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    CONTROLLED BY THE MISTRESS  
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Love knows no virtue, no merit; it loves and forgives and tolerates everything because it must. We are not guided by reason.”  
 
    ― Leopold von Sacher-Masoch 
 
      
 
  

 
   
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Alan stood in the room, naked and erect. He was also in the dark. Literally. He couldn’t see even the shadows of the women around him. That was because one of them had covered his eyes with a black leather blindfold.  
 
    Another woman had handcuffed him too, locking his wrists behind him at the waist with metal cuffs. Alan’s erection throbbed in time with his beating heart as he waited to find out what the women were going to do to him. He didn’t have long to wait. 
 
    “We are going to use and abuse you now as you’ve never been used and abused before,” a voice behind Alan told him, frightening and arousing him still further. “Are you clear about that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress” he replied, struggling to keep his breath steady. 
 
    Then the woman who’d spoken – or one of the other women, he couldn’t tell – pushed a well lubricated rubber shaft into his anus. Simultaneously another woman attached clamps to his nipples and another grasped his erection and began to... 
 
    “Hello, Alan.” The familiar voice of his friend Julie brought his overheated reverie to an abrupt end. 
 
    Alan was in the softly-lit wine bar at which he and Julie had arranged to meet. It was all dark woods and cosy booths and was their favorite haunt. Alan was seated in the back corner of the place in a booth that felt like its own tiny room. 
 
    Quickly composing himself, he looked up at the short-haired blonde beauty, his blue-green eyes shining. “Hello, Julie.” 
 
     “Sorry I’m a bit late,” she said, lowering herself into the chair opposite him. “I got held up in traffic.” Her shapely figure was outlined by a close-fitting black minidress, the swell of her breasts stretching its fabric taut across her chest.  
 
    “No problem, Julie.” Alan gave her a smile that lit up his darkly handsome face.  “While I was waiting I bagged this spot and got our drinks. It’s that Chilean white wine we especially like.”  
 
    Julie returned his smile.  “Thanks for both,” she said, and they clinked glasses. 
 
    Julie took a sip from her glass.  “How are things with you?” she asked. 
 
     “There's nothing much to report.” Alan took a sip of wine as well, letting the taste linger in his mouth. “How about you? Still happy with your new job?” 
 
    “More than happy.” Julie gazed at him over the top of her drink, her hazel eyes twinkling with mischief.  “And ecstatically happy with my even newer sexual relationship.” 
 
    He looked back at her, straight-faced. “Care to elaborate?” 
 
    “On how things are going with the new job?” she teased. 
 
    Alan gave her a crooked grin. “Nope.” 
 
    “You want to know what’s been happening in my sex life, do you?” 
 
    “I can hardly wait after that build-up.” He chuckled.  
 
    “Well, this relationship is very different to the one we had,” she said. 
 
    “I should hope so too,” he replied sardonically.  
 
    Alan and Julie had a sexual history. They’d become friendly as work colleagues. That was the way it had started. That friendship had developed into an office romance. But it was one that simply hadn’t worked. It had turned out they were highly compatible as friends, completely incompatible as lovers.  
 
    The main problem had been they were both sexually submissive. Case in point: She had wanted him to spank her. He’d been hopeless at it. He had wanted her to spank him. She’d been equally hopeless at the task. Attempts at bondage by each on the other had been a similar dead loss. Neither of them could take charge of any sexual situation to save their lives. Their hearts weren’t in it. That was the problem – and it wasn’t the only one. 
 
    Another was that they both had an exhibitionistic streak when it came to sex and a virtually non-existent voyeuristic one. He had wanted to jerk off in front of Julie, and she’d agreed to let him. She hadn’t gotten anything to speak of out of the experience, though, she’d told him. She’d wanted to masturbate in front of him. When she’d gone on to do that it had elicited much the same disappointing result with him.  
 
    They were just too similar to be sexually compatible. That was the long and short of it. And there was something else besides. Julie was bisexual but when push came to shove was actually far more into her own sex than guys. 
 
    Unsurprisingly their love affair had quickly fizzled out. But there’d been no recriminations on either side and their friendship remained strong. They really liked and trusted each other. That was the main thing. Unfortunately they met a lot less than they had now Julie had found new employment in a different part of town. Alan was therefore even more pleased to get together with her than usual and it was clear she felt the same way about meeting up with him.  
 
    “Tell me about this exciting new relationship of yours,” he said, looking across the table at her expectantly.  
 
    Julie allowed a mock-dramatic pause before replying, “I’ve shacked up with a lesbian dominatrix called Mistress Carroll and I absolutely love it.”   
 
    “That’s fantastic,” Alan said, clearly impressed. “I can see how a relationship like that would work for you big time, I honestly can.” 
 
    “So, how’s your sex life these days?” Julie stared at him, her eyebrows raised in anticipation.  
 
    “Practically nonexistent.” Alan sighed.  
 
    “Practically,” said Julie, “but not entirely. You must have something to report.” She studied him, waiting. 
 
    “You’re not wrong,” he conceded. “There’s been a lot going on in my head, put it that way – an awful lot.” 
 
    “Like what?” Julie pressed. 
 
    Alan looked at her sheepishly. “You’d probably laugh if I told you what I’ve been fantasising about.” 
 
    “Bet I wouldn’t,” Julie said, leaning forward. “Try me.”  
 
    He hesitated, picked up his wine glass and took a considered sip, and then nodded slowly. “I’ve been turning myself on with erotic thoughts about catering to the deviant desires of a group of beautiful sexually dominant women.”  
 
    “That would explain it,” said Julie cryptically. 
 
    Alan arched an eyebrow. “Explain what?” 
 
    “How faraway you seemed when I got here,” she replied. “Before you saw me and quickly pulled yourself together, that is. It was like you were in a trance.”  
 
    “I kind of was,” he admitted.  
 
    Julie sat further forward, her interest really piqued by now. “What do all these deviant activities involve you doing?” she wanted to know. 
 
    Alan said, “Being a total exhibitionist with the women, being sexually humiliated by them in public places, stuff like that, but also going to secret rendezvous they set up, letting them do nasty things to me at them, being totally submissive to the women…” He trailed off.  
 
    “How many of these women are there – a whole horde?” Julie asked, taking a sip of wine. 
 
    He shook his head. “There are only four of them and one’s the ringleader.”  
 
    “Do you use any aides to masturbation to make all this work for you?” Julie went on to ask. 
 
    “Sometimes,” he replied. “Nipple clamps at times, a butt plug. I use my hairbrush to beat my ass with quite a lot. I’m not much good at it but…” 
 
    “It’s better than nothing,” she interjected. 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “They call all the shots in these activities like Mistress Carroll does with me in real life, do they, these beautiful dominant women you fantasise about?” Julie asked. 
 
    “They do,” he confirmed.  
 
    “Sounds brilliant,” she enthused, taking another sip from her glass. 
 
    “And just as I’m sure it is with you and Mistress Carroll it’s consensual on my part, all of it,” Alan pointed out. “I may be nothing but the women’s sex-toy but I do it all of my own volition, and I seem to want more, more, more.” 
 
    “Just like me with Mistress Carroll.” Julie watched him for a minute, head cocked. “Mind if I mention this fantasy-fest of yours to her?” 
 
    Alan shrugged. “Not at all. What would that achieve, though?”  
 
    “She may have some bright ideas about how you could make your fantasies a reality,” she replied. “You never know.” 
 
    Alan thought for a moment, considering the proposition. Maybe Julie was onto something with this idea. “OK. What could it hurt?” he responded “Nothing ventured, nothing gained, as they say.” He paused. “When can the pair of us revisit the subject once you’ve had Mistress Carroll’s input, whatever that turns out to be?” 
 
    “In a couple of days,” suggested Julie. “Same place, same time?” 
 
    Alan took a deep breath “You’re on,” he heard himself say. 
 
    And so the die was cast.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    After he and Julie had parted company that evening Alan walked home to his one-bedroom apartment, which was on the ground floor of an unremarkable gray-bricked three-story block. As he strode along he kept wondering what Mistress Carroll might come up with. “She may have some bright ideas about how you could make your fantasies a reality.” That’s what Julie’d said and her words kept playing in a loop in Alan’s mind. If those words came to anything it could change his life beyond measure, enabling him to take his darkest fantasies and make them real. .  
 
    And those fantasies were dark indeed. Alan was prey to a whole mêlée of thoughts, some of them highly exhibitionistic, all of them indecent by conventional standards, every one of them extremely submissive, and many of them equally masochistic. In these fantasies he saw himself under the erotic spell of a group of four beautiful dominant women he hardly knew but to whom he was completely subservient. Those depraved women under the leadership of their ringleader effectively owned his body and could do whatever they wanted with it.  
 
    The possibilities were endless if he could somehow make that sort of situation happen, Alan told himself. His only question was how far he’d really be prepared to go if he had the chance. Did he actually have it in him to do the outrageous things he imagined being demanded of him by such women? Or was he only deluding himself? It could be he’d soon be finding out one way or the other. The very idea of that was arousing. 
 
    Alan was still aroused when he let himself into his apartment. It prompted him to go straight to the bedroom and strip naked, intent on masturbating. He caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror on one of the walls and lingered there. Standing directly in front of the mirror, he looked at the pale toned body reflected back at him: the broad shoulders and strong chest, the tight abdomen, the long athletic legs, the big cock jutting, semi-tumescent, between the tautness of his thighs.  
 
    As he looked at the reflection of his naked body in the mirror, Alan was conscious of the pounding of his heart. It was beating so loudly that for a few moments he heard nothing else. He felt very aroused, his cock fully engorged now. Gazing at himself in the long mirror, he imagined the hungry eyes of the ravenous group of dominatrices he fantasised about all the time trained intently on him. The thought of being watched by them when he was in this state and about to do what he was made him shiver with excitement, made the tip of his erection wet and sticky with pre-cum.  
 
    Lust glittering in his eyes – and in those of his imaginary audience, all of whom were watching him like hawks – Alan touched his hard cock, encircling it with his fist. He rubbed his erection gently at first, flicking his thumb over the wet slit of its glans. He then started to masturbate in earnest before his salacious “audience”.  
 
    Alan’s eyes were half-closed with ever mounting desire as he jerked his shaft rhythmically, his fingers rubbing steadily up and down. It felt thrilling, a building heat that was pure and sexual, and he found himself increasingly lost in a dream-like world of erotic sensation. 
 
    It was time, he decided – time to let his mind engage fully in a piece of erotic theatre with itself. He imagined he was gazing directly back at his audience now for the first time, seeing them just as clearly as they could see him. Not that he could see much of the four women. That was because each one of them was dressed from head to toe in tight-fitting black latex with only her eyes peering out from two holes in her hood, which also had holes for the nostrils and mouth. 
 
    The shiny light-reflective all-over garments the anonymous women wore fitted incredibly snugly over their well-shaped forms. Their long legs were made even longer by the black latex boots they had on, which were finished with four inch metal-tipped heels.  
 
    Standing before the mirror, Alan could almost smell the rubber latex of the women’s stunning outfits and feel their body heat reflecting back on him. He could see their pouting mouths. He could see their hungry eyes fixed on him as they stared through the eye holes in their latex hoods at the onanistic scene playing out before them, which their ringleader had as always orchestrated. 
 
    Alan began rubbing his erection vigorously, sending waves of burning heat through every part of him. The waves rose and fell. His strokes grew shorter as he pumped his fist back and forth over his erection, clear ooze seeping from its head now in a continuous stream.  
 
    He was breathing hard and his body was pulsing with pleasure as he got ever closer to the ecstasy of release. Alan’s knees buckled. He could hardly stay on his feet. But he was forced to stand by the thought that his orgasm when it came would be the thrilling culmination of the erotic performance he was giving for the four voyeuristic dominatrices who’d demanded it of him. And they weren’t ready for him to come quite yet.   
 
    His four latex-clad spectators never took their eyes off him as he continued to masturbate with the vigor he knew they required of him. Alan’s heart was hammering and he could feel electric sensations rippling up through his fingers from his shaft as he continued to push his fist up and down on himself.  
 
    Alan’s breathing came quicker, more labored, as he continued to masturbate as vigorously as the women wanted him to do. His balls were tight and his throbbing shaft was continuing to leak pre-cum in abundance onto his fingers. He had reached the point of no return by now. His body was insisting on its release. And so were those four women in top-to-toe black latex under the heat of whose feverish stares he was performing with such wild abandon. 
 
    Alan cried out in ecstasy, frozen into position, and ejaculated. His erection shot like a geyser, pumping out streams of thick creamy spunk. He let the orgasmic sensations die gently away, and with each breath he felt pleasure, perfect pleasure, suffuse his being. 
 
    Alan’s vision was still slightly out of focus. He was euphoric. It had been an amazing experience: surreal, dream-like, hallucinogenic – the exhibitionistic thrill of exposing himself so intimately to that ravenous group of dommes. But that was it now. The piece of theatre he had obediently performed for them had reached its conclusion. They were done with him for now. 
 
    After a quick shower Alan collapsed exhausted into bed. He let the covers caress him and the darkness of the room surround him, and soon drifted off to sleep. It didn’t surprise him, though, when he woke up in the small hours feeling the first stirrings of another erection.  
 
    It seemed those insatiable women had blindfolded him this time and wanted him to masturbate for them again. And as he enthusiastically did their bidding their ringleader told him what she and the rest of them wanted him to do at work the next day. Those instructions made him masturbate all the harder… 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Alan must spend the next day at work with the black silicone butt-plug the women knew he owned lodged up his ass. That was what the ringleader of that imaginary group of dommes had said they wanted him to do as he’d masturbated before them in the middle of the night. The idea had turned him on no end at the time, making him jerk off all the more furiously. He craved being told by women such as these to do outrageous sexual things. And if that latest demand wasn’t outrageous what was? 
 
