing her tall boots and black leather micro-minidress. Graham watched her excitedly from his kneeling position, tantalised by the slow deliberate way she disrobed. The dominatrix was completely naked now, her luscious body soft and warm. Her bare white breasts were full, her pink nipples stood hard and erect, and her pussy was silky smooth.  
 
     “Let’s be clear about something,” she said, returning to the same bedside cabinet as before and opening the same drawer in it. “As my slave you count for nothing. It is my pleasure that’s important. It counts for everything whereas your pleasure counts for nothing.” 
 
    As Rachel walked back towards Graham she showed the kneeling, ball-gagged slave the black rubber dildo she’d taken from the drawer. Smiling lasciviously, she lounged back on the bed before him and opened her thighs wantonly wide. Spreading herself open with her fingers for Graham’s wide-eyed gaze, Rachel let him see the wetness of her sex and began rubbing a finger over her shiny clit. Then she pressed the dildo up against the lips of her pussy, half closing her eyes in pleasure. Before long she seemed to have forgotten all about Graham, who watched what she was doing as if in a trance. 
 
    Rachel pressed the black dildo into herself, moaning softly. She started to move it in and out slowly, going deep into her pussy and then all the way out. She continued teasing herself, on every occasion greatly enjoying the delicious thrill of pressing the dildo, glistening with her juices, far into her sex before languidly removing it again. She still didn’t deign to even glance at Graham.  After a while she began to move the love juice-coated black dildo faster, then faster and faster still, breathing hard as she drove it in and out of herself over and over. 
 
    Graham felt extremely aroused as he watched all this. He was filled with sexual excitement but unable to do anything except kneel there at the end of the bed and watch, breathing heavily into his ball gag. Rachel was masturbating ever harder, letting out little wordless cries.  
 
    Then she stopped, extracted the dildo from her wet sex and took it into her mouth. Graham watched the dominatrix, his sexual arousal matched by his trance-like fascination with what he was viewing. She continued to ignore him as she sucked the black dildo, smearing her juices into her mouth and swallowing them with voracious delight.  
 
    When she’d licked the dildo clean Rachel turned over onto her knees and pressed her behind into the air. She pushed the dildo back into her sex and began masturbating with it again. Graham could see Rachel concentrating her thrusts against her apex, playing the dildo against her throbbing clitoris. She cried out ecstatically again and again, her body convulsing with one blissful climax after another. 
 
    At last the multi-orgasmic Mistress stopped climaxing. Her face was flushed with a combination of exhibitionistic pleasure and sexual satisfaction. She turned over and sat on the edge of the bed before getting to her feet. Only then did she at last look at Graham again. She smiled seductively. “Suppose you still want to come, slave.” 
 
    Giving Rachel a desperate wide-eyed look of longing, Graham nodded frantically. He was unable to say anything remotely intelligible because of the ball gag filling his mouth. 
 
    “A futile hope,” she said, shaking her head. “As I’ve already explained to you, my pleasure as your Mistress counts for everything while your pleasure as my slave counts for nothing.” 
 
     Rachel got behind Graham’s kneeling form and undid the buckle that held his purple ball gag in place, removing it from his mouth. “Kneel to your side on all fours, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    When he’d done so, Rachel strode in front of him, turned her back and knelt down. She got onto her hands and knees, spreading her thighs. 
 
    “Kiss my asshole, slave,” she said huskily, looking at him over the shoulder for a moment. 
 
    Graham crawled forward, parted her rear cheeks gently with his hands and looked at Rachel’s pink anal hole. Leaning forward he touched his lips to her anus. He heard her sigh as she arched her back and pressed her backside into his face even more. He kissed her again, just touching his lips against her rear hole, exploring her tentatively. He felt dazed, dizzy with excitement 
 
    “Lick me there now, slave, lick me,” Rachel urged, groaning with desire 
 
    Graham pressed his face deep between her lovely ass cheeks and lapped at her rear hole, passing his tongue over it again and again and making her writhe with pleasure. But Rachel wanted more. 
 
    “Come on, slave, you can do better than that,” she insisted. “Go in deep.” 
 
    His tongue pressed directly against her anal hole and then slipped into her. The tight sheath of muscle resisted his probing tongue at first but he persisted, pressing harder and going right into her asshole. Her moans and sighs guided him deeper as he lapped and probed, exploring her anus with his tongue. 
 
    While he was doing this Rachel began playing with herself again, this time without the dildo. She rubbed back and forth over her sex, her fingers running between her pussy lips. Soon Graham became aware that she was masturbating feverishly once more, her fingers going in and out of her sex with the same frantic rhythm that his tongue was going in and out of her anus. It felt so incredibly good to be voraciously licking her asshole like this while she masturbated with equal enthusiasm, all the time pushing her backside against his face. 
 
    Graham spread Rachel’s rear cheeks with both hands so he could lick even deeper. His cock had been hard for ages and the excitement had been welling for so long. He felt her freeze, with her fingers deep in her sex and his tongue furiously probing her anus. He was certain she was going to climax again at that point. But he was wrong. 
 
    “I’ve decided to take pity on you, slave,” she said breathlessly. “Kneel upright and press the tip of your erection against my asshole.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he panted, immediately doing as he’d been told and guiding the smooth glans of his shaft between her rear cheeks. 
 
     “Come for me now, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    And he did – at lightening speed. He let out a cry of release and ejaculated copious amounts of creamy cum over the entrance to her anus, his body shuddering and quaking in ecstasy.  
 
    Rachel could feel the heat of him dripping out of the mouth of her anus and down her thighs. She waited for Graham’s orgasm to finally subside before saying, “Now make me come again, slave. Starting with my asshole, I want you to lick all your spunk up and swallow it down.”  
 
    Graham began once more to lick Rachel’s anus and it was not long before he brought her to a stunning orgasm. A massive rush of pleasure cascaded through the dominatrix and she climaxed in an ecstatic explosion of energy. 
 
    Sighing softly, Graham carried on sucking up the spunk falling from her anus and into his mouth. He lapped at her cum-covered ass cheeks and thighs too. He felt wonderful. He had no idea what it was Rachel intended to require of him next but whatever it turned out to be he welcomed it.   
 
    He loved the idea that Rachel was in complete control, that she could do anything she liked to him, and there was nothing he could do to stop her because he was her slave. I was born for degradation like this, Graham told himself elatedly as he continued licking up his ejaculate from her soft flesh and swallowing it down. I was born to be a slave. 
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    When Graham had finished his deliriously degrading task to Rachel’s satisfaction she got to her feet. The dominatrix began to sashay, bare foot and bare assed, towards the bedroom door. “Remain here until I return, slave,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Do not under any circumstances masturbate,” Rachel added before leaving the room. 
 
    Shouldn’t be any problem at all not masturbating, thought Graham, more than ever grateful the dominatrix had eventually taken pity on him and allowed him to climax. He stood up and padded over to the bedside cabinet from which Rachel had extracted the leather strap, the ball gag, the handcuffs, and the dildo.  
 
    Opening the same large drawer he found a whip, a paddle, a cane and a set of nipple clamps, all items designed to be used on a slave like him. Perhaps next time, he thought with a shiver of anticipation. He closed the drawer and sat on the bed, unable to decide what if anything to do now. 
 
    Graham lay down and closed his eyes. Images of Rachel floated into his mind, vivid memories of all she’d done to him and vague thoughts of what might be yet to come. Her voice was still in his head, taunting him, seducing him, commanding him. She’d committed to training him to be a good slave and he reckoned that training couldn’t have gotten off to a more perfect start. 
 
    He was missing the dominatrix already though. He felt at a loss, alone with himself. All the time she was there he was undeniably her slave. Her presence gave him definition, a role to play that he relished. But perhaps she’d not be gone long. She’d be back again very soon, he hoped, and it would all start again in some shape or form. He felt another tremor of excitement at the thought. He opened his eyes. “Hurry back, Mistress,” he said softly, speaking into the silence of the room. “Hurry back.”  
 
    But she didn’t. 
 
    Graham closed his eyes again and soon found himself starting to drift off to sleep. He dozed fitfully. At times he couldn’t tell whether he was asleep or awake. He felt adrift somewhere between sleep and consciousness. While in that dream-like place he kept imagining the sort of things Rachel might do to him next: clamp his nipples, whip him, cane him… It made him hard again and his hand drifted towards his cock without him even realising what he was doing.  
 
    He was shocked into wakefulness by a slap to the face so hard it made his cheek buzz and sting. “You disobedient fucker,” said a still naked Rachel angrily, looming over him. “I only gave you one instruction when I left you on your own – an easy simple one at that. And what do I find when I come back? You doing the very opposite. What possible justification could there be for that, huh?” 
 
    “I’d fallen asleep, Mistress,” Graham tried to explain, holding a hand to his slapped face. “I didn’t know what I was doing.” 
 
    She snorted derisively. “I don’t believe you, slave. What do you say to that?” 
 
    “That what I said was true, Mistress,” he replied. “I was being completely straight with you, honestly. I always will be. I didn’t know what I was doing, I really didn’t. It was an unwitting mistake, that’s all.” 
 
    Rachel picked up the leather strap from the floor where she’d thrown it earlier. “It was certainly a mistake, slave,” she said in a cold voice, “and one you are going to have to pay for. Turn over onto your front.” 
 
    As soon as he’d rolled over onto his stomach Rachel raised her right arm high over her head and brought the strap down with a harsh stoke. He cried out in pain. Her arm was high again and she brought it down once more, another hard stroke across his backside. 
 
    “Please, Mistress. I’m sorry…” Graham managed to say before she interrupted. 
 
    “I’ve told you before never to address me unless I address you first, slave,” the dominatrix rasped angrily. 
 
    She snapped the strap down on him again and again, spreading the renewed red heat of pain over his behind. In his mind’s eye Graham could see himself lying face down on the bed, his backside marked with thick red stripes. He liked what he saw, could feel the pleasure building up inside him again.  
 
    Graham was breathing hard and his erection was pulsing. The hiss and snap of the leather strap, the rhythm of correction Rachel was inflicting on his rear, was intoxicating. With every downward stroke of her strap, he lifted himself up to meet the pain that had inevitably turned to pleasure. 
 
    Rachel suddenly stopped strapping Graham, but only so she could go to the drawer, put the leather strap in it and extract something else. This time it was the leather paddle Graham had spotted in there earlier. 
 
    “Stay on the bed and get onto your hands and knees, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    When he’d gotten onto all fours she reached down with her left hand and grasped his erection. At the same time she brought down the paddle with her right hand. 
 
    Rachel started to work Graham’s shaft back and forth, pumping his flesh in her left hand, while paddling his rear with her right. Soon she was masturbating him hard, moving her fist quickly over his erection while at the same time beating him like fury with the paddle.  
 
    Graham was moaning softly, the image he had of himself in his mind driving him on, making him lift himself higher, aching with both pain and pleasure. Rachel beat him and masturbated him with the same furious rhythm, making him gasp with elation. 
 
    “Come for me, slave,” Rachel commanded when she knew the time was right. Graham’s body convulsed with surges of energy that immediately took him over the edge. He was overwhelmed with the power of his orgasm, waves of ecstasy passing through him as he spurted cream into Rachel’s palm. 
 
    “Lucky for you that in the end I believed your claim that you’d made an unwitting mistake, slave,” she said. “If I hadn’t I’d have kicked you out and you’d never have been allowed to return here or anywhere else in my deviant realm. As it is I’ll be kicking you out of here shortly but you will be allowed back.” 
 
    “Thank you so much, Mistress,” he sighed. Christ, what a relief! 
 
    Rachel put the paddle aside and held out her other hand to show him the pool of spunk sitting in her palm and smeared over her fingers. 
 
    “Think you know what to do before you depart, slave,” she said, bringing her fingers to his mouth. 
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    Two nights later they were back in the same bedroom. This is how things had gone:  
 
    Graham had stripped as naked as Rachel herself had been at the time. Then she’d buckled a slave’s collar around his neck. It was of black leather and had a dropped metal “O” ring at the front. After Rachel had collared Graham she’d ordered him to kneel on all fours on the floor. Then she had caned him hard and at length. By the time she’d finished his backside had been covered with angry red tramlines. Graham had demonstrated his gratitude for that severe beating in a suitably groveling manner, kissing Rachel’s feet as if his very life depended on it. Her feet had been as bare as the rest of her had been. But that had been then. She was not naked anymore, although he still was.  
 
    Graham, who remained on his knees, had just finished zipping up Rachel’s thigh boots for her. They matched the rest of the shiny dark-purple leather outfit she now had on. The micro-minidress she wore was so tight it seemed molded to her body. It accentuated the contours of her firm breasts, which bulged against the leather. Her nipples were hard, pressing against the gleaming skintight material. Rachel looked fabulous in that fetish outfit, thought Graham in awe. Even so something was making him anxious – understandably so considering what he knew or, rather, didn’t know. 
 
    Rachel gazed down at him inquiringly. “Looking forward to our little excursion tonight, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, although the nervous quiver in his voice seemed to indicate otherwise.  
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Rachel looked amused. “You don’t sound as if you’re looking forward to it.” 
 
    He said, “I am, Mistress. It’s just the…”  
 
    The dominatrix interrupted him. “Fear of the unknown?” she suggested. 
 
    Graham cleared his throat “That’s it, Mistress. I have no idea where we are going, let alone what to expect when we get there.”  
 
    Rachel shrugged. “That’s exactly the way I want it, slave. You should be ready for anything. Regard tonight as full of rich possibilities. Now, climb up off your knees and go downstairs to get dressed to go out.” On Rachel’s insistence Graham had come to see her that evening in the outfit he’d bought before on Carol’s instruction.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, climbing to his feet. 
 
    Just as he was leaving the bedroom Rachel added, “I want you to lose the shirt this time but keep the slave’s collar on.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
    Graham was in the passenger seat of Rachel’s silver Mercedes as she drove through the nighttime traffic. They were on the M25 going Graham knew not where. His backside still stung badly from the extended heavy caning the dominatrix had given it. Every time he thought about that caning, which he did a lot, his cock strained against the crotch of his tight-fitting leather jeans. 
 
    Rachel had not spoken since they’d entered the car and therefore nor had Graham, mindful of her standing instruction that he should only speak to her when first spoken to.  
 
    It was not until she’d driven some way along the motorway that she finally broke the silence. “Enjoying being my slave?” she asked, staring straight ahead. 
 
    “Immensely, Mistress,” Graham enthused. 
 
    “Why’s that?”   
 
    It was a good question. Graham’s forehead creased as he considered how best to reply. 
 
     “I don’t know how to explain it, Mistress,” he said, looking out the windscreen at the fast-flowing traffic. “It’s hard to put into words. All I can say is that you’ve taken me over completely. You’re in my mind all the time… eah…”  
 
    Rachel interjected, “You’re not expressing yourself very clearly are you, slave.” 
 
    “Sorry about that, Mistress.” He turned in his seat to look at her. “Everything’s happened so fast for me since I first entered the world of Femdom BDSM, you see, and I’ve found it difficult to process properly. I don’t know what’s going on any more, if I ever did,” he gabbled on. “But I don’t mind about that at all. It just seems to have come out naturally, the way it’s developed. It felt so right from the beginning. Every day it seems even more right. I know that’s not as coherent as it might be, to say the least, but…” 
 
    She interrupted his blustering again. “You’ve been having a good time, yes?” 
 
    “I’ve been having a fantastic time, Mistress,’ he told her. “It’s been amazing. I am extremely grateful to you for deciding to take me on the way you have and train me to be a good slave.” His mind was suddenly flooded with memories of everything Rachel had done to him since he’d first encountered her. “I think you’re an extraordinary dominatrix,” he went on effusively, well into his stride at long last. “You’re incredibly commanding and charismatic, not to mention stunningly beautiful and as sexy as anything. I worship you as a Goddess, nothing less.” 
 
    “No reservations about the things I do to you, the things I make you do?” she asked, glancing aside at him.  
 
    Graham shook his head emphatically. “None, Mistress,” he assured her. 
 
    “That’s great,” said Rachel. “It really pleases me you feel that way.”  
 
    “So where are we going tonight, Mistress?” Graham ventured to ask, trying to sound confident but failing, aware the uncertainty came across in his voice. He was pushing his luck in asking the question and he knew it. 
 
    Rachel shot him an incendiary look “You’ll have to wait and see, slave,” she replied sharply, returning her eyes to the road. “You’ve overstepped the mark both by asking me that question when you know full well I don’t want you to know where we’re going, and by addressing me without first being addressed. Carry on like that and you’ll quickly become history to me personally as well as a pariah in my realm. Got that?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress, and I’m very sorry,” he said in a fearful voice. “It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “It had better not,” warned the dominatrix. “You thought you might have found a chink in my armor there by showering me with praise the way you did. But you were wrong. There is no chink in my armor. You hear me, slave?” 
 
    “Loud and clear, Mistress,” he replied, feeling thoroughly chastened. 
 
    Rachel got into lane for the next exit from the motorway before going onto the roundabout and turning first left. They’d arrived at the outskirts of Surrey. 
 
    “Not far to go,” she said. Then there was no more talk, the remainder of the journey continuing in silence. 
 
    Compared to the motorway the cars on the country road they were on now were few and far between. The road was lined with mature trees on either side and wound gently this way and that. 
 
    They came to a private drive, its entrance partially shielded by dense foliage. “We’re here,” Rachel said. 
 
    She drove slowly into the drive, which was wide and led up through leafy grounds to a handsome three story house with a pitched roof and a yellow-bricked façade much of which was covered in ivy. Quite a few expensive automobiles were parked outside the property. Were they attending some sort of party? wondered Graham. Rachel parked the Mercedes and took a black leather lead out of the glove compartment. When they got out of the car she attached the lead’s metal trigger clip to the “O” ring at the front of Graham’s collar.  
 
    “This way, slave,” she said, and strode towards the house, trailing Graham behind her. He felt very self-conscious – but nowhere near as much as he did when they’d entered the property. That was because Rachel went on to insist he strip off everything he had on apart from his slave’s collar.  
 
    The man who’d let them into the house and directed them to the changing room presented a stark contrast to the naked slave Graham now was. He’d been garbed all in skin-tight red latex, including a hood with eye, nose and mouth holes. “Rubberboy”, Rachel had called him.  
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    Rachel led Graham towards the open door of a big luxurious room with oak-paneled walls and chandeliers hanging from the ceiling. Once there she paused on the threshold and got Graham to stand beside her by tugging at his lead. The room was filled with beautiful dominatrixes standing around chatting in small friendly groups. All of them were dressed in leather or rubber latex, their shapely bodies encased in various types of close-fitting fetish outfits. 
 
    Kneeling docilely beneath the dommes were their male slaves, some of them nominally clothed in tiny G-strings of leather or latex, most of them completely naked. They all wore slave’s collars though and a fair few of these had leads attached to them, which were held by their respective Mistresses. Graham could feel his self-consciousness start to melt away as he stood next to Rachel and surveyed all this. He’d be in his element here, he felt. 
 
    “Onto all fours, slave,” Rachel snapped and he fell compliantly into position. “Follow me.” 
 
    Graham crawled after the dominatrix, the lead pulling tight at his slave’s collar. He felt a spasm of desire, deliciously aware that his punished backside was all too visible now he was crawling on all fours like this.  
 
    They weaved through the room, Rachel exchanging good-humored greetings with one Mistress after another on the way. There were a number of waiters around the room, serving champagne to the dommes. All of them were good-looking young men garbed only in black leather shorts that were skintight and bulging at the front but cut away around the backside to reveal taut rear cheeks. 
 
    Rachel stopped one of the waiters, a fair-haired Adonis with a slim tanned body and submissive gray eyes. She took a glass of champagne from him and asked, “Where’s the lovely lady who’s both your Mistress and our hostess, Tomas?”  
 
    “Over there, Mistress,” he said, pointing to a woman across the room. “As you can see, Mistress Judith’s gone for an entirely new look.” 
 
    “You can say that again,” Rachel commented drily. She had spoken to Judith on the phone yesterday but the last time she’d actually seen her had been just before she and Tomas had gone on holiday in the Bahamas. On that occasion she’d had long golden-blonde hair and porcelain-pale skin. Now she had close-cropped black hair and was tanned a deep brown. She wore a short red latex dress with matching stockings and stilettos. 
 
