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    ENSLAVED TO THE MISTRESS  
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Be then my slave and know what it means to be delivered into the hands of a woman.”  
 
    ― Leopold von Sacher-Masoch 
 
      
 
  

 
   
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    When Hannah was in a particular mood she liked to drop into Night Beats from time to time. True the club, while hedonistic by most people’s standards, was way too tame for a hardcore kinkster like her. But it had one advantage from her point of view and that was its convenient location. It was situated only a block away from where she lived. So when the whim was upon her and she felt like going out on the prowl it was sometimes her destination of choice…which was the case tonight. 
 
    The place was already packed when Hannah arrived. It was heaving with party people moving their bodies to the raunchy music. She stood with her back against one of the dark walls, her face draped in shadows, as she scanned the dance floor. Flashing lights spun, illuminating the dancers as they moved their bodies to the pulsing music that swept in waves through the club. 
 
    There was nobody who caught Hannah’s eye at first. Then suddenly there was. And he really stood out too. One moment the gray-eyed darkly handsome man hadn’t been there for her to see. Then all at once the crowd seemed to part before her gaze and there he was. He was one of the best-looking guys she’d ever seen, and looked dead sexy too, dressed head to toe in black. He had on a short jacket of kid-soft leather over a tight T-shirt, even tighter jeans that left little to the imagination, and ankle boots. 
 
    Hannah felt her nipples harden, her sex moisten. She lusted after that beautiful man big time. She lusted after the beautiful woman he was dancing with too for that matter. The woman’s red hair was cut short with a little fringe, and she had olive-green eyes, feline cheeks, and a soft full mouth.  Like the man, the redhead was dressed all in black. She had on a tight vest, a tiny skirt, and strappy open-toed sandals. Her fingernails and toenails were coated with red nail polish. 
 
    Yes, Hannah lusted after her alright – but nowhere remotely close to the way she lusted after him.                             
 
    She watched from her shadowy vantage point on the sidelines as the primary object of her lust gyrated his hips, pressing his thighs against the redheaded beauty as she snaked her own body sinuously against his. 
 
    The couple stopped dancing after a while and pulled away from each other. Then the woman leaned in close to the man and said something to him. After touching her lips to his cheek she drifted off the dance floor and headed for the exit without even a backward glance. Hannah watched the sexy redhead push the door open and saw it swing back into place behind her as she disappeared off into the night. 
 
    Hannah’s heart rate immediately picked up. Now was her chance, she realised. Strike while the iron is hot, she told herself, and sashayed onto the dance floor.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Hannah danced into the crowd and went up to the man, still moving her body to the throbbing music. He truly was a gorgeous creature, she felt. The woman he’d been dancing with was a gorgeous creature as well.  
 
    But so was Hannah. Her eyes were such a dark shade of blue they were almost black and were framed with long lashes. Her shoulder-length hair was raven-black and lustrous. She had full red lips and strong features with almost Slavic cheekbones. Her figure was very shapely and shown off to outstanding effect by the seductive outfit she had on. 
 
    It consisted of a skin-tight black leather skirt that ended just past her hips, long stiletto-heeled boots also of black leather and a dark purple, short-sleeved top. The top hugged her glorious contours and exposed a tantalising glimpse of her taut, flat stomach. She wasn’t wearing a bra and the nipples of her full round breasts stuck out stiffly.  
 
    If the dark-haired Adonis she lusted after so much was surprised to see this vision of loveliness turn up before him he showed no sign of it. The expression on his face was one of studied neutrality. It was clear to Hannah he was making a concentrated effort to look nonchalant, deliberately playing it cool. Two can play that game, she thought, and kept her features even more expressionless than he was managing to keep his.  
 
    She didn’t say anything either and nor did the man. They just began to dance together, moving their bodies fluidly to the pulsing music. Sometimes they were pressed against each other, their bodies merged, and their arms around one another’s waists. Other times they pulled apart, their arms out sideways, their hips thrusting to the rhythm of the music.  
 
    While they danced together like this Hannah may not have shown any emotion on her beautiful face and may not have spoken. But she did something else. For several moments she stared intently into the depths of the man’s eyes, her own boring deep into his. They say the eyes are the windows to the soul and they are right.  
 
    This man’s gray eyes sparkled with life and sexuality and something else. It was that special look Hannah was hoping to find there, the one of acquiescence that marked out the true submissive. She was convinced – with very good reason, too – she was able to recognize that look instinctively. It was uncanny, preternatural almost. But she was invariably correct. 
 
    There was, she reminded herself, no greater satisfaction for a woman like her than to dominate such a man. Most women looking at the guy she was dancing with would have seen a super-sexy hunk. And he was certainly that. But she could see beneath that surface to the deeply submissive man residing there, the one that craved the strict control she could provide … and, yes, the harsh discipline. She was convinced about that too. She could see in her mind’s eye the marks left by one of her whips criss-crossed over his body. He’d wear those lash marks on his skin like badges of honor. They always did.  
 
    As she had these salaciously sadistic thoughts Hannah’s face continued to betray nothing of how she felt. Her expression still betrayed nothing when a realisation hit her like a physical force. She felt – no, she knew this wasn’t just another submissive man she’d found who she could sexually dominate and discipline. This felt different, very different. Time stopped and in that instant of awareness – that eureka moment – she knew beyond logic or reason, like sometimes happens in life, that this was it. 
 
    She couldn’t say why but she just knew this man was the one she was looking for. I mean, really looking for. She felt a strong sense of predestination that he was the man she’d been waiting for forever. She was convinced she was right about that with every fiber of her being. 
 
    This man who she didn’t know at all – had not exchanged a solitary word with yet, for God’s sake – was someone she wanted to possess like she’d never wanted anyone or anything else in her life. And he’d fallen into her hands like a gift from above just like that. Hannah had never felt so lucky or so alive.  
 
    Extremely experienced dominatrix that she was, she was used to very submissive men – men who were like that because it was genetically hard-wired into them. They were her stock in trade after all. But this one was in a different league. She knew it without either of them saying a single word to each other. He was extraordinarily fascinating to her, immensely, overwhelmingly inviting in every way. She wanted him badly. And once she’d got him she knew she’d never let him go.  
 