    It was a crazy idea of course but there was no denying how exciting Alan found it even in the cold light of day. So he decided to go ahead with it. After all, he told himself, who would know? He imagined spending the working day at his mundane job just as usual, sitting at his desk in the open-plan office on the ninth floor of the huge concrete tower block that housed the headquarters of the insurance giant that employed him. But this time he’d be doing so with his anus filled by a butt-plug. He knew each slight movement he made of his hips would arouse him. And all the while the colleagues seated around him would have no clue to his secret. What a blast! 
 
    The cheeks of his rear pulled slightly apart by the butt plug, Alan arrived at work. After taking the lift to the ninth floor he walked over to his desk, with a nodded hello to a couple of nearby colleagues. As he sat in his chair and began working at the screen before him in the usual way, he knew that to the casual gaze of his co-workers nothing would appear unusual. He was safe, content to relax and savor his delicious secret. 
 
     From time to time Alan tried to find a position that might perhaps make him a little less aware of the rubber object crammed inside him. But he couldn’t find such a position. Each time he moved, his insides seemed to swell excitingly, making him feel more aroused.  
 
    He felt a constant tremor of sexual pleasure at the sensation of the butt-plug deep inside him and delighted that its presence in these unusual circumstances had that effect. Nobody here knows but me, nobody here knows but me, he repeated to himself excitedly. Every time he shifted in his chair a little it caused the plug to also shift. It was almost more than he could tolerate at times, creating such a shivery erotic response he found himself pulsing into the chair. 
 
    All the feeling centered in Alan’s anus but radiated throughout his body. It felt nice and it felt nasty; it felt nice and nasty. He squirmed slightly in his chair so as to emphasize the sensations.  His thoughts were fixed on those thrilling sensations. They overrode everything else and prevented him from paying full attention to his work. But that wasn’t a problem. The humdrum administrative job he had was so familiar to him by now he could do it with only half his brain engaged. The job paid the bills, which was the main thing, but was hardly a stretch. The work he did mainly involved sitting at a computer doing very routine tasks.  
 
    That day he had to perform those tasks increasingly on autopilot, though, as his sexual arousal rose more and more without the outlet it needed. He couldn’t wait to return home from work and relieve all that sexual tension he’d built up. 
 
    And that’s what Alan did as soon as he’d arrived back at the apartment and entered his bedroom. He stripped off and lay flat on his back on the bed, the butt-plug still firmly in place. He began to masturbate, his fist pumping at his erection as his rubber-plugged ass churned against the bedcovers. 
 
    Jerking at his shaft, Alan marvelled at the extent the women who controlled him had taken over his sexual psyche. The power they had over him was overwhelming, he told himself as he rubbed wildly up and down his erection. His mind consumed by such thoughts, Alan continued to jerk his hand against his shaft, allowing the frenzy to consume him ever more completely. 
 
    Alan felt on fire with lust by this stage, overpowered by it. Intense sexual arousal took him over entirely in the end, making him writhe and buck in erotic delight as he jerked and jerked at his erection. Alan was getting closer to orgasm, his sexual arousal having by this time become agonizing, desperate. He could feel every nerve in his body, felt as though waves of electricity were surging through him. 
 
    As he drew breath after shuddering breath, he found himself right on the very brink of climaxing, the waves spreading, filling him with wild pleasure. And then he was past the point of no return, utterly out of control. Alan reached his peak. He tensed his body, and then gave himself up to the surging sensations that had taken over his body. He reached his shuddering climax, spraying his fist with creamy cum and letting out a guttural moan of release. 
 
    For a while Alan thought the surging wouldn’t ever stop, that he would pulse like this forever, every atom in him electrified. But finally the sensations subsided. The storm was over and he lay there trembling, his breathing ragged, his heart thudding rapidly in his chest. He was dizzy with the after-effect of the powerful orgasm he had experienced. 
 
    Eventually his breathing and heart-rate slowed and the dizziness passed. He lay still while he recovered from his orgasm. He became aware of the present once more. He lay back, relaxed against the covers. His body had spoken to him, its message as clear as anything. He wanted more experiences like this. He was obsessed by being controlled that way. It was a potent power that stimulated his need for orgasm as nothing he’d ever known before. 
 
    But here was the thing. And he was acutely aware of it. None of it had been real, not a moment of it. The experience had stoked the fires of his desire as never before and met his physical need to climax with a vengeance. He’d been in a world of his own in which he’d been able to wallow in erotic delight. But what had been going on in his head at the time hadn’t happened in reality. It was great in itself. But it simply wasn’t enough.  
 
    Alan wanted to go all the way. To him doing it for himself wasn’t enough by any means. He was the only one who knew. What he wanted most of all was to do it on command; to be submissive to the directions he’d been given. He didn’t want to be in control at all. He wanted to be in the hands of dominant women of the kind that filled his obsessive fantasies and to be required to move to their commands. He wanted to be totally submissive to them. He wanted to hang on their every word, to be their puppet, to be entirely dependent on them, to be their possession. 
 
    He wanted to have nothing to control but his choice to comply. To be helpless like that would be a most incredible place to be. He would always do exactly as he was ordered. The idea was exiting beyond belief. Alan realised all that had happened last night and again today had been a warm-up for what he really wanted, what he craved. He couldn’t wait to meet Julie the following day and find out what Mistress Carroll had to suggest.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Alan had arrived at the same time at the same pleasant softly-lit bar. He’d bagged the same quiet corner booth, and brought the same drinks as well: two glasses of the Chilean white wine Julie and he both particularly liked. These were sitting on the table before him as he awaited her arrival. So far, so déjà vu.  
 
    Then the door to the bar opened, and Alan lifted his head. Julie had arrived, and his eyes lit up. Not déjà vu at all. On the last occasion they’d met the beautiful blonde had dressed to accentuate her shapely body, something she always liked to do given half a chance. On this occasion she’d entered a different league altogether.  
 
    Julie had on a purple blouse that skirted the inside edges of her firm, full breasts, the smooth cleavage between them clearly visible. Her round nipples molded their shapes into the fabric. Julie’s black leather miniskirt fitted her like a second skin and left her long bare legs in view from mid-thigh down to her stiletto-heeled shoes.  
 
    She settled into the seat opposite Alan and leaned forward to reveal a little more of her décolletage. “Not in a trance this time, I see,” she remarked with a wicked smile. “I got your undivided attention from the moment I walked in here, didn’t I?” 
 
    “I can’t deny it.” Alan grinned. “Mistress Carroll is one lucky woman. That’s all I can say.”  
 
    “And I’m one lucky sub,” she said, closing her fingers around her glass. “Thank you for the wine, by the way, Alan. You beat me to it again.” 
 
    “You’re more than welcome.” He reached for his glass, clinking it against hers. 
 
    They both took sips of wine, and then Julie asked, “Like the outfit, do you?”  
 
    “That would be the understatement of the year.” Alan smiled. 
 
    “Mistress Carroll told me to wear it,” Julie said, her hazel eyes sparkling. 
 
    ‘Did she now?’  
 
     ‘Un huh.’ 
 
    Alan raised an amused eyebrow. “And did she also tell you not to wear a bra?”  
 
    “She told me not to wear any underwear.” Julie took another sip of wine. “So I don’t have even the tiniest G-string on under this leather skirt.”  
 
    “Do you like the feeling?” Alan asked. 
 
     “Yes,” Julie replied with a nod “I like it a lot. And do you know what I like even more, what I absolutely love?” 
 
    Alan angled his head to one side. “What’s that?” 
 
    “Being told by Mistress Carroll to dress like this and knowing I’ve no say in the matter,” she explained. “That’s because I have to submit myself unconditionally to her will. It’s one of the bedrocks of our relationship.” She paused. “Regularly being put into bondage and cruelly used by her comes with the territory too and I absolutely love being treated like that by her as well. I’ll never be able to forget how alive I felt the first time she dominated me in that way.” 
 
     “I get that,” Alan said, taking a sip from his glass. “I totally get it. What’s important is that it’s really you, which it clearly is.” 
 
     “It’s totally me.” Julie beamed. “My relationship with Mistress Carroll fills me with delight. Whenever I’m with her I feel transported into another world.”  
 
    “The world of BDSM, you mean?” Alan said.  
 
    “I do,” she confirmed. “I can’t get enough of that world,” she added after a moment, “and I can’t get enough of her either. With Mistress Carroll I’ve found true fulfilment. She’s highly sexed, highly dominant, highly sadistic, and exactly who I need as my life-partner,” she continued. “I love the way she constantly exerts her will on mine. It’s exactly what I need. She makes me happier than I could have imagined possible.” 
 
    “I couldn’t be more delighted for you.” Alan said sincerely. 
 
    “Sweet of you to say so.” Julie gave him a warm smile. “But, hey, that’s more than enough about me. That wasn’t why we arranged to meet, was it. You’ll be anxious to find out what Mistress Carroll has managed to come up with in your case, I’m sure.”  
 
    “You bet I am,” Alan replied, looking at her expectantly. He was aware that his heart rate had accelerated. 
 
    Julie took a sip of her wine. “She has spoken to an old friend of hers who she’s confident can make those extreme masturbation fantasies of yours come true.”  
 
    Alan felt a shiver of anticipation run through him. “Tell me more.” 
 
    “The woman’s name is Mistress Helena,” Julie said. “She used to be a top professional dominatrix, Mistress Carroll tells me, but recently decided to quit while she was ahead and amuse herself in other ways.” Julie allowed a pause before going on, “Always address her as ‘Mistress’ when speaking to her. I’m told she’s a stickler for protocol.” 
 
    “I’ll make sure I do that,” said Alan. 
 
    “I’m also told she’s very big on trust,” Julie went on. “Mistress Carroll has informed her that one of the main reason I’ve remained so friendly with you is that I’ve always found you to be entirely trustworthy. I guess you are going to have to convince her on that score yourself, though.” 
 
    “Guess so,” Alan said. “But thanks a lot for the glowing reference anyway. You know I feel the same way about you.” 
 
    “And would have vouched for me the same way, too,” she said. 
 
    He nodded. “In a heartbeat.” 
 
    She went on, “Mistress Helena will see you at her house tomorrow evening, if you can make it.” 
 
    “I can,” he said straight away. 
 
    “Great,” said Julie. “I’ll give you the details in a moment.” She allowed another pause. “She only has two conditions she requires you to comply with to be permitted to meet her.” 
 
    Alan took a deep breath. “What are they?” 
 
    “The first is that you give yourself an enema not long before setting off to her place.” 
 
    “Will do,” he said with a shiver of excitement. “And the second condition?” 
 
    “That you be devoid of all body hair,” Julie replied. “I don’t have even the tiniest wisp of body hair these days myself, as a matter of interest – at Mistress Carroll’s insistence, needless to say.” 
 
    “I’ll follow your excellent example,” said Alan.   
 
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. Alan was getting ready for his visit to Mistress Helena. He had begun by giving himself an enema. He’d then washed his hair, shaved his face, and cleaned his teeth. Now it was time to get on with methodically removing all his body hair. Alan counted himself lucky he was far from being hirsute. Even so he wanted to do the job properly. 
 
    He started by trimming his pubic hair as short as he could. Then he reached for his safety razor and a tube of shaving gel, climbed into the shower and got to work. He systematically lathered up and shaved away any hair on his body. He rinsed off the remnants of the shaving gel, got out of the shower, towelled himself dry, applied deodorant and combed his hair. 
 
    Alan experienced a tremor of delight as his gaze travelled over his reflection in the long bathroom mirror, seeing the total smoothness of his body. He felt its sleek surface with his fingers, the skin silky-soft to the touch. When he revealed his naked body to Mistress Helena for her appraisal he hoped she’d relish as much as he did the sight of his skin made entirely bare like this.  
 
    He felt more naked than he had ever been. He also felt very aroused. His cock was swollen with surging blood, the skin all around it completely hairless. He imagined standing boldly inviting like this before the dominatrix he’d yet to meet but who he hoped was going to make all his most extreme erotic fantasies come true.  
 
    Alan became suffused with carnality at the thought. He took hold of his erection and rubbed it a few times… before quickly drawing his hand away. It was not the time to masturbate. It was time to get dressed for his meeting with the mysterious woman to whom he was already prepared to give so much power over his life. He felt deep in his bones he really would do that too. It was a risk but one he needed to take. It was something he simply had to do. 
 
    He had decided to take another leaf out of Julie’s book on this occasion and dispense with underwear. There’d just be soft leather covering the smooth naked skin in that part of his body. He padded into the bedroom and got dressed. As he put on a pair of close-fitting black leather jeans, pulling them high on his thighs, he thought about how their cool texture would caress his cock while he drove to his eagerly awaited appointment with destiny.  
 
    Alan matched the leather jeans with black leather loafers over thin black socks, a maroon T-shirt, and a midnight-blue jacket that was lightweight and nicely tailored. He checked himself out in the full-length mirror in the bedroom. He was good to go.  
 
    And it was time to go now too.   
 
    As he drove to the address Julie’d given him, Alan felt his pulsing cock push against the cool leather of his jeans. It was a deliciously erotic feeling. Alan slowed the car down as he approached the Dutch-gabled Victorian dwelling that was his destination.  
 
    Alan pulled the car to a standstill on the other side of the street to the property and switched off the ignition. He looked down at the dashboard, checking the time on the digital clock. He was a bit too early. Far better than the alternative, Alan reminded himself. That would have been unthinkable under the circumstances. But being too early wouldn’t have done either. 
 
    He could hardly wait for the appointed time to arrive, though. His palms were sweating. His cock pulsed more insistently, pushing against its snug leather covering. Alan was filled with excitement. He was also afraid but not so afraid he didn’t want to go ahead with this meeting. He checked the digital clock again. It was time to make a move.   
 