    Rachel and Graham made their way across to her. The sharp heels of Rachel’s thigh boots click-clicked on the dark hardwood floor as Graham crawled silently on his hands and knees beside her.  
 
    “Hi, Judith,” Rachel said, exchanging a kiss with her. “Love the new you.” 
 
    “You approve, huh?” 
 
    Rachel took a sip of champagne. “Definitely,” she said. “You never do things by halves, do you?” 
 
    “That coming from you of all people,” Judith retorted with an amused smile. 
 
    Rachel smiled back at her. “Touché.”  
 
    “Is this the slave you’ve been telling me about, Rachel?” Judith asked, gesturing in Graham’s direction. He looked up at her and smiled shyly before looking down again. 
 
    “The very same,” Rachel said, tugging sharply at the lead so that he shuffled closer to her. “Look at his ass. You can see he’s been heavily caned today. No prizes for guessing who gave him that heavy caning.” 
 
    “Makes me wet looking at it,” said Judith, her eyes bright. 
 
    “Made me wet doing it,” retorted Rachel with a throaty laugh. 
 
    Graham felt his face flush with embarrassment. He could feel the eyes of the two beautiful women on him, burning into his naked body, as they discussed him like he wasn’t there. 
 
    Judith switched her gaze. “Look who’s just arrived,” she remarked, turning towards the door. “It’s Jessica and her slave, Sam.”  
 
    A beautiful couple had entered the room. The male partner was naked apart from a slave’s collar and was on his hands and knees. He was lean and toned, brownish hair brushed back from a high forehead, aquiline features. She was a lovely-looking brunette with shiny shoulder-length hair with a spirit-level fringe. Her curvy figure was shown off to great effect by a black latex micro-minidress that partially exposed her breasts. She had long well-shaped legs that were further enhanced by the black stilettos she wore. 
 
    Rachel turned to Judith and said, “Jessica looks as great as ever,” hastily adding, “as you always do too, Judith – long blonde hair or cropped black hair, white skin or brown.” 
 
    They shared another smile. Meanwhile Jessica made her way over to them, with Sam crawling obediently by her side. 
 
    “Wonderful to see you both,” said Jessica when she got to them, greeting the two dommes expansively. She stepped forward and exchanged kisses with first Rachel and then Judith. “Great new look, Judith.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “Been giving your slave a little extra discipline, I see, Rachel,” Jessica then said, looking down and eyeing Graham’s punished rear. 
 
    “Nothing wrong with your eyesight,” she quipped. 
 
    “You know I always make my mind up quickly,” Jessica went on. 
 
    Rachel paused to take another sip of champagne. “Do you?” she replied sardonically. 
 
    “You know very well I do.” Jessica was straight-faced but there was a twinkle in her eye. “You know that too, don’t you, Judith?” 
 
    “I do, my dear,” she confirmed. 
 
    “Well, I’ve already decided to bid for this one when you have the slave auction later.” She gazed down at Graham again, a determined look on her face. “And I can tell you now,” she continued. “Nobody will be able to outbid me.” 
 
    Rachel placed her champagne glass carefully on a coaster. “I certainly won’t do anything to stand in your way,” she said with a shrug. “I mean, it’s only for a few hours when all’s said and done and the money goes to Judith’s charity of choice.” 
 
    Graham swallowed hard. Jesus, this can’t be happening. 
 
    “You want it too, slave,” Jessica said, looking down and addressing him directly. “That’s right isn’t it?” 
 
    He hesitated. What the hell was he supposed to say? He looked desperately at Rachel who gave him a look of cold steel in exchange. “Before Graham replies to your question, Jessica,” she hissed, not taking her eyes off him for a second. “Perhaps I need to remind him of a conversation we had earlier in the car. You wouldn’t want to join my Pariah’s club, would you, slave?” 
 
    “Absolutely not, Mistress,” he replied, his voice shaky. 
 
    “So, what’s his answer?” Jessica persisted. 
 
    “Give my friend your answer, slave,” demanded Rachel, still eyeing him coldly. 
 
    “I want it, Mistress,” he replied, almost whispering. 
 
    “Louder, slave,” demanded Rachel. She tugged at the lead, pulling him even closer to her. 
 
    Graham raised his voice. “I want it, Mistress,” he repeated. 
 
    Rachel said something quietly to Jessica after that, Graham didn’t catch what. 
 
    Whatever she said caused Jessica to open her eyes wide and give a salacious little laugh. “I definitely made the right decision,” she said. A few moments of silence between the two women followed. Then Jessica asked, “Hey, you don’t think I could take him off with me right now to my place do you?” 
 
    Rachel didn’t even wait a beat before replying. “I don’t see why not,” she said. “You’re bound to put in the highest bid for him anyway. You’ve already made that very clear, and I know for certain you’re a woman of your word as does Judith.” 
 
    Judith chipped in with a smile, “You can settle up with me tomorrow, Jessica. I’ll expect an even more generous donation to my charity from you than you usually make – given that you’ll have only graced this event with a flying visit and purloined one of the slaves while you were at it. When you do settle up with me you can let me know if his performance justified your impatience and he proved good value for money.”  
 
    Jessica chuckled at that, and then turned to Rachel. “Well, if you’re absolutely sure about this yourself, Rachel.” 
 
    “I am,” she replied firmly and handed Graham’s lead to her. 
 
    Graham barely had time to look up at Rachel, his expression one of mute incomprehension, before he was pulled briskly away. He could hardly believe what had transpired between the three women – and so quickly too. It had been like a dream sequence, their voices coming in and out of focus. Had it all been a put-up job? he began to wonder now. 
 
    “On your feet, both of you,” Jessica commanded Graham and Sam when she and the two naked men had gone through the door of the room. “Time to go.” 
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    When they left the house Graham was back in his black leather outfit. Sam had on something more or less identical to it except his naked torso was covered with a jerkin rather than the type of short coat worn by Graham.  
 
    With Jessica pulling Graham along by his lead and Sam walking beside him, they got to a sleek gray BMW. It had deeply tinted windows like Rachel’s Mercedes. Sam opened one of the rear doors for Jessica who slipped into the back seat. She pulled at Graham’s lead and he slid in next to her. 
 
    Sam got into the driver’s seat, put the car in gear and set off down the driveway. “We only live a stone’s throw from here, Graham,” he said over his shoulder once he’d taken the car out of the drive and onto the country lane. 
 
    “Curious about what’s going to happen to you when we get there?” Jessica added, touching Graham’s cheek with her fingertips. 
 
    “I am, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Excited too?” 
 
     Graham’s shaft pulsed beneath his tight leather jeans. “Very, Mistress,” he admitted. 
 
    “Didn’t have much choice in the matter did you though really,” Jessica pointed out. “If you’d said no you’d have blown your relationship with Mistress Rachel for good.” She paused, milking the moment. “It would have been game over for you, right there and then, a catastrophe. You’d have instantly become the ultimate persona non grata in the kinky circles she and I move in. Am I right, slave?” 
 
    “Totally, Mistress,” he agreed. “I’d have been finished. It would have been a disaster.” 
 
    There was silence for a while. Then Sam said, over his shoulder, “We’ve arrived, Graham.”  
 
    The BMW slowed almost to a halt and Sam turned it onto a concrete drive. It led to a large attractive art deco house, its edges rounded off, and its windows metal framed. 
 
    With Jessica holding Graham’s lead, the three of them got out of the car and stepped inside the house. As soon as they arrived in the lobby Jessica unclipped Graham’s lead and told him to put it in his coat pocket. On Jessica’s further instruction Graham took off his coat and Sam his jerkin and they hung them up.  
 
    Graham then followed Jessica and Sam into a reception room. It had cream-colored walls and recessed lighting. The room contained a black leather suite, a coffee table, a big flat-screen TV, a couple of impressive pieces of modern art, and a well-stocked bar. 
 
    “Drink, Graham?” Jessica offered, ushering him over to the bar.  
 
    “Please, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    “I’m having a whisky and that’s Sam’s tipple too,” she said. “What would you like yourself?” 
 
    “Whisky would be fine for me as well, Mistress. Thank you.” 
 
    “Anything with it?” 
 
    “No thanks, Mistress.” 
 
    “Three straight whiskies it is,” Jessica said before turning to her slave and adding, “Do the honors please, Sam.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, and began to fix the drinks. 
 
    “You’re new to all this,” Jessica said, turning to face Graham again. “Is that so?” 
 
    “It is, Mistress,” he advised her softly. “Totally new and currently being trained by Mistress Rachel to be a good slave.” 
 
    “And that involves jumping through hoops like this for her, it transpires, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Sam handed round the whiskies and they all took a sip from their glasses.  
 
    “Is the scotch to your liking?” Sam asked Graham, giving him a friendly smile. 
 
    He took another sip from his glass, savoring the taste of the whisky. “Perfect.” he replied, returning his smile. 
 
     Jessica looked at Graham. “What line of work are you in?”  
 
    He looked down at his glass. “I’m not employed at the moment, Mistress.” 
 
    She took a sip of whisky. “What did you used to do when you were?” 
 
    “I worked for a big insurance company, Mistress,” he replied. “I hated it. The job was really soul-destroying” 
 
    “Your current lifestyle far more to your liking?” Sam suggested, taking a sip from his glass. 
 
    “Infinitely more to my liking, Sam.”  
 
    “I feel the same way about mine,” he said. “We’re tarred with the same brush, I reckon.” 
 
    “You’ve been answering quite a few questions, Graham,” Jessica said, bringing his attention back to her. “I’ll allow you to ask one yourself now.” 
 
    He swirled his glass thoughtfully, so the remainder of the amber liquid washed around the inside of the glass. “Well, Mistress, I was wondering…” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “When you’re finished with me tonight I’m not quite sure of the best way for me to get home. What would you advise? Mistress Rachel drove me to Mistress Judith’s place, you see, and...” 
 
    “That’s an easy one to answer, slave,” Jessica interjected. “Sam will give you a lift home.” 
 
    He turned to Sam. “It’s a bit of a way.” 
 
    “Not a problem, Graham,” he assured him. “Don’t give it another thought.” 
 
    Jessica barked a little laugh. “Of course before I’m finished with you I need to actually start with you in the first place. Agreed?” 
 
    “Agreed, Mistress,” he replied excitedly. 
 
     She drank the rest of her whisky and put her glass down, telling the two bare-chested men to do the same with theirs. 
 
     “Follow me, slaves,” she said, and they stepped out of the room. Graham’s cock was bulging tightly against his jeans. He looked down and saw the length of his erection etched in leather. Sam was in a similar state, Graham happened to notice when he glanced in his direction.  
 
    Jessica led the way up a flight of stairs and along a passage, Sam and Graham following close behind. They passed through a door and into a bedroom. There were low bedside tables either side of the double bed, a chest of drawers with an uncluttered surface up against one of the walls, and a chair in the corner. 
 
     Jessica turned and stood between the two men, pressing her hands over the bulges in their leather jeans and letting her fingers trace the outline of their shafts. She smiled lasciviously and pressed her hands more firmly over their straining leather-covered erections. “Ready for action, slaves?” she asked.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” they replied in unison. 
 
    “Wonderful,” she said. “Strip naked – your slave’s collars as well – both of you.” 
 
    The two men did as they’d been told and stood before her butt-naked, their big hard cocks jutting between the tautness of their thighs.  
 
    Jessica looked excited, her glittering eyes darting from Sam’s erection to Graham’s and back again. “I can’t wait to get at you two slaves,” she said, walking over to the chair in the corner. She peeled herself out of her black latex micro-minidress and then kicked off her stilettos. 
 
    Graham thought the dominatrix looked exquisite naked: her long-legged body so well shaped, her beautiful breasts so firm, the nipples hard nubs, her pussy as smooth as silk. He couldn’t wait for her to get at Sam and him either. 
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    Jessica walked back to both slaves, took hold of their erections, and began running her fingers slowly up and down. She looked at Graham. “Know what I’m really into, slave?” she asked huskily. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he replied, his voice quivering. 
 
    “Tell him, Sam,” she said, still slowly masturbating the two naked men. 
 
    “Mistress Jessica loves anal sex,” he said, “both giving and receiving.” 
 
    The dominatrix leaned forward towards Graham mock-conspiratorially. “Guess what?”  
 
    He took in a long breath. “What, Mistress?” 
 
    Jessica let go of the two men’s erections and said, “Just the thought of it makes me mega-horny.” Stepping back, she added, “Look, Graham.” He followed her eyes downwards to see she had love juice oozing down her thighs.  
 
    The dominatrix then began to play with her pussy. She moaned softly, rubbing wetly between her sex lips. “Go get the anal lube, Sam,” she instructed, and he padded over to one of the bedside tables, opened a drawer and took out a tube of lubricant. 
 
    “Today I’m in the mood to be fucked in the ass,” Jessica announced breathlessly, continuing to masturbate. “And I want it to be by both of you one after the other… after the other.” Her gaze was fixed on their pulsing erections, eyeing them greedily. 
 
    She stopped masturbating, and climbed onto the end of the bed on all fours with her back to the two men. Her back was arched and her thighs apart, revealing her bald wet pussy and the rosebud entrance of her anus. “You go first, Sam,” she instructed, looking over her shoulder at him. “Lube up and fuck me in the ass.” 
 
    He slathered lubricant over his shaft, and then handed the tube to Graham indicating that he should do likewise.  
 
    Sam got behind Jessica, holding onto her waist. He pressed his hard cock forward, rubbing it tantalisingly between her rear cheeks but going no further. 
 
    Jessica looked over her shoulder at him again. “Don’t be a tease, slave. I want it inside me right now,” she urged.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Sam replied, and guided his lube-covered shaft against her anal hole. She tensed up, holding her breath while he began to slide it slowly into her. She was tight, her rear passage closing round his erection in a warm embrace. The dominatrix groaned ecstatically when she felt him go all the way in. 
 
    “Continue to take it slowly, slave,” she demanded.  
 
    “I will, Mistress.” Sam pulled his erection gently all the way out, and then pressed it equally gently all the way in again. Very slowly they began to move together in a regular rhythm, pulling apart and then joining again. 
 
    “Now you, Graham,” Jessica said after a while. “Don’t take it slowly, though. Give it to me hard.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, switching places with Sam. He immediately pressed forward and began to ass-fuck Jessica with a will, thrusting into her vigorously. She moved under him, with him, her body responding to his motion, pushing up to meet his powerful thrusts 
 
    “Fuck me in the ass even harder, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    And Graham did, excitement pulsing through his veins. He pressed in and out harder and harder, his abdomen slapping furiously against Jessica’s beautiful round ass cheeks. He seemed to forge deeper into her with each thrust. She cried and moaned, her voice rising and falling with his body. It felt sublime to Graham, her anus gripping greedily at his erection. 
 
    “Now you, Sam,” she gasped. “I want you to come inside me.” 
 
    Jessica brought her hand down between her thighs and began playing with her pussy again while Sam changed places with Graham. He held her tightly around the waist, pulling her hard into his impaling shaft. Soon he was fucking her in the ass furiously, grinding his hips over and over, as she masturbated with equal fury. 
 
    It was not long before Sam came, crying out loudly in ecstasy and pumping out streams of thick creamy spunk into her anus.  Jessica’s cry of orgasm joined his, a wordless exclamation of desire as he thrust into her for one last time. She waited until she and her slave had both got their shuddering under control before removing her fingers from her sex and disengaging their bodies.  
 
    “Now you, Graham,” she instructed. “Come inside me too.” 
 
    Graham changed places with Sam once more, and got to work straight away. His thrusts were hard and probing. He pulled his erection out to the very tip and then plunged deep into her anal hole over and over, the pleasure of his frantic penetration making them both catch their breath. And then he froze in ecstasy, his cock inside her anal hole, pumping his thick cream into her as she climaxed again in spasms. 
 
    Graham pulled his spent shaft, glistening with cum, from Jessica’s anus. His breathing was halting, his body shook. 
 
    “Get onto your knees on the floor and open my ass cheeks, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham dropped to his knees and softly massaged her rear cheeks, gently pulling them apart to expose the ejaculate dripping from her asshole and down her thighs. 
 
    “Lick your and Sam’s cum off my thighs and swallow it down,” she instructed, and he instantly leaned forward and complied. 
 
    “Now lick and suck the cum out of my asshole,” she went on, “and swallow all that down as well.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham dabbed gently with his tongue and scooped into his mouth the ejaculate Sam and he had spilled so copiously inside her anus. Closing his eyes momentarily, he savored the taste of it. He swallowed and then went again, pressing his face between her rear cheeks. 
 
    Sam stood and watched what Graham was doing in admiration, fascinated by the rapt and eager way he complied with Jessica’s wishes. There was a look of pure bliss on his face as he continued pulling her rear cheeks apart, pressing his tongue deep into her anus. 
 
    Graham licked and sucked the dominatrix deep, taking the ejaculate he and Sam had squirted inside her anus into his mouth and swallowing it down until…“I’m going to come again,” cried Jessica.  
 
    Her body became rigid while in response Graham sucked her as deep as he could. Another orgasm overwhelmed her with its full force then and she trembled convulsively in sexual release.  
 
    After allowing herself a few moments to recover her composure, Jessica instructed, “Don’t stop what you’re doing, slave.” 
 
     So Graham didn’t, lapping and licking and sucking and swallowing. 
 
    “Have you sucked all the cum out of my asshole and swallowed it, slave?” she said in due course. 
 
    “Every last drop’s gone down my throat, Mistress,” he confirmed. 
 
    Jessica edged away from him. “Shuffle back a few feet, slave.” 
 
    When he’d done this she turned and climbed lithely off the bed. Looking a little dazed but very pleased with herself, she gazed down on him. 
 
    “Mistress Rachel told me she’d recently got you to swallow your own cum after you’d ejaculated over her asshole,” she remarked. So that was what she had quietly said to her that I wasn’t able to catch, Graham thought. “I decided I could improve on that, bearing in mind my penchant for anal sex.” There was a pause. “And now I have, slave, I’m done with you.” 
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    Sam was driving the BMW along the M25 with Graham sitting beside him in the passenger seat. It was late at night and the motorway was very quiet, its traffic buzz little more than static. There was only the occasional comet of oncoming headlights.    
 
    “You’re an impressive ass-licker, Graham,” observed Sam with a wicked smile.    
 
    “How on earth did I end up in a world where that’s a genuine compliment?” he replied sardonically.  
 
    Sam laughed. “You enjoyed all that, did you? If you didn’t you’re the world’s greatest actor.” 
 
    “I did enjoy it – very much,” he told him. “I very much enjoyed doubling up with you as well.”  
 
    “The feeling’s mutual,” Sam said. After a brief silence he added, “You really love being a slave, don’t you.”  
 
    “That’s right.” 
 
    “Again, me too,” he went on, “Think you’ll stick with it?” 
 
    “I do,” he replied.  
 
    “It’s quite nice to be off the leash like we are right now though, isn’t it?”  
 
    Graham smiled. “True.”   
 
    “Quite literally off the leash in your case,” Sam pointed out. 
 
    Graham patted the pocket of his short leather coat that contained his lead, his slave’s collar now too. “Quite literally,” he agreed, giving him another smile  
 
    “I like you, I have to say,” Sam said.  
 
    Graham still had the taste of the man’s cum mingled with his own on his lips. “I like you too,” he replied. “What we got up to back there can bring a couple of guys close.” 
 
     Sam chuckled. “There’s no denying that.” He added after a moment’s silence, “My Mistress and yours are very close themselves, you know. They have been for years. They’re as thick as thieves, those two.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Yeah. Mistress Jessica put up the seed money when Mistress Rachel had the idea of creating Kinkmart in the first place and she remains a major shareholder in what’s turned out to be a real money spinning enterprise.” 
 
    “There must be a lot of trust between them,” Graham suggested. 
 
    “There is,” he replied, adding after a pause, “Do you feel I might be someone you could trust, Graham?” 
 
    “Eah…yes,” 
 
    “You don’t sound too certain about that.” 
 