    Deep in her thoughts of owning the man so completely Hannah smiled to herself. With the right training – and who better to provide it than her? – she was confident he would be outstandingly good at satisfying even the most extreme of her needs. And many of her needs were extreme indeed by any standards. She could devise a life for him that would be like no other. She could, as well, provide the perfect location in which they could safely play their deliciously deviant games. 
 
    It had taken Hannah only a moment or two to know that he truly was the one, and now it took just a few more moments to have her plan laid – at least in broad outline. Looking ahead she imagined him at the Femdom BDSM play party to end them all, making his body available to anyone she liked simply because she had told him to. It would take some time to develop their relationship to the extent that she could have such complete control of him. But it would happen, she said to herself determinedly. It would definitely happen. 
 
    The DJ changed the pace of the music, and Hannah and the man began to slow-dance with their hands moving sensuously across each other’s backs. It was then that Hannah snapped out of her reverie, smiling to herself.  
 
    It was, thought the dominatrix wryly, high time she actually engaged in a conversation with this highly submissive man for whom she already had such extraordinarily elaborate plans.  
 
    “My name’s Hannah,” she said over the music, her expression as inscrutable as ever. “What’s yours?” 
 
    The man smiled a wide, beautiful smile. “Robert,” he said.  
 
    And so it began. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    “I’m glad the woman you were dancing with made herself scarce,” said Hannah. She hardly let a second go before adding briskly, “Who was she? Where’d she go and why’d she go?”  
 
    The exquisitely beautiful raven-haired woman with the dark hypnotic gaze – the woman he now knew was called Hannah – hadn’t wasted any time getting right to the point once she’d eventually decided to break her silence, thought Robert. She couldn’t have been more forthright in her manner if she’d tried, and he liked that. He liked it a lot. 
 
    He greatly admired women who knew how to get what they wanted in life, women who took charge of their environment and manipulated it in ways that suited their purpose. In his experience there were very few women who had the degree of self-assurance required to be really adept at the art of taking complete charge like that.  
 
    The woman he’d come to this place with earlier was such a one and obviously so was the formidable Hannah – only so much more so. There was something about her that would be very, very hard to say no to, he thought. Indeed she radiated such overpowering authority and confidence it was like some sort of force-field, and he found himself utterly mesmerised by her.  
 
    Robert cleared his throat before replying to the quick-fire questions Hannah had fired at him. “Her name is Eve,” he said. “She and I are what some might euphemistically call friends with benefits.” He made quote marks with his fingers to illustrate the term. “She’s gone back to our hotel suite at The Metropole. I hesitate to tell you why she went back there,” he added after a pause. “It might give you the wrong idea about me…or the right one.” 
 
    “Let me be the judge of that,” said Hannah in a tone that would brook no argument. “Say what you were going to say.” 
 
    Robert obediently went on, his heart beating fast, “She said she wanted me to pick up a beautiful woman here and bring her back to the hotel for a threesome.” He paused again, cocked his head to one side and asked, “You up for that by any chance?” 
 
    “Could be,” Hannah murmured. She couldn’t deny that she would have liked to have taken on Eve as well as Robert. She’d have liked to have had that alluring redhead’s face pushed between her quivering thighs, her soft full lips pressed against the wetness of her sex, her busy tongue licking away at the pulsing nub of her clit. 
 
    She was sure their threesome would have proven to be a memorable one-night-stand in so many respects – one in particular: The sexually adventurous redhead and her all too compliant companion would have set out to seduce her but she’d have ended up seducing them. 
 
    With a different type of man, a different kind of couple that would have been the way she’d have gone tonight, no question.  
 
    But this was a very different kind of seduction she intended. It was one that would last way longer than just this night and would result in Robert becoming her slave. And even that wouldn’t be an end in itself, not a bit of it.  
 
    After that there would be yet more still to come, and none of it would involve Eve. She’d be completely out of the picture. In fact she’d never have been in the picture at all. But Hannah wasn’t going to make any of that clear right now. 
 
    Robert looked at her hopefully, his eyes shining. “Well, what do you say? I thought maybe…” 
 
    “I’ve got a much better idea,” she said, cutting him off. 
 
    “What’s that?” His voice was hoarse with excitement. 
 
    Hannah leaned in, wrapping a hand around Robert’s forearm and squeezing it a little. “I live half way between here and The Metropole – which is just down the road anyway, as you know.”  She paused, giving him a devastating smile. “Let’s you and me go off and get acquainted at my place. Then we can talk about where, if anywhere, your fuck-buddy Eve comes into the equation.” 
 
    Robert opened his mouth and then closed it again, thrown for a moment by the sudden dramatic change in the conversation. 
 
    Hannah let go his arm and stepped away. “Follow me out of here right now or forget it,” she said, her smile gone.  
 
    She turned and moved to leave the club before looking back over her shoulder and saying tersely, “You coming or not?” 
 
    Robert swallowed. “I’m coming, Hannah.” 
 
    “What are you waiting for then,” she told him. “Follow me like I said.” 
 
    And he did, hurrying behind Hannah obediently, just as she’d always known he would. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Hannah and Robert had just arrived at her house, a three-storey Regency property detached from its neighbors by a high wall. She led him to the front door and once they were inside told him to follow her. She immediately set off along the hallway, the tips of her stilleto-heeled boots issuing a sharp click-clack on its dark hardwood floor as she went. 
 
     Robert follow her dutifully as she went on to open a door and enter a spacious, beautifully appointed living room: all black leather and antique mahogany. Several fine oil paintings in elegant frames hung on its wood-panelled walls.  
 
    Hannah strode to the middle of the room and turned. “Stand before me,” she told Robert, eyeing him darkly. Her gaze was so cold he couldn’t read her intentions, which was the way she wanted it. 
 
    It was the way Robert wanted it too. He liked the mystery, even though he trembled a little in the presence of the charismatic authoritarian beauty who had so comprehensively swept him off his feet. 
 
    “Strip naked and be quick about it,” she demanded. And Robert immediately obeyed, hurriedly getting out of his clothes. 
 
    Hannah appraised his naked form. The man looked fantastic, she thought, drinking in every bit of him: the fine contours of his handsome face; the submissive gray eyes; the smooth, toned frame; the taut muscular ass; the thick length of his shaft, hard and straining.   
 
    “Time to start getting properly acquainted,” she announced. 
 