    Alan left the car and rolled his shoulders, loosening them. He then walked over the quiet street to Mistress Helena’s red-bricked house. Beside the wrought-iron gates set in the high boundary wall was an entry system at which he announced his presence to the dominatrix, who said she’d meet him at the front door. This was followed by an obliging buzz and click as the gates released. They closed behind him as he made his way on rubbery legs up a flagstone pathway before stepping up the two steps to the front door.  
 
     The door was pulled open by a woman of such spectacular beauty it hit Alan immediately, making his entire body feel as though an electric current had coursed through it. The woman’s shoulder length hair was raven-black and lustrous. She had full sensuous lips, strong features with high cheekbones, and her large dark-blue eyes had a direct luminous gaze.  
 
    The woman looked magnificent in a gleaming, skin-tight red leather catsuit. It delineated and defined every curve and swell of her body, from the contours of her full breasts and erect nipples to the slit of her pussy. The erotic effect was heightened further by the long shiny red leather stiletto-heeled boots she had on. 
 
     “Good to meet you, Alan.” She smiled. 
 
     “You too, Mistress,” Alan replied, his heart pounding in his throat. 
 
     “Follow me,” she said. 
 
    I’d follow you anywhere, Mistress, thought Alan elatedly.  
 
    The dominatrix led him down a high-ceilinged, corniced hallway and into an elegantly furnished living room. The room’s mahogany surfaces were polished to a high shine and it boasted handcrafted black leather furniture. The dark hardwood floor had woven throw rugs on it and a number of fine oil paintings hung on the walls.  
 
    Helena led Alan to the center of the room, turned and said without preamble, “First thing first, take off all your clothes.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, trembling slightly with excitement, and immediately complied.  
 
    He took off his jacket, T-shirt, loafers and socks. A wave of excitement rushed through his body as he unbuttoned and removed his black leather jeans to reveal his engorged cock. 
 
     The dominatrix gazed salaciously at Alan in all his naked vulnerability and arousal. He’d never felt so displayed and so exposed. It was the unspoken lust between them that made the moment so incredibly intense. 
 
    “Lift your arms,” Helena said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, raising them above his head. 
 
    “Now spread your legs.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    The dominatrix walked a slow circle round Alan, letting her gaze sweep over his fine smooth body. Very nice, very nice indeed, she thought as she allowed her eyes to linger on the nice tight ass, the broad shoulders, the lean but muscular frame, the thick erect cock sticking up so insistently and pulsing so enticingly. His cock was already gleaming wetly with pre-cum, she noted with a lascivious smile. 
 
    “Good,” she said, concluding her inspection. “You’ve made a thorough job of shaving off all your body hair, as I required. Now let’s see what you’re really made of. Come with me.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    His erection bobbing before him, Alan followed Helena’s seductive leather-clad form out of the living room and down the hallway. They hadn’t progressed far when she stopped at a door and pulled it open. The door opened onto a short corridor that led in turn to a straight staircase that disappeared into the basement. The staircase led down to a length of corridor that brought them to another door. It was of heavy oak with black iron hardware. The dominatrix opened the door and led him into the room beyond, which was long and broad with a vaulted ceiling.  
 
     Alan’s hard-on throbbed at the sights that met his eyes there. The room was decked out beautifully with high quality dungeon equipment, all polished wood, soft leather and gleaming metal. It included a St. Andrew’s cross, a horse, a whipping bench, an upright torture chair, and a leather-covered bondage table. In addition several chains hung from the ceiling, some with metal spreader bars attached to them and others without. Up against one of the dark walls of the dungeon there was a rack upon which hung a large collection of canes, whips, paddles, chains, clamps, gags, blindfolds, strap-ons and other BDSM items. 
 
     “I want to beat you now,” Helena told Alan brusquely. “Get over the whipping bench.” She pointed at the item of dungeon equipment concerned. 
 
    Alan knelt over the bench, his erection resting against its leather surface. He tried to keep under control his breathing, which had become fast and shallow. His adrenaline was through the roof as he braced himself, strengthening his resolve to handle what lay ahead.  
 
    Helena used the flat of her hand first, delivering six blows to his backside, each smack a sharp sensation of fire. Then she delivered another six, and another, and on and on. For a long while the cavernous dungeon echoed with the sound of hand on naked flesh as she followed one stinging blow after another in quick succession. As the dominatrix continued to bring her hand down, Alan felt the pain he was suffering start to melt away, becoming a suffuse red heat that seeped through his body, connecting with the pulsing hardness of his cock. 
 
    After a time Helena stopped spanking him and switched to a leather strap, which she’d selected from the rack. She bought the implement down onto Alan’s backsides with remorseless energy from the word go, each blow landing like an explosion and smarting vividly. He tensed and squirmed with pain as the searing heat burned his flesh. But, as had happened with the spanking, with that pain came undoubted pleasure. Throughout the strapping Alan could feel its heat build up in his throbbing erection, which rubbed excitingly against the leather surface of the whipping bench. Helena carried on beating him with the leather strap for some time and the resounding crack of each blow mingled with his moans of pleasure-pain.  
 
    Alan found that he wanted more of the same – much more. He arched his back, offering the reddened cheeks of his backside to Helena’s fiery strokes. The pain was acute. So was the pleasure. He was leaking pre-cum, dribbles of it smearing the leather of the whipping bench. When Alan’s strapping was finally over, his flesh was quivering and burning with both great pain and great pleasure. 
 
    Helena returned the disciplinary implement to the rack and came back holding a black strap-on dildo, which she buckled into place over her leather-covered thighs 
 
    The dominatrix moved to the front of Alan and thrust the dildo in his face. “Suck it,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  
 
    He wrapped his lips around the rubber shaft, swirling his tongue around its head, before taking its length into his mouth. Alan moved his lips up and down the shaft, tasting every inch of it, licking and sucking at it until finally Helena pulled away from him. 
 
    “Are you prepared to be ass-fucked?” she asked Alan. 
 
    “Fully prepared as you required, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    “Always make sure that is the case,” she told him. 
 
    Helena went behind Alan again and liberally applied lubricant to the strap-on dildo protruding from her groin. She placed the end of the dildo against his anal hole and pushed gently against the tight ring of muscles. Helena then used her hands to part the cheeks of Alan’s backside, and the black rubber shaft slid partway into him before his anal muscles clamped down reflexively.  
 
    The highly skilled dominatrix didn’t force the dildo in when she felt this resistance. Instead she waited for Alan’s anal muscles to relax, and when they had she pushed the dildo a bit further until the next spasm of resistance caused the muscles to clamp down again. By a series of gentle thrusts and pauses like this she eventually got the dildo planted firmly inside Alan  and he sighed with pleasure when it finally slid all the way home.  
 
    Helena began a slow thrusting motion that caused the rubber shaft to slide in and out of Alan’s anus. Each time it did this he groaned. He was intensely aroused. His face was flushed, his eyes and mouth wide open, his breathing labored.  
 
    Alan began to push his hips back on the rubber dildo the dominatrix was thrusting into him with such skill, feeling it slide in and out as they both moved. These movements caused spears of pleasure to shoot through him as the implement made contact with his prostate gland and his erection rubbed back and forth against the leather surface of the whipping bench. He continued to groan with pleasure at each stroke, which made Helena sodomize him faster.  
 
    The dominatrix built up even more momentum as she carried on ass-fucking Alan, grinding her hips over and over as he bucked even more beneath her. She pounded the dildo in and out of his anus, fucking him hard to the rhythm of his groans of pleasure.  
 
    Then… 
 
    “Come for me,” she demanded.  
 
    Immediately Alan climaxed with violence, spilling out thick spurts of hot cum in juddering spasms onto the leather surface beneath him.  
 
    After Alan’s orgasm had finally subsided Helena extracted the dildo from his anus, the implement coming free with a wet, sucking noise. Lubricant trickled out of his gaping anal hole and down his thighs.  
 
    After removing the strap-on harness from her body the dominatrix came to the front of Alan and told him, “I’ve seen what you’re made of now and I very much like what I’ve seen. The basics are definitely there, that’s for sure. And that couldn’t be more important in this situation.” She gestured towards the far end of the rack. “There’s a bathroom through the door there where I want you to go and clean yourself up. When you’ve done that come back here where I have something else I want to do to your body,” she added mysteriously. “When I’ve done that we’ll go back to the living room again where I have important matters to discuss with you.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    They were back in the living room. Helena was still looking resplendent in her shiny red leather catsuit and stiletto-heeled boots. Alan was kneeling upright before her, naked but for the lightweight metal chastity device into which she’d padlocked him before they’d left the dungeon.  
 
    Helena looked down at him inquiringly. “Are you comfortable in your cock-lock?” she asked.  
 
    “Very, Mistress,” Alan replied, his expression deferential. “I really like the way it feels. It fits beautifully.” 
 
    “It needs to,” she said, “because you will be wearing it most of the time from now on. You’ll find it presents no problem when you need to take a leak and that it’s very discreet under your clothing, so there’s no potential for embarrassment. There are air vents for good hygiene. I could go on….” 
 
    There was a brief pause before Helena continued. “Here’s where we are going with all this,” she said. “I and a carefully selected group of my friends, all of them highly experienced in the art of female erotic domination, will provide you with the means to live out your obsessive sexual fantasies to the full. That is our plan just as I know it’s your plan too. I will advise you personally when and where you are to go each time we meet with you. I’ve been given your mobile number and will contact you by that means when your presence is required.” 
 
    She paused another beat. “Being locked into your chastity device will serve as a constant reminder to you of the wildly deviant drama you have chosen to engage in, and will serve to keep your sexual arousal high. You will find this of particular benefit on those occasions when the commands you receive would otherwise be difficult for you to comply with. You get that, don’t you?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress,” Alan replied. “It makes perfect sense the way you explain it.”  
 
    Helena went on, “Before you leave here today I’m going to let you have a key to your cock-lock and a spare key too. Always make sure you carry one of them on your person at all times and keep the other in a safe place at home.  Other than when I or any of my entourage specifically tell you that you can you are only permitted to unlock and remove the device when you take a shower or have a bath. This should coincide with when you shave your body, which must be a daily occurrence. You OK with all that?”  
 
    “Yes, it’s all fine with me, Mistress,” he replied respectfully. “Anything you say.” 
 
    The dominatrix continued in her firm and compelling manner, “Another thing I insist on is that when you’ve unlocked and removed the device for these specific purposes under no circumstances whatsoever are you to masturbate unless you’ve been given permission by me or one of my crew. Are you perfectly clear about that?” 
 
    Alan nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Holding yourself back from masturbating is something new to you, I’m guessing,” she said. 
 
    “It is, Mistress,” Alan replied. 
 
    Helena looked at him sternly. “Don’t get any silly ideas, will you.” 
 
    He held up both his hands. “I give you my word I’ll do as you say, Mistress. I swear to it on my life.” 
 
    “Your word is good enough for me,” she said. “I have it on good authority you are a man to be trusted and I believe that to be true.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he said. “I promise I’ll never give you any reason at all to doubt your trust in me.” 
 
     “For further clarification,” Helena went on, “you are only ever to have sex as instructed. While you are under my control not only must you not have sex with yourself you may only have sex with me or one of my entourage.” 
 
     She paused to take a breath before continuing, “You are never to ignore or even in the smallest way challenge an instruction from me or any member of my group – and you are bound to find some of these instructions daunting. Having said that, let me assure you your safety will always be ensured and you will never be controlled by anyone who would put you at risk. Trust me on that, Alan, as I am choosing to trust you.” 
 
    Helena stopped for a moment, allowing him to absorb her words fully. Then she placed a hand along his jawline and asked, “Do you understand and accept everything I have said?” 
 
    Alan’s heart pounded with excitement and apprehension. “I do, Mistress.”  
 
    The dominatrix took her hand away from his jaw and gestured for him to get to his feet. “Put your clothes back on,” she said. 
 
    When Alan had done that Helena handed him two keys to the cock-lock after which she sent him on his way, telling him to wait to hear from her.   
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Alan had been comfortable from the start in the cock-lock and that remained the case. He quickly became so used to wearing the device it felt almost like a part of his body. Also, just as Helena had promised, its constant presence kept his sexual arousal at the forefront of his consciousness. 
 
    As he sat at his desk at work in front of his computer the chastity device caused continuous tremors of pleasure to run through him. It was the same when he was at home. It was the same when he was anywhere. Day and night while he waited to hear from Helena he speculated about what she might have planned for him. He took the sexual arousal that throbbed constantly through him and channeled it into fantasies that filled his mind with all manner of outlandish erotic thoughts. 
 
    Alan played with a host of possible kinky commands he might receive that, as Helena had suggested, might prove difficult for him to comply with. The more outrageous his imaginings were, the more sexually excited he became, his cock pulsing ever more insistently in the genital jail that constrained it so completely.   
 
    Denied the outlet of orgasm when he felt so aroused Alan was sometimes tempted to unlock his chastity device and masturbate. He couldn’t help being tempted that way. He was only human. But he didn’t succumb to these temptations. He’d given his word of honor to Helena he wouldn’t, and that was the end of it. 
 
    Even so, it wasn’t easy to deny his body’s need for sexual release. And it didn’t get any easier. The longer he waited to hear from Helena – it had been almost a week now, and still no word – the more aroused he became. At times he felt close to exploding with erotic energy. He wondered how much longer the dominatrix would leave it before contacting him. It was very hard…and he wasn’t! He couldn’t possibly have been, restrained as he was by the unrelenting chastity device. 
 
    Finally, and not a moment too soon as far as he was concerned, he got the phone call he’d been waiting for. 
 
    “You able to talk?” Helena asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Alan’s heart had begun thudding in his chest. “I’m on my own at home.” 
 
    “How are you getting on with the cock-lock?” asked the dominatrix. “Has it been really exciting you?” 
 
    “And how, Mistress!” he exclaimed. 
 
    “That pleases me,” she drawled. 
 
    “When do you want to see me?” he asked, his voice eager. “Tonight?” 
 