    Graham thought for a moment. “Yes I am. But...” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Part of me wonders if my Mistress, your Mistress and Mistress Judith played a double game with me – that they tricked me, lied to me – and that you were a part of it.” 
 
     Sam cast a brief sideways glance in his direction, raising a quizzical eyebrow. “Why do you say that?” 
 
    He paused before replying. “To be honest, Sam, I suspect it was all a put-up job.” 
 
    “What was?” 
 
    “That whole exchange between the three dominatrixes at the party, which ended up where it did. It was like it was a done deal before any of us even turned up at Mistress Judith’s house.” 
 
     Sam pursed his lips. “Well, if it was, I assure you I had nothing to do with it. I’ve got nothing to hide.” 
 
     “Seriously?” 
 
     He nodded “Seriously. My Mistress keeps me in the dark about her intentions most of the time.” 
 
    Graham smiled knowingly. “And you like things that way, don’t you,” he surmised, adding after a beat, “I guess I’m the same way with Mistress Rachel. Anyway do you think it was all a put-up job?” 
 
    Silence, Then: “It’s not without question.” 
 
    “Meaning what? There was going to be no slave’s auction?” 
 
    “No, there was going to be one of those all right,” said Sam. “Mistress Judith holds them every couple of months at her place. I should know because I’ve been auctioned off myself a few times. In most cases after the auction the kinky play that follows goes on in Mistress Judith’s large basement dungeon.” 
 
    “But not in my case,” said Graham. “Why?” 
 
    Sam explained, “Because Mistress Jessica and I live so close to Mistress Judith’s house my Mistress can be more flexible than that when she wants to be, which she sometimes does. She can bring her ‘prize’ home for a while for some private play as long as the slave’s actual Mistress is amenable to that, which yours clearly was of course.” 
 
    “And her whisking me away before the auction even took place?” 
 
    Sam cast another brief sidelong glance at Graham. “That was a first, I must admit. But I’m well used to Mistress Jessica’s foibles as is your Mistress. One of them is she can often be impulsive, kind of crazy, but in a good way …” 
 
    “So it may have all been genuine, is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    “Maybe it was, maybe not,” Sam replied, shrugging at the same time. “Truthfully, I haven’t the faintest idea. Either way I don’t think you should be bothered.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it resulted in a great experience – for all three of us.” 
 
    “It was great, wasn’t it?” Graham felt a pulse of excitement beating beneath his skin at the very thought of what they’d done. “Plenty more where that came from in my training, do you think?” 
 
    “I do think that, yes,” Sam confirmed, keeping his eyes on the tinted glass of the windscreen. “If your slave training progresses anything like the way mine did, at any rate.” 
 
     “You don’t give the impression of a man with any regrets,” Graham said. 
 
    “And nor will you be,” Sam replied. “Completing that training to become the personal slave of a first-class dominatrix like Mistress Rachel is the Holy Grail, believe me.”  
 
    Graham looked at him in surprise. “Personal slave to Mistress Rachel, you sure?”  
 
    “What I’ve been told by my Mistress,” he replied, shifting lanes. “In the meantime, Graham, let me give you a word to the wise. Regard everything your Mistress requires of you as a test. I learned that during my training. And you passed the test she set you this time; there’s no doubt about that. As for future tests your Mistress sets you, it won’t always be easy. But I’m sure you can handle it.” 
 
    “Thank you for that vote of confidence – and for the heads-up too,” Graham said. “But what if I mess up at some point?”  
 
    “Make sure you don’t,” Sam replied simply. 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
    Up ahead was Graham’s apartment block and he pointed it out to Sam. He pulled the BMW over to the side of the street next to the block and dropped him off after they’d both wished each other the very best.  
 
    Graham walked towards the entrance to the block. He punched the access code into the entry panel at the side of the double-doors and they clicked open. He went through the main hallway and entered a waiting lift, pressing the button for the top floor, and exited it there. He walked down the corridor to his apartment and opened the front door. 
 
    Entering the stillness of his living room, Graham reflected on how crazy things had become in his life of late. He was being trained to be Rachel’s personal slave – or so it appeared if Sam had been informed correctly by his own Mistress. Graham hadn’t realised that. It was a deeply appealing prospect though, he had to admit. Or was it? Wouldn’t it be way too extreme as a way of life for him?  
 
    He decided that the contemplative silence of his apartment was just what he needed for some contemplation of his own some time very soon. He needed to sit down and work things out in his head. It was the logical thing to do rather than simply continue with all this madness in an unthinking haze. Graham knew in his head he ought to properly think things through in that calmly rational way, but he didn’t want to in his heart. The only thing he wanted was to be with Rachel and the sooner the better.  
 
    That thought jogged his memory, reminding him of something he had to do: Rachel had told him not to bring his mobile with him when he’d visited her today, correction, yesterday, but to check it for any message from her as soon as he got home. It could well be she’d made phone contact in his absence, he thought. 
 
    He picked up his mobile from a side table in the living room where he’d left it and checked for messages. There was only one and, sure enough, it was from her. Come to the offices of Kinkmart at 2p.m., the message went. Take a taxi there and don’t be late for your appointment. Two o’clock means Two o’clock.  Ask for Rachel Levy when you arrive. 
 
    Text me briefly that you’ve received this message, she concluded, and he immediately did. 
 
    Graham decided he’d set the alarm in good time to have a long hot shower and something decent to eat before going off for that appointment with Rachel. He suddenly felt very tired, more than ready for bed. He knew when he got between the sheets he’d drift off to sleep in no time at all, and he was right. When he got into bed and closed his eyes he was almost immediately into a dreamless sleep 
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    The offices of Kinkmart were located near the Regents Park end of Great Portland Street and Graham took a cab there. He had on a well tailored midnight-blue jacket over a white cotton shirt that was open at the neck, black chinos and soft leather loafers that were also black.  
 
    Two o’clock means Two o’clock, Rachel had said in her phone message, and he’d given himself a twenty-minute margin in case of traffic delays. There were no bottlenecks anywhere on the road, though, the taxi cruising with ease to get Graham where he wanted to go with plenty of time in hand. Exiting the cab, he had a wander about the busy streets to fill that time but was careful not to venture too far from his destination.  
 
    Rachel’s firm occupied a newish building in a discreet side turning off the main road. Sam looked at his watch, confirming that he was right on time. The logo on the frosted glass double doors before him read Kinkmart in a streamlined font, and he walked through them.  
 
    A highly attractive young woman with short blonde hair and wearing a stretchy black minidress, sat behind the reception desk. She smiled when she saw him, her full lips parting in a smile that revealed perfect white teeth. “Can I help?” 
 
    He smiled back. “I’ve an appointment with Rachel Levy at two.” 
 
    “Name please.” 
 
    “Graham Spencer.” 
 
    She glanced at the screen of her desktop computer, and then tapped at its keyboard. She had long red fingernails and full red lips that contrasted with her pale skin. In his mind’s eye Graham could see her standing over him, another beautiful dominant woman enforcing her will on his. Various sadomasochistic pictures flicked through his mind in which she was spanking his bare ass, whipping it, paddling it. His skin felt charged and tingly. 
 
    The receptionist said something but Graham didn’t hear it. He realised his attention had wandered. He’d blanked out for a moment or two and drifted off into erotic fantasy. 
 
    “I do apologise,” he said. “I was miles away. What did you say again please?” 
 
    “I’ll just check she’s ready to see you,” the receptionist repeated in a slightly impatient tone.  
 
    “Right.”  
 
    She picked up the phone and talked into it briefly. “Are you able to see your two o’clock appointment now, Rachel?” she said, and to the reply, “I’ll bring him straight through.” 
 
    “She’ll see you now,” she told Graham, putting the phone down briskly. “Come with me please.” 
 
    She got up from her desk, stepped from behind it and led the way through a swing door and into a corridor. She was tall and walked with the poise and style of a catwalk model, balancing confidently on her black high heels. The shape of her long legs was shown off by the shortness of her dress and her pert backside by the tightness of the material hugging it.  
 
    Was she another Mistress X? Graham couldn’t help wondering. Was she on that phone rota along with Carol and other Kinkmart employees who were also dominatrixes and enjoyed that form of phone-sex?  
 
    “Here we are,” she said, nodding towards a nearby door.  
 
    She opened the door and ushered him into a big, well-appointed office. Its walls were adorned with framed fetish photographs in stark black and white. These were some more fine examples of Carol’s work, Graham correctly presumed.  
 
    “Graham Spencer for you, Rachel.”  
 
    The dominatrix looked up from a printout she was studying and put it to one side. “Thanks, Sylvie.” 
 
    The receptionist then turned and promptly left the office, closing the door after her. 
 
    Rachel flashed Graham a smile. “Good to see you, slave,” she said, not getting up from her desk. “Take a seat.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he said, taking the seat directly in front of her. “Good to see you too.”  
 
    For a moment they sat in silence. Then Rachel spoke.  “Actually this won’t take any time, to speak of,” she said smoothly, her eyes fixed on his. “That’s because I’ll be handing you over to someone else very shortly. Got that?” 
 
    Graham looked at her, both worried and confused. “Got that, Mistress,” he said, unable to control the anxious tremor in his voice. 
 
     “I know what’s worrying you,” said Rachel. “Have you done something to displease me? Well, the answer to that is an emphatic no. I’m most impressed with your performance so far. So why on earth am I doing this, you’re wondering, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
     “I’m not going to tell you,” Rachel said, giving him a hard stare. “Do you have a problem with that?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he muttered weakly, looking away from her searching gaze. 
 
    At that point Graham heard the office door open. He turned and saw a gorgeous brunette entering. She had olive skin with dark-brown oval eyes, and pouting lips that were painted a deep red and looked sensuously glossy. The woman had a stern expression on her face, softened to some extent by those pouting lips and the sultry look in her eyes. 
 
    She wore a long coat of soft black leather, which was tightly belted. As she stepped away from the door and further into the office she undid the belt and opened the coat, revealing her well-shaped body underneath. She then removed the coat completely, draping it over a nearby chair. 
 
    She had on a black leather corset that both tightly cinched her waist and pushed up her firm round breasts, and which she wore with knee-length stiletto-heeled boots. Apart from that she was naked. Her sex and backside were entirely exposed, the smooth fullness of her pussy and the swell of her behind free.  
 
    Graham’s eyes shone as he took in her glowing voluptuous body in the leather outfit she was nearly wearing. He could feel a surge of sexual arousal building and his cock started to throb as it lengthened beneath his black chinos. 
 
    “Get to your feet, slave,” Rachel told him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He stood up, displaying the shape of a noticeable erection. 
 
    The two women shared an amused look. “Take him away now, Natalie, if you would,” Rachel then said. “Do with him what you will.” 
 
    The woman made no reply. She simply picked up her long leather coat from the chair, put it back on, belted it tightly round her waist again, and gestured to Graham to follow her out of the office. As he did so he buttoned up his jacket to try to make his erection less obvious.  
 
    Graham felt very excited, yet tense and nervous too. As to where they were going Rachel had kept that to herself. Perhaps Natalie would be more forthcoming and not keep him guessing too long, he thought hopefully. 
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    After they had emerged from the offices of Kinkmart Natalie led Graham the same way he’d come – down the narrow side street and back onto the main road.  
 
    “I’m parked just over there,” she said, uttering the first words he’d so far heard her speak. She had a pleasant, slightly husky voice. “Mine’s the blue Fiat.” Natalie pointed at a kerbside space a little further down the road where a silver-blue Fiat hatch-back was parallel parked next to a meter. 
 
     They walked towards the vehicle, the traffic on the road rumbling beside them. When Natalie had unlocked the car she opened the driver’s side door and slid in behind the wheel. Graham opened the passenger door, sat next to her, and pulled the door closed. Once they’d each clicked their seatbelts into place she started the engine and pulled away from the curb. 
 
     Graham turned in his seat to look over at Natalie as she weaved the car through the traffic. He felt a stab of excitement that made him catch his breath. She looked so erotically enticing – that glistening olive skin, those pouting red lips, those sultry dark-brown eyes, the powerful sexuality she seemed to radiate from every pore. 
 
    Natalie glanced at him. “What’s on your mind?”  
 
    “I was just thinking how lovely-looking you are, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “And just think what I’ve got on under this coat,” she said, smiling seductively. 
 
    “What little there is of it, Mistress.” 
 
    She laughed. “You approve?” 
 
    “God yes, Mistress,” he replied enthusiastically. 
 
    She glanced his way again, raising an eyebrow, “Want to know where we’re headed?”  
 
    He nodded. “Please, Mistress.” 
 
    “My place,” she said.  
 
    “Is it far, Mistress?” he asked, adding respectfully, “if you don’t mind me asking.” 
 
    “It’s not far,” she replied. “You live in central London too, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “I’ll deliver you home when I’m done with you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    “No thanks necessary,” she said, adding, “And you don’t need to call me ‘Mistress’ until we get to my place. Call me Natalie until then, OK?” 
 
    “OK, Natalie.” 
 
    She pulled to a stop at a red light. 
 
    “Anything else you’d like to know?” 
 
    “Why you’re dressed like that,” Graham said. “I guess that’s the most obvious question to ask.” 
 
    “I often go out and about dressed this way,” Natalie replied.  “It turns me on. Also Mistress Rachel’s my boss and she asked me to dress like this today when taking you off her hands. So I wasn’t going to say no to her – even if I’d wanted to, which I certainly didn’t.”  
 
    The light went green and she pulled off.  
 
    “Anything else I can clear up for you?” 
 
    Graham thought for a moment before asking, “Are you a Mistress X like Carol?” 
 
    “I am.” 
 
    “And Andrea… who is Carol’s lover, right?” 
 
    “Right, and a very talented commercial artist too, by the way,” she said, keeping her eyes on the road. “She’s one of Mistress Rachel’s most valued employees. What about her?” 
 
    “Is she a Mistress X too?” 
 
    “Yeah, occasionally.” 
 
    “How about Sylvie?” 
 
    “Sylvie is as well but only at weekends.”  
 
    “And what do you do when you’re not being Mistress X, Natalie?” he asked. 
 
    “Which is most of the time,” she pointed out. “Why don’t you have a guess?” 
 
    “A fetish model?” Graham suggested. 
 
    She shook her head. “Nope.” 
 
    “A fetish actress?” 
 
    “No again but you’re in the right area,” she said. “Like Carol, I work behind the lens. She’s a fetish photographer, as I believe you are aware, and produces most of the photos in Femme Fatale, whereas I direct Kinkmart’s fetish films.” There was a pause. “Mistress Rachel’s a great person to work for, you know, a real paragon. I admire her greatly.” 
 
    “She’s that good, huh?” said Graham. 
 
    Natalie nodded. “I can’t speak highly enough of her, I honestly can’t. She’s a self-made woman who with great drive and vision has made a worldwide commercial success in a niche industry she understands from the inside out. She has a global reputation in the fetish community and with good reason. All Kinkmart’s products are of the highest standard – She is meticulous about that – and I am very proud to work for her, we all are. She’s inspirational, a person of great flair, a visionary no less, and the whole of her team hold her in great esteem.” 
 
    “Wow!” exclaimed Graham. “Praise indeed.” 
 
    “Well deserved,” she said. “But enough about my amazing boss. Anything else you’d like to know?” 
 
    Graham thought for a moment. “How’d you get into all this in the first place?” he asked. “I’d be very interested to know that.” 
 
    She looked at him sideways for an instant and then turned her gaze back to the road. “You’d like to know about my introduction to BDSM, is that it?”  
 
    “Uh huh,” he said, “If that would be all right.” 
 
    “It would,” she confirmed. “Are you sitting comfortably?” 
 
    He smiled “I am.” 
 
    “Then I’ll begin,” she said and straightaway embarked on her account. “How it all started for me was with a guy called Mark who was my lover at the time. Mark was an enthusiastic leather fetishist and he’d been upfront about that right from the start of our relationship. As it turned out, he was a lot more than that. He was submissive masochist as well.” 
 
    “How’d it all unfold?” asked Graham. 
 
    “Mark took me to a fetish store in Soho one day and got me to strip naked in the changing room and try on a black leather catsuit and stiletto-heeled boots,” said Natalie. 
 
    “He wanted you to start to get into his leather fetish?” Graham suggested. “Was that it?” 
 
    “That’s what he said,” Natalie replied. “And it worked. As soon as I put on that outfit I felt extraordinary – very different, very horny. It was intoxicating. The catsuit was so tight it looked like it was part of me. It felt like it too. I felt so good in that kinky get-up: so powerful, so sexy.  
 
    “He bought the outfit for me and I left it on under my coat. That felt really good too, phenomenal actually. It was as if I was naked yet giving nothing away – not dissimilar to the way I feel in what I’ve got on right now. When we arrived home Mark stripped naked, revealing a raging hard-on. He opened a drawer, took out a whip, handed it to me and asked me to beat his ass with it really hard.” 
 
    “How’d that make you feel?” Graham asked. 
 
    “Like I was walking on air," she replied. “I didn’t hesitate for even a moment. I felt so sexed-up, my nipples and pussy pressed right into my leather catsuit, and I beat him good and hard with that whip until he climaxed. I then stripped down to nothing myself, got him to lie flat on his back on the floor and squatted over his face. I pulled my pussy lips apart so he could see my sex properly and told him to lick me until I ordered him to stop.  
 
    “He obeyed me with relish, licking and lapping at me like I was the best thing he’d ever tasted, going deep into me with his probing tongue. I climaxed again and again until at last I called a halt. I felt supremely satiated. It had been far and away the best sex I’d ever had.” 
 
    “How’d the relationship develop after that?” Graham asked once Natalie had fallen silent. 
 
    “It got even better,” she said. “I discovered that he really got off on being humiliated by me and only being allowed to come when I said so. There I’d be, dressed up as the dominatrix I’d now become, strutting up and down the room abusing him, shouting at him, then beating him so harshly that he had to beg for mercy.  
 
    “When I stopped beating him he’d lavishly kiss and lick my boots in gratitude. Sometimes I’d allow him to come after that. Sometimes I wouldn’t and just left him drooling instead. It all depended on my mood. I however always came, over and over, using his tongue for my pleasure.”  
 
    Natalie smiled at the memory and went on, “Mark loved all of that, and so did I. I just felt so in control, my word was law with him. By the time our affair had come to an end, my love affair with the pure blind pleasure of sexually dominating others like him definitely hadn’t. I’d found it all so amazingly hot, so incredibly liberating. Gradually it became my whole life and I have no regrets about that whatsoever.”  
 
    There was a moment of silence. “Thank you for sharing that with me, Natalie,” Graham said. “It was really fascinating.” 
 
    “Enjoy hearing it, did you?” 
 
    “Every second of it.” 
 
    She reached across the car and felt his erection. “I believe you.” 
 
    Not long afterwards Natalie pulled the car to a halt outside a detached three-storey Victorian house that had been converted into apartments.  
 
    “From now on you are to address me as ‘Mistress’,” she said, killing the engine. “Got that, slave?” 
 
    A shudder of sexual anticipation passed through Graham. “Got that, Mistress.”  
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    Natalie got out of the car and walked towards the house, the stiletto heels of her knee-length boots echoing sharply on the pavement. Graham followed, through the wrought-iron gate and up the stone steps to the main entrance door. Natalie pressed in her access code on the metal panel by the door. There was a buzz and the lock clicked open. 
 
    They went in and she led the way through the communal hall and up a flight of stairs. Natalie’s apartment was on the first floor and she opened the door and let Graham go in first.  
 
    “These places have got really great sound insulation,” she said with heavy emphasis as she unbelted and removed her leather coat in the hall. She got Graham to hang it up for her there, and then directed him into her living room. It was stylishly furnished and had net curtains at its windows.  
 
    Graham knew that once she started to beat him in that room (These places have got really great sound insulation) or whatever else she chose to do to him there or anywhere else in her apartment he would yield to her totally, letting her do whatever she wanted. Natalie had it, that indefinable quality Rachel and all the other Mistresses in her deliciously deviant domain had, that power over him that was impossible to resist and drove him crazy with desire.  
 