    How? Robert wondered, his blood pumping the adrenaline of arousal through his body at a furious rate. He thought Hannah was magnificent, absolute perfection. She was the most beautiful and dominant woman he’d ever met in his life by miles and he was already besotted with her.  
 
    He was prepared to serve her sexually any way she chose, bringing her to one vibrant orgasm after another. It would be his immense privilege to do that, he felt.  
 
    Should he perhaps take the imitative? Robert wondered briefly before abandoning the idea. Something in Hannah’s gaze, the way she held him captive with it, prevented him from doing such a thing. 
 
    In any event he had a gut feeling she had something else in mind entirely. And what that might be quickly became apparent.  
 
    Robert winced when Hannah’s hands strayed over his nipples, twisting and pulling both of them hard. It made his body jerk with a pain that felt more like pleasure as it reached all the way down from his nipples to his now throbbing erection. 
 
    Hannah raised an eloquent eyebrow. “Good start?”  
 
    Robert nodded effusively. “Very,” he assured her. 
 
    She let go his nipples after a final nasty pinch to both nubs. “On your knees,” she ordered, gesturing towards the floor. 
 
    Robert immediately fell at the feet of the fascinating – and evidently sadistic – Goddess of a woman who already had him so utterly in her thrall. He knelt upright beneath Hannah, looking up at her worshipfully. 
 
    “Turn around and get onto all fours,” she commanded. 
 
    He immediately obeyed, turning round, placing his palms on the floor and presenting his muscular rear to her admiring gaze. 
 
    “You have a great ass,” she observed, reaching a hand down to gently caress its cheeks. 
 
    “Thanks,” Robert gasped. 
 
    The room fell silent for a few moments as Hannah continued to tenderly stroke his behind.  
 
    “Ever been hand-spanked?” she finally asked. 
 
    “I have, yes,” Robert said, looking over his shoulder at her, his eyes gleaming. “Eve’s done it to me on a couple of occasions recently.” 
 
    “Liked it, did you?” 
 
    “Loved it,” he enthused. 
 
    “Ever been paddled?” Hannah went on to ask. “I always think of a paddling at its most basic level as being the next step up from a good old fashioned hand-spanking.” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, I never have.” 
 
    “You won’t be able to say that ever again,” she proclaimed. 
 
    Robert tensed his muscles at her words. His heart drummed. His hard-on pulsed even more. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Hannah moved away from Robert and strode over to a large mahogany sideboard. There she opened its top drawer and extracted a black leather paddle. 
 
    She returned with the disciplinary implement in her hand and positioned herself behind Robert again, telling him to look directly ahead of him. His chest heaved with each shallow breath he took as he waited on all fours for her to start beating him. Then she did, raising the paddle and bringing it down on his ass with a resounding thwack. The harsh impact of the blow caused Robert to cry out. 
 
    “Be quiet for the rest of your paddling,” Hannah demanded. 
 
    As she continued administering Robert’s beating and he obediently remained silent he felt his body shudder with pleasure-pain.  And the more his body shuddered the more vigorously she struck him, thwacking the paddle across the cheeks of his rear over and over. Hannah struck Robert’s backside ever more forcefully, sending darts of sensation through his body.  
 
    On and on she peppered his backside with strikes until it was completely tenderised. When she finally stopped beating him his rear cheeks were bright red, his body continued to shiver, and his erection was pulsing like crazy. 
 
    Hannah put the paddle aside and sauntered to the front of Robert. “You enjoyed that, didn’t you?” she said. 
 
    He stared up at her and groaned ecstatically, “It was great.” 
 
    “I must say you are very much to my taste, Robert,” she informed him. “You’re not only sexually very desirable and deeply submissive, but also masochistic. Indeed all my instincts tell me you’re innately extremely masochistic. You give off that vibe to me very strongly, you really do. You also appear to be very pliable and that is most important because I could, if you wanted me to, mold your sex life into something truly amazing.” 
 
    Robert’s eyes widened. “Is that a serious offer, Hannah?”  
 
    “Uh-huh,” she nodded. “Very much so. I’m looking for a serious deviant like myself, a man who knows himself well enough to let me have him any damn way I want. I’m looking for a man who will let me do with him anything I will, because it pleases me and arouses me. That’s what I’m looking for. You’re not that man yet, Robert, nowhere near. But under the tutelage of a highly experienced dominatrix like me you could be transformed into that man.  It’s a two-way process though. Have you the will and malleability to become such a man with my intensive guidance, do you think?”  
 
    Robert considered her words for a moment before replying. “Yes, Hannah, I honestly believe I do.” 
 
    “Ideally I’m talking about you devoting yourself twenty-four-seven to me,” she continued, “serving me hand and foot constantly and always meeting my needs and demands whatever they may be.” 
 
    “I’d be prepared to do that,” Robert asserted boldly. 
 
    “Prepared to be that kind of lapdog, huh?” 
 
    He nodded. “To you, yes I would.” 
 
    “Twenty-four-seven?” 
 
    “That’s right,” he confirmed. 
 
    “Don’t you have gainful employment?” Hannah asked, looking down at him sceptically. 
 
    “Not any more,” he replied. “Not long ago I got an exceptionally good offer for my software company, which I felt I couldn’t refuse, and sold it.”  
 
    “And you find my offer to you impossible to refuse as well, do you?” 
 
    “I do,” he said. 
 
    “But where will all this leave your sexual relationship with Eve?” Hannah wanted to know. 
 
    Robert paused for thought again. “The answer’s got to be ‘nowhere’,” he replied. “It’s always been an easy-come, easy-go thing anyway.” 
 
    “The very opposite of what I have to offer you,” Hannah pointed out. 
 
    “That’s right,” he agreed. 
 
    “We’ll return to that subject presently,” said the dominatrix. “Stand up.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Once Robert was on his feet Hannah grasped his swollen cock and began pulling on it in a regular rhythm. 
 
    “I don’t want you to come,” she told him before proceeding to make it very difficult for him to do otherwise.  
 
    The dominatrix masturbated Robert ever harder, pumping her fist urgently up and down. He could feel the tension rising within him more and more.  His breath came ever faster as he got inexorably closer to the point of no return. Soon he was right on the edge, ready to explode... Which was when Hannah let go his hard-on.  
 