    “No,” she said. “Tomorrow night and in your cock-lock too. I’ll be there with all my entourage.” 
 
    “Where’s ‘there’, Mistress?” Alan asked excitedly. “Where do you want me to go?” 
 
    “Do you know Drake’s Hotel?” 
 
    “It’s in Carter Lane, isn’t it, Mistress?”  
 
    “It is,” she replied. “Go there at eight tomorrow evening and ask at reception for the key to suite 20. When you get there you should ignore the Do Not Disturb sign on the door and let yourself in. Right in front of you you’ll see a table and on top of that you’ll find your instructions.” She paused. “Have you taken all that in?” 
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, a lump rising in his throat. “Can I ask you to perhaps give me a rough idea what I might expect to happen after that? I just thought…”  
 
    “You can ask but I’m certainly not going to tell you,” she interrupted. 
 
    Alan hesitated, not quite knowing what to say. 
 
    Helena filled the silence. “Everything will be totally safe, you need have no doubt about that,” she assured him, adding after a moment, “You do have a choice though if you feel you are going into all this heedlessly and are worried about the risk involved.”   
 
    “What’s that, Mistress?” he asked. 
 
    “You can cry off once and for all and drop out of the whole arrangement,” said the dominatrix. “It’s not too late for you to do that.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dream of it, Mistress,” Alan affirmed.  
 
    “Good to hear,” she said.  
 
    Then the line went dead; she’d gone. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    From that point on Alan began mentally preparing for his mysterious assignation. He could hardly wait. Every part of his being pulsed with nervous energy and his cock throbbed constantly within the restrictive chastity device. In what depraved ways would Helena and her entourage abuse him when he was at their mercy? he wondered excitedly. Myriad deliciously deviant possibilities flashed through his mind. 
 
     But as the time got ever closer for Alan to venture off on this erotic adventure a wariness set in with him at the reality of what he was about to do. There were plenty of ways it could go badly if he thought about it rationally. In fact doing what he was about to do could turn out to be the biggest mistake he’d ever made.  
 
    He was a reckless idiot, he told himself. What had he been thinking to have agreed to such an act of lunacy? What had he been thinking with, more like? His cock had been doing all his thinking for him lately, hadn’t it? Its contact with the chastity device within which it was restrained was so wildly erotic it had made him half-demented with lust, hadn’t it?  
 
    Alan understood very well that he was putting himself in this vulnerable situation not knowing what unwelcome surprises might be awaiting him. He’d tried to get some idea from Helena about what he might be walking into when entering that hotel suite but she’d point-blank refused to tell him. If he’d thought it too risky she had given him the chance to back out though – permanently. But he’d unequivocally declined. So a no-show was not an option. He was going into this by choice. That was the bottom line. Helena had assured him he’d be safe, and just as she’d told him she’d decided to trust him he’d decided to trust her. He was about to find out whether he’d been right to do that… 
 
      
 
    Alan drove to the elegant Art Deco building that housed Drake’s Hotel and found a vacant parking space nearby. He parked the car, fed the meter and walked over to the hotel. Alan obtained the key for suite 20 from reception and took the stairs to the first floor where it was situated. He walked down the corridor until he got to the suite and, with his nerves fluttering in his stomach, put the key in the lock and let himself in.  
 
    The anonymous room Alan had entered had smooth blank walls, one of which had a big full-length mirror attached to it. He made a bee-line for the table directly in front of him that Helena had referred to. His gaze dipped to the instructions she’d prepared for him, which were on top of the table as she’d said they’d be. They were typed on a single sheet of paper, next to which was a packet of wet-wipes. Alan picked up the note and read it carefully. It said as follows:  
 
    Take off all of your clothes and unlock and remove your chastity device. Then stand in front of the full-length mirror, which is two-way. It is a mirror on your side. But it is able to be seen through from the other side, and that is where the four of us are currently grouped together, waiting with baited breath to watch you perform. 
 
     Making sure you take your time so we can savor that performance, we want you to masturbate to orgasm, ejaculating into your hand. Once you’ve done that do the following things with all speed. Use the wet-wipes for their obvious purpose, lock yourself back into the chastity device, get dressed, leave the suite, return its key to reception, and go home.  
 
    With his heart hammering fiercely in his chest and his cock pulsing with equal ferocity within the chastity device, Alan stripped off. As soon as he removed the cock-lock his naked body was exposed to his unseen audience in all its freshly-shaven smoothness. His shaft immediately reared up, freed from its confinement within the unyielding chastity device.  
 
    Alan padded over to the full-length mirror he was to perform in front of. He gently squeezed the base of his erection before closing his grip, enjoying the smooth solid feel of his hardness in his hand. Very slowly he stroked his shaft, passing his fingers over the entire length and letting them linger on the head, which was already coated with pre-cum.  
 
    Alan realised what he was being required to do effectively amounted to a test. The note had as good as said so. Helena and the other women clearly didn’t want a premature ejaculator to dominate on this or indeed any other occasion. That wouldn’t work for their purposes at all – or his. Yet he knew that if he wasn’t extremely careful it would take very little for him to come this time. 
 
    That was largely because of the exceptionally high level of arousal he’d endured – and enjoyed – as a result of having his cock trapped for so many days within the chastity device. He therefore started masturbating deliberately slowly to prevent that disaster from happening and to ensure he gave Helena and the others the voyeuristic experience they wanted to savor. 
 
    As he continued to pleasure both himself and his unseen audience this way Alan experienced an acute out-of-body rush. This is actually happening. I’m not jerking off in front of an imaginary group of dommes. I’m doing it for real this time. 
 
    He steadily built up momentum, pulling more insistently at his erection. Alan could feel desire pulsing hotly through his body. But he knew he must not let his lust have free reign. He couldn’t have been more aware of how imperative it was to control his carnal desires and not let them get the better of him. Anyway there was so much sexual tension to break loose he wanted to feel it all before allowing its release.  
 
    So, despite his increasingly high level of excitement Alan ensured he kept his climax at bay. Finally he felt he didn’t need to do that anymore. When he judged the time was right he started to pull at himself with powerful motions, feeling the pulse in his erection quicken even further. He began breathing heavily as the potent desire within him mounted more and more. 
 
     Alan continued to rub with a vigorous touch, his shaft throbbing in his pounding fist. He could feel the passion surging through him as his body climbed towards what he knew would be a mind-blowing climax. The deep pulsing was exquisite now and beyond his control. Then it was there. He jolted and released, tumbling into one of the most overpowering orgasms he’d ever experienced.  
 
     He gasped in ecstasy as his shaft let loose a copious spray of cum into the palm of his hand. Alan let the wild sensations flood his being and the feelings surge until at last he finished ejaculating. He waited until all the sensations had largely faded as he recovered more or less from his huge orgasm.  
 
    When he had returned to some semblance of normality he turned away from his reflection in the glass and promptly got on with complying with the last of the instructions he’d received in Helena’s note. He started by using the wet-wipes. Then he locked himself back into the chastity device. He trembled slightly as he did so, only the smallest fires of passion still burning within him after his mighty climax. Finally he hurriedly got dressed, left the suite and headed straight to reception to return the key. 
 
    Alan emerged from the hotel and walked over to where he was parked. He got into his car and drove off in the direction of home. Motoring through the evening traffic, his thoughts returned time and again to the performance he’d given before the assembled dommes. He’d been unable to see the women of course. But he was confident they’d have enjoyed the triple X-rated little drama Helena had devised for him to deliver for them. He’d known in his gut all along he would do well this time whatever was demanded of him – as long as his lust and desire to obey Helena overruled his fear, which it had. 
 
    He now knew how many women there were in Helena’s entourage. There were three of them. She had told him so in her note and he had no reason to doubt what she’d said. He wondered what new act of depravity would be required of him next. Whatever it was he’d obey. Alan felt a deep sense of surrender to the power of Helena, the driving force behind all this. He knew with total certainty he would not be able to stop himself from continuing to surrender to it. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    The mammoth climax Alan had experienced in front of his unseen audience that night sated his lust – but not for very long. In no time a combination of his anticipation of even more wantonly deviant experiences at the hands of Helena and her entourage of three and the continuing presence of the unrelenting cock-lock had the inevitable effect on his libido. Sexual energy surged constantly through Alan’s being, igniting a strong urge to masturbate he knew only too well he was not allowed to satisfy. 
 
    Standing in the shower with his naked body freshly shaved of all traces of hair, he would turn the water to the most savage cold in an attempt to extinguish his smoldering desire. It didn’t work but at least caused Alan to lose his hard-on, enabling him to lock the insidious chastity device back into place once he’d dried off. 
 
    His body thus restrained – and deprived of the outlet of masturbation even on the brief occasions it wasn’t – Alan’s erotic imagination churned. As he waited to hear from Helena he wondered excitedly what daring game she and her kinky cohorts would want him to play next. It would be well outside his comfort zone again. Of that he was certain.  
 
    Thankfully it only took a few days for the dominatrix to get back in touch by phone.  
 
    When Alan reached for the handset and saw who the call was from his heart began to drum with excitement.  
 
    “Are you on your own?” Helena asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He managed to keep his voice steady, 
 
    “You impressed us all at Drake’s Hotel,” she went on. “Want another chance to do that?” 
 
    “The sooner the better if possible, Mistress,” Alan replied, his tone urgent. 
 
    He listened intently to what the dominatrix went on to say. “Tomorrow evening I want you to arrive at the same time as before at the same hotel but this time you should go to a different suite: number ten. It’s on the ground floor. Don’t pick up the key from reception on this occasion. Instead come straight to the suite, knock on the door and I’ll let you in. When you strip down to your cock-lock I also want to see a butt plug in your ass. Are you clear about all that?” 
 
     “Yes, Mistress” he replied tremulously, and she finished the call. 
 
      
 
  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven  
 
    . 
 
    By the time Alan arrived the following evening at suite ten of Drake’s Hotel he was in a state of high excitement. Adrenaline coursed through him at the prospect of what lay ahead. He had no idea what Helena had in mind for him this time but he was positive she would not disappoint. 
 
    He knocked on the door, and a moment later Helena opened it up without revealing more of herself than the slender fingers of one hand curling round the edge of the door and a swoop of jet-black hair.  
 
    “Come in,” she said, drawing the door back further, and Alan crossed the threshold. 
 
    Once he was inside, the dominatrix closed the door and revealed herself. Alan’s eyes widened. She was gloriously naked – apart from one item.  
 
    “This is a double dildo strap-on,” she told Alan, a lascivious gleam in her dark-blue eyes. “All four of us are sporting these tonight and with good reason.”  
 
    Alan’s sexual expectancy began to rage like a forest fire. “I see, Mistress,” he panted.  
 
    What he also saw was the large mirror on the wall. Was it two-way like the last one had been? he wondered. Were the other three dommes gazing at Helena and him from behind it right now? 
 
    “Strip off but leave your chastity device in place,” Helena told Alan curtly, bringing his attention back to her. 
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    After checking out Alan’s butt-plug the dominatrix instructed, “Get down on your hands and knees.” 
 
    When he’d done as he’d been told she placed a leather blindfold securely over his eyes. He felt a lurch of disorientation at the total darkness that had engulfed him so suddenly.  
 
    Gazing into the pitch-blackness of the blindfold, Alan could see nothing at all, not even the tiniest sliver of light. But he heard something that sounded like the click of a door opening within the suite. He was almost certain he was now no longer on his own in the room with Helena and that there were three others around him as well. Alan could sense quiet movements both in front of and behind him. Then he felt a sudden aching removal as the butt-plug was unceremoniously pulled out of his anus.  
 
    It had begun. 
 
    As soon as the butt-plug had been removed one of the four women plunged a strap-on dildo into Alan’s ass right to the base. Its owner went on to thrust in and out of him, slowly at first but quickly building up pace. Her hands held his ass cheeks firmly as she moved ever faster. Soon she was hammering her thighs against his, her thrusts furious. Alan was the very opposite of an unwilling victim of this violation, moving his pelvis, piston-like, in rhythm with it.  
 
    Suddenly the dominatrix stopped, though, and withdrew the dildo from his hole. 
 
    There was a fleeting moment of rest before there was another domme at Alan’s rear. Gripping his ass cheeks with her fingers, she penetrated him with her external dildo in one smooth plunge. The woman began as slowly as his previous assailant but, like her, quickly increased the tempo of her thrusts. Her body moved rapidly back and forth and his body moved with it in an equally fast rhythmic motion. 
 
    When that dominatrix too drew to an abrupt halt and withdrew, another one promptly replaced her in administering Alan’s anal ravishment. At the same time as she began to slowly ass-fuck him another domme pressed the dildo protruding from her crotch against his lips, ready to drive its fullness down his throat. When she went on to face-fuck him with a will the other domme began pounding her dildo into his ass in a corresponding rhythm. 
 
    Wrapped up in the blackness before his gaze, Alan responded to the demands the women made for their satisfaction. With both ends of him vigorously used this way, and his body thrashing furiously in response, he felt totally – willingly – at their mercy.  
 
    Feeling thoroughly decadent, Alan luxuriated in the women’s relentless assault. He was powerless to resist them, he told himself. He was helpless to stop what they were doing to him, not that he wanted to in the slightest. He’d been robbed of all autonomy by Helena and her entourage – and he wouldn’t have had it any other way.  
 
    Alan lost himself in the experience. It was overwhelming. Helena and the others had taken him to a place of sexual abandonment that was exciting him to the depths of his being. 
 
    Then his current ravishment stopped and both women withdrew at the same time.  
 
    After that …nothing. 
 
    “We are done with you for the night,” Helena said from behind him after a silence. At the same time he felt the butt plug being pressed back into his anus. “When I give the word you are to count out loud slowly to twenty. When you’ve finished counting, remove the blindfold, get dressed, leave the hotel and return to your apartment.” She paused a beat. “Once you get there immediately strip off all your clothes, remove the cock-lock and, with the butt-plug still in place, masturbate to orgasm. But do this only the once. After that, go back to wearing the chastity device as usual. I’ll be back in touch before you know it. That’s all I have to say to you. Start slowly counting from one to twenty now.” 
 