    “Strip off all your clothes and get on your hands and knees before me, slave,” Natalie demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham replied, his lips trembling. 
 
    In a matter of moments he was naked and on all fours. His heart was racing; his erection pulsed like a metronome. He looked up wide-eyed at Natalie’s long thighs, her silky-smooth sex, her slender waist, her firm breasts straining against the tight leather corset, their nipples as hard as pebbles.  
 
    “Put your face to the ground right by my boots, slave,” she ordered, gazing down at him with shining eyes. And Graham shifted position so his face was close to the pointed toes of the boots. 
 
    “Lick them,” Natalie demanded. And he strained further forward to do as he’d been told. His tongue caressed the smoothness of the leather with broad strokes, licking it voraciously. She parted her legs a little so he could get his head between her boots and lick their inner surfaces.  
 
    After a while Natalie told Graham to stop, and moved to another part of the room where she seated herself on a black leather armchair. 
 
    “Crawl over here and get across my knee, slave,” she instructed. “Prepare yourself for a spanking.”  
 
    Graham obediently crawled across the floor, got briefly to his feet, and placed himself across her lap. He held his breath while Natalie stroked the tight roundness of his rear cheeks.  
 
    Then his spanking began. Natalie delivered a sharp smack with her hand that was as loud as the cry of pain he let out when he felt its white heat burn his flesh. Graham turned slightly for a moment, catching the blurred movement of Natalie’s hand as she delivered the second hard smack across his backside.  
 
    The third slap arrived almost immediately afterwards, setting his behind further aflame. At the same time Graham was conscious that his cock was more achingly hard than ever, the heat on his backside merging with its throbbing length as it pressed against Natalie’s naked thighs.  
 
    The fourth slap came down just as swiftly and harshly as the preceding three, the searing heat burning his flesh still more. The fifth slap descended more forcefully than ever, reverberating all the way to Graham’s erection. Another stroke arrived after that, and another, and another, the red-bloomed cheeks of his rear burning more hotly every time. He began to grind his hard cock against Natalie’s naked thighs to take his mind off the pain she was inflicting.  
 
    The spanking continued unrelentingly, her fiery strokes landing harshly on his backside over and over. Then Natalie began alternating the slaps between each rear cheek, making sure she distributed the pain evenly between them. Graham felt dazed, lost in the steady rhythm of the harsh spanking he was receiving, lost to everything but the pattern of punishment marking his skin. 
 
    Natalie continued to spank him, one cheek at a time, his flesh burning with the white heat of pain that had turned to great pleasure too by now. Graham closed his eyes and began to give himself fully to the sensation, luxuriating in the purity of the exquisite pleasure-pain shooting through his body.  
 
    At last the thrashing stopped and Graham opened his eyes and twisted round to see the curves of his cruelly spanked backside. They were very red, the imprint of Natalie’s fingers on his flesh merging into a deep flush of pain.  
 
    Natalie ran her hand over the soreness of Graham’s rear, feeling the burning heat she’d inflicted on his skin. “Lie flat on your back on the floor, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and immediately did as she’d instructed. 
 
    She then straddled his face, looking in the direction of his raging erection. Her spread sex, already moist and swollen with excitement, was utterly exposed to his gaze for a moment. Soon Graham’s face was pressed against her pubic mound as she pushed down.  
 
    “Lick me, slave,” she demanded. And he nuzzled into her pussy, his tongue licking, exploring and probing her entrance. 
 
    Natalie pressed down more, wrapping herself around his face tighter and clamping down, her inner thighs doused with fluid. His face was forced even further into the space between them until his mouth was buried in the dripping wetness of her open sex.   
 
    “Lick me deep, slave,” ordered Natalie, her voice raspy with desire. 
 
    Graham did as instructed, extending his tongue inside her pussy. She wriggled and pressed down in response, smearing his face with love juice. He extended his tongue further still this time and felt the tremor that ran through her body in reaction. 
 
    Natalie had become extremely excited by this stage and the ever more rapid movement of Graham’s tongue inside her sex increased her arousal even more. His hot panting breath stimulated her almost as much as the thrusting of his tongue as she moved her hips over his face, pushing down constantly. Then she reached forward and touched his throbbing erection, wrapping her fingers around it, stroking it up and down in a regular rhythm. 
 
    Suddenly Natalie stopped face-sitting and masturbating Graham. She dismounted, turned round to face him and positioned herself astride his thighs. The dominatrix sat down slowly, guiding his reddened shaft deep into the warmth of her pussy. 
 
    Graham sighed. Natalie was so very wet and the sensation of his erection sliding into her was divine. Waves of pleasure pulsed through him as she began to ride his body, slowly sliding herself up and down his hard cock. She started riding him faster, moving with the rhythm she wanted. The dominatrix was increasing her pleasure more and more – and having the same effect on Graham. He was right on the edge of coming, aching with want.  
 
    “You are not allowed to come until I say so, slave,” Natalie informed him, moving even faster over his body.  
 
    He gasped for breath. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    She manically bucked up and down his shaft, panting with exertion before crying out in climax, her voice strangled with pleasure. 
 
    “Come for me, slave,” she then gasped.  
 
    Graham immediately ejaculated, his thick spunk shooting in abundance from his straining erection deep into her sex. 
 
    Natalie dismounted once more and positioned her sex over Graham’s mouth again but this time with her back to his prone body.  
 
    “Now lick all your cum from my pussy and swallow it down, slave,” she demanded. And he of course obeyed, bringing her to a half a dozen more orgasms in the process.  
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    Natalie had said she’d deliver Graham home when she was done with him and that’s what she did. She pulled her hatchback over to a convenient spot close to the entrance of his apartment block, and turned towards him. “It’s time for us to part.” 
 
    “Will I see you again?” he asked. 
 
    “That’ll be entirely up to Mistress Rachel,” she replied. “What she wants must always be of paramount importance to you – if you want to become her personal slave, that is, which I assume you do.” 
 
    Graham nodded emphatically “I definitely do,” he confirmed. 
 
    “I’m glad to hear you say that,” she said. “She is the most uncompromising and exacting of Mistresses, I know, but a truly exemplary one. She’s the best you’ll find anywhere, I promise you. So don’t fuck up with her. You’ll regret it big-time if you do.” 
 
    “I’ll do my level best not to,” he assured her. 
 
    “She wants you to come to her house tomorrow evening at eight,” Natalie added. “She asked me to pass that on to you.”  
 
    Graham felt a pleasurable charge at hearing the news. “That’s great,” he said. 
 
    There was a silence for a few seconds.   
 
    “I need to get away now, Graham,” Natalie said. “It’s been a blast, hasn’t it?” 
 
    “Oh yes.” He gave her a crooked smile. “You’re a fabulous dominatrix. Thank you very much for the whole experience.” 
 
    “My pleasure, oh yes, my pleasure,” Natalie responded with a salacious chuckle. “Bye, Graham.” 
 
    “Bye, Natalie,” he said, and climbed out of the car, closing the passenger door shut. 
 
    She lifted a hand and gave him a little half-wave through the window before pulling away. Graham stood watching the hatchback disappear into the distance and then walked over to the entrance of the apartment block.  
 
    He took the lift up to his apartment and when he got there made himself a mug of coffee in the kitchen. He took it into the living room and sat down in an armchair. Leaning back in the chair, he gazed into space. It was time, he told himself, to try and make sense of all that had happened to him since that first fateful phone call of his to Mistress X.  Ever since then he’d been rushed along like a passenger on a high-speed train. He needed to slow right down for a bit. It was time to take stock, to properly order his thoughts, see things clearly.  
 
    He needed to work it all out in his mind – where he’d been, what he’d done, and above all where he was going. He’d told Natalie he definitely wanted to become Rachel’s personal slave. But in reality that would involve a massive commitment on his part, wouldn’t it. She was so demanding, so incredibly high protocol, it was daunting. Yes, this all needed properly thinking through without doubt. 
 
    Graham found he couldn’t settle to the task though and was unable to concentrate properly. He kept fidgeting, kept getting to his feet and prowling restlessly about the apartment, his thoughts in a turmoil of confusion. So he went out for a walk instead, hoping that might clear his mind. The streets were teeming with people, hurrying along in the rush hour. Many of them looked uptight, faces grim-set and bodies tense. Whatever was happening in those people’s lives didn’t seem to be making them particularly happy, mused Graham. That was the sorry truth. 
 
    That had been the sorry truth about him too before all this had happened to him. That was because his world had become a very drab one. He’d been enervated and apathetic for far too long, the life-force sucked from him. But the unhappy torpor into which he’d descended as a result of the life he’d been living had completely left him now. Those amazing dommes who’d come into his life had taken him right out of himself, bringing him such happiness and exhilaration he wanted to shout for joy.  
 
    He’d been overwhelmed by their attentions, transformed by them. Until they’d come along he’d been hiding his true self even from himself. What was his favorite word in the English language now? Mistress, he said to himself. It felt so good to use that word when replying to those wonderful women. It felt best of all to use it when responding to one of them more than all: Rachel. She was the one they all looked up to, the domme of all dommes. And he’d be seeing her again tomorrow. A thrill of pleasure passed through him at the thought. 
 
    Or was all of this delusional nonsense, a complete aberration on his part? Was he chasing some sort of ludicrous fantasy? It was impossible to properly gauge. But one thing was certain. His life had changed radically. Everything had been dull and ordinary before and he’d despaired of it ever being otherwise. Now behavior that would seem bizarre to most people, not to say sexually depraved – as it would have seemed to himself not very long ago – was completely normal to him.  
 
    He’d entered an alternative universe where pain was pleasure, where submission was liberation. And he was mesmerised by it, addicted to it. The reason he felt that way, he knew, was because of that strong strain of submissiveness and masochism that had turned out to be in his bloodstream all along.  
 
    Thoroughly preoccupied the whole time, his mind lost in thought, Graham wandered on. His walk took him to the Thames and he found himself standing on the embankment, gazing into the river. He was drawn by the flowing eddies of water, sometimes moving slowly, sometimes rushing along. 
 
    Go with the flow, he said to himself. Don’t think about all this too much. And certainly don’t whatever you do fight it. But going with the flow seemed far too easy if he wanted to achieve his goal, he told himself. And he most definitely did want to do that. His gut instinct rather than any kind of cold logic told him he wanted more than anything to be Rachel’s personal slave. Don’t fuck up, Natalie had said. That in so many words had been Sam’s advice to him as well. He felt in his core that dire consequences lay ahead for him if he did – loneliness, heart-sickness, utter despair.  
 
    What was the way ahead then? he asked himself. To concentrate his mind on doing whatever Rachel told him to do to the very best of his abilities, was the answer he supplied. In fact he should redouble his efforts to prove himself to her, he decided. Every waking moment his thoughts and desires must be focused that way. 
 
    It was getting dark and Graham began to wend his way home. He was no longer confused. He’d found the way ahead, had a clear sense of direction now. He couldn’t wait for tomorrow evening at eight. And if he was in for yet more of this back-and-forth business Rachel seemed to go in for – pushing him from pillar to post the way she had – then so be it. It was her prerogative to treat him that way as far as he was concerned.  
 
    Graham received a phone message from Rachel when he got back to his apartment. It concerned their appointment at eight the next evening and told him something else it was evidently her prerogative to do to him too.  
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    Graham arrived at Rachel’s house promptly at eight p.m. and she greeted him at the front door. The dominatrix had on an obscenely short black latex dress, which she’d matched with stiletto heels that contoured the muscles of her long shapely legs to perfection. It was clear that under the shiny black rubber of her micro-minidress she was completely naked.  
 
    She raised a sculptured eyebrow.  “What do you think, slave?” 
 
    “That you look absolutely gorgeous, Mistress,” he replied, his heart pounding with desire. 
 
    The woman before whom he was standing was a Goddess, thought Graham in rapt wonder. He wanted to get down on his knees and kiss Rachel’s stiletto-heeled shoes to show her how much he worshiped her. She looked spectacularly sexy in the tiny black latex dress. It stretched tightly over her voluptuous physique, her curves displayed to great erotic effect in the glossy light-reflective material.  
 
    “Come inside and shut the door, slave,” she ordered.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Rachel deftly felt his cock by pressing against the bulging front of his snug-fitting black jeans before instructing, “Strip naked straight away.”  
 
    Once he’d done this she took the tumescent slave along the hallway and down a straight staircase. This led to the basement of the house where a length of corridor brought them to a thick wooden door. Rachel opened it to reveal a big dimly-lit dungeon, the floor, walls and ceiling of which were all black. The dungeon housed a whole range of leather-covered equipment, including a St. Andrew’s cross, a couple of whipping benches, a bondage table, a horse, and the like. There was also a long rack full of disciplinary implements and other BDSM items. But Graham didn’t take much notice of any of it.  
 
    That was because there side by side in front of him stood Carol and Andrea who were also in highly seductive black rubber latex fetish wear. 
 
    Carol caught his eye. “Good to see you again, slave,” she said, before gazing pointedly at his erection. 
 
    Graham blushed slightly. “You too, Mistress.”  
 
    And she was good to see as well – extremely good, wearing as she was a latex body that constrained her beautiful breasts tightly, the nipples erect. The skimpy garment had thin straps on the shoulders, a low neckline and high-cut legs, the glistening rubber pulled thrillingly tight between the V of her thighs. Like Rachel she had on shiny black latex shoes with high stiletto heels.  
 
    Andrea chipped in. “It’s good for me to see you too, slave,” she said playfully. “But is it good for you to see me as well?”  
 
    Graham turned towards the shapely white-blonde beauty and nodded enthusiastically. “Definitely, Mistress,” he replied, meaning it. 
 
    Because Andrea too looked superb. Her perfect proportions were outlined by a skintight catsuit that clung to her like a layer of body paint. It at once exposed her naked body and at the same time sheathed it from being fully revealed. The outfit was finished off by the spike-heeled ankle boots she had on.  
 
     Graham’s blue eyes danced with excitement as he shifted his gaze from one to another of the two beautiful dominatrixes. His heart was pumping overtime and his shaft throbbed, pre-cum fluid starting to drip from its head. 
 
    “Enough of this mutual admiration society,” said Rachel impatiently, drawing Graham’s attention back to her. She gestured towards one of the whipping benches. “Get over that, slave.”  
 
    Graham obeyed her immediately, kneeling over the bench with his backside raised high, the cheeks pulled tautly apart. His asshole was exposed in this position as if waiting to be taken and used. The dominatrix went on to secure him to the bench, fastening its thick leather straps to his waist, legs and arms. She checked the straps one at a time, pulling them to make sure they were tight. Graham’s chest was heaving and his breathing was labored. His erection pulsed against the leather surface beneath it. 
 
    Rachel strode over to the rack, her hips swaying and her stiletto-heeled shoes clicking on the hard surface of the dungeon floor as she went. She selected a single-tailed leather whip, and strode back. “Give him six of the best please, Carol,” she said, handing her the whip. 
 
    Carol smiled obligingly, stepped into position, lifted the whip high and brought it down hard. It whistled through the air and cracked like a thunderbolt. Graham winced, his body stiffening within his bonds. A livid mark branded his rear cheeks, spreading across both of them with the same red intensity. 
 
    Carol lifted the whip again and brought it down swiftly, delivering another hot red brand across his behind. Her third and fourth strikes followed rapidly, burning into Graham’s flesh and making him squirm and moan. He cried out with the fifth and sixth strokes, his body shuddering. 
 
    “Give him six of the best with the same whip now please, Andrea,” said Rachel, and Carol handed the implement over to her. 
 
    Andrea positioned herself behind Graham. “I’m even more sadistic than Mistress Carol when it comes to delivering a whipping, slave,” she warned him menacingly. 
 
    And so she proved to be. 
 
    The pain Graham experienced from her first strike was acute, a blind flash of fire that was agonising. The second strike cut across the first, biting into his rear cheeks and making them burn still more. He was breathing hard, moaning softly. Andrea beat him even harder with her third and fourth strikes, making him cry out loudly and thrash against his restraints.  
 
    Her fifth strike was so vicious it made him scream, blinded by the extremeness of the sensation. But her sixth, which was even more savage, pushed him suddenly from pain to pleasure. It created a moment of pure masochistic bliss that almost pulled him over the abyss, and he came close to spilling his seed right there and then. But he held himself in check, knowing it was vital he do so.  
 
    “You’ve prepared him nicely for me, ladies,” said Rachel with a libidinous smirk, adding, “Just as he prepared himself nicely for me earlier.” Graham had given himself a thorough enema before venturing out that night – just as Rachel had demanded of him in her phone message the previous evening 
 
    The dominatrix immediately strode over to the rack again where this time she harnessed on a strap-on rubber dildo that was black and wreathed with veins. Taking hold of a tube of lubricant, she unscrewed the top, and dribbled a generous stream of lube over the dildo.  
 
    Rachel strode back across the dungeon and when she stopped behind Graham he almost immediately felt the tip of her strap-on, wet with lubricant, nudge into the entrance of his anal hole. At first the muscles of his sphincter were clenched and unyielding, contracting sharply. But as they began to give way, the dildo slid deeper into his rear passage, his anus stretching around it gradually. Slowly the rubber shaft pushed into the depths of Graham’s hole and he was almost overwhelmed by a sensation of sheer pleasure.  
 
    As Rachel forged the dildo in and out with a strong, steady rhythm the feelings it generated in Graham were exquisite and his bound body shuddered in response. As far as his bondage would allow, he ground himself onto the black rubber phallus that Rachel pressed in and out of his rear with such expertise. At the same time he ground his erection against the leather surface beneath him too. 
 
    Soon Graham found himself gasping for breath as Rachel continued pressing the dildo in and out and he carried on jerking back on it within the confines of his bonds. The dominatrix picked up her pace, bucking her hips powerfully as she ground the dildo deeper into him. Before long she was fucking him in the ass really hard, thrusting her hips over and over, plunging into the depths of his anal hole. Supreme excitement engulfed Graham. His body shook and he panted uncontrollably with desire, his breaths coming hot and fast. He was aching with want, desperate for release.  
 
    “You are not allowed to come, slave,” Rachel snapped, knowing full well he was perilously close to doing that very thing.  
 
    Graham forced himself to obey her, straining every sinew and almost fainting with the effort not to climax. In the meantime Rachel peaked with a vengeance, gritting her teeth and groaning as she pounded into him. After a few more strokes, she collapsed forward and lay quiet, her dildo still resting inside him. It took her a few moments to recover from her powerful orgasm.  
 
    “You’ve just passed another test, slave. Well done,” she complimented him, smoothing a hand through his hair affectionately. “We couldn’t have had you coming then anyway. The night is still young, after all, isn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” gasped Graham, girding himself for the long haul. 
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    Throughout the rest of the long, erotically charged time Graham spent in the dungeon at the hands of the three gorgeous dominatrixes, he had one dizzying BDSM experience after another.  
 
    First, still securely strapped over the whipping bench, he received further beatings with the single-tailed whip from both Carol and Andrea. Carol beat him first, again striking his backside harshly four, five, six times. Andrea then did the same – and, as before, that much more harshly than her lover.  
 
    Then it was Rachel’s turn. She removed her strap-on and selected a leather crop from the rack of disciplinary implements. “If you thought you’d just received a heavy beating from my two colleagues, slave, think again,” she said, brandishing the crop and striding purposefully towards Graham.  
 
    Getting behind him, Rachel raised the crop and cut it down across his backside. Graham felt his whole body shudder within its bondage and he let out an anguished moan. After that she slashed the crop down furiously, time after time. She struck the cheeks of his rear forcefully on every occasion, and the more she did the more he moaned with that strange type of pain that twisted itself into the delirious pleasure to which he’d rapidly become addicted since entering the world of BDSM.   
 
    Rachel increased the momentum even further, her strikes coming harder and harder. Graham began to tense constantly in response, but he wanted more, the agony and lust and joy having merged into an all-encompassing world of sensation. He felt as if he could go on like this for ever, his whole body suffused with the blissful masochistic experience in which he was luxuriating.  
 
    Rachel however had other ideas. She abruptly stopped beating Graham and, unbuckling all his restraints, released him from the whipping bench. Tremors of profound pleasure-pain shuddered through him, his backside now flushed deepest crimson from its heavy punishment. 
 