    Robert’s face was flushed and his breathing ragged. That had been a close-run thing – a very close run thing. He’d been brought to a hair’s breath from coming. And he was now sexually charged to the ultimate extent with no satisfaction. “Please let me come, Hannah,” he panted. 
 
    She shook her head, ruthlessly indifferent to his throbbing need. "Nope.” 
 
    “Oh, please,” he begged, putting both his hands to his chest. 
 
     “No,” she said adamantly. “That would not please me at all. And you want to please me, don’t you?” 
 
    “More than anything,” Robert replied. “What can I do to please you?” he went on to ask, his brow furrowed.  
 
    “You can do a lot of things to please an extremely demanding dominatrix like me,” she said, her voice now cold. “But after that feeble little bout of resistance to my will I wonder whether you are ready for the relationship I have to offer. Are you prepared to put yourself entirely – entirely – in my hands? Are you prepared to do that when you seriously consider what it would involve? Are you ready to do anything I require of you, no matter how incredibly challenging it may be? Are you ready for the levels of pain, submission, and unquestioning obedience to another’s will involved in such an extreme relationship?” 
 
    She paused to let her questions sink in, and then gave Robert some more for him to try to get his head around. “Are you ready for a relationship so fucking out there that even safe words and the like don’t get a look in? Are you ready for a relationship where you have to take whatever I dish out to you because you implicitly trust that I know what the hell I’m doing? Are you ready for that relationship because you trust that I also know exactly what you need, what you can take – even though you don’t know it yourself? Are you ready for all that because, you must realise, it’s a very tall order?” 
 
    Robert nodded fervently, his heart racing under his ribcage. “I am, Hannah. I am.” 
 
    “Are you though?” She narrowed her eyes, looking back at him intently. “It would be a huge commitment for you and obviously way, way out of your usual comfort zone. I wonder whether you are just playing with such decadent notions while you’re with me and will all too soon have second thoughts when you’re not.” 
 
     Robert stared at her in dismay. “I’m incredibly sorry for my brief transgression there, Hannah,” he said, his voice threatening to crack. He drew his breath in hard and regained control. “All I can say in my defence is that while I’m a novice in all this I am a quick learner. I assure you I’m not playing with anything. I’m absolutely crazy about you. You’ve already turned my life upside down. I can’t believe my incredible good fortune in meeting you. It feels like my destiny I, er…” His words trailed off. 
 
    Hannah studied him for a long moment, a neutral expression on her face. “What do you actually want, Robert?” she asked him calmly. “Bear in mind there are no half measures with an extremist like me. It’s all or nothing.” 
 
    Robert drew his breath in again to try to keep his voice calm, “I want to do whatever you want me to do, Hannah.” 
 
     “Well, here’s what I want you to do right now,” said the dominatrix brusquely. “I want you to go to your friend Eve and finish your sexual relationship with her in the best way you know how. Incidentally, however you go about that, ensure you don’t ejaculate. Then come straight back here and we can continue where we left off.” 
 
     “Will do,” said Robert.  
 
    And with that he quickly got dressed, left Hannah’s house, and headed out into the cool night air in the direction of the nearby Metropole hotel. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Robert tapped on the door of the hotel suite that Eve and he were sharing. After several moments she came to the door wearing nothing but an ultra-short black silk robe. 
 
    “Hello,” said Robert, walking straight in and pulling the door closed behind him. 
 
    “Hello yourself,” replied the barely clothed redhead.  “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Major change of plan,” Robert said.  
 
    Eve shot him a look.  “You weren’t able to set up our little assignation, were you.”  It wasn’t a question. 
 
    Robert cleared his throat. “That’s right,” he confirmed. 
 
    “Shame,” she said. “I was really looking forward to a threesome tonight with you and some beautiful woman.” There was a pause.  “So, where’ve you been all this time? At the club?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, at the home of the beautiful woman I thought we might be having the threesome with.” 
 
    “How nice for you,” Eve replied sarcastically. “Ah well,” she added with a sigh, “as I was getting myself nice and ready for something that isn’t going to happen I might as well finish what I started.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” asked Robert. 
 
    “I’ll show you.” She sailed over to the couch she’d vacated in order to let him into the suite. 
 
    Once there Eve lolled back down, put a hand between her legs, and began – correction – recommenced playing with her pussy. Robert flung himself down on the couch beside her and watched. 
 
    “Did she bring you off, this mystery woman?” Eve asked, continuing to work her pussy with her fingers. 
 
    “No,” said Robert.  
 
    Eve smiled to herself, thinking she’d remained in control of his affections after all. Then she thought again. “Your eyes were all glassy when you came through the door,” she observed, still masturbating. “She must have turned you on.” 
 
    He nodded emphatically. “She certainly did that.”  
 
    “And they’re still glassy,” Eve went on. “You’re still turned on, aren’t you, watching me doing what I’m doing right now?”  
 
    “That’s for damn sure,” he confirmed. 
 
    Eve stopped playing with herself and said, “Here’s another change of plan for you. Drop down on your knees between my legs. Your mystery woman may not have brought you off but I’ve decided I want you to bring me off.” 
 
    Robert fell to his knees and put his face between Eve’s soft thighs. He began to lap at her sex as he had done countless times before.  
 
    “That’s it,” she purred, her red nails raking through his hair, her thighs flexing around his face. 
 
    As Robert continued his familiar journey into the luscious folds and recesses of Eve’s pussy something dawned on him. Here surely was an ideal opportunity to do what he’d been instructed to do by Hannah: finish his sexual relationship with Eve in the best way he knew how… but without ejaculating. After that he’d do what Hannah had also instructed and come straight back to her so they could continue where they’d left off. 
 
    Robert worked his tongue over Eve’s clit until she was groaning ravenously, her breath coming hard. Then, remaining on his knees, he stopped going down on her and instead pressed one, two, then three, fingers all the way into her soaked channel. 
 
    Robert finger-fucked Eve energetically until her writhing body was claimed by one orgasmic spasm after another. Only when the last vigorous pulse died away and the multi-orgasmic redhead uttered her final climactic groan did he withdraw his fingers. 
 
    Eve collapsed back into the couch. “That was fucking great,” she said. “Want me to suck you off as your reward?”  
 
    It would have been so easy for Robert to have said yes. And previously that would have been his response. Of course it would. This time was different though, despite the way his tumescence throbbed so insistently against his tight black jeans. This time he had Hannah’s instructions still ringing in his ears and these kept him from letting Eve satisfy him. 
 