    Soon after Alan had begun that slow count he heard an internal door open and close. When he’d finished he threw off the blindfold, unsurprised to find himself all alone in the room. He dressed quickly, left the hotel and drove home where he did exactly as Helena had instructed virtually the moment he was through the door. 
 
    Lying naked flat on his back on the bed, the cock-lock removed but the butt-plug still lodged in his ass, Alan moved his right hand towards his erection. His breath coming fast, he began to masturbate. He also closed his eyes tight because it brought back to mind the pitch-blackness of his blindfold.  
 
    As he moved the palm of his hand up and down over his shaft, Alan replayed the surreal experience of being used by Helena and three unknown women the way he’d been. He heard her voice again too, the voice that had simultaneously commanded and seduced him right from the start in their extraordinary relationship. Helena was the woman who was driving all this. He was the obedient submissive who raced to her every uncompromising command. He ached to have her power take him even further into her world of sexual depravity. 
 
    Alan’s strokes grew shorter as he pumped his fist over his erection. His body pulsed with pleasure, getting ever closer to the ecstasy of release. He felt his climax building until he could contain himself no longer. His body shuddered and his stiff cock jerked in spasms as his creamy cum flowed in one hot spurt after another over his torso.  
 
    When Alan’s shuddering orgasm came to an end he went to the bathroom, removed the butt-plug and cleaned himself up. When he returned to the bedroom, all passions spent – for now – he locked himself back into the unrelenting chastity device.  
 
    Alan knew it wouldn’t be long before he felt tempted to remove the device and masturbate. He also knew he wouldn’t succumb to the temptation, no matter what. He was bound by the strict rules Helena had set for him and there was no getting round that. It was back to the waiting game for him and, thank goodness, it didn’t look like he’d have to wait long.  
 
    “I’ll be back in touch before you know it.” That was what the dominatrix had said. And she proved as good as her word. She sent Alan a text message later that night to say she wanted him to come to her place the following evening at seven. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve  
 
      
 
    The following evening at seven, just as instructed, Alan arrived at Helena’s address. The entrance gates now firmly closed behind him he stood on her doorstep, waiting for her to open the front door. His heart was in his throat and his palms were sweating. As usual he had no idea at all what she had in mind.  
 
    When the raven-haired dominatrix answered the door her appearance took his breath away.  What little she had on this time consisted of only a black leather and diamante choker, a clinging corset of black leather, and stiletto-heeled shoes. The corset tightly cinched her waist and pushed up her full breasts, leaving their stiff nipples exposed. The smooth fullness of her sex was completely on display too. 
 
    “Come with me,” she commanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” gasped the awe-struck submissive. 
 
    Alan followed the dominatrix down the hallway towards the living room. Her round bare behind quivered with every stiletto-heeled step she took. It was a delicious sight that made Alan’s cock pulse and twitch within the constraining chastity device.  
 
    When they were both in the room Helena stopped by a black leather armchair, turned and demanded, “Strip down to your cock-lock.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Alan said, and did. 
 
    The dominatrix eyed him up and down approvingly. “We’ve never kissed, have we?”  
 
    “We haven’t, Mistress,” he agreed. 
 
    “I think we should rectify that.”  
 
    Helena brought her hands to the back of Alan’s neck, planted her lips on his and kissed him fiercely. And he kissed her right back with equal fervor, their mouths open and tongues engaging wetly with each other. 
 
    Eventually Helena broke their clinch.  
 
    “I love the passionate way you kiss,” she told Alan. “Now get down on your knees and prepare to lavish the same attention on my breasts.” 
 
    When he was in position the dominatrix reached her hands down and clutched his shoulders, bringing his lips to the twin orbs before him. He opened his mouth on one then the other of her luscious breasts and kissed them tenderly.  
 
    Helena looked down at him with a blissful smile. “Beautiful,” she said. “Now concentrate your attention on the nipples.” 
 
    “Yes. Mistress,” Alan panted. 
 
    The dominatrix shivered with delight when he took her stiff nipples into his mouth, first one and then the other. He began gently pulling the dark, enticing nubs with his lips. Soon he was sucking and licking them voraciously and they tightened further under his enthusiastic attentions. Helena moaned in delighted arousal before pulling her breasts away from him.  
 
    She then sat down in the black leather armchair and opened her thighs to reveal the bare gleaming smoothness of her sex. Its lips were swollen and glistening with love juice.  
 
     “Thoroughly pleasure my pussy with your lips and tongue now,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” replied Alan, his pulse pounding. 
 
    He shuffled forward on his knees and moved his head down between her quivering thighs, bringing his tongue to the slickness of her pussy. 
 
    Alan remained knelt with his lips pressed hard against Helena’s sex, his tongue as busy as anything between its shining wet lips. He licked and lapped at the distended button of her clitoris with eager attention, knowing her orgasm was getting closer all the time 
 
    Helena’s thighs shuddered at the swift flicking of Alan’s tongue on her clit. He felt her gushing love juice on his chin and his tonguing grew even faster. Then she gasped and climaxed convulsively, jerking and jerking again. 
 
    Alan continued working her sex with his mouth so her pleasure would continue over and on. She went limp when she eventually finished climaxing, and reached down to caress his hair. 
 
    Finally Helena got him to shuffle back on his knees and she raised herself to her feet. There was a brief silence. Then she looked down at Alan and said, “I’m going to want you to leave shortly. But you don’t want to do that, do you?” 
 
     “No I don’t, Mistress” he admitted truthfully. 
 
    “You’d like to stay here, be permitted to remove your cock-lock and one way or another be allowed sexual relief, wouldn’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, I’d love that, Mistress,” Alan replied, a hungry look playing across his face.  
 
    “Not going to happen,” Helena said, shaking her head. “Understood?” 
 
    Alan gulped. “Understood, Mistress.” 
 
    “You know you always have to obey me,” the dominatrix went on, her tone cold. 
 
    “And I always will, Mistress,” he asserted. 
 
    Helena arched an eyebrow at him. “Always?” she probed. 
 
    “Always, Mistress,” he reiterated. 
 
    “You are willing to live by my rigid rules, come what may, are you?” 
 
    He nodded. “I am, Mistress.” 
 
    The dominatrix looked at him calmly. “That's a bold claim.” She paused. “I mean, you've yet to even meet any of my entourage. You’ve no idea what further depths I want you to explore with them. On that basis are you sure you don’t want to qualify the assurance you’ve just given me?” 
 
    Alan pondered her question for a moment before replying emphatically, “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “You have to really trust me to say that,” Helena said. 
 
    “I do, Mistress.” 
 
    A knowing smile crossed her face. “Let’s hope you feel the same way after you’ve experienced the encounter I’ve set up for you tomorrow with one of my crew.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
    . 
 
    Alan was full of sexual expectation tinged with fear as he waited to meet the first of Helena’s entourage of three for this latest assignation she’d arranged. He was outside a local wine bar the dominatrix had specified. It was a few blocks away from where he lived but he’d never been to it before. All she’d told him about the woman he would be meeting was that she was called Mistress Ella and was a redhead.  
 
    Helena had said she didn’t want him to wear the cock-lock this time. She didn’t want him to wear underwear either under the black leather jeans she’d insisted upon as well. These were the ones he’d worn when they’d first met.  
 
    Alan stared off into the distance for a moment. How strange it was, he mused, that his complete subservience to Helena’s will somehow felt indistinguishable from freedom. He even felt that way about wearing the chastity device, although it was certainly a welcome relief not to be locked into it this time… 
 
    His thoughts were interrupted when he was approached by a beautiful woman wearing a tight bottle-green minidress and with shiny shoulder-length red hair. 
 
    When she addressed Alan by name his pulse raced. “You must be Mistress Ella,” he said, looking into her smooth fair-skinned face, her sparkling brown eyes. 
 
    “That’s me,” she said with a smile. “Let’s go get a drink.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” said Alan, and he accompanied her into the bar.  
 
    There weren’t many people there at what was an in-between time for such a place: well past the lunchtime rush but the busy evening trade yet to materialize.  
 
    Ella had the pick of various booths but strode right to the back of the bar and chose a small one there. Not only did it have no booths beyond it there were none across from it either. 
 
     The dominatrix indicated where she wanted him to sit down and he did so. She sat next to Alan rather than across the table from him. No escape, he thought excitedly. They were secluded from the rest of the place by the high back of the booth. Also the few people in the bar at that hour were sufficiently far from their booth they could not have seen anything of them.   
 
    One way or another, except for the waitress, there would be no reason for anyone to walk by their booth. They were as unseen as they could be and still be in a public place. Would that be enough of a safety edge for whatever the hell it was Ella was going to require of him or was that not going to be the case by a long shot? Alan asked himself with a shiver of apprehension. Only time would tell. 
 
    The waitress turned up almost as soon as they were seated. She was an attractive brunette with a heart-shaped, faintly Asiatic face and a pleasant, unassuming manner. 
 
    “I’m going to have a glass of Chablis,” said Ella. “How about you, Alan?” 
 
    “The same for me too, please,” he responded. 
 
    “Coming right up,” said the waitress. 
 
    She quickly returned with their drinks and Ella told her they wouldn’t need anything more. With a friendly smile the waitress left them by themselves in the secluded corner. 
 
    From thereon the sexual tension between the two of them began escalating rapidly. Alan thought Ella positively oozed eroticism. Her shapely body invited him with every subtly suggestive move and gesture she made, her beautiful face with every nuance of expression. 
 
    The dominatrix casually sipped her wine. “You’re on quite a personal voyage of discovery, aren’t you, Alan,” she said, speaking in a low voice. 
 
    “I certainly am, Mistress,” he answered equally quietly, taking a sip from his glass. 
 
    “And just to think, it all started in a bar much like this one in a booth much like this one too,” Ella went on. 
 
    Alan raised his eyebrows at her. “You know about the discussion I had at that time with my friend Julie, do you, Mistress?” 
 
    “All three of us do,” Ella replied, “and how it led you to Mistress Helena’s door.” 
 
    “I feel incredibly thankful to her for taking me on, Mistress,” said Alan earnestly.  
 
    Ella studied him for a long moment. “Explain why you feel that way.” 
 
    “She gave me the opportunity to cross a line and take things I’d been fantasising about obsessively into the realms of reality, Mistress,” he replied, taking another sip of wine. “And that’s enabling me to become the person I really am, if that makes sense. I can feel myself making the transformation.  I’ve already changed so much. I… “ 
 
    “I’m sure all that’s true,” Ella cut in, holding his gaze. “But, as you’re well aware, you also have some way to go.” With that she leaned in a little and reached out with her hand to fondle the erection straining against his leather jeans. 
 
    The dominatrix moved her mouth a fraction closer to his ear. “I want to see your big cock standing to attention. Unbutton your fly.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    There was silence for a moment as Ella scrutinized his exposed shaft with a salacious gaze. 
 
    “Actually I want to do a lot more than simply look at your lovely hard-on.” Ella finally said. She returned her hand to Alan’s crotch, her fingers reaching for his erection.  
 
    The flame-haired siren began to masturbate him, rubbing his swollen cock first gently, then more vigorously. As she continued to work his shaft like that there was a part of Alan that could not believe he was engaged in such a reckless act in this public place. He could also not quite believe he was responding to what she was doing to him with no fear or shame or any attempt to hold back. 
 
    The sexual heat generated in him took complete control of Alan as the dominatrix masturbated him with ever more energy. He felt his body rise on its way to orgasm. 
 
    “I want you to come soon,” she whispered, quietly encouraging his impending climax. “And I want you to do it over my hand. Clear about that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress," he gasped. 
 
    Alan felt the climax rise still further as Ella pulled even harder on him. Her busy fingers created all the friction he needed to explode into orgasm. And that’s exactly what he did. His body jerked as he peaked, coming in bursts. Ella kept on rubbing, squeezing every bit of cum from his throbbing erection onto her hand until he was done. 
 
    She then brought the hand to his lips. “Lick my fingers and the palm of my hand clean,” she ordered, adding, “and swallow all your cum, every last drop of it.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Alan said, and got on with doing as he’d been told.  
 
    Once he’d completed this humiliating task to Ella’s satisfaction she got him to button the fly of his leather jeans.   
 
    “Get the hell out of here now,” demanded the dominatrix, hitting Alan gently on the arm before moving off the seat to enable him to get out of the booth. “Expect a phone call from Mistress Helena later this evening with details of your next assignation,” she added, moving back into her seat. 
 
    After giving Ella a last glance, Alan walked down the aisle to make his exit from the bar. He was careful not to meet the eye of the waitress or anyone else in the place as he made his way out.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
    . 
 
    Just as Ella had said she would, Helena had phoned Alan later that evening and set up his next assignation. She’d informed him it would be with the two remaining members of her crew, Mistress Rachel and Mistress Carla. 
 
     As was her wont, Helena had kept what she’d told him about the forthcoming encounter short. In this case she’d said no more than that the two women lived in the same house, what its address was and at what time the next day she wanted him to arrive there.  
 
    Alan felt a heady mix of sexual arousal and nervous apprehension as Rachel ushered him into the high-walled cream-stuccoed Regency house she shared with Carla. She took him straight into its comfortably furnished living room, which had net-curtained windows that overlooked a well-kept garden.  
 
    Rachel was a compelling presence. She had white-blonde hair cut to the shoulders in a geometric style, a high cheek-boned face, a strong jaw, and full red lips. The dominatrix had a beautiful hourglass figure too and wore a black leather micro-minidress and tall stiletto-heeled shoes that enhanced it further. 
 
    There was a light in her big violet eyes as she looked Alan up and down, admiring his handsome features and lithe lean physique. “Mistress Carla will be along presently,” she told him. “Take off your clothes but leave your cock-lock in place.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Rachel put her hands on her hips. “Now kneel before me.”  
 