    The dominatrix then sat on the end of the black leather bondage table, stretched herself back, and opened her legs wide. She demanded that he lean before her and worship her sex with his mouth. This he did with vigor, nuzzling into her pussy, his tongue licking, exploring and probing its wetness. 
 
    Graham continued as he’d started, his tongue licking and lapping at Rachel’s clit and sucking her juices, making her shudder with passion. Carol urged him on in his efforts with another harsh whipping to his already severely punished backside, this time with a cat o’nine-tails. Then Andrea took over again, using the same cruel implement. She flogged him with ever greater ferocity, slicing more and more red heat through his body. It burned into his skin, sinking deeper and deeper. 
 
    Then she stopped whipping him and she and Carol both harnessed on strap-on dildos, which they thoroughly lubricated. The two women took it in turns fucking Graham repeatedly in the ass, impaling him again and again. He bucked his hips to the heavy pounding they both gave his asshole, his sphincter clamping and possessing with each of their powerful thrusts. And all the while he continued to energetically lick Rachel’s pussy, making her squirm and moan with delight and come repeatedly. Finally, appearing to be sated, Rachel told Graham to stop licking her pussy and to stand back, after which she climbed from the bondage table.  
 
    Taking this as their cue, Carol and Andrea removed not only their strap-ons but everything else they had on. The two naked women lay on top of the bondage table Rachel had vacated, embracing one another sensually. At the same time they kissed with great passion, their lips crushed together, their tongues engaging wetly. After a while they got into the sixty-nine position and made love like that. Ravenous with lust, they brought one another to orgasm after orgasm, their beautiful bodies undulating rapturously.   
 
    Meanwhile Rachel, who was evidently far from satiated, got Graham to lie on his back on the dungeon floor. 
 
     “I sincerely hope you can continue to control yourself, slave,” she said, looking at the way his erection leaked and throbbed, its veins so swollen they stood out like cords. She switched her gaze, fixing it directly onto his, and added, “You’d better had, I warn you.”  
 
    The dominatrix then straddled Graham’s hips and slowly lowered herself onto him. Her wet pussy settled over his hard-on, and she let it lance into her. She pulled it almost all the way out of her pussy before pressing it back in. 
 
    Rachel began moving up and down on Graham, energetically riding his raging erection in long rhythmic strokes. She climaxed several more times in the process, her body trembling and her pussy contracting around his hard cock on every occasion. Then Rachel fell on him one final time, grinding her clitoris against the base of his shaft. 
 
    “Oh God…” she gasped as her last – and strongest – orgasm exploded through her. Graham’s aching shaft jammed into her sex, her whole body shuddering, the orgasm kept on coming. Rachel’s limbs continued to twitch after she’d climaxed until finally the convulsions subsided and her body started to relax. 
 
    Meanwhile Graham continued to try frantically to will himself not to climax. He felt his orgasm building… so close, so close. But he knew he mustn’t let that happen. Rachel had made that frighteningly clear to him and it was imperative that he obey her.  
 
    Even so, the need in him was so fierce by now he found it almost impossible to keep it contained. His face shone with perspiration, his heart beat wildly and he was struggling for breath.  
 
    Then finally, finally, Graham heard as if in a dream the words he’d despaired of ever hearing. “Come for me, slave,” ordered Rachel. 
 
    Almost before she’d finished uttering the words Graham climaxed. He ejaculated with great force, pumping thick cream deep into Rachel’s sex in long shuddering bursts.  
 
    Slowly the tension dispersed and he felt a great sense of relief spread through his body. Incredibly close though it had been, he’d succeeded in not climaxing until Rachel had given him permission.  
 
    Graham felt thoroughly elated after being allowed this excruciatingly long-awaited release. He felt extremely proud of himself too. “Have I been a good slave tonight, Mistress?” he asked, looking up at her expectantly, his eyes aglow. 
 
    Rachel gazed at him for several seconds, and then dealt him an open-handed slap across the face. “I told you never to address me unless I address you first, slave,” she said in a sharp tone. “I thought I’d made that extremely clear to you. In fact I’m fucking certain I did. What have you to say for yourself?” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Mistress,” he responded remorsefully, rubbing his face. “I forgot myself for a moment. I didn’t mean to make you angry.” 
 
    “Then always do as I tell you,” Rachel said after a pause. She turned slowly towards Carol and Andrea who’d stopped making love and were sitting side by side on the bondage table, looking her way. “Do you think he’s been a good slave tonight, ladies?” 
 
    The two naked women exchanged glances. 
 
    “I do,” said Carol. 
 
    “Me too,” agreed Andrea. 
 
    Rachel turned her gaze back to Graham. “I do as well actually,” she said. 
 
    With that she leaned forward and brought her lips softly to his mouth and then to his face, kissing away the slap that had reddened his cheek. 
 
    Christ, that was close! Graham exclaimed to himself with the utmost relief. Despite all his best intentions, all his firmest resolve, he’d allowed himself one momentary lapse of concentration. And he had almost messed up completely as a result. He mustn’t let that happen again. There was far too much at stake. 
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    Graham went into his kitchen to make a pot of coffee. He emptied the ground coffee beans into the filter and switched the machine on. Outside, what had started as a dull day had brightened up nicely. The sun had emerged through the clouds, casting an optimistic sheen over the metropolis.  
 
    There was a familiar sharp buzz from the direction of the hall and, leaving the kitchen, he went to the panel by his front door to respond. “Hello.”  
 
    “It’s Lucy,” his ex-lover responded. “I was in the area and thought I’d pay you a quick visit if it’s not inconvenient.” 
 
    “No it’s not inconvenient at all,” Graham replied. “What a nice surprise.” He buzzed her in so she could push open the main entrance door of the apartment block.  
 
    Several moments later there was another sharp sound as the doorbell rang, and Graham opened his front door to her.  
 
    “Hello Lucy.” He gave her a warm smile. “Good to see you.”  
 
    “You too, Graham,” the elfin-featured beauty replied, returning his smile. She had on a crisp white T-shirt under a short lightweight powder-blue jacket, stone-washed jeans and white sneakers. 
 
    “I’ve got some coffee brewing,” he said. “Want some?”  
 
    “I’d love some thanks,” Lucy said, and followed him down the corridor towards the kitchen.  
 
    When they got there Graham gestured for Lucy to sit down at the wooden table. He put the coffee pot on the table and filled a jug with milk. He put the jug beside the coffee pot, and grabbed a couple of mugs.  
 
    Graham sat down opposite Lucy. He poured them both coffees and added milk. They drank quietly for a few moments before Lucy asked, “So, what have you been up to since you bid a less than fond farewell to Norton Insurance?” 
 
    “Oh, this and that,” Graham replied airily. “How about you?” 
 
    “You’re not getting away with that answer.” Lucy laughed. “It tells me exactly nothing. Come on, Graham, don’t be evasive. Let me know what you’ve been up to?”  
 
    “I wouldn’t know where to start,” he replied, struggling to find the words that would convey anything close to the truth.  
 
    Lucy took a sip of coffee. “But it’s all good, I hope.” 
 
    “It is.” 
 
    There was a brief silence.  
 
    “You’ve found another woman, haven’t you,” Lucy blurted out. “I was right about that the last time we met, wasn’t I?”  
 
    “You were,” Graham agreed.  
 
    “But it’s not serious, right?” she asked, looking him straight in the eye.  
 
    Graham shook his head. “Wrong, I’m afraid. It’s very serious.” 
 
    Lucy looked crestfallen. “Really?” she said, her voice suddenly desolate and low.  
 
    He nodded. “Yeah.”  
 
    For a few moments Lucy said nothing, and then she asked him, “What’s she got that I haven’t?” She paused, looking embarrassed. “Sorry, that sounds so feeble.” 
 
    “No, it doesn’t,” Graham replied kindly. “You’re beautiful, intelligent and attractive in every way…” 
 
    Lucy didn’t let him finish his sentence. “So what has she got that I haven’t?” she asked, gazing at him in a grave, searching way. 
 
    “We have a very different relationship to the one you and I had. It couldn’t be more different. You wouldn’t be comparing like with like.”  
 
    She looked perplexed. “What’s that supposed to mean?”  
 
    “I don’t know what to tell you,” Graham replied. 
 
    Lucy’s eyes flickered. “How about the truth?” 
 
    Graham said, “The relationship is very unorthodox.” 
 
    Lucy set her coffee down on the table. “How so?” she prompted, resting her chin on her palm and gazing at him intently. 
 
     “You sure you really want to know?” he asked, giving her a dubious look. 
 
    Lucy shrugged. “How bad could it be?” she said. “Come along, Graham, out with it. You’re doing your old trick of prevaricating.”  
 
    “I guess I am,” Graham acknowledged. “Do you want the censored or uncensored version?” 
 
    “Uncensored,” she replied. 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    “We are in a sadomasochistic relationship,” Graham said, looking away from the shock that immediately registered on her face. 
 
    “Bloody hell!”  
 
    “And I’m not the one that’s the sadist,” he added.  
 
    Lucy stared at him in silence for a few long moments. 
 
    “She beats you, this woman,” she said incredulously. She looked ashen now and her voice was barely audible. “Is that what you’re saying?” 
 
    “Beats me, humiliates me, degrades me,” Graham elaborated. 
 
    Another silence. 
 
    “I don’t believe you,” Lucy declared. 
 
    “Have I ever lied to you before?”  Graham asked softly. 
 
    “Never,” she conceded. 
 
    “So, why would I start now?”  
 
    “But you say it all so matter-of-factly,” Lucy protested. “She beats you, humiliates you, degrades you …” 
 
    “Why shouldn’t I be matter-of-fact about it?” Graham interrupted. “BDSM’s a legitimate lifestyle, you know. There are plenty of other people into power exchange, dominance, submission, and so on.” Although to nowhere near the extent I am, he thought. “I’m not going mad, you know.” 
 
    “I wasn’t suggesting you are.” Lucy smiled. A pause accompanied by a ruminative look. “Actually, if I’m completely honest, you look happier than I’ve ever known you.” 
 
    “That’s because I am,” Graham said. 
 
    Lucy picked up her mug and took another sip of coffee. “Then I’m happy for you.” She paused again. “Anyway, I have a theory here.”  
 
     Graham gave her an inquiring look. “And what’s that?”   
 
    “That this is all a passing phase with you,” she said, “nothing more than a rather bizarre fad.”  
 
    “No it isn’t,” Graham replied with a shake of the head. “You’re dead wrong about that.” He picked up his mug, drank some more coffee, and then put the mug back on the table. 
 
    The pair were quiet for a time, neither talking nor drinking. Then Lucy lifted her mug and took a long sip of coffee. After that she rested her mug on the table and stared at Graham for several long seconds, frowning. 
 
    Finally she said, “Well, I’m going to stick to my theory.”  
 
    “That’s up to you,” he said. “But why?” 
 
    “Because frankly I don’t have any choice.” She looked at him forlornly. “The alternative is to accept I’ve lost you for good and I’m not ready to resign myself to that.” 
 
    There was another silence for a few moments. 
 
    Lucy cocked her head to one side. “How would you feel if I beat you and did all that other kinky stuff to you?”  
 
    “You’d be prepared to?”  
 
    She nodded. “Uh-huh.” 
 
    Graham said, “So, you’re a closet sadist, are you?” 
 
    “I might well be.” She slid her eyes across his face to gauge his reaction to the challenge in her reply. 
 
    “But are you?”  he persisted, knowing full well she was bluffing. 
 
    Lucy’s shoulders sagged. “Not even in the slightest,” she admitted. 
 
    He looked affectionately at her. “Thought so.” 
 
    Lucy sighed and gave Graham a wistful look. “That being the case,” she said, pushing her chair back and getting to her feet to leave, “all I have left is to hope you’re wrong – that you’re not a lost cause as far as the pair of us getting back together is concerned, and this is all a crazy phase you’re going through.” 
 
    He walked her to the front door and opened it for her. Lucy turned to him, briefly kissing his cheek. “Take care, Graham,” she said quietly. “I’ll be in touch.” And then she went on her way 
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    It had turned dark and there was a scattering of stars in the London sky. Graham had just finished pulling closed the curtains in his apartment when the phone rang.  
 
    “You’re at my beck and call aren’t you, slave,” Rachel said when he picked up. 
 
    “Entirely, Mistress,” he confirmed. 
 
    “How soon can you make it over to my place?”  
 
    Graham’s reply was instant. “Soon as you’d like, Mistress.” he said, his voice hoarse. “I’ll set off straight away, shall I?” 
 
    “That would be good,’ she replied, and the line went dead.  
 
    Twenty minutes later Graham punched at the entry panel at the side of the entrance gates to Rachel’s house. Her voice came out of the speaker.  “You’ve made quite good time, Graham.”  
 
    He leaned towards the microphone. “Thank you, Mistress.” 
 
    Graham waited a moment and the gates began to swing in. Wearing an expression of eager anticipation, he made his way up the path towards the entrance to the house.  
 
    Rachel stood in the front doorway to greet him dressed in a minimal black leather outfit consisting of only a tight skirt that just barely reached her thighs and tall stiletto-heeled boots. She had nothing on her top half whatsoever, her firm round breasts bare. Her pink nipples were hard, pressing forward invitingly. 
 
    “Hello, slave.” She smiled, extending a hand. 
 
    “Hello, Mistress.” He smiled back, took her hand, raised it to his lips and kissed her fingers respectfully. 
 
    Rachel pulled her hand away. “Come inside.” 
 
    Graham moved forward a couple of steps and Rachel closed the door behind him. 
 
    “Follow me,” she said, leading the way into her living room. The lights were dimmed apart from a tall lamp in the corner. 
 
    Rachel sat down in the middle of the black leather couch that occupied the center of the room. To one end of the couch lay a dark wooden paddle that looked to Graham like it had a fair bit of weight to it. 
 
    “Strip naked, slave,” Rachel ordered. And he undressed while she watched, her violet eyes shining. “Now kneel before me.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” replied the now hugely erect slave, and he fell to his knees. 
 
    “Being part of my world agrees with you, does it slave?” 
 
    Graham nodded enthusiastically. “Totally, Mistress,” he said, adding, “and it did right from the beginning too. That first BDSM phone-sex session with Mistress Carol was cathartic for me. It transformed my life. For the first time since I don’t know when I felt properly alive. Since then it’s got better and better with every passing day.” 
 
    Rachel raised an eyebrow. “And being under my tutelage? It’s proving to be a real education, yes?”  
 
    “Certainly, Mistress, and also a thoroughly euphoric experience too,” he gushed. “You are the most wonderful woman I’ve ever met bar none.”  
 
    Rachel cupped the firm flesh of her breasts, holding the creamy white orbs up so the nipples pointed straight out. “What would you like to do to these, slave?” 
 
    “Worship them, Mistress,” he replied with feeling. Graham wanted to kiss her lovely breasts and bury his face between them. He wanted to kiss and suck her nipples, make them even harder. 
 
    The dominatrix forced her breasts higher, accentuating the swell of the flesh. “Then do so,” she said. 
 
    Graham leaned forward and brought her breasts to his mouth. He flicked his tongue over one nipple followed by the other. In the dim light, he could see them glisten. 
 
    “Harder, slave,” Rachel insisted. 
 
    Graham licked more vigorously, pressing his tongue harder against one nipple. He sucked and kissed it, his mouth working feverishly. Quickly he switched to the other nipple, sucking and kissing it in the same frantic manner. 
 
    He continued like this for a while until Rachel ordered him to stop. Her nipples were glistening pink, ringed with a deeper red where he had been sucking hard. 
 
    “Look down, slave.” Rachel opened her legs to reveal that she was, as usual, not wearing panties. “Feel how wet you’ve made me,” she added with a sigh of satisfaction, briefly taking hold of his hand and putting it on her knee. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped, and directed his hand to the heat between her thighs.  
 
    Rachel’s pussy was soaking. Graham lingered for a moment, letting his fingers trace tight circles at its entrance. 
 
    “Push your fingers inside, slave.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He pressed them deep into the moist warmth of her pussy. 
 
    “Now bring me off.” 
 
    Graham began masturbating Rachel hard, plunging his fingers in and out of her sex, its juices drenching them. She began to moan with desire as the fire in her pussy spread throughout her body and she got closer and closer to the release she sought.  
 
    And then it arrived. A massive rush of pleasure cascaded through the dominatrix before erupting in the shuddering ecstasy of her climax.  
 
    “That was beautiful, slave,” Rachel said once she’d recovered her composure. She pushed Graham’s fingers away from her sex. “Now for an appropriate reward for a masochist like you,” she added, closing her thighs and reaching over to pick up the heavy wooden paddle. “I’m going to beat you. Get over my knee.” 
 
    As soon as Graham was in position Rachel lifted her hand and brought the paddle down firmly with a loud thwack on one of his rear cheeks, the livid red mark instantly coming out against the flesh. He closed his eyes, his mouth open, his breathing deep and irregular. She brought the paddle down again with another stinging blow, his other rear cheek this time 
 
    And so she went on… and on. Graham’s backside ached, his face sometimes grimacing from the pain and at others softening with the pleasure that accompanied it. The steady rhythm of the blows filled the room, a harsh tempo punctuated with ever louder sighs and moans from Graham.  
 
    He was lifting himself higher, holding up his glowing red backside for more punishment. His cock, rigidly erect, seemed to expand further with each blow from the paddle. He was breathing harder than ever, his face bathed in perspiration. 
 
    Rachel stopped beating him and put the paddle aside. “Your ass is blazing hot to the touch, slave,” she informed him, gently running her fingers over his rear cheeks. “Does it hurt?” 
 
    “A lot, Mistress,” he replied. “And I love the feeling. It’s sublime.” 
 
    “There speaks a true pain-slut, said Rachel. “Now kneel before me again.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Rachel took her breasts in her hands, massaging them into his face. “Worship them again, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    Graham obediently kissed and lapped Rachel’s soft flesh. He breathed in her scent, luxuriating in her animal sensuality, feeling smothered by her beautiful breasts. 
 
    “Concentrate exclusively on the nipples, slave,” she ordered. “Make me come that way this time.” 
 
    Graham moved back and she fed one of her nipples into his mouth. He closed his lips around the stiff nub and sucked hard. Then she fed the other one into his mouth before alternating both back and forth. She tasted so good to Graham, her nipples hot and hard in his mouth. 
 
    Rachel was squirming as he sucked harder and harder, using his mouth and lips and tongue. Soon she arched her back and climaxed again in spasms, her whole body trembling. 
 
    Again the dominatrix allowed herself a few moments to calm down before speaking. “Stand before me, slave,” she demanded while remaining seated herself.   
 
    Once Graham had done as Rachel had commanded she leaned forward and took his erection between her breasts, enveloping the hard shaft in her soft flesh. Cupping her breasts, she moved up and down, pressing his swollen cock against her skin. A thin vein of pre-cum fluid began to pour from the glans, spreading in the valley between her breasts. She leaned her head forward and kissed the tip of his cock, wetting it further with her lips. Graham sighed, delighting in the feel of her tongue.  
 
    Rachel began to thrust her breasts harder and harder up and down the throbbing wet erection trapped between them. It sent shivers of delight pulsing through Graham’s entire body. He felt a growing urge to climax surge through him but he knew he had to resist it unless or until Rachel told him otherwise. 
 
    “Come for me, slave,” she finally said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham replied breathlessly. He grabbed onto her shoulders and cried out as the climax overtook him. He ejaculated voluminously, a gush of warm semen spurting from his straining erection over Rachel’s flesh. 
 
    The dominatrix looked up at him and smiled. Her breasts were dripping with creamy cum. “Get on your knees again, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    She lifted her breasts, pressing them together to form a little reservoir of thick semen. “Do that thing you do so well, slave.” 
 
    Graham sucked some of the semen into his mouth, swallowing it. He repeated the process several times more, repeated it until there was no more cum to swallow. 
 