    “No, but thank you,” he replied softly. “Just stroke my hair if you wouldn’t mind while I calm down a bit.”  
 
    And she did, taking his head in her arms, putting it in her lap and gently running her fingers through his hair. The two of them remained in silent repose that way for some minutes.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Eve finally sat up. She patted the couch next to her and said, “Sit down again.” 
 
    “Right,” Robert said, and did.  
 
    “So what’s the deal with this mystery woman of yours?” Eve asked. “What does she want?”  
 
    He breathed in. “To…eah… transform me.”  
 
    Eve gave him a puzzled look. “In what way?” 
 
    “Sexually,” Robert answered. “She’s a very experienced dominatrix. I’ll leave the rest to your imagination.” 
 
    “And you want that, do you?” Eve looked non-plussed. “You want to this very experienced dominatrix to transform you.” 
 
    “Yes I do,” he said. “I’m certain of it in fact. I feel like I’ve finally found my way by agreeing to put myself in her hands like that.” 
 
    “But what about when the novelty wears off?” Eve wanted to know. 
 
     “It won’t.” Robert’s face became set. 
 
    “Or when you’ve gotten all this out of your system?” 
 
    “Same answer,” he replied. “This is the beginning of something immensely important for me, Eve, not some passing phase. Again, I’m certain of it. I already know deep down that she is my future.” 
 
    “Aren’t you scared?” she wanted to know. 
 
    “Yes I am,” he said. “But I just…I just have to do this. I know I’ll regret it for the rest of my life if I don’t.” 
 
    There was a palpable silence in the room. 
 
    “So this is the end of the road for us, is it, Robert?” said Eve. 
 
    He nodded. “I’m afraid so.” 
 
    The irrepressible redhead quickly rallied. “How about I give you that blowjob anyway just for old times’ sake?” she offered, giving him a wicked smile. 
 
    He slowly shook his head. 
 
    “Thought it was worth a shot,” said Eve with a resigned shrug. 
 
    There was a beat of silence. 
 
    “You pissed off with me?” Robert wanted to know, gazing at her warily. “Because if you are you’re hiding it very well.” 
 
    Eve rolled her eyes at him. “Oh please. Why on earth would I be pissed off with you? Our relationship wasn’t going anywhere, was it? We’ve been ‘friends with benefits’ for a while, that’s all, which means by definition that what we had was always just a temporary arrangement. It’s no big thing as far as I’m concerned that you’ve decided it’s time for a parting of the ways.”  
 
    She allowed a pause. “Don’t get me wrong though, Robert. I’m not saying I won’t miss you because I will. There’s no doubt about that. You’re a lovely guy and extremely sexy. But it’s not like I wanted to marry you or anything. The way I see it, it’s your life. If this is what you want to do with it, it’s nobody’s business but yours. It’s entirely up to you.” 
 
    She paused again before going on, “You don’t have any other commitments since you sold your firm, which gives you all the flexibility you need to follow your dreams.  In my opinion it was only a matter of time before something like this happened to you. This mystery woman of yours is a highly experienced dominatrix, you tell me. You’re by far the most submissive man I’ve ever met. It seems like a very good fit in that sense and I can see it could work well for you.” 
 
    “Is that really how you feel?” asked Robert. 
 
    Eve nodded. “Yeah, definitely.” 
 
    A surge of gratitude filled Robert’s chest. “It means a lot to me to hear you say that,” he said, a tremble in his voice.  
 
    “Just to be devil’s advocate here for a few moments though, Robert,” Eve continued, briefly squeezing his hand. “I told you I could see this new relationship working well for you and I meant it. You could have really lucked out with this woman and that’s a fact. On the other hand we both know you’ve only got very limited experience of BDSM, hardly any actually. You’re as near as makes no difference a complete beginner when it comes to all that kind of thing.” 
 
    There was a silence again before she went on, “Also you haven’t given this a lot of thought. How could you have done? That would have been a physical impossibility under the circumstances. I could see how you putting all your eggs in one basket this way based on such a hasty decision could all go horribly wrong. Who knows exactly what you’d be getting into? What you’ve decided to do is a leap in the darkness, an act of faith not based on any real logic when you think about it. There are many who’d call it rash and foolhardy to do something like that. Because, let’s face it, you could be making a huge mistake. I assume I can’t get you to reconsider your decision for that reason if no other.”  
 
    “You assume right,” Robert replied. “I totally get that you’re just looking out for my best interests by saying what you just did, Eve, and I really appreciate you doing that. But, believe me, there’s zero chance of you being able to get me to reconsider.”  
 
    “Why are you so adamant about that?” Eve persisted. “Explain that to me and then I’ll let the issue go, I swear.” 
 
    Robert could feel his heart hammering in his chest. “Because,” he said intensely, “I’m totally convinced my ‘mystery woman’ as you call her is who I’ve been looking for my whole life. I know it at some deep, intrinsic level that, er…” He stopped trying to formulate something that unquantifiable in words, and then went on to say, “All I can tell you is she radiates such authority and command it fills me with awe. The way I feel about her is something I can’t control – don’t want to control.  I’m already so crazy about her I want to be with her, always. I don’t want to stay away from her any longer than I absolutely have to.” 
 
    Eve studied his face for a moment. “So, what happens next?” 
 
    “I get off my ass, grab my overnight bag, and shove in the stuff I’d brought with me when you and I arrived here today,” Robert replied. “Then I settle up with you over the price of the suite, bid you the fondest of fond farewells, and go straight back to her.”  
 
    Eve arched her eyebrows. “You’re going to do all that now?”  
 
    “I am,” he answered, “starting this minute.” 
 
    She let Robert turn away but then took hold of his arm and he turned again.  
 
    “Robert?” she said, looking at him thoughtfully. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “This.” 
 
    She jabbed out her hand, bullet-fast, and slapped him around the face. The slap stung sharply, yet its sensation raced through his body. 
 
    “You’ve never slapped my face before,” he said, looking shocked. 
 
    “It should please you, considering the direction you’ve so firmly decided to let your life be taken,” she responded.  
 
    “It does,” Robert said with a shiver of excitement. 
 