    Alan immediately dropped to his knees and the dominatrix presented her right foot to him. “I want you to kiss and lick my shoe when I say the word,” she said. “Press your lips to it and await my command.” 
 
    Alan knelt right forward and waited with mounting excitement, his caged cock pulsing in time with his pounding heart.  
 
    “Begin,” she said.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He started gently kissing the shiny black stiletto-heeled shoe, the leather cold and hard against his lips.   
 
    Alan worked around the length of the shoe with his mouth and tongue with increasing passion. He found the groveling task the dominatrix had required of him an intoxicating delight to perform. He glanced up momentarily and noticed she wore no panties beneath her leather micro-minidress, which added still further to his excitement. 
 
    In due course Rachel got Alan to stop what he was doing and she stood away from him.  
 
    At that moment the living room door opened and a woman as breathtakingly beautiful as Rachel came in, hips swaying seductively. Alan rightly assumed she was Carla. Her short dark-brown hair was shiny and straight, and she had pale skin and lively emerald-green eyes that were large and wide-spread. The tight black mesh singlet she had on clearly revealed the stiff nipples of her full firm breasts, and her flared black leather skirt was cut obscenely short. She also wore knee-high black leather boots with stiletto heels.  
 
    Rachel took the beautiful brunette gently by the shoulders and pulled her into an embrace. She then pulled her even closer, planting soft loving kisses on her mouth and neck to which she responded in kind. Rachel squeezed Carla’s breasts softly too, gently rubbing her thumbs over the hard nipples covered only by her tight see-through black singlet. Carla brought a hand to Rachel’s bare ass in response and stroked it tenderly. 
 
    Alan looked up, his eyes fixed on the two gorgeous dommes caressing and fondling one another in this way. He continued to watch as they went on to kiss each other on the lips again. This time it was a long, deep, smoldering kiss, their tongues entwined, stroking and sucking.  
 
    The two women stopped kissing and turned their eyes down towards Alan, looking at him for a long moment. 
 
    Rachel was the first to speak. She smiled and tilted her head at him. “Mistress Helena didn’t tell you we were a couple, did she?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” Alan replied. 
 
    “But you guessed we might be,” she said. “Am I right about that?” 
 
    “You are, Mistress.” 
 
    “Well, now you know for sure,” Carla chipped in. 
 
    Rachel turned towards her lover. “It’s time, I think, don’t you?” 
 
    With a wordless nod Carla took her cue, going over to a nearby couch where she picked up a black leather cushion. She placed it on a large mahogany table that stood to one side of the couch and then went to a wall cabinet also of mahogany and opened its top drawer. Carla extracted a set of metal handcuffs and a thick black leather paddle from the drawer and placed these two items on the table as well. 
 
    “Get off your knees and come over here, Alan,” she instructed.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. And, after climbing quickly to his feet, he padded over to the table. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Rachel joined Carla and Alan by the table. “Mistress Helena thinks you have the makings of being a total pain-slut, Alan,” said Rachel. “Do you think she’s right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied eagerly.  
 
    “You feel strongly about that, do you?” Carla interjected 
 
    He nodded. “Very much so, Mistress.”  
 
    Both women were silent for a moment before Rachel said, “We’re going to put the issue to the test now once and for all.” 
 
     “Place your hands behind your back, Alan,” Carla ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did, after which she fastened his wrists together with the metal handcuffs. 
 
    Rachel then bent him forward over the edge of the table, positioning the black leather cushion under his head. “I’m really looking forward to beating you with this paddle,” she said with relish, taking hold of the thick leather disciplinary implement.  
 
    The white-blonde dominatrix stood in position to start beating Alan. She then took aim with the paddle and struck him hard on the ass with a loud thwack. It hurt, really hurt. The pain, however, was exquisite and he immediately lost himself in the sensation. 
 
    “Good start,” Rachel remarked, pausing a moment to contemplate the result of her first strike. She was pleased with the effect of the patterned scarlet weal on Alan’s rear cheeks. 
 
    His hips squirmed constantly as Rachel brought the implement down hard on his backside ten more times in rapid succession. The dominatrix paused again briefly before continuing with her ruthless assault. She carried on thrashing his ass rapidly and hard, the loud thwack of hard leather on soft flesh beating out the rhythm of his painful punishment. Alan’s rear was soon flamed with a deep crimson tan, the impression of the thick paddle clearly marked on the skin.  
 
    Rachel’s hand continued to rise and fall as she brought the leather paddle down sharply with the same rapid rhythm over and over. She varied her strokes after a while, ensuring each rear cheek was beaten in turn. When she’d finally finished thrashing Alan his backside was patterned with deep red marks and looked like it was aflame.  
 
    It felt like it was too. And he found it an extremely erotic feeling. Overwhelming lustful desire raged and pulsed hotly through Alan’s body.  The stinging, aching pain he was suffering had turned into a deep red heat that was further fuelling his intense sexual arousal. 
 
     Alan turned his head enough to see Carla take a black swagger cane out of the same cabinet drawer from which she’d extracted the handcuffs and the paddle.  
 
     “Thank Mistress Rachel for the heavy beating she’s just given you,” ordered the beautiful short-haired brunette. 
 
    Alan swallowed hard. “Thank you for the heavy beating you’ve just given me, Mistress,” he said obediently. His backside ached all over, spasms of sensation shooting through its flaming cheeks. 
 
    “My pleasure,” Rachel said. “Ready for the beating Mistress Carla is about to give you now with the nasty disciplinary instrument you just saw her select?”  
 
    Alan’s breath was racing. “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” he replied in fear and anticipation.  
 
    “Part your legs more,” Carla instructed him.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  
 
    Alan’s thighs were stretched tight, every muscle extended. The tight round punished rear cheeks were parted to reveal the puckered opening of his asshole to the two sadistic dommes and his cock pulsed insistently within the rigid confines of the chastity device.  
 
    Now standing behind Alan, Carla revelled in the sight of the handcuffed submissive exposed so enticingly over the mahogany table. She tested the mettle of the swagger cane in her hand by swishing it through the air several times. 
 
    Alan looked over his shoulder at the dominatrix. His expression was a mixture of apprehension and excitement at the sight and sound of the wicked black cane she was playing through the air. 
 
    “Eyes to the front,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and immediately did as he’d been told. 
 
    Carla used one hand on Alan’s back to press him further down on the table so his rear cheeks were raised higher. She tapped the black cane across his backside, causing him to tense in anticipation. Then in one perfect fluid movement she raised the savage implement high. 
 
    When she brought the swagger cane down with the same fluidity, it whistled through the air and landed across Alan’s behind with the power of a lightening bolt.  
 
    He cried out loudly in pain as the sharp stroke bit into his flesh. A thin deep red line was etched across the already deeply blushing globes of his ass.  
 
     “Shut the fuck up!” Carla snapped. 
 
    And Alan did, staying as quiet as the grave as she continued beating him. Every harsh stroke of the swagger cane was more ferocious than the last as she steadily picked up momentum. Before long he could feel a tightening in his belly, an urgent hunger for more, his taut already heavily paddled rear raised and now covered in the painful stripes of the swagger cane. 
 
    The sadistic dominatrix brandishing that nasty black cane and administering such a painful yet deeply erotic chastisement continued with her all-absorbing task with relentless brutality. Her hand swinging constantly up and down, she delivered stinging stroke after stinging stroke in increasingly rapid succession, adding more and more vivid lines to Alan’s damaged backside. He was shuddering, his rear on fire. Beads of perspiration fell from his brow onto the leather cushion beneath his head and his wrists strained against his handcuffs as the punishment went remorselessly on. 
 
    The pain should have been unbearable by now. It should have been intolerable beyond words. But it wasn’t because Alan was as much of a pain-slut as Helena had suggested he was capable of being. Each strike Carla delivered sent erotic spasms through every cell of his body. 
 
    His system now awash with endorphins, Alan began to deliberately raise his backside higher to try to meet halfway the swift downward strokes of the swagger cane. Eventually he become oblivious to the cruel implement and the searing pain he was in – a searing pain that actually felt like the most sublime pleasure he’d ever experienced. 
 
    And that was when the whole extraordinarily intense experience came to an abrupt halt. 
 
    Carla suddenly stopped beating Alan. 
 
    Immediately afterwards Rachel unlocked and removed his handcuffs. “Stand upright,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    “We’ve finished disciplining you, Alan, you total pain-slut,” said Carla. “Get dressed,” 
 
    “And then go home,” added Rachel. “Expect another call from Mistress Helena shortly with details of your next assignation.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Being called a total pain-slut so emphatically – and accurately – like that had given Alan a delicious shiver of delight at the time. It had seemed somehow to set the perfect mood to begin another addictive round of deviant sex at the hands of Helena and her three kinky cohorts.  
 
    As it turned out none of these thrilling rendezvous managed to achieve quite the same levels of adrenaline-fuelled suspense or daring creativity of that first round. But collectively they had the effect of continuing to keep Alan’s sexual arousal extremely high. Also the presence – thankfully not permanent – of the insidious cock-lock kept that raging need tantalizingly unsatisfied most of the time. 
 
    Alan continued to live his life in a whirlwind of outré sex. There was one darkly decadent encounter after another with one or more or all of the four beautiful dominant women. As ever Helena, the majestic dominatrix he revered, was the one who stage-managed all these encounters. Alan always complied with her requirements and those of her crew without fail, however outlandish those requirements turned out to be. He never once baulked at any of them, never once lost his nerve. 
 
    His total subservience to Helena took away any thought of control he might otherwise have felt inclined to cling to. That amazing woman had captured him with a power so strong it seemed to flow from her dominant being to his submissive one like the strongest of electric currents. 
 
    That was certainly how it had felt for him last night in her dungeon. And it still felt that way, Alan reflected, as he closed the front door of his apartment and set off for work. He could still feel Helena’s hands on his body as they’d been then. At times her touch had been a tender, languorous one as she’d caressed and fondled him. At times that touch had been quick and dexterous as when she’d hogtied him with bondage rope, and when she’d put a ball gag in his mouth and strapped it behind his head. And at times her touch had been rough and harsh as when she’d spanked his ass with the utmost vigor, and when she’d tortured his nipples by pinching them hard after removing the weighted clamps she’d attached to them earlier.  
 
    He could still smell the musky fragrance of Helena’s perfume; could still see the familiar gleam in her eye that added to her overwhelming seductiveness. It was as if they became one whenever he was alone with the dominatrix in a sexual situation of any kind, and that sense of oneness always lingered long after the event. 
 
    Alan reminded himself he had once been a man whose way of life had been dictated by the rules of conventional society. And on the surface he knew he still was. He had to be for the sake of appearances, for the sake of holding down his job, for the sake of paying his rent and other essential bills. But the only rules that really mattered to him deep down were those set for him by Helena, rigid as they were. And that couldn’t have felt more right for him. 
 
    Alan knew from what she’d already told him that Julie felt much the same way about her life now she lived it as Mistress Carroll’s submissive. He decided to phone her later that day with a proposal they get together again soon and perhaps compare notes. 
 
    But Julie beat him to it.  
 
    That morning she gave Alan a quick call and arranged to go for a drink with him directly after work that day at their usual haunt...  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    Julie was already at the wine bar when Alan arrived. She was seated at the quiet corner booth they favored, looking very businesslike. Her trouser-suited outfit couldn’t have been a starker contrast to the one she’d worn the last time they’d met there.  
 
    Julie saw Alan almost as soon as he entered the bar and she waved him over. 
 
    “Hey, been here long?” he asked, sitting down opposite her. 
 
    “No, just ahead of you,” Julie said. 
 
    A moment later the waiter, a young man with short-cropped hair and a slim build, came to take their order. Julie and Alan both opted for their usual white wines, and the waiter returned to the bar to get them. 
 
    “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you lately,” Julie said. “I reckoned it was high time we met in person like this again. That’s why I phoned you today.” 
 
    “You must be psychic,” Alan replied. “I was about to call you for the same reason.” 
 
     “So how’s it been going with Mistress Helena?” Julie asked, looking at him curiously. “I’m dying to know.” 
 
    Alan was prevented from replying straight away by the reappearance of the waiter with their drinks.   
 
    When the waiter had disappeared Alan held up his glass of wine. “Here’s to the delights of deviant sex,” he said in an undertone – not that there was anyone in their immediate vicinity to overhear him. 
 
    Julie raised her glass too. “I’ll drink to that for sure,” she said.  
 
    They both clinked glasses and took a sip of their drinks.  
 
    Alan then asked, “Where were we?”  
 
    “You were about to tell me how things are going with Mistress Helena,” Julie reminded him. 
 
    “She had a BDSM session with me last night actually,” said Alan who was still very much caught up in the mood she’d created for him then.  
 
    “Good experience was it?” 
 
    “Wonderful,” he said with a distant look. 
 
     “And Mistress Carroll had a BDSM session with me last night,” said Julie. “That was wonderful too. She keeps me constantly on heat, you know. Does your Mistress keep you in the same state?” 
 
    “Big-time,” Alan replied. “I mean, beyond measure. I’ve never experienced anything even close to it in my life.” 
 
    “Wow.” Julie sipped at her wine. “And the rest of that entourage of hers?” she went on, looking at him inquiringly. “Mistress Carroll told me about the whole arrangement recently, if only in very general terms. I’m fascinated. How’s all that been working out for you in practice?” 
 
    “Brilliantly,” Alan replied, taking a sip from his glass. “I can hardly believe what I’ve done these past few weeks. I’ve never known what was going to happen from one encounter to the next.” 
 
     “Tell me about it,” she said enthusiastically. 
 
    And Alan did, giving an increasingly stunned-looking Julie the edited highlights of his outlandish exploits to date at the mercy of Helena and her crew of three. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    After Alan had finished his account the first thing Julie said was, “And you’re wearing the cock-lock even as we speak, are you?”  
 