    Rachel sent him on his way soon after that, telling him to return at the same time the following evening. She hugged him when they parted. This was a first and Graham saw it as a very good sign. 
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    Graham’s voice sounded over Rachel’s intercom. She pressed the button to let him through the entrance gates and went to the front door to greet him. This time she had on a shiny red latex catsuit. It shimmered and shone enticingly and was so incredibly close-fitting it looked like it had been sprayed on. She wore it with spike-heeled ankle boots of the same color and material.  
 
    “Know what I want you to do, slave?” she asked as soon as she’d let him inside.  
 
    Graham drank in her shapely body, so erotically sheathed in gleaming red latex. “No, Mistress, but whatever it is I’ll do it with pleasure,” he replied obsequiously.  
 
    “I want you to strip naked here in the hallway,” Rachel said, “and be quick about it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He pulled his clothes off straight away, his cock springing eagerly to attention. 
 
    “Come with me,” the dominatrix then ordered, and they both went into the living room. It was not empty. 
 
    “I lent you to Mistress Jessica recently, Graham,” Rachel said. “Now she’s reciprocated with her slave.” She waved a hand in the direction of the far wall of the room. Kneeling with his back against it was Sam, naked and with his thighs slightly apart. His cock was as erect as Graham’s and he had his arms behind him, his eyes facing submissively towards the floor. 
 
    “Get to your feet, Sam, and look this way,” Rachel ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He stood up, gazing towards her and Graham. 
 
    “You bonded last time, didn’t you, slaves,” Rachel reminded the two tumescent men, “and in the most intimate of ways, I’m reliably informed.” 
 
    Graham and Sam exchanged glances before replying in unison, “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
     “Get on all fours, Graham,” she told him, and he immediately did so. 
 
     “Now, Sam, stand right in front of him.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He padded over and got into position, his erection only inches from Graham’s face. 
 
    “You’ll do anything I require of you, Graham,” Rachel said sternly. “That’s right, isn’t it?” 
 
    Graham was on tenterhooks. “Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled. 
 
    “What was that, slave?” she said curtly 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he repeated clearly. “But you need to know…” 
 
    “Silence!” she snapped before he had a chance to tell her he’d never sucked cock in his life nor ever wanted to. “Don’t get ahead of yourself.” 
 
    Graham watched Rachel as, moving with coiled languor in her wet-look red catsuit and stilettos, she made her way over to a mahogany desk. There she opened a drawer and extracted a metal-studded black leather paddle. She held the cruel implement in her hand and squeezed its handle tightly, clenching and unclenching it in her fist.  
 
    Rachel stepped behind Graham. “Lift your ass higher, slave,” she ordered, and he immediately complied.  
 
    The dominatrix raised the studded paddle and started to beat him on the backside. The paddle fell with a steady blaze of sensation, his backside soon on fire with it. All the while Sam watched excitedly, his eyes gleaming, his erection throbbing in Graham’s face. 
 
    Rachel continued raising the metal-studded paddle and then bringing it down hard on Graham’s ass cheeks. Every loud report of the paddle on his naked skin was accompanied by a flair of pain that in no time became pleasure too.  
 
    “Soon you are going to have to take Sam’s hard cock into your mouth and suck him off, swallowing every last drop of cum he produces,” Rachel announced. She paused for dramatic effect. “Understood, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham moaned, gasping for breath as a particularly hard strike fell down on his rear. The cheeks of his backside were now flushed a flaming shade of red.  
 
    “What follows next is going to rock your world, Graham,” Rachel promised, obviously relishing every word. “Now, Sam, do what you’ve got to do.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Sam inched forward and pushed his erection into Graham’s mouth. He closed his lips around its head and waited for Sam to start.  
 
    Sam remained standing where he was, feet apart, and put his hands on Graham’s shoulders. He began to move back and forth, pushing his shaft in and out of his mouth. 
 
    “You are not going fast enough, Sam,” Rachel admonished him before finishing Graham’s beating with two swift extra-hard strikes of the metal-studded paddle. “Rectify that.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Sam replied with a gasp. He began to jab forward with his pelvis, thrusting his hardness into Graham’s mouth as fast as he could go. 
 
    “Go deeper too,” Rachel demanded. “And you, Graham, work with him.” 
 
    Graham shifted position to take Sam’s full length, allowing his rhythm to go deeper. Graham was flicking his tongue over the glans and under it, caressing Sam’s erection where it was most sensitive.  
 
    Rachel strode over to the mahogany desk and returned the metal-studded paddle to the drawer. She replaced it with a strap-on black rubber dildo, which she soon had harnessed on and jutting from the tight crotch of her catsuit. She took some lubricant from the drawer next and liberally doused the dildo with it. Then she strode back to the two slaves and got behind Graham again.  
 
    Rachel pressed her strap-on against his anal hole and began to ass-fuck him. She did this slowly at first, increasing in vigor until she was riding Graham hard. Her hips banged against the harshly punished cheeks of his rear as she ramped up the speed and force of her thrusts still more, powering in and out of him. At the same time he and Sam continued going at it for all they were worth. Graham was sighing and moaning, making little slurping noises as he sucked voraciously at Sam’s thrusting shaft. 
 
    But Sam was really struggling now, the strong urge to climax driving him almost to distraction. He closed his eyes, trying to hold back for as long as possible. Eventually Sam heard the words he’d been waiting for – praying for.  
 
    “Come for me, Sam,” Rachel told him.  
 
    He gasped and let himself go with an almighty shudder, spraying thick wads of cum deep into Graham’s hungry mouth. Sam swayed unsteadily, the waves of pleasure dizzying in their intensity. And Graham gulped down his ejaculate, swallowing everything he gave him until he had sucked him dry.  
 
    The moment Graham extracted Sam’s spent shaft from his mouth, Rachel issued a further instruction. “Start wanking fast, Graham,” said she, still ass-fucking him hard. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he panted, and immediately curled the fingers of his right hand around his erection. He began to move them rapidly back and forth.  
 
    Rachel was heavily pounding Graham’s asshole with a strap-on dildo, his backside ached like blazes from the harsh beating she’d given it with the metal-studded paddle, and his mouth tasted of Sam’s ejaculate. His cock was rock-hard and leaking pre-cum, which was slicked all over his fingers as he furiously masturbated. Every swift movement of his fist over his erection sent shivers of delight pulsing through his body.   
 
    “Come for me, slave,” Rachel ordered, continuing to vigorously ass-fuck him.  
 
    Graham began to tremble uncontrollably as he reached orgasm. With his handsome face screwed up in an expression of ecstasy, he ejaculated in profusion. His hard cock shot out one jet after another of thick viscous cream onto the shiny dark surface of the floor beneath him. On and on Graham spasmed through his orgasm, his eyes glazed and his mouth slack. Squirt after squirt of his ejaculate gushed out of his shaft and spilled in pools onto the floor. 
 
    Once he’d finally shuddered to a halt Rachel stopped buggering him with the strap-on, gently sliding the dildo out of his gaping anus. “Lick up and swallow your own cum, slave,” she instructed Graham, adding in the same breath, “Sam, get on your hands and knees and join him in that task immediately.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” the two naked men replied as if as one, Sam instantly positioning himself on all fours beside Graham.  
 
    The slaves eagerly got on with what they’d been instructed to do. They leaned right forward and began fervently licking up and swallowing the mass of pearly cum Graham had spilled, both of them wallowing shamelessly in their degradation.  
 
    “Don’t look up, Graham,” ordered Rachel, watching him lick up the last of the cum. “But just answer me this: did that experience rock your world like I said it would?”  
 
    Graham felt a surge of elation flood through him “Yes, Mistress,” he replied effusively, his mouth and chin glistening with ejaculate. “It rocked my world right to its foundations.” 
 
    “Mine too, Mistress,” offered Sam, catching Graham’s eye and smiling wickedly at him through cum-covered lips.  
 
    “Nobody asked you, Sam,” Rachel said with a laugh. “Don’t push your luck.” 
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    Graham’s next engagement with Rachel was another evening one and as usual he hadn’t the slightest idea what to expect. She opened the front door to him wearing a kid-soft black leather coat and high-heeled black leather shoes. “We’re going out, slave,” announced the dominatrix.  
 
    Shutting the door behind her, she walked Graham over to the silver Mercedes. She drove off through the front gates with him sitting beside her. It was a mild night, a hint of pink still ebbing on the horizon, and the roads were relatively clear.  
 
    After driving in silence for a while Rachel looked at Graham sideways and asked, “Want to know where we’re off to, slave?” 
 
    Graham nodded. “I’d appreciate it, Mistress.” 
 
    “To Mistress Natalie’s place to get acquainted with her new slave,” she said, adding, “By the way things are going extremely well with your slave training.” She raised an eyebrow. “Good to hear me inform you of that, is it?” 
 
    “It really is, Mistress,” he said although he sounded tentative. 
 
    “Do I hear a ‘but’ in there?” Rachel suggested. 
 
    Graham took a deep breath before replying, “I’m completely under your spell, Mistress, and crazier about you with each passing day. You are my world now. I am yours totally…” 
 
    “I get the picture, slave,” she interrupted sardonically. “But?” 
 
    “But I can’t help worrying that, try as I might to be a good slave, you might tire of me, Mistress,” he continued. 
 
    “Services no longer required, that kind of thing?” 
 
    “Exactly that kind of thing, Mistress.” 
 
    She glanced his way again with another questioning look. “What’s brought this on?” 
 
    “Mistress Jessica informed Sam that you’re training me for the exalted position of being your personal slave,” he began to explain, “and Mistress Natalie told me the same thing.” 
 
    “What of it?” 
 
    Graham ran the tip of his tongue over his lower lip. “You’ve never actually told me that yourself, Mistress, so I’m left with a niggling doubt it’s not a realistic objective for me. I worry that I’m being trained to be a good slave, sure, and trained exceptionally well – but not your slave.”  
 
    “Well, you’re worrying needlessly,” Rachel said. “I don’t want to be just another Mistress to you. I want to be your Mistress, and long term too.” She paused. “Happy now?” 
 
    “Extremely, Mistress.” He beamed. 
 
    “The thing is, your training is not yet complete,” she went on. “So, don’t take your eye off the ball, I urge you.” 
 
    “I won’t, Mistress,” he said. “I promise.” 
 
    At that point Rachel pulled the Mercedes to a halt outside the solid Victorian property that housed Natalie’s apartment. She and Graham left the car and walked towards the house. They went through the gate and up the stone steps to the main entrance door. Rachel announced their arrival at the panel to one side of it and they were buzzed in. They went up the stairs to Natalie’s first floor apartment where she opened the door to them. 
 
    The olive-skinned beauty was dressed in a slinky maroon leather micro-minidress and black high heels. Graham thought she looked divine in the outfit. Rachel took off her leather overcoat to reveal an almost identical tiny dress to Natalie’s although hers was black. She looked even more divine in her kinky outfit, thought Graham as he hung her coat up for her. 
 
    Rachel told Graham to strip naked and he did so, his cock standing proudly erect. Natalie then ushered her two guests into the living room where the curtains were drawn and the light dimmed. 
 
    “Meet Adam,” she said, pointing to a handsome shaven-headed young black man standing barefoot in the middle of the room. He had a sculpted physique and was dressed in a sleeveless red rubber latex top along with matching shorts, which bulged noticeably at the front. “I auditioned him for a key part in my latest fetish film. He got the part and also another role: that of being enslaved to me. He loves it too, don’t you, Adam. You love being my kinky plaything.” 
 
    “It’s a dream come true, Mistress,” he replied exultantly, his dark eyes fixed on hers with passionate intensity. The chemistry between the two of them was palpable.  
 
    “Strip naked, slave,” she told him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Adam stripped out of his minimal latex outfit quickly, his muscular black body already covered in a thin layer of perspiration. His long fat cock was now stiffly erect, spearing upwards. 
 
    “Come and stand to the front of Graham here,” Natalie further instructed. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    The black slave stepped forward, his muscles rippling as he walked, feet padding softly on the dark varnished floor. 
 
    “Graham, turn your back on him,” Rachel instructed, putting her hands on his waist to guide him into position. 
 
    “Get on your knees and massage his thighs and ass, Adam,” Natalie then ordered her slave. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    He knelt down and moved his fingers up Graham’s thighs and over his rear cheeks. He stroked them so sensuously that Graham closed his eyes and sighed. 
 
    “Now lavish his ass with kisses,” Natalie told Adam, and he obediently did as directed. He began to smother Graham’s rear cheeks with soft tender kisses. His thick lips moved gracefully over the tight flesh, making Graham moan. 
 
    Turning back to look down on Adam, Graham’s face twisted with pleasure. His eyes were half closed, his lips apart, and he was breathing hard and fast. 
 
    “Ever licked another man’s asshole, Adam?” Natalie asked. 
 
    “Never, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’d do it for me, though, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “I’d do anything for you, Mistress,” Adam gasped. 
 
    “Then do it,” she instructed. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    He put both hands on Graham’s rear cheeks and pulled them apart. Flicking out his tongue, he snaked it over the entrance of Graham’s pink clean hole. 
 
    Adam began to lick his asshole with growing urgency, his tongue going deep inside, his thumbs stroking sensuously between his thighs at the same time. 
 
    “How about have him suck Graham’s cock now,” suggested Rachel. 
 
    “Great idea,” agreed Natalie. 
 
    “Turn round, Graham,” Rachel ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, breathing even harder with excitement. 
 
     Soon Adam had his lips wrapped tightly around Graham’s shaft, licking and sucking it hungrily. Graham moaned, his erection deep in Adam’s throat. The black slave’s full lips slid urgently up and down the glistening length of flesh. It made Graham squirm with pleasure, the sensations passing like waves through his body.  
 
    “Stop now, Adam,” ordered Natalie. 
 
    The black slave pulled away, sucking the jewels of pre-cum fluid from the tip of Graham’s shaft as he did so. 
 
     “Turn your back on Adam again, Graham, and this time get onto your hands and knees,” Rachel ordered. “Arch your back and spread your thighs.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Graham turned round and got onto all fours. Stretching like a cat, he pressed his backside out so it was tight and round. 
 
    Natalie handed Adam a bottle of lubricant. “Ever fucked another man in the ass, slave?” she asked. 
 
    “Never, Mistress,” he said. “But if it’s what you want me to do I’ll do it gladly.” 
 
    “Ever been fucked in the ass by another man, Graham?” asked Rachel. 
 
    “Never, Mistress, but if…” 
 
    “Well, you’re going to be now,” she said, cutting him off before he had a chance to say anything more. 
 
    “Lube up and get yourself into position to ass-fuck him, Adam,” Natalie ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered hoarsely, going on to thoroughly douse his shaft with lubricant. He took Graham by the waist, pressing his erection forward so it was lodged tightly between his rear cheeks. 
 
    “Now ass-fuck him,” Natalie demanded. 
 
    Adam obeyed at once, grinding his hips forward and pushing himself into Graham’s anal hole. 
 
    “Fuck him hard,” Rachel demanded of Adam.  
 
    And he did, his rhythm becoming more and more rapid as he thrust against him. Graham was moving too, tightening his ass cheeks as the black slave pounded in and out of him. 
 
    “Start masturbating hard, slave,” Rachel demanded next of Graham. 
 
    He complied straight away, bringing his right hand to his erection and stroking it in a frantic rhythm.  
 
     “Come for me now, Adam,” Natalie demanded.  
 
    Immediately the black slave’s muscular body became seized with a series of violent convulsions that had him jerking hard against Graham’s behind and ejaculating deep inside his anus.  
 
    “You come too now, slave,” Rachel ordered Graham 
 
    He let out a sigh and climaxed there and then. His shaft spurted thick creamy spunk in profusion, staining the shiny dark floor beneath him. 
 
    Rachel turned to Natalie. “I’m extremely impressed with your slave.” 
 
    “I’ll lend him to you some time if you’d like,” Natalie promised. 
 
    “I look forward to it,” Rachel replied, smiling happily at the prospect. 
 
    “Your slave’s extremely impressive too,” Natalie said.  
 
    “Yes, he is,” Rachel concurred. “And like yours, he takes instructions so well, don’t you Graham.” 
 
    “I try my best to, Mistress,” he said, still sounding a little dazed by this latest sexual experience. It had entailed another major boundary breached, pushing him to an even further level of submission to his adored Mistress. Surely Rachel would be making her decision soon and it would be in his favor, he strongly felt. He could hardly wait for that moment to arrive. 
 
  

 
   
    [bookmark: chapterthirtyone]Chapter Thirty-one 
 
      
 
    It was mid-morning two days later. Rachel had invited Graham into her bed late the night before – an extremely good sign, he’d thought at the time – and he’d slept there too. He was alone in the bed when he awoke but there were no covers on him. The curtains had been drawn apart and he blinked a couple of times to get used to the light coming through the window. The sky outside was a perfect blue and sunlight was streaming into the room.  
 
    It had been a wild night, the sex volcanic, and when Graham had fallen asleep he’d slept like the dead. So this was his first chance to begin to process what had happened. He closed his eyes and the memories came flooding back. He’d been fast asleep at home when the phone call from Rachel had come, jolting him awake. When he’d picked up she’d said, “I want your body, slave. Get over to my place tout de suite.” He’d glanced at the alarm clock as he hurriedly dressed: It had been 1:45 a.m. 
 
    Rachel had met him at the front door, gloriously naked, and led him upstairs to her bedroom where she’d ordered him to undress and kneel down before her. His cock had been erect, its eager head already beginning to release a little wetness. She’d told him to worship her feet and he’d instantly obeyed. He’d knelt forward and brought his lips to her bare feet, kissing and licking them fervently.  
 
    After a time the dominatrix had ordered him to stop and to look upwards. This he’d done and had watched her smile greedily as she slipped a hand down between her thighs. She’d let out a moan of desire that emanated deep from her throat and had immediately begun to masturbate voraciously. The warmth of her throbbing pussy lips had saturated her fingers as she’d rubbed hard and fast before his ravenous gaze. 
 
    Rachel had stopped all of a sudden though and, her violet eyes glittering with desire, had told him to get on to the bed and lie flat on his back. She had joined Graham there, lying next to him. 
 
    “I want you inside me, slave,” Rachel had said hotly, grasping the thick length of his shaft and squeezing it.  
 
    She’d straddled his thighs and pressed his erection into the entrance to her soaked sex.  Wriggling her hips, she’d pressed herself down hard on his erection. Her thighs wrapped around Graham’s and her breasts bouncing wildly, Rachel had vigorously ridden his body. She’d writhed up and down on his aching erection until he’d almost been unable to resist the pleasure any longer. 
 
    Then as suddenly as Rachel had stopped masturbating earlier she’d dismounted and swivelled round so she could sit on Graham’s face with her gaze towards his pulsing erection. She’d wrapped herself around his face, her inner thighs wet with the fluid that was oozing out of her. 
 
     “I want to suck your cock, slave,” she’d announced urgently. 
 
    Rachel had brought her mouth over Graham’s throbbing shaft. Her tongue had flicked over its engorged glans, licking it with abandon. He had sighed beneath her thighs when she’d sucked his shaft deeper into her soft receptive mouth. She’d blown him harder and harder and rode up and down on his face. Then everything had seemed to slow down. All he could remember was a feeling of falling through space. He’d had no control, his mind had been empty, and he’d blacked out... 
 
    Graham opened his eyes when he heard the bedroom door open. “Reliving what I did to you last night, slave?” Rachel eyed his erection as she came back into the room, smiling licentiously. She was still naked and looked ravishing. 
 
    “Right first time, Mistress,” he replied, giving her a crooked grin. “It was really hot and heavy.” 
 
    Rachel sat on the side of the bed. “And no regrets?” she said, her eyes suddenly narrowing. “Nothing you wish had gone differently?” 
 
    Alarm bells began to sound in Graham’s head. “No, Mistress,” he replied a little too quickly. His heart starting to race, he began rapidly trying to reassemble in his mind everything that had happened during that rampant sex session, trying to find anything he’d done that might have displeased her. 
 
    “So, you distinctly recall getting my permission to come?” 
 
    “I think so, Mistress,” he replied hesitantly. 
 
    “But do you know so, slave?” she asked, brushing the back of her fingers over his hard-on. 
 
    “No, Mistress” he admitted. Think, for Christ’s sake, think, think, think. Then it hit him like a ton of bricks. He could remember climaxing without permission, emptying himself into the back of her throat. 
 