    Eve gave him another wicked smile. “Then consider it my parting gift to you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Robert was back in Hannah’s spacious living room. She was on her feet and he was kneeling naked and erect before her. In his absence the dominatrix had changed her outfit. She now wore a diaphanous scarlet and black minidress underneath which she was naked and shiny black stiletto-heeled shoes, 
 
    Robert could see Hannah’s smooth, shapely body through the fabric of the dress. To add further to its erotic appeal the transparent item had a deep neckline that plunged low and wide, leaving half her breasts exposed. With any movement at all the dress swayed and her hard protruding nipples peeked enticingly from inside.  
 
    “So, a slapped face was Eve’s parting gift to you, was it, Robert?” said Hannah. 
 
    “That’s what she told me,” he replied, lifting his gaze from her virtually naked breasts.  
 
    Hannah’s lips turned up in a sardonic smile. “I like her style.”  
 
    “So do I,” he said. “I always did.”  
 
    The dominatrix gave him a penetrating look. “But I’m the only woman for you now, aren’t I?” 
 
    “You are, Hannah.” Robert stared up at her intently, adrenaline pulsing through every part of his body. “I find you utterly irresistible and I’d do anything to prove to you I feel that way. Just say the word and I’ll do whatever you desire.” 
 
    “Lick my shoes,” she ordered, in response. “Oh, and always call me ‘Mistress’ whenever you address me from now on.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress," he replied elatedly, before kneeling forward to lick and lap her stiletto-heeled shoes. 
 
    Robert lost himself in his own thoughts as he performed this grovelling task, luxuriating in paying homage to Hannah this way. He was astonished at how quickly and completely she’d taken ownership of his body, his mind, his soul. It had all happened faster than he could have imagined possible.  
 
    The supreme confidence with which she’d claimed his whole being as hers to do with as she chose thrilled him to the core. Still lost in his thoughts, Robert reminded himself that he’d often fantasised about such subjugation to an extremely dominant woman – of being such a woman’s creature who would do whatever she wanted. Living such a life was something he’d never thought could happen outside the realms of his imagination.  
 
    Robert knew the relationship with the mysterious woman he must now address as “Mistress” had only just begun and that he hardly knew her yet. But he already felt as bound to her as he might if they'd been together for years.  
 
    “Stop licking my shoes now,” Hannah commanded, breaking his reverie. “And kneel upright again.” 
 
    “Yes. Mistress,” Robert said, and did. His erection pulsed like fury as he waited for her next instruction. 
 
    He  wondered excitedly what the dominatrix had in mind, hoping it would involve them having sex in some form or another even if it was only to satisfy her needs. 
 
    But he was wide of the mark. Hannah saw things very differently. She’d told Robert they’d continue where they’d left off once he had returned from The Metropole and that was what they were going to do. Being in control of Robert was far more important to her than her own immediate sexual gratification. Nor did she want him to achieve such gratification himself. She’d deprived him of it once before that evening and now wished to do so again, significantly upping the ante this time. 
 
    “Masturbate for me,” she instructed, adding sharply, “But don’t you dare come.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” replied Robert and began to work his erection up and down with his fist. Over and over again he rubbed his shaft, his hand rising and falling rhythmically.  
 
    This wasn’t enough for Hannah, though. “Pull faster,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he panted, and markedly quickened his pace. 
 
    As the inevitable happened and Robert brought himself ever closer to the point of no return, Hannah noted gleefully how his initial agitation when she’d told him to masturbate faster had escalated into desperation. 
 
    The breath was catching in his throat and his chest was heaving. Robert’s body began to shake as his physical actions drove him toward orgasm and his mind frantically willed him not to let that happen at any cost. 
 
    But despite his very best efforts he could feel himself building to a crescendo. I must not let that happen, he told himself with steely resolve. I must not let that happen. But all too soon he’d reached the tipping point and was ready to explode into orgasm. 
 
    No, no, no, no. 
 
    Please no. 
 
    Please don’t let this happen. 
 
    Suddenly – thank God – Hannah told him to stop masturbating and he managed not to ejaculate. Just. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Robert let out an audible exhalation partly of acute frustration that he hadn’t climaxed but predominantly of great relief that he’d managed against all the odds not to. 
 
    “Impressive orgasm control,” commented Hannah approvingly, looking down at him. “Very impressive. That’s an extremely good start because you’re going to need to exercise superb orgasm control if our relationship is to be the great success we both want it to be.”  
 
    After giving Robert a few more moments to calm down the dominatrix went on to demand in a stern voice, “When I say the word I want you to get back onto all fours. I intend to punish you again shortly.” She paused again before going on, “And let me make one thing clear, as your Mistress I will punish you whenever I feel like it and as harshly as I like both because it pleases me and also because I know it’s for your own good. Got that?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress.” His voice wobbled. 
 
    What Hannah had just told Robert frightened him but also excited him greatly, causing his body to shudder with renewed erotic anticipation.  
 
    “Get onto all fours now,” demanded the dominatrix. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  
 
    A fresh surge of adrenaline coursing through his veins, Robert felt a heady mix of arousal and fear as he watched the dominatrix turn and stride over to the big mahogany sideboard.  
 
    He viewed her beautiful voluptuous body in motion, marvelling anew at the fact she was as close to being naked in the diaphanous scarlet and black minidress she wore as it was possible to be. Her full breasts stood out, so perfectly formed and well rounded. They jiggled erotically when she moved, her erect nipples two hard tight knots of flesh. 
 
    Hannah opened the same drawer from which she’d removed the paddle earlier and this time picked out a heavy leather flogger. 
 
    She looked over at Robert. “I’ll start with this flogger,” she told him, testing its weight in her hand. She then turned back to the drawer and pulled out another whip. “And I’ll follow with this one,” she added, showing him a black and purple braided leather whip. 
 
    Robert stared in fearful excitement at the two intimidating disciplinary implements as Hannah went on to inform him, “The thongs of the flogger will scorch your ass with a burning fire that will prepare you for the braided whip, which will be even more painful.” 
 
    Robert’s heart hammered in his chest as he contemplated what was to come. Looking from the heavy leather flogger and back to the braided whip again, all-too-familiar erotic dreams surfaced in his head about receiving such punishment. For ages he’d had regular dreams about being whipped by a dominant woman. Such dreams made sleep at the time bizarre but acutely arousing. To have a whipping like that about to be happening to him now in real life after all this time was everything he could have hoped for. 
 