    “Even as we speak.” He smiled. “Anyway, Julie,” he added after a pause, “Now that I’ve told you all about it what’s your verdict on what I’ve been up to since we last met?”  
 
    “I’m really impressed,” she enthused, her hazel eyes glowing. “And I’m really proud of you too. Holy shit, Alan, I’m about breathless at the way you’ve taken to all this. When you first talked to me about your extreme erotic fantasies that was all they amounted to. But since then the remarkable Mistress Helena has made those fantasies real.” 
 
    “And more outrageous than the fantasies themselves,” Alan said. “I never would have believed I’d have such incredible experiences. And it’s all because you got Mistress Carroll on the case. Thank you so much for that. I can’t tell you how grateful I am to you both.” 
 
    “And on behalf of us both,” she replied, nodding graciously. “You’re totally welcome.” 
 
    “Anything else you want to know?” asked Alan. 
 
    Julie paused for thought and then, cocking her head, said, “What aspect of being constantly on call to have kinky sex of one kind or another with these women appeals to you the most, would you say, Alan?”  
 
    “Without the shadow of a doubt it’s the fact that the person I’m constantly on call to is Mistress Helena,” he replied straightaway. “I’m awed by that amazing woman. She’s the one calling all the shots, making it all happen, working her wonderful black magic on me.” 
 
    Julie rested her hands on the table and looked into his eyes. “And you have strong feelings for her, don’t you?” 
 
    Alan exhaled. “I truly do.”  
 
    After another silence she said, “Let me tell you about a theory I’ve held for some time but have never shared with you before, Alan. It’s one about luck and love essentially and, I have to admit, isn’t the slightest bit scientific.”  
 
    Julie broke off then, gazed into her drink briefly, picked it up and took another sip. 
 
    Alan looked questioningly at her. “What’s your completely unscientific theory?” he prompted.  
 
    “It’s that everybody has somebody out there so right for them they could pierce their heart like an arrow,” she replied. “But – and this is where the luck part comes in – not many people have the great good fortune to meet that person. Mistress Carroll is the person who has pierced my heart that way, the person I dream about night after night. I can’t believe I got so lucky to have found her and I know she feels the same way about me. ” She paused a moment, looking at him thoughtfully. “Mistress Helena has pierced your heart like that, hasn’t she, Alan. She’s the person you dream about all the time. I’m right, aren’t I?” 
 
    He nodded. “Dead right. I’m hopelessly in love with her and that’s a fact.” 
 
    Julie sipped the last of her glass of wine and looked directly at him again. “And does she feel the same way about you?” 
 
    Alan furrowed his brow. He was silent for a long moment before responding, “That’s the sixty-four thousand dollar question, isn’t it.”  
 
    “And the answer?” she persisted. 
 
    He faltered in his reply. “Possibly…maybe… I honestly have no idea, is the answer. It’s impossible to say because Mistress Helena herself is impossible to read. I want it to be true, God knows I do. But she never gives anything away. She’s so enigmatic, so unknowable…” He trailed off. 
 
    “Time will tell,” Julie said, smiling at him kindly. “She won’t leave you hanging like this indefinitely.” 
 
    Alan grabbed his glass and finished his drink. “And what do I do in the meantime?” he said. “That’s what I’d like to know.” 
 
    “There’s only one thing you can do,” Julie replied. “Keep on keeping on.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    “Keep on keeping on.” That was the only thing Alan could do, Julie had advised him. And that was what he did, overwhelmed with desire for the enigmatic dominatrix who’d pierced his heart like an arrow and who continued to orchestrate all his thrillingly decadent assignations. 
 
    Whenever Alan wasn’t engaged in one or another of these highly-charged erotic encounters, he lingered over his memories of the last one. He would replay these steamy rendezvous in his mind over and over, the images hot and vivid. When he wasn’t looking back like that his thoughts were consumed by the prospect of his next assignation, a blend of arousal and fear surging through him.  
 
    Even when he was asleep there was no let-up from his deliriously tormenting existence. Under the sheets and padlocked into his chastity device, Alan dreamt darkly erotic dreams all the time about his adored Helena.  
 
    One night he was woken by the sound of his phone. At first he didn’t hear it. Or maybe subconsciously he chose not to because he was in the middle of a highly arousing dream about Helena from which he didn’t want to be disturbed. 
 
    The ringing continued until, still half asleep, Alan leaned over to the bedside table and picked up the phone to answer the call. For a moment he thought he was still dreaming about Helena when he heard her familiar voice on the other end of the line. 
 
    “Are you OK?” she asked the bleary-eyed submissive. 
 
    “Yes thank you, Mistress,” Alan replied, pulling himself together. “I’m fine.” 
 
    “Where are you, in your bed?” 
 
    “That’s right, Mistress.” 
 
    “Well, I want you in mine,” Helena told him. “Remove your chastity device, have a quick shower, throw on some clothes, and get yourself over to my place.”  
 
    “Now, Mistress?” Alan asked in disbelief, his heart thumping hard. 
 
    “Right now,” ordered the dominatrix. “Get a move on.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Helena and Alan were naked together in her large bedroom but not yet in her large bed. They were standing face to face. 
 
    “I’ve always thought you looked amazing naked," Helena said, letting her gaze sweep over Alan’s smooth athletic frame, his taut stomach, his big erect cock. The bulging glans of his shaft was smeared with pre-cum fluid that oozed from its slit.  
 
     “It goes without saying I’ve always felt the same way about you, Mistress,” he replied, admiring anew the shapeliness of Helena’s breasts and thighs and the silken smoothness of her mound. 
 
    The dominatrix brought her arms tight around Alan’s neck and began kissing him hungrily, her tongue in his mouth. Her breasts were hard against his chest, her mons hard against his erection. 
 
    Helena stopped kissing Alan and stepped away from him. She got onto the bed and lay back on it, cupping her breasts and teasing her erect nipples. At the same time she parted her thighs lewdly, the pinkness of her pussy fully exposed.  
 
    “Come and join me on the bed,” said the dominatrix. “I want you to lick my pussy until I climax. You do that so damned well.”  
 
    When Alan had climbed onto the bed and gotten into position between Helena’s thighs he began to lick her softly, his tongue caressing her inner lips and tasting her delicious love juice. The sweetness flooded all over his tongue as he swirled it against her flesh. 
 
    “Lick harder,” Helena demanded.  
 
    And he did, causing spasms of carnal pleasure to rock her body. Finally she climaxed with a great gasp of pleasure. “That was perfect,” she said, breathing hard.  
 
    Alan lifted his face from Helena’s pussy, the taste of her thick and warm in his throat. He slipped up the bed and she told him, “Get onto your back” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said and did. 
 
    Helena then trailed her lips down his torso until she reached his erection, which she encircled with her mouth. She sucked Alan slowly and gently at first, licking around the head and down the shaft, and then ever more quickly after that. He began to abandon himself to the pleasure she was bringing him as she worked her mouth up and down, cascading her tongue across the length of his erection.  
 
    Then the dominatrix stopped blowing him and shifted back up the bed. “I want to fuck you now, Alan,’ she told him. “Don’t even think about coming until I say you can. Got that?” 
 
     “Got that, Mistress,” he replied, his voice hoarse with excitement. 
 
    Helena climbed over Alan, took his erection in her hand briefly and pushed herself down on it to the root. She ground hard against his pelvis, making him moan with pleasure. The dominatrix carried on thrusting her hips down, driving his shaft into her ever more rapidly as the pulse of pleasure accelerated between their bodies. 
 
    On and on Helena fucked Alan like that. But for how long he could not have said. The experience felt timeless and brought him to a state of oblivion where it felt like the two of them were all that existed in the world 
 
    Finally Helena gulped in air. “Let’s both come now,” she gasped, writhing against him until her climax exploded in an ecstasy of ungovernable delight. Alan began to pant and he too climaxed, spouting spurt after spurt of warm seed deep inside her.  
 
    Helena rode the orgasmic waves of delight that engulfed them both until they subsided. She continued to straddle Alan’s thighs, in no hurry to remove his spent shaft from her sex. 
 
    “I thought that was wonderful,” she said elatedly. 
 
    “So did I, Mistress,’ he replied in awe-struck wonder.  
 
    The two of them pulled their bodies apart, droplets of love juice and ejaculate running down their thighs. They lay calmly for a while in silence, side by side, looking up at the bedroom ceiling.  
 
    Alan knew what he wanted now. He wanted the exhausted post-coital calm he currently felt to send him falling headlong into blissful slumber. He wanted to wake up wrapped in Helena’s arms. He didn’t want anything other than to wake up in her arms every day between now and the end of time. He belonged here with her, he told himself. He really did.  
 
    But Helena told him something else. 
 
    “Time for you to go now, Alan.’ The dominatrix leaned on her elbow and looked down at him, her expression as inscrutable as it so often was. “I’ll be in touch again soon with details of your next assignation.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
      
 
    Locked into his unyielding chastity device, Alan waited patiently for Helena to phone him and set up that eagerly anticipated assignation. What it would entail was of course as much of a mystery to him as all the others she’d organized.  
 
    He knew that once he’d received her phone call he’d conduct himself as he always did. Suffused with a heady mix of arousal and fear, he’d mentally prepare as best he could for whatever sexual surprise the enigmatic dominatrix had decided to throw his way this time – no matter how challenging it proved to be. 
 
    Alan could never have guessed before he’d first told Julie about his extreme erotic fantasies that making them a reality would have been possible. But Helena had proven beyond all doubt that it was. And then some! Thanks to her, he’d gone way beyond his comfort zone sexually. Thanks to her he had fully explored traits inside himself he’d known were there but hadn’t realised went right to the very core of his being.  
 
    In the process of discovering how deep-rooted his sexual submissiveness and masochism went, he’d discovered something else. And that was the exquisitely erotic mystery, suspense and drama of BDSM when practiced by real experts like the woman he adored.  
 
    Alan had delighted in fully exploring all the dark sexual impulses that when they’d been left locked away in his fantasy world had prevented him from having the life he’d been destined to lead. Now he knew himself so well he was at peace inside and the deeply unfulfilled person he’d once been seemed like a distant memory to him. Helena had done her magical work in getting him to that place by creating the man he’d become; Alan appreciated that all too well.  
 
    Nothing the highly skilled and imaginative dominatrix did to or orchestrated for Alan was ever repeated. So he knew his next kinky assignation would as always be different from everything he’d experienced before.  But Alan’s intuition told him this one would go much further and result in significant change for him. It just seemed time somehow.  
 
    He couldn’t know how things would alter following this next rendezvous. But he was ready for the change whatever it proved to be. As long as Helena remained in control of his life, that was all that mattered to Alan at the end of the day. 
 
    When Helena phoned, as usual she kept as much information as possible to herself. This time all the dominatrix told Alan was the date and time of his next assignation, that it would take place in her dungeon, and that he should again dispense with the cock-lock.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
      
 
    Alan stood before Helena in the middle of the dungeon surrounded on every side by all the paraphernalia of serious BDSM play it contained. He wore nothing but the black leather cuffs the dominatrix had buckled around his wrists and ankles, and his cock was erect. All Helena had on was a red rubber latex corset without any section to cover her naked breasts. Also exposed was her equally naked sex. 
 
    Alan’s heart quickened and his erection pulsed as the dominatrix began to put him into bondage. First she positioned him beneath two chains that hung from the ceiling side by side. With brisk efficiency she reached up and attached each wrist cuff to a chain using metal trigger clips. 
 
    The dominatrix got him to spread his legs after which she fastened his ankle cuffs to either end of a metal spreader bar, again using trigger clips. This left Alan standing in an inverted Y with his feet apart and his arms together above his head.  
 
    Helena went over to the wall containing the rack of disciplinary implements and other BDSM items and brought a hand to a pulley system adjacent to it. Slowly, with a rattle of iron on iron, the chains began to wind out, wrapping around spools that were out of sight above the ceiling. 
 
    As the chains attached to Alan’s wrist cuffs shifted left and right in this manner his arms were forced apart. With his ankles already pulled apart by the spreader bar he was soon stretched in his bondage into a wide X, at which point Helena brought the chains to a halt. 
 
    The dominatrix picked out a blindfold of soft black leather from the rack and padded back towards him. The last thing Alan saw was the blindfold as she placed it over his eyes. After that he was unable to see a thing. The blackness before his eyes was absolute. 
 
    And then a silence fell that was absolute too. There was stillness everywhere around him – a stillness of waiting. At first all Alan felt was aroused and disorientated as he wondered what Helena’s next move would be. After a little while he started to think the dominatrix had left him alone in the dungeon, bound and blindfolded the way he was. As time went on it became evident she had done precisely that. What the hell was going on? 
 
    One thing was certain in Alan’s mind. This rendezvous was going to mark a turning point for him. He had gone beyond having a strong instinctive feeling that would be the case. He was convinced of it now with every fiber of his being. He’d never felt as sure of anything as he did of that. He was all alone in the dungeon. He couldn’t see a thing because of his blindfold. He was helpless because of his spread-eagled bondage. And he was right. 
 
     Alan was also very aroused. This was because incredible memories had begun to fill the silence and darkness surrounding him. And they kept on coming. Behind the impenetrable blackness of his blindfold moving images played in Alan’s mind as one highly erotic memory after another surfaced of the experiences he’d had – all of them courtesy of the amazing Helena. 
 
    There had been that first time she’d dominated and disciplined him in this very dungeon. There had been the occasion in a suite at Drake’s Hotel when he’d masturbated to climax before Helena and the others as they’d viewed him from behind a two-way mirror. There’d been the time not long after that in a different suite at the same hotel when, blindfolded as he was now, the four women had ravaged him with strap-ons. 
 