    Rachel, frowning now, took her hand away from his cock. “So, I repeat my question, slave: any regrets?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, exhaling heavily. “It’s all come back to me now.”  
 
    Rachel fixed her eyes on Graham accusingly. “You remember that you didn’t get my permission to come, yes?”  
 
    His stomach churned. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Proud of that, are you, slave?” she asked in a voice dripping with sarcasm. 
 
    Graham shook his head. “Very far from proud, Mistress,” he said regretfully. “I really hope you’ll forgive me, though,” he added, moving across the bed towards her. 
 
    Rachel twisted away from him and stood up. “Stay where you are but lie on your front, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Graham said, his voice cracking, and he turned onto his stomach. 
 
    “I’m going to punish you severely for what you did and God knows you deserve it.”  
 
    He watched as Rachel went to one of her bedside cabinets and, leaning forward, open a drawer and scrabble in it for an implement of correction. She stood up straight again, her lips pursed. In her hand she held a rattan cane. 
 
    “I’m terribly sorry, Mistress. You see, I…” Graham started to say.  
 
    “Now you presume to try and address me without being addressed first,” Rachel hissed. “This just gets worse.” Her eyes were hard and steely. “My God, you asked for this,” she went on, flexing the supple cane, bending it with both hands.  
 
    Rachel lashed out with the cane, which whistled through the air before slicing across Graham’s rear. It stung wickedly and he howled in pain. 
 
    “Silence!” she shouted. 
 
    Graham looked over his shoulder at his naked Mistress, at the dark anger in her eyes. He deserved to be punished, she was right. It was just what he needed from her, all he was worth – to be beaten and humiliated. 
 
    “Look to your front, slave.”  
 
    She wielded the cane again, hitting him harshly across the backside. She raised it once more, and the stroke fell lower. Each time she lifted her arm her naked breasts jiggled. 
 
    Rachel beat Graham over and over, every stroke of the rattan cane hissing through the air before slicing ferociously against his rear cheeks. His breath was unsteady and he gasped with each stinging blow, inhaling sharply and holding it until the next strike. He could feel his backside being patterned with thin red lines, each of her strikes as harsh as could be. 
 
    The pain had long since become pleasure-pain though, and Graham willingly let Rachel beat out her anger on him. It was what he deserved. She was a Goddess and he was nothing. It felt so good, this beating, his body consumed in equal measure with pain and pleasure. He could so easily have climaxed, let the power of Rachel’s punishment push him over the edge. But he would not let that happen. No fucking way would he let it happen. 
 
    The desire for release throbbed in Graham’s mind and body but he forced himself not to succumb to it, his strong determination not to climax overwhelming his strong desire to do the very opposite. Finally, throwing the cane to the floor, Rachel told him to get dressed and come downstairs. She then abruptly left the bedroom. 
 
    Graham levered himself to his feet, his body protesting, his behind smarting like blazes with pain. In the mirror on the wardrobe door he saw his shaft, which was still rock-hard. He turned to look over his shoulder at the reflection of his backside. It was striped with thin red lines all over the cheeks and on down his upper thighs. Rachel had vented her anger on him and all the frustration and disappointment he’d caused her had been paid in full.  
 
    He hoped.  
 
    Graham picked up his clothes and dressed gingerly. In an effort to stifle the pain he made no sharp movements and he adjusted his erection when putting his pants on. Once fully dressed he opened the bedroom door and descended the stairs. 
 
    The living room door was ajar and he could hear Rachel’s voice. She was evidently on the phone and mid-conversation. Graham stood by the door and listened intently. 
 
    “… ended up coming without my consent, Carol, and added insult to injury today by trying to address me without first being addressed,” he heard her say. “Yeah…Yeah…That’s right… Bye then, Carol.” 
 
    She opened the door, still gloriously naked, and saw Graham standing there. “Phone Mistress X at half past seven tonight, slave,” she said coldly. “Now go. Get lost.” 
 
    Graham went to the front door and opened it. He walked out into the sunshine, feeling anything but sunny himself. He was not even the remotest bit turned-on anymore either. What he felt most of all was great apprehension about his phone call to Carol at seven-thirty that evening. If ever there was a time for some special pleading it would be then.  
 
    But would it work? He didn’t know what the hell he was going to do if it didn’t. What would be left for him then? There’d be no going back to the person he’d once been. That wasn’t an option. And there’d be no going back to Rachel either. His life would be shattered.  
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    Graham picked up his phone at seven-thirty p.m. on the dot. He punched in the number for Mistress X and as luck would have it got through straight away. He hoped against hope that Carol would be convinced by what he had to say.  
 
    Barely registering the brisk hello he received he launched right in. “Hi Mistress Carol. It’s Graham. This is all a big misunderstanding. Mistress Rachel’s got it wrong…”  
 
    “I hate to interrupt you before you’ve gotten into your stride, slave.” He immediately recognised Rachel’s voice. “But you’re not talking to Mistress Carol. What do you say to that?” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said nonplussed. “I assumed…” 
 
    “Well, you assumed wrong,” she interjected again. “I know you’ve been made aware that several of the dominant women on my staff are on the Mistress X phone rota. What you won’t have known, because I didn’t want you to know till now, is that I do a stint on it myself from time to time when it suits me. And it suited me to swap with Mistress Carol this evening.” 
 
    There was a pause. “Anyway, I’ll be pleased to hear how I got it wrong,” she went on in a sarcastic tone. “When I climbed off your by then peacefully slumbering form, having swallowed a whole load of your cum, I could have sworn I hadn’t given you permission to climax. But maybe I’m wrong about that. Maybe I took leave of my senses. Was that it, huh, slave?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he said. “I took leave of mine.” 
 
    “What’s that supposed to mean?” she said. “I don’t get the point you’re trying to make.” 
 
    “I fainted, Mistress,” he replied. “I concentrated so hard on not climaxing that I passed out with the effort – the failed effort as it turned out. The penny finally dropped with me about that when you were about to start caning me this morning. I tried to explain it to you but you shut me up.” 
 
    “That’s your explanation is it, slave?” she asked, sounding leery. 
 
    Graham licked his lips nervously. “I hope it’s acceptable to you, Mistress,” he responded, trying to keep the panic he felt in check. 
 
    “I don’t know whether it is or not,” she said. “I have to say, though, that I’m sceptical.” 
 
    He waited tensely, his hands sweaty and tiny beads of perspiration breaking out all over his body. 
 
    “Got any clothes on, slave?” Rachel asked, switching track. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” Graham replied. “I’m naked, sitting up on the bed.” 
 
    “Like you always were when you used to phone Mistress X in the past?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Got a hard-on?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he replied. “I’m way too frightened for that.” 
 
    “Why might that be?”   
 
    “I’m terrified of losing you, Mistress,” he said, “absolutely petrified of that happening.” 
 
    “I mean that much to you, do I, slave?” she asked. 
 
    “You mean everything to me, Mistress,” he replied instantly. 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    “You’d do anything for me, wouldn’t you, slave?” 
 
    “Anything, Mistress,” he assured her. “I’d do anything for you at all, no matter what it was.” 
 
    “What if I told you to kneel in a corner and watch as I fucked that dishy Adam’s brains out?” she asked. “Would you do that happily?” 
 
    “Not happily, Mistress.” There was a slight tremble in his voice. “But I’d do it willingly if that was what you wanted.” 
 
    “What if I got a group of hunky male slaves together and ordered them to subject you to a brutal gang bang while I watched and masturbated?” 
 
    “If that’s what you wanted to happen I’d go along with it, Mistress.” 
 
    “Reluctantly?” 
 
    “Definitely, Mistress,” he said. “But I would do anything for you, as I say.” 
 
    There was a silence for a few endless moments and it was agony for Graham. Rachel had been toying with him, playing with his anxieties and fears. What other lurid scenario was she dreaming up now to taunt him with when she broke that agonising silence? 
 
    All she said though was, “You’ll always be obedient to me, come what may, slave?” 
 
    “To the utmost of my abilities, Mistress,” he replied decisively. 
 
    “And if ever they should fail you then you can conveniently black out. Or am I being unfair?” 
 
    Graham’s jaw tightened. He hesitated, waiting a beat before saying, “Yes, you are, Mistress. I know I wasn’t entirely at my best when you summoned me over in the middle of the night. I’d been fast asleep – I mean, really deeply asleep – and I remained a bit disorientated. I like to think that if I hadn’t been in that state I wouldn’t have let you down the way I did. But I didn’t conveniently black out.” 
 
    There was another excruciating silence. 
 
    “I’ve considered everything you’ve had to say about what happened, slave, and I find it extremely plausible,” Rachel finally said. “I accept your explanation entirely, all doubts fully erased.” 
 
    Graham breathed a huge sigh of relief. “Thank you so much, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’re back in the game,” she said, “and that game – let me tell you, slave – is almost over.” And with that she hung up. 
 
    Graham sat still, hardly daring to believe his good luck. To have found himself back in the game would have been more than enough of a result for him given the parlous circumstances in which he’d found himself. But this was much better even than that because – there was no further need for him to speculate on the subject any more – he knew now for certain his cherished goal was clearly in sight.  
 
    The phone startled Graham. He thought it was Rachel with something else she had to say to him. But a glance at the caller ID told him otherwise. 
 
    “Hi Lucy,” he said warmly when he’d picked up the call. “How are you?” 
 
    “I’m fine thanks, Graham,” she said. “How about you?” 
 
    Unbelievably relieved and excited, he felt like saying but settled instead for replying, “Glad to be alive.”  
 
    “Your new lifestyle as some woman’s whipping boy obviously suits you,” Lucy remarked in a waspish tone. 
 
    “What I do with her I do with complete free will,” he countered defensively. “I submit willingly to her orders.” 
 
    “Never said you didn’t,” she pointed out. 
 
    There was a brief silence.  
 
    “Lucy, I’m sure you didn’t call to have a go at me about my love life,” Graham said softly. “So why have you called?” 
 
    “To talk about mine,” she responded quickly. 
 
    “Go ahead then.”   
 
    “OK,” she said, exhaling, “You remember the way we were at first when we became lovers?” 
 
    “Yes, of course I do,” he said. “But, with respect, that’s all water under the bridge now.” 
 
    “We were so incredibly close back then, weren’t we,” Lucy continued as if she hadn’t heard him. “Can you imagine how I felt when you ended it?” she added, her voice cracking mid-sentence. 
 
    “It must have been hard,” Graham replied sympathetically. Glad to be alive indeed! What an insensitive jerk he’d been to say that to her. 
 
    “You have no idea how hard it was,” Lucy said. “You literally have no idea. It creased me, nearly finished me. I’ve always thought of you as the love of my life, Graham. I had hoped you’d come to feel the same way about me and that, when you did, we’d be able to carry on where we’d left off. But it never happened. I used to think the problem was that you were too scared of making a commitment to me.” 
 
    Listening to Lucy’s heartfelt words caused a knot of sadness to form in the pit of Graham’s belly. He’d caused her so much emotional pain, she’d made that extremely clear in what she’d just said, and he felt terrible about it. “No, that was never the case,” he said gently. “It wasn’t a commitment thing.”  
 
    “I realise that now.” Her voice was soft and sad. “I realise I can never be the woman for you. The truth is I couldn’t ever give you what you need and we both know it.” 
 
    Graham sighed. “Talking like this gets neither of us anywhere,” he said kindly, trying to stop Lucy going on. 
 
    “Let me finish,” she insisted. “The thing is, Graham, I’ve found somebody else now and he loves me for who I am – loves me very deeply – and I feel the same way about him.” 
 
    “I couldn’t be happier for you,” he said sincerely. “That’s wonderful news.” 
 
    “I thought you and I could stay friends when we stopped being lovers,” Lucy continued. “But I’ve just found that too painful under the circumstances. So to cut a long story short, I phoned to say goodbye for good. I’ve decided it’s the only way if I don’t want to jeopardise my new relationship, and I seriously don’t want to do that. So once I put down this phone you’ll never hear from me again.” 
 
    “Never say never,” Graham offered, trying to sound upbeat. 
 
    “Oh, but I do,” Lucy said before ending the call. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    [bookmark: chapterthirtythree]Chapter Thirty-three 
 
      
 
    “It’ll be crunch time for you tonight, slave,” Rachel said by way of a greeting when she phoned Graham the next day. “I suppose you’d like some details about what that will entail?” 
 
    “Yes please, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    “Tough,” said Rachel. “Be waiting outside the entrance to your apartment block at nine p.m and I’ll pick you up.” 
 
      
 
    * * * * 
 
    It was a cloudless night, dry and clear, and there was a full moon. Graham stood on the pavement outside his apartment block. He was all in black: black leather jacket and ankle boots, black T-shirt and snug-fitting black denim jeans. He was acutely conscious that this was the most important night of his life and that he needed to be ready for anything Rachel threw at him once she turned up.  
 
    Her Mercedes arrived, its silver paintwork gleaming under the streetlights. Graham took a deep breath and opened the passenger door. He got into the seat and pulled the door shut. Rachel was looking straight ahead through the tinted windscreen and said not a word. So he didn’t either. The dominatrix was an alluring sight, her face in profile, pale skin in contrast to her shiny raven hair, her full red lips slightly parted.  
 
    She had on a belted coat of soft black leather that she’d left undone, a dark-red leather dress, which stretched tight across her firm round breasts and had an extremely short hem, and black stiletto-heeled shoes.   
 
    The dominatrix drove the car off, still without saying anything. Graham gazed at the night-time cityscape as it passed by, the bright lights playing against the surrounding darkness.  
 
    Rachel continued driving along wordlessly. Finally she broke the silence and asked, “Still want to be my personal slave, Graham?” 
 
    “With all my heart, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    There was a pause. 
 
    “Your whole future one long ‘Yes, Mistress’, ‘No, Mistress’,” Rachel said. “That’s what you really want is it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    There followed another period of time where Rachel didn’t utter a solitary word. 
 
     Where are we going, Mistress? Graham wanted to ask, finding the silence between them frustrating after a while. But of course he said nothing. 
 
    “Not being able to address me before being first addressed is infuriating sometimes, slave, isn’t it?” Rachel said in a cool voice, still looking ahead of her. 
 
    Graham gave a little cough. “It’s a bit hard to take at times, Mistress,” he agreed, “but a small price to pay for the joy you bring me.” 
 
    “The joy of being cruelly disciplined: beaten harshly with whip, cane, paddle, riding crop, you name it,” she said, “the joy of being humiliated and degraded in myriad outrageous ways, the joy of being constantly under my sadistic heel?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    There was more silence.  
 
    Graham looked out of the window again, not seeing anything this time, lost in his thoughts and the apprehension building up inside him.  
 
    “Would it surprise you to know that I’m a good boss at work, slave?” asked Rachel, glancing sideways at Graham.   
 
     “Not at all, Mistress,” he replied. “Mistress Natalie told me you’re an extremely good boss. She really waxed lyrical on the subject actually.” 
 
    “That’s nice,” said Rachel, looking pleased. “But I mention the subject not to beg for compliments or anything like that. It’s that my last slave – David’s his name – started off as my PA at Kinkmart. An excellent one he was too. Nothing was too much trouble for that man, and he quickly made himself indispensable to me. When I broached the subject with him of becoming my personal slave as well he didn’t hesitate a nanosecond before agreeing.  
 
    “But as I don’t need to remind you of all people, Graham, I am an extremely demanding Mistress. It’s embedded in my identity, ingrained in my soul. It’s who I am. I’m exceptionally high protocol and exceptionally deviant in my lifestyle – with all that inevitably entails for anyone enslaved to me. It turned out David, profoundly submissive though he is, simply couldn’t take it. And one day he ran for the hills, as they say.”  
 
    She paused. “So there I was without either a PA or a slave. Then you arrived in my life courtesy of the canny Mistress Carol. I took an instant shine to you, and that’s putting it mildly. In fact I thought you were very special indeed. The next time we had contact you told me you were out of a job.   
 
    “That’s perfect, I thought. And my first impulse was to offer you the chance to be my PA and then to do with you as I’d done with David. But I resisted it, considering how disastrously that had turned out. The last thing I wanted was history repeating itself in your case. So I decided to do things the complete opposite way round this time. I’d test you with the hard challenges first. Some of them were very hard indeed too, the kind that had ended up seeing off David. The easy ones – serving me hand and foot at home and running around after me at work – wouldn’t be a problem for you, the way I saw it. Or did I misread that? I know you hated your old job.” 
 
    Graham replied, “It was ditchwater-dull and bored me out of my mind, Mistress. Going back to being another corporate automaton like that doesn’t bear thinking about. But the idea of being your PA is a thrilling one.” 
 
    “A fresh start for you back in the world of work,” Rachel suggested, half-smiling, “with the added bonus of frequently being in a position to actually speak to me without first being spoken to.” 
 
    “That’s one way of looking at it, Mistress,” he said with a dry laugh. 
 
    Rachel changed gear and moved the car into the inside lane. “There is of course a strong case for a certain amount of righteous indignation on your part,” she said. “You could take the view that there’s been far too much messing with your head by me and my kinky cohorts. After all, you’ve been manipulated at every turn. Doesn’t that rankle with you at all?”   
 
    Graham paused, thinking about the question before answering, “Maybe it should, Mistress. Truth to tell, though, it doesn’t in the slightest.” 
 
    Rachel brought the car to a stop, shifted out of gear and killed the engine. She turned to him, smiling. “And now for the answer to the question you were dying to ask me earlier. No words are necessary at this point though.” 
 
     Graham looked through the window, realisation suddenly dawning on him. They’d arrived at the attractive Regency house in Belgravia belonging to Rachel that was occupied by Carol and Andrea. 
 
    “That was what you were dying to ask me before, wasn’t it: where we were going?” Rachel asked, belting up her leather coat.  
 
    “Yes it was, Mistress,” he confirmed.  
 
    Rachel opened her door and Graham did the same with his. They stepped out into the mild night air and Rachel locked the car.  
 
    “Follow me, slave,” she said, walking towards the house. Once they got there she opened the front door with her own key to the property. 
 
      
 
  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-four 
 
      
 
    Graham followed Rachel into the house, closing the door behind him. She handed her leather coat to him to hang up, and then led the way across the hall, her heels cracking against the dark hardwood floor. When she ushered Graham into the living room he half expected Carol or Andrea to be there, maybe both of them, but the room was empty. 
 
    A hollow feeling had formed in Graham’s stomach. This was it – crunch time as Rachel had called it. He began breathing a little unevenly and felt a trickle of sweat slide down his back. 
 
    Rachel turned towards Graham, her eyes fixed on him intently. He looked back at her, held her gaze for a moment and then looked down at her black leather stilettos. It was an effort but he managed to bring his breathing under control, trying hard to appear calm when in reality he felt close to panic. Get a grip, he said to himself, forcing himself to look directly at her again. 
 
     “Ready for this, slave?” she asked. 
 
    Graham nodded. “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” he replied unable to hide the tension in his voice.  
 
     Rachel left it a couple of beats before saying, “Actually I have no more tests for you. The ones I set you in the car coming over here, such as they were – all that devil’s advocate stuff I put to you – were my last. You never faltered and I find that very pleasing.” She paused. “What do you say to that, slave?” 
 
     “If you’re pleased then so am I, Mistress, but all I did was to speak the truth,” Graham said, still sounding anxious.  
 
    He was not displaying the great relief and gratitude Rachel would have expected from him at this crucial point. That puzzled her greatly though she tried not to show it. “On your knees, slave,” she ordered curtly. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and fell obediently to his knees. 
 
    “You belong to me now, slave,” she said.  
 
    But Graham shook his head.  
 
    “Not quite yet, Mistress,” he said, a quiver in his voice. “I have a condition I want to make.” 
 
    Graham thought this would prompt a response, probably a hostile one. Such impertinence! But Rachel said nothing. She simply waited expectantly, eyebrows raised and lips parted, for him to go on. 
 
     “I worship you as a Goddess,” he continued. “I revere you and am in awe of you. I have been from the word go, Mistress. But somewhere along the line I fell in love with you as well. If you don’t tell me you feel the same way about me I won’t agree to be your personal slave. And that is because I know it would not end well.  
 