    “I’ve had highly erotic dreams of being whipped by someone like you for years, you know, Mistress,” Robert said. “I’ve dreamed about it constantly.” He let out a deep exhalation. It felt strangely liberating to have said what he just had – unwrapping a deep dark secret he’d carried all this time. 
 
    “What you’ve just told me makes every kind of sense, given your innate profound masochism,” she replied. “And you’re about to have those dreams come true.”  
 
    Hannah, with both whips now hanging from her left hand, strode back and stood behind Robert. She studied his taut ass cheeks. They were still blushing from the earlier pounding she’d given them with the paddle and would soon be crimson from the rash of punishing blows she intended to deliver with the two whips. 
 
    “Spread your legs wider,” she ordered, after carefully considering his pose. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Glancing over his shoulder briefly, Robert caught a glimpse of Hannah’s face from the corner of his eye. On the surface she was cool, calm and collected but her blue-black eyes shone with sexual sadism, a quickened passion fuelling her purpose. He saw her rest the braided whip on a nearby leather chair, and switch the heavy flogger from her left to her right hand. 
 
    The dominatrix moved closer to Robert, reaching her left hand out and massaging his behind. Her slender fingers were warm and gentle as they caressed his skin. 
 
    “So, you’ve never been whipped before?” she said. 
 
    “Never, Mistress” he confirmed, looking over his shoulder at her again.  “I’ve been spanked by Eve twice. You used the paddle on me earlier tonight. And that’s it. I’ve never been whipped as such, not even with a belt or strap. The whole experience has all been locked away in my head up to now.” 
 
     “Are you sure you can handle it in real life?” she wanted to know. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he assured her. “I can handle it.” 
 
    “We’re about to find out if you’re right about that,” announced the dominatrix. “Personally I’m utterly convinced your ass was made for such harsh treatment because your whole psyche has been crying out for it. That’s clearly what those persistent dreams of yours have been all about.” 
 
    Hannah then got him to face forward, and drew her whip hand back. The experience that had haunted Robert’s dreams for so long was about to begin for real. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    Hannah brought the heavy leather flogger down hard on Robert’s waiting ass cheeks with a flourish.  
 
    That hurts so fucking good, he said to himself excitedly. His heart was jackhammering, his erection pulsing more insisently than ever. He wiggled his rear, asking for more and promptly getting it. 
 
    Hannah laid on another forceful blow and another. After that she didn’t stop or even pause but continued with a measured rhythm – whip-whip-whip-whip – each strike adding more heat to his flesh. 
 
    Before long there were red marks from the flogger covering his entire behind and beyond, extending down to the backs of his thighs. 
 
    The effect of the punishment on Robert was a burning ache that gradually rose in intensity until it felt as if the skin where the flogger had landed was on fire. 
 
    Hannah continued to beat him but with mounting force now. The impact of the flat leather thongs against his already punished skin became more acute, and in spite of himself Robert began to groan in protest. 
 
    “You’ll get used to such treatment,” Hannah reassured him, continuing her relentless onslaught with the flogger. “Soon you’ll want it, yearn for it, quake for it. Trust me on that.” 
 
    The dominatrix laid on several dozen more blows before she finally paused for a few moments. Robert was relieved by the break, but also so filled by a rush of arousal that he found himself willing her to start again.  
 
    “Had enough?” asked Hannah in a taunting voice. 
 
    “Hell no, Mistress,” he asserted. 
 
    “You want more?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied with a gasp. 
 
    So she gave him more straight away. Much more.  
 
    In a split second a biting pain ripped through Robert’s flesh. It was strong enough to make his eyes start out of his head.  
 
    Fuck. Fuck! 
 
    And so the dominatrix continued. Harder. Faster too. Again and again she beat him until he was in agony. His knuckles had whitened, he was gasping for air and tears of pain leaked out of his eyes. 
 
    Being beaten this ferociously wasn’t how Robert had dreamed about being whipped at all. “Oh please stop now, Mistress,” he pleaded, panic pulsing through him. “It hurts so much.” 
 
    Hannah’s wordless reply to this was to unleash in rapid-fire motion a dozen more harsh blows on his behind and the backs of his thighs. She beat him, and beat him, and beat him until…. 
 
    “Oh God, please stop, Mistress.” he wailed. “I can’t take any more.” 
 
    This latest panicky attempt on Robert’s part to exert his will was like a red rag to a bull to Hannah, prompting her to unleash another volley of strikes that burned even more fiercely. After that blast she was finished with the flogger, though, and put it to one side. 
 
    Seeing the dominatrix do this out of the corner of his eye and assuming she’d belatedly taken pity on him, Robert tried to lift himself up. But Hannah pushed him down. “I didn’t tell you to rise,” she rasped. 
 
    He saw her pick up the black and purple braided leather whip. “Please no more, Mistress,” he begged.  
 
    “I’m nowhere near finished,” she replied, her voice set hard like stone. “In fact I intend to go in even harder from now on.” 
 
     “Oh, no, Mistress,” he pleaded again. “Please don’t.” 
 
    She ignored him and an instant later the braided whip cracked against his skin, the pain rising in him like wildfire. 
 
    “No!” he blared. 
 
    Hannah’s response to this was to bring the whip down like a flash with another sharp crack that burned fiercely into his skin. Then she delivered another fiery blow, and another, the braided whip slicing the air and cracking against his flesh again twice more. 
 
    And so it went on. The dominatrix continued beating Robert’s ass repeatedly in this ruthless manner until he cried out, “No, Christ, enough!”  
 
    “Shut the fuck up!”  Hannah shouted over his protest. 
 
    And he held his tongue. 
 
    “There’s no point in arguing,” the dominatrix hissed at him. “There’s no chance I’m going to stop any time soon. No chance at all – not even to give you a temporary reprieve.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Hannah carried on beating Robert’s ass insistently until he was wracked with searing pain that was almost impossible to bear.   
 
    After one particularly stinging cut, he wriggled his body to one side to escape the next. That simply resulted in the strike that followed catching agonisingly on the far side of his thigh. 
 
    “That’s what’s called ‘wrapping’ and as an extremely experienced dominatrix I am careful to avoid it,” Hannah told him. “But it’s what you brought on yourself by trying to avoid your punishment. Now stay still,” she added, cracking the whip again. 
 
    Robert remained as still and as silent as he could manage, his breath hard in his chest, as his punishment went on and on. 
 
    At last a final cut sliced the air and the dominatrix was finished, putting the whip aside. 
 
    Gazing from behind Robert at the numerous distinct stripes rising from the flaming surface of his behind and the backs of his thighs, she said, “That’s enough for now. Stay where you are, facing forward.” 
 
    Robert remained on all fours and waited for Hannah’s next move, whatever that might turn out to be. He felt the pain start to subside and in its place a warm feeling of pure erotic pleasure began filling him, suffusing his entire being.  
 
    What a weird and ultimately wonderful experience his first whipping had turned out to be, Robert reflected in awe, as he became ever more subsumed by that sublime erotic sensation.  
 
    The experience had been great to start with. Then it hadn’t been. Then he’d gotten used to it. Then it had become almost intolerable. And now? Now he’d never felt so euphoric. It was like he’d died and gone to heaven. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Hannah continued to stand behind Robert as he knelt there on all fours. The dominatrix gazed down at the glaring red lines on his skin that chronicled so perfectly his ordeal at her sadistic hands. She found it such an exquisitely arousing sight it made her want to masturbate.  
 
    Putting a hand between her legs, Hannah decided to quickly bring herself off. She squirmed, grinding in and out of her pussy with her fingers until it spasmed, her body rocked by a single powerful orgasm. 
 
    When the climax had died away the dominatrix removed her fingers from the wetness of her sex and strode to the front of Robert. 
 
     “Are you sorry for trying to wimp out of your punishment the way you did?” she asked.  
 
    Robert swallowed nervously. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his face full of contrition. “Very sorry.” 
 
    “And do you fully accept that you’ll be punished again, whenever I desire it and as harshly as I like,” she said.  
 
    He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    There was a silence. 
 
     “Your first whipping didn’t turn out to be anything like as bad as you panicked yourself into thinking it was going to be, did it?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, it didn’t, Mistress.” 
 
    “Indeed it ended up pleasing you very greatly, didn’t it?” Hannah went on. “Be honest.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He took a deep, shuddering breath. “It ended up pleasing me beyond words.” 
 
    “An experience of that kind is what you’ve been working up to your whole life, isn’t it?” she continued. 
 
    “You’re quite right about that, Mistress.” The edges of Robert’s lips quivered as he spoke. “You just cut right to the chase and made it happen the amazing way you did. I know I shouldn’t have panicked and resisted it,” he went on earnestly. “I’m really ashamed I screwed up like that. I’m sorry, so sorry. I’ve been an idiot. I know I have to get much better at all this and I will. I promise. I’m going to try as hard as I can to become the person you want me to be – the person I want to be too.” 
 
    Hannah shrugged off his apology. “You need to have complete trust in me, Robert. You didn’t manage that this time and that’s completely understandable. But it’ll come. I’m sure of it. Rome wasn’t built in a day, as the saying goes, and we haven’t known each other even half a day yet, have we?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” He smiled gently. 
 
    She touched his face with both hands before going on, “You’re doing OK, Robert, believe me.” She allowed another pause.  “By the way, while I won’t be marking you again before you sleep tonight I will certainly be dominating you some more.” 
 
    “I’ll be sleeping here, Mistress?” he inquired. 
 
    Hannah took her hands away from his face. “For as long as I say so,” she said, adding, “And you’ll be living here too. You have a problem with that arrangement?” 
 
    “Not in the slightest, Mistress,” he replied straight away, adding thoughtfully, “There are a couple of minor loose ends I’ll need to tie up at some stage but that’s easily enough done. It won’t take much to get myself right off grid, I reckon. I’m thrilled at the arrangement you’re proposing, Mistress, really thrilled.” 
 
    “Good,” she said. “It’s the best way to train you. And I intend to do that thoroughly. That’s because, extremely submissive and masochistic it’s very clear to me you innately are, you have an awful lot to learn – about yourself apart from anything else. Now climb to your feet and follow me. I’ll show you to your room.”  
 
    Once Robert was standing he made to pick up the small wheeled case he’d dragged into the house earlier when he’d returned from The Metropole. 
 
    “Don’t bother with that and don’t bother picking up your clothes either,” Hannah told him. “You won’t be wearing any clothing while you’re under my roof. Also your room has a well-equipped en suite and any toiletries you’re likely to need are already in there.” 
 
    With that the dominatrix promptly led him out of the living room. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Hannah led Robert, his hard-on bobbing before him, along the hallway to the main staircase and up the stairs to the first floor. She took a few steps along the corridor to a door, which she opened. “After you,” she said, reaching round the doorframe and switching on the light. “This is your room.” 
 
    Robert stepped inside and surveyed the pleasant room he found himself in. It had a good-sized single bed and a matching bedside table, chair and wardrobe. He peeked into the en suite bathroom: all gleaming white porcelain, shiny chrome and soft white towels. 
 
    He turned to Hannah. “It’s great, Mistress,” he said. “Now what?” 
 
    “Now you lie down on your back on the bed” she told him. “I’m going to sit on your face and queen you. Are you familiar with the term?”  
 
    “No, Mistress.” Robert sprawled against the mattress, his aching stiffness pointing towards the ceiling.  
 
    “Prepare to be enlightened.” Hannah kicked off her stiletto shoes, shimmied out of her see-through minidress, and joined him naked on the bed.  
 
    Looking into Robert’s gleaming gray eyes, she knelt over his face, gripping the back of his head with both hands. Holding onto Robert like this, she pressed him tightly against herself until his face became buried in the warm cavern of her sex.  
 
    “Pleasure my pussy with your mouth,” she ordered. 
 
    And Robert did. First he played his tongue back and forth, searching for Hannah’s hard pink clitoris. He found the shiny nub and began to flick his tongue over it, making her moan with pleasure.  
 
    After a time the dominatrix began to rise and fall over Robert’s mouth, pressing down here and, shifting there, delighting in the experience. Suddenly she clasped his head even more tightly against her hot wet pussy and climaxed. Her breathing was ragged as she shuddered in ecstatic release. 
 
    When Hannah had recovered her senses sufficiently she shifted position, lifting her sex from Robert’s mouth. The lower part of his face was covered in a thin layer of love juice. Sexual excitement coursing through