    The moving pictures played on in his mind’s eye, delivering a torrent of vivid images of the various ways he’d been sexually dominated. And those images perfectly communicated to him the essence of the man he’d become, all thanks to Helena. He lost himself in those recreated moments of raw sexuality all over again, recapturing the sensations with great clarity. 
 
    The images inside Alan’s head continued to change, back and forth, from one erotic scenario to another. He felt the urgency rising in his body still more as he carried on picturing so clearly all those extraordinary experiences. An electric energy raced through him as his sexual arousal continued to soar. His heart was thumping and his erection throbbing furiously with a demanding need that could not wait for release.  
 
    As more time passed so too did that urgent need to climax although it was still pulsing away not far from the surface. Then Alan got a sixth sense about something.  Although all remained dead silent in the dungeon, the quiet in the cavernous space as deafening as ever, he became conscious he was no longer alone. Eventually he heard some muffled shuffling. There were voices too but these reached him as only an indistinct murmur that, try as he might, he had no chance of interpreting. 
 
    But then, with a sudden rush that took him completely by surprise, there were female hands all over his body. One hand pulled at his erection, playing energetically with the length of throbbing flesh. More hands roved over his chest and more still over his back and behind, caressing him with the same feverish heat as the one jerking at his erection.  
 
    A tsunami of adrenaline surging through his taut, bound body, Alan luxuriated in the experience of the women moving on him in such erotic unison while he was helpless in his bonds. 
 
    All of a sudden the women drew away, though. 
 
    Alan waited for something else to happen.  
 
    And very soon it did.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
      
 
    Alan groaned in pain when one of the women attached a set of chained clover clamps to his nipples. He groaned some more when she went on to tug repeatedly at the chain between the clamps. The pain was excruciating but it was nothing compared to the pleasure he experienced at the same time. The woman’s actions carried him helplessly on a roller coaster of pleasure and pain until the two sensations blurred entirely into one. 
 
    She eventually stopped yanking at Alan’s nipple clamps and removed them. The brief agony it caused him as the oxygen rushed like quicksilver back into his punished nubs was more excruciating than the clamps themselves had been. 
 
    Then, in a transition from one form of erotic torture to another that was seamless, one of the women lashed a whip across his backside just the once but with full force. He let out a cry of pleasure-pain. The woman lashed the whip against his backside a second time and he cried out again. Alan stopped crying out after that but she continued as she’d begun, lashing his rear with the whip like a demon. Each lash of the fearsome disciplinary implement made his rear cheeks smart in searing pain that felt like the most exquisite pleasure. She continued to crack the whip mercilessly on his behind, her blows growing ever more rapid… before abruptly ceasing. 
 
    Almost the moment the woman with the whip drew away Alan felt a dildo pushing at the door of his rear opening. This happened only briefly but it told him what was coming next. After the entrance to Alan’s anus had been lubricated to ready him for the dildo’s assault its hard surface was pressed against his waiting hole with pitiless resolve. Once the dildo was finally shoved into place, a razor-sharp pain brought tears to his blindfolded eyes, until he felt his body open and relax to its fullness. 
 
    The woman holding the dildo pushed it even deeper into Alan’s anus and then started to rhythmically sodomize him with it. She took it slowly for a time before building up momentum. Soon she was thrusting the dildo in and out of him with furious energy.  
 
    Alan started to shake, his muscles turning to liquid, tremors wracking his body as he strained uselessly against his bonds. He felt so violated, so despoiled… so amazingly aroused. Every inch of his skin tingled with excitement as the woman continued to drive the dildo into his hole with considerable vigor. 
 
    As he felt jolts of sublime pleasure-pain crash through him again and again Alan could also feel the mounting pressure to erupt into orgasm. But he told himself resolutely that under no circumstances would he give in to it unless he was given permission. 
 
    Alan held onto that thought like grim death when a hand grasped his erection and began pulling at it hard. He was drawing fast, shallow breaths as he strained every sinew in his efforts not to come. Faster and faster went the hand until it was suddenly removed… 
 
    “Come!” 
 
    Helena’s solitary word of command rang in Alan’s ears.  
 
    As he let out an ecstatic cry of release, a piercing rush crashed through him and he tumbled over the edge into an orgasmic abyss.  
 
    Shuddered to the climax that had been seething within him, Alan shot his load copiously. At the same time his asshole spasmed against the dildo inside it, squeezing it tightly with muscles that rapidly contracted and relaxed.  
 
    Alan’s climax consumed him with ecstasy, filling every part of him with wild abandon. As he finally began to come down from that cataclysmic orgasm he felt the dildo being pulled from his asshole. He remained there afterwards in his bonds, his spread-eagled body twitching with the deep pangs of sensation that continued to pulse through it. 
 
    Alan heard the sound of murmuring voices again, discussing he knew not what. As before, he couldn’t catch a solitary word. There was some indistinguishable activity in the dungeon too. 
 
    Then it became enveloped in silence once more. 
 
    “Hello, Mistress?” called Alan. 
 
    There was no reply. 
 
    He tried again. 
 
    There was still no answer. There was nothing. 
 
    He strained his ears.  
 
    Still nothing.  
 
    Nothing but silence and a darkness that was as black as night. 
 
    Time passed and Alan became acutely and uncomfortably aware of every aspect of the recent use and abuse to which the women had subjected his body. He was equally aware of how constraining was his current bondage, which rendered him barely able to move a muscle. The blindfold still covered his eyes, rendering him as sightless as ever. 
 
    His arms and legs ached from their long tenure in bondage. His nipples throbbed from the torture they’d endured when clamped. His rear cheeks burned from the cruel whipping they’d received. His asshole was sore from the rough thrust of the dildo that had been jerked in and out of it as furiously as the hand that had jerked at his cock until – having been given that all-important one word command by Helena – he’d climaxed massively. His body knew clearly that he had been taken extremely well by the four women, and he knew he would remember that every time he moved for days to come. 
 
     Alan waited patiently in his bondage in the unearthly quiet of the dungeon. As before, though, in an instant of awareness he had a sixth sense he was no longer alone there any more. 
 
    Then someone released his ankle cuffs from the spreader bar and his wrist cuffs from the ceiling chains. After that off came the blindfold, allowing his eyes to adjust to the dim light of the dungeon.  
 
    Alan saw the woman who’d released him. She was the only one there: the only one he wanted to be there. 
 
    “Kneel before me,” Helena demanded.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Alan said, and immediately did as he’d been told. 
 
    He was where he felt he belonged most of all – at Helena’s feet. 
 
    “The others have gone,” she told him. “And we need to talk.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
      
 
     “It’s not an exaggeration to say you worship and adore me, is it?” Helena said. 
 
    “Not in the slightest, Mistress.” Alan looked up at her, his eyes shining. “You mean everything to me.”  
 
     “But you know very little about me, do you?” she pointed out. 
 
    “I know that up to quite recently you were an extremely successful professional dominatrix, Mistress,” Alan replied. “I also know from personal experience that when it comes to the erotic domination of a heavy-duty submissive and masochist like me you are brilliant at what you do.” 
 
    There was a brief silence. 
 
    “It’s a funny thing, Alan,” Helena said musingly. “My old line of work was both highly profitable and highly enjoyable. It was rewarding at every level and fitted me like a glove in so many ways. I quit when I felt the time was right. But when I did I have to say I had one big regret.” 
 
    He looked up at her inquiringly. “What was that, Mistress?” 
 
    “I’d hoped during my time as a pro domme I’d find somebody really special among my clients, someone I’d actually want to make a life with,” she replied. “But it never happened and I couldn’t help but be disappointed. I was philosophical about it, though. You can’t legislate for these things. They happen if they’re going to happen and they don’t if they aren’t. It’s as simple as that when it comes right down to it.” 
 
    Helena allowed a pause.  “When Mistress Carroll contacted me out of the blue about your somewhat unusual situation I was intrigued. I was also happy to agree to help, knowing I could call on the assistance of three of my best friends to make it all come together. What I wasn’t expecting was that when I met you for the first time I’d fall for you – and in a big way too. Yet that was what happened.” 
 
    For a moment, Alan couldn’t seem to breathe. Helena had given away nothing before about any feelings deeper than pure lust she might have had for him. But she certainly wasn’t holding back now.  
 
    “I fell just as heavily for you then too, Mistress,” he said falteringly. “I remember thinking at the time that I’d follow you anywhere.” 
 
    Helena looked down at him. “That was what was in your head, huh?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”   
 
    “But everything was all in your head back then, Alan,” she said. “That was the problem. There’s a big difference between thinking something and actually doing it. Given how extreme my sexual preferences are – and the equally extreme lifestyle that goes with them – my concern at that time was whether we’d be compatible. The issue was essentially whether the obsessive erotic fantasies you had of the man you wanted to be would be matched by the man you were capable of being if you allowed yourself to be controlled by me. I had to be convinced about that.” She added, with a sardonic smile, “I think it’s fair to say we’ve removed all possible doubt on the subject. You’ve exceeded all my expectations; you’ll be pleased to know. And what happened today was the absolute clincher. The question is where I take things from here with you.” She paused again, looking at Alan intently. “Tell me: Where do you want me to take them?” 
 
    “Anywhere at all you want to, Mistress,” Alan replied, holding her gaze, “as long as you continue to control me. That’s all I ask of you.”  
 
    Helena raised an eyebrow at him. “You’re sure about that? You know how uncompromising I am.” 
 
    He nodded emphatically. “A hundred percent sure, Mistress. There isn’t a doubt in my mind.”  
 
    “Well,” she said, “for a start, I want you to give up your job and come and live with me here as my twenty-four-seven slave. Are you willing to agree to that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied immediately. 
 
    “That will of course mean I’ll own you,” she went on, her dark eyes gleaming. “But I want to go much further than that and change your life – both our lives – irretrievably. I want to own you forever, you see. What do you say to that?” 
 
    For a moment, Alan was so overwhelmed by emotion he couldn’t speak. It took him several seconds to summon his voice and give Helena her answer. But when it came it couldn’t have been more unambiguous.  
 
    “I want to be owned by you forever, Mistress,” he declared, gazing up rapturously at the Goddess who’d pierced his heart like an arrow. “I want it more than anything else in the world.” 
 
    Helena rested the palm of her hand on his cheek. “So do I,” she said quietly.   
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Mark adores Clara and Dee and is desperate to enter a ménage a trois with the two gorgeous nudists. But they have other ideas. Instead they send him to a mysterious institute run by beautiful authoritarian women and make it clear if he messes up they’ll finish with him. He is confronted by a variety of challenges and temptations during his time there but is at by far his most vulnerable when he finds himself the victim of a malicious liar. Lies are at the root of Jack’s troubles too but he’s the liar this time. There’s hell to pay when Mistress Rebecca discovers he’s been foolish enough to cheat on her. Mark and Jack are both in deep trouble, trapped by lies. Only the truth can set them free. 
 
      
 
      
 
    [bookmark: excerptformmistressofseduction]Excerpt from MISTRESS KINK 
 
      
 
    Mark flopped onto the bed and lay staring at the ceiling for a few moments, letting the silence of the room close about him. With an effort of will he slowed his breathing, seeking calmness. He tried to relax, tried to remove the flood of erotic thoughts cascading through his mind until everything became still. But everything didn’t become still. The thoughts kept coming and his cock remained stubbornly erect. There was no calming his lust and he felt nearly driven out of his mind by it. 
 
    He closed his eyes tight, blotting out the ceiling, but not the thoughts and images clamoring in his mind. His rampant erection throbbed as repeatedly strong dreamlike images filled him with waves of desire. He saw himself arriving at this place – a large forbidding house he now knew to be all too appropriately named – and recalled how consumed by ambivalence and apprehension he’d been. He remembered too how quickly that had turned to lust combined with fear when he’d been introduced to the formidable Freya. He saw her in his mind’s eye in that black leather outfit she’d had on and it was a highly seductive sight. He saw also the elegant wiggle of Stephanie’s bare ass as she’d taken him to his room. He saw Rebecca in her skintight catsuit beating Russell to the point of orgasm.  
 
    And all of it had excited him more than anything in his life before. But why? It was – what was that saying? – a riddle wrapped in a mystery wrapped in an enigma. All he knew was that those three authoritarian, beautiful, alluring and sexually cruel women – Freya, Stephanie and Rebecca – had captured him in every conceivable way, mind, body and soul. But not in his heart, he reminded himself. That still belonged, and always would do, to Clara and Dee. And thinking about those two Goddesses now did nothing to calm his lustfulness either, quite the reverse. 
 
    With his eyes still clasped firmly shut, Mark surrendered to the inevitable and sank into the indulgence of masturbation. He took hold of his throbbing shaft, gently squeezing it. It instantly sent spasms of pure pleasure through his body, and a deep sigh escaped him.  
 
    Lazily he massaged and rubbed his tumescence, his fingers kneading the responsive flesh. He set about further arousing himself expertly, teasing and playing with his shaft. Mark seldom masturbated but when he did he liked to do it slowly, ensuring every sensation was savored, bringing himself to the edge of climax then drawing back a little to prolong the erotic tension. By masturbating like that he could go for ages without ejaculating. 
 
  

 
   
    See what readers have to say about 
 
    Alex Jordaine’s “MISTRESS” books 
 
      
 
    “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.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Another wonderful experience in the Femdom BDSM genre written by the master storyteller, Alex Jordaine, as part of his superb ‘Mistress’ series, every one of which is a gift to the reader.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “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 
 
    Surrender to the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Severity 
 
    Sweet Torments 
 
    Bound to the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Absolute 
 
    Addicted to the Mistress 
 
    Rule of the Mistress 
 
    Mistress of Seduction 
 
    The Femdom world of Alex Jordaine 
 
    Lezdomination 
 
    At his Mistress’s Feet 
 
    Mistress Kink 
 
    Lessons from the Mistress 
 
    Mistress of Depravity 
 
    Mistress Sadistic 
 
    Sold to the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Supreme 
 
    Mistress of Desire 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   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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