    “There is no doubt in my mind about this, Mistress,” he went on. “It would be bound to end up that way, no ifs or buts. That is very clear to me now. A phone conversation I had yesterday with my ex-lover brought it home to me very forcefully. Fortunately she’s found love again. But I know I never would. If you don’t love me by now it’s never going to happen and to agree to be your personal slave under such circumstances would be monumentally stupid of me. That’s because the relationship wouldn’t last, and all I’d be left with when it ended would be a lifetime of misery. I’m sure of it.” 
 
    There was silence for a few moments. 
 
     “You meant every word of that, didn’t you,” Rachel said quietly, taking his hand and urging him to his feet. 
 
    “Every single one, Mistress,” he confirmed. 
 
     “Well, I can go one better.” She stood close to him, so he could breathe her scent, and feel her warmth. She put her lips against his, kissing him softly. “I fell in love with you the very first moment I set eyes on you.” 
 
    “You did, Mistress?”  
 
    “Oh yes,” she murmured, her breath hot on his lips. “It was love at first sight for me if not for you.” 
 
    “And you still feel that way, Mistress?” he asked. “You’re still in love with me?” 
 
    She answered him, taking his hands and kissing them tenderly. “I am and I always will be.” 
 
    Graham looked at Rachel, at the love for him now so clear in her gaze. She kissed him again, taking him in her arms this time, holding him tightly against her. He closed his eyes and just let the feelings flow through his body. 
 
    Rachel stopped kissing him. “I want you to strip naked now, slave,” she said.  
 
    Her words made Graham feel weak with desire. He took off all his clothes and stood before her, his cock erect. So what now? he wondered excitedly. 
 
    Rachel gazed at Graham, her eyes half closed, her nipples hard beneath the dark-red leather of her micro-minidress. “Pleasure me with your fingers, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    Graham brought his right hand to her thighs and moved it upwards. Rachel wore no panties, needless to say, and when he touched her sex he found she was very wet. He pressed his fingers between her pussy lips, and she parted her thighs further and fell against his shoulders. 
 
    Graham moved his fingers in and out, feeling the sticky warmth of the love juice flowing freely from Rachel’s sex. He could feel her tensing up and then relaxing again as he rhythmically masturbated her. 
 
    “Do it harder, slave,” she ordered, clutching him more tightly. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham worked his fingers harder, pressing them deeper into Rachel. He slid them into her hot wet sex ever faster, driving her wild with pleasure until… “I’m going to come,” she gasped. Rachel froze and then shuddered as she went over the edge into a delirious climax. 
 
    Graham looked at her lovely face. It was flushed, her eyes still half closed, her skin glowing. Finally Rachel calmed down and pulled away from him. 
 
    “I’m going to dress you now,” she said adding with a smile, “A certain part of you anyway.”  
 
    The dominatrix stepped across the room to the antique bureau that had become familiar to Graham on his first visit to the house. She opened its middle drawer, took out a black leather cock corset and also a lead consisting of a slender steel chain with a small trigger clip at one end and a black leather handle at the other. She carried them over to where Graham stood.  
 
    He watched as she put the lead aside and began to fit the cock corset over his genitals. Off either side of a central strip of leather with a small ring at the front ran a series of six thinner strips. She buckled these tight over his shaft until all that could be seen of it was its swollen head. The cock corset also had a slightly thicker strip of leather either side of its base, which she buckled tight around the top of his ball sack. 
 
    Graham looked down at himself, at the leather-covered erection jutting from between his thighs. Rachel touched him there, tracing a finger from his tightly restrained balls and up the full length of his equally tightly sheathed hard-on. It felt deliciously sensual to him. She then picked up the chain lead and clipped it to the ring at the front of the cock corset. 
 
    “Come with me, slave,” Rachel ordered. 
 
    She went first, holding the lead and pulling him along. Graham followed, enjoying the strange feeling of having his cock harnessed and attached to a lead. He felt a deep thrill of pleasure as his Mistress tugged at the lead, knowing that he was exactly where he wanted to be: completely at her mercy. 
 
    Rachel took him out of the living room and across the hall towards a flight of stairs that led down into the basement. Once they’d arrived at the bottom of the stairwell she led him down the half-light of a narrow passageway. At the end of that was an archway beyond which was a thick wooden door. 
 
    Graham’s heart was throbbing and so was his corseted cock. Rachel opened the heavy door and went in. He followed, the chain lead tugging at his leather-sheathed erection.   
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    The floor, walls and ceiling of the room they entered were pitch-black and it was decked out as a dungeon. It was very similar to the one in the basement of Rachel’s house in Knightsbridge but not on quite such a large scale.  
 
    The lighting in the dungeon was dim, casting a soft unfocussed glow on everything – and on everyone too. Because that dungeon was already in use by three other kinky couples: Carol and Andrea, Jessica and Sam, and Natalie and Adam. Graham felt a dagger of desire shoot through him as he scanned the salacious scene Rachel and he had walked into, taking in what the three couples were doing. 
 
    Closest to the door were Carol and Andrea, the latter knelt stark naked over a leather-covered bench. She was being fucked from behind with a strap-on dildo by Carol who was also completely naked apart from the leather harness holding the dildo in place. 
 
     Not far from them were Jessica and Sam. He was naked too and was knelt over a bench identical to the one in use by Carol and Andrea. His taut behind had been marked red and pink all over from an earlier thrashing and he was being ass-fucked with a strap-on by Jessica. She, like Carol, was naked apart from the leather harness holding in place the dildo she was using. 
 
    Natalie had Adam face forward and spread-eagled, securely strapped to a wall-mounted St. Andrew’s cross. The black slave’s naked body, so smooth and shining, so muscular and well defined, showed clear signs of his earlier beating. Natalie was making him squirm by running a multi-spiked metal stimulator called a wartenberg pinwheel over the angry red welts covering his rear.  
 
    Natalie wasn’t naked herself but might just as well have been. Her body was encased in a glossy purple latex minidress, seemingly molded to her skin. It was cut extremely short too so the skintight rubber barely extended to the top of her thighs. She also wore long purple latex boots with six inch heels. 
 
    All of the Mistresses looked sublime, thought Graham. Then one of them spoke. Without breaking off from fucking Andrea with her strap-on Carol turned to Rachel and said, “Have you decided to make Graham your personal slave?” 
 
    “I certainly have,” she replied, giving a little tug to the chained lead attached to the front of Graham’s cock corset. 
 
    Carol tipped her head towards Graham briefly. “Never doubted it,” she said.  
 
    “Nor did I,” added Andrea from beneath her. 
 
    “How about you, Jessica?” asked Rachel, turning towards her friend. 
 
    Jessica too did not break stride, continuing to ass-fuck Sam in a regular rhythm. She looked over at Graham briefly, then back at Rachel. “Never doubted it either.” 
 
    Natalie did not wait to be asked. She gave a glance over her shoulder, the barest shrug. “Same here.” 
 
    Rachel laughed. “Thanks for the input, ladies,” she said and turned her attentions back to Graham.  “Want to get into the action too, slave?” she asked teasingly, her voice soft and insinuating. 
 
    “Very much so, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    “We’ve got some catching up to do on these six delightful deviants, haven’t we?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Rachel let go of the lead attached to Graham’s cock corset and strode across the dungeon. Her leather-clad body swayed sexily and her stiletto heels clicked hard with every step. The dominatrix went to the rack of disciplinary implements, all of which were hanging in ordered rows. She lingered for a moment, stroking her chin while she looked. Then she selected her implement of choice without Graham being able to see what it was. 
 
    “Ready to be disciplined, slave?” Rachel asked with her back still to him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham rubbed his palms along his thighs nervously.  
 
    Turning to face him, she revealed that she had a vicious-looking whip of braided black and red leather in her hand. Thoughts of how she was going to employ it made Graham’s body tremble and his shaft quiver in its tight leather sheath. 
 
    “Let’s get you shackled,” Rachel said, marching back across the dungeon towards him, the braided leather whip hanging loose in her hand. “Follow me, slave.” Picking up the lead by its handle, she pulled at the chain attached to his cock corset and he padded submissively after her. 
 
    Rachel stopped in the place she intended to put Graham into bonds, setting the whip aside and letting go of the chained lead. The dominatrix took hold of his hands, lifting them above his head. She buckled his wrists into black leather cuffs attached to either end of a metal spreader bar hanging from the ceiling by chains. 
 
    Rachel disconnected the trigger clip at the end of the lead from the ring at the front of Graham’s cock corset and put the lead aside.  “You know the beating I’m about to administer is going to hurt like the devil, don’t you, slave,” she said.  
 
    Graham gazed at Rachel with a mixture of fear and excitement, his chest heaving. “I do, Mistress,” he whispered urgently.  
 
    Then she picked up the braided black and red leather whip again and stepped behind him. Graham yelped sharply with the sudden biting pain as the first stroke of the whip landed across his backside. It stung like a flame across his flesh. When the whip struck again he let out another yelp of pain. 
 
    “Keep quiet, slave,” Rachel snapped, and once more brought the whip across – even harder this time. 
 
    Graham stopped himself from crying out, gritting his teeth and letting the lightening flash through him before subsiding into a white heat of pain… and pleasure. His breath was halting and his backside ached from being whipped so harshly, but the spark of pleasure that had been ignited was already growing. His erection throbbed, pressing against the constricting leather of the cock corset. Every movement of Graham’s body caused waves of pleasure-pain to pass through him as he succumbed ever more fully to the cruel power of his magnificent Mistress. 
 
    Rachel gave him two more strokes of the braided leather whip, each one perfect in execution, striking yet more vivid lines across his bare flesh. After that he felt the harsh sting of the whip time and time again as the dominatrix swung it through the air faster and faster. Intense sensations of pleasure-pain shuddered through him, his backside now thoroughly patterned with deep red lash marks.  
 
    Eventually Rachel abandoned the braided whip, letting it drop to the dungeon floor.  Graham allowed his body to collapse, sagging at the knees. He hung from the spreader bar from the wrists, his body limp. 
 
    “Ready for pure pleasure now, slave?” Rachel’s voice was hot and low with desire. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied through trembling lips. 
 
    She unbuckled the leather cuffs and he fell to his knees. His backside ached like blazes. He could feel the lashes of the braided leather whip raised on his rear cheeks, etched painfully into the skin. 
 
    “Crawl right up to me, slave,” Rachel ordered, turning her back on him. And Graham obeyed, shuffling quickly on his hands and knees towards her. 
 
    The dominatrix reached down and lifted the back of the dark-red leather micro-minidress, revealing her bare round behind to his adoring gaze. “Worship my asshole with your mouth, slave,” she directed, pulling her rear cheeks apart. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Graham buried his face in Rachel’s backside, bringing his lips to her tight anal hole and kissing her there. Then he pressed forward and slipped his wet tongue into her asshole, sliding it in softly. Rachel moaned with pleasure and pressed her backside further back into his face.  
 
    “Keep doing what you’re doing, slave, and also begin masturbating,” Rachel ordered, and Graham brought his right hand to his leather-corseted erection. He started to work it back and forth, feeling his hard cock pulse and swell still more. “I’m going to start masturbating as well,” added the dominatrix and she began to play with her pussy, the sound moist and urgent.  
 
    Graham continued lapping lovingly at Rachel’s asshole and the pair of them carried on masturbating for a blissful while until she gasped, “I’m going to come and you can too, slave.” 
 
    With that the dominatrix cried out, her body jerking with convulsive spasms. Graham cried out at the same time, his corseted erection pulsing wildly, as both of them shared a single ecstatic orgasm. Graham’s cry was smothered, though, his mouth buried between Rachel’s beautiful rear cheeks. 
 
    Graham felt disorientated for a moment, overwhelmed by the force of his own shuddering orgasm. He knelt back on his haunches and looked down, seeing that the cock corset was dripping with his ejaculate, which was also sliding, creamy and liquid, down his thighs. 
 
    When Graham looked up he saw that Rachel had turned round and was gazing down at him, her violet eyes aglow. He gazed rapturously back at her. Just as moments ago his beloved Mistress and he had experienced the ecstasy of mutual orgasm he knew they would forever know the joy of mutual adoration too. He felt deliriously happy.  
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Alex Jordaine is the author of numerous works of Femdom erotica and is one of the foremost writers of that genre. He is the author of the highly acclaimed “Mistress” series of novels. All the novels in this popular ongoing series are one-offs, so they can be read in any order.  
 
    In all of these entertaining, fast-paced and highly erotic books sexy powerful women are very firmly in charge. They control the pleasure and men are there to serve and obey them.  
 
    Cara Sutra who edits the award-winning online magazine, carasutra.com, is a big fan of the series. “As a dominatrix and Mistress on the fetish scene I have a strong personal interest in all things Femdom,” says Cara. “So it was genuinely thrilling some years ago to find an author who wrote first-rate erotic fiction around the power dynamic of female domination.  
 
    “I initially discovered Alex Jordaine's fiction when I read the very first of his ‘Mistress’ series of books. I thoroughly enjoyed it and, no less than twenty of these excellent novels later, he remains one of my favorite writers. If you have any interest in Femdom and the female domination aspects of BDSM, you will love Alex Jordaine’s ‘Mistress’ books.”  
 
    Alex has revealed the secret to why his books are so believable. “If you want to write well and with real conviction,” he says, “it’s a good rule of thumb to write about something you both know and are passionate about. In my case that’s Femdom and BDSM. That’s why I chose the genre of Femdom erotica when I started writing.  
 
    “I’ve stuck with it ever since because I’ve found it works so well for me as a storyteller: all those strict rules, all that seething emotion and sexuality. Something’s got to give and when it does the story kicks in with a vengeance.”  
 
    All of Alex’s novels are dedicated to Mistress G. The author explains: “Mistress G is my long term partner, dominatrix, muse and the love of my life. We have been serious players on the Fetish scene for a long time. My books are escapist fiction – wild flights of imagination – but they have an authenticity about them based on my personal experience of Femdom BDSM with Mistress G. I think readers pick up on that at some level and it enhances their enjoyment of the books.” 
 
    Although the “Mistress” novels are full of graphic discipline, bondage and domination, they are essentially love stories. They explore the redemptive power of love and celebrate women.  
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   MISTRESS OF SEDUCTION  
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    John Morton isn’t really interested in sex – or so he’s always told himself. But then he meets high-end professional dominatrices Suzanne Greenwood and Laura Collins who employ him to manage their finances. And in getting to know them as more than clients he realises exactly how wrong he’s been. 
 
    Under the seductive influence of the two stunning dommes John’s years of self-deception unravel. He’s at first shocked then deeply thrilled and excited to discover the true nature of his sexuality. It feels amazingly liberating to submit to the strict discipline the women inflict upon him, his backside smarting hotly from their cruel punishment, his erection raging. 
 
    Suzanne and Laura constantly push John’s boundaries, upping the ante all the time, and in the process take him into the dark depths of hardcore BDSM. But his ever more extreme experiences at their sadistic hands eventually bring him to a point where he loses his nerve. He feels compelled to bring that heady chapter of his life to an end. 
 
    At the same time one of John’s other clients, a talented young fashion designer called Monika Lewis, tells him she’s very attracted to him. He jumps at the opportunity of starting a “normal” sexual relationship with the dynamic blonde beauty. It doesn’t work out though and he gives up on her. But she doesn’t give up on him. With help from an unexpected quarter Monika prepares a less than tender trap for the unsuspecting John. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt From MISTRESS OF SEDUCTION: 
 
      
 
    When John got inside he made straight for the bedroom, intent on stripping off and having a shower. As he entered the bedroom he caught a brief glimpse of himself in the full-length mirror on the back of the wardrobe and stopped to take a closer look at the reflection of his face. It stared back at him, exactly the same as it always looked. His appearance hadn’t changed at all. But he had. He could feel it deep inside: an entirely altered perspective on the world.   
 
    John still found it hard to believe what he had seen on the TV screen in Laura’s living room, still less what she had done to him in that same room and afterwards in her dungeon. God Almighty, he said to himself in amazement, when he’d agreed to go and see her this evening he hadn’t envisaged anything like that happening to him at all. He could still feel the effects of the sublime pleasure-pain Laura had delivered to his backside with the flat of her hand, the strap and the whip.  
 
    John stripped naked and brought his hands to his behind, letting his fingertips seek out the most sensitive areas of pain. He squirmed as he explored himself and each spasm of sensation brought memories flooding back of what had happened to him at Laura’s sadistic hands.  
 
    John’s mind raced at the memories of all that delirious humiliation and pain. His rear was marked with the evidence of his chastisement and he could feel the burning ache of it as he turned to look over his shoulder at the wardrobe mirror, anxious to view the marks he’d just felt with his fingers.   
 
    As he looked at the reflection of his naked punished rear in the mirror, continuing to experience the after-burn of all that punishment, he was conscious of the pounding of his heart. It was beating so loudly that for a few moments he heard nothing else. He felt aroused again, his cock already at half-mast. And his reflection in the mirror made him feel even more turned-on as he gazed over his shoulder, captivated by the dark outlines of the harsh punishment Laura had inflicted on his backside. 
 
    Still gazing behind him at his punished rear in the long mirror, he began to relive the experience of his chastisement by Laura: the way she’d beaten his backside with ever greater ferocity, slicing more and more red heat through his body; the way it had burned into his skin, sinking deeper and deeper. The thought of it sent shock waves through his nervous system and made him shiver with excitement, made the tip of his now fully erect shaft wet and sticky with pre-cum. 
 
    He continued to gaze at the marks of his chastisement, those blazing lines of fire on his flesh.  The sight of them sent thrills of pleasure through his body. Lust glittering in his eyes and his breath coming faster, he touched his hard cock, encircling it with his fist.  
 
    John rubbed his shaft softly at first, flicking his thumb over the wet slit of its glans. Then he started to masturbate harder, his eyes shining with ever mounting desire as he jerked his erection rhythmically. He turned slightly so that he could continue to observe his damaged rear while also looking at himself rubbing his hard-on, his fingers moving up and down.  
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    “Every time I read one of Alex Jordaine's 'Mistress' series I think, ‘This is even better than the last one’. The man's knowledge of the Femdom genre and his extraordinary imagination combined with his fine writing as a world class story teller never disappoints.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Superb Femdom. Alex Jordaine is one of the few masters of this genre. I read and re-read everything he writes. You will too.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A pleasure to read. It is a compelling page turner, intensely arousing and very erotic.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Arousing, erotic and liberating. This book is a great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Great Femdom erotica.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Jordaine dazzles! Alex Jordaine continues to be a fantastic writer for the BDSM lifestyle exceptionally from the aspect of being a slave to a demanding Mistress.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A very good read, extremely exciting and erotic. Would recommend to others who are interested in this type of literature and the author.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A fabulous book. I've ordered a lot of BDSM Femdom books and this one was really good.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I found it riveting reading and could scarcely stop until I reached the end, which was a happy end for all concerned!” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A very good e-book and a very good read, very erotic and can be recommended if you are into female domination.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I have read the whole series of books. A great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     “A rollercoaster ride ideal for the fetishist and anyone who enjoys a good romp through Femdom style books, delicious, amazing, highly charged smut-tastic fun!” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “A wonderful book. It had not only erotica but lots of twists and turns. The ending is superb.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “What a great book, hot as hell.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “One of the best Femdom stories I’ve read, probably because it is not based on cruelty or contempt, but empowerment. A power exchange in an underlying love story with lots of eroticism.” 
 
    * * * * *  
 
      
 
    “As far as Femdom erotica goes, this novel is exceptional.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I loved this book from the minute I read page one until after the last page… hours later. Highly recommended.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A joy to read. Alex is a wonderful storyteller.” 
 
    * * * * *. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    Mistress of Torment 
 
    Naked for the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Extreme 
 
    Mistress Divine 
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    YOU’VE REACHED 
 
    [image: ]  
 
    “THE END!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    YOU CAN BUY MORE ALEX JORDAINE TITLES ON AMAZON 
 
     WHERE YOU CAN ALSO VISIT HIS AUTHOR PAGE  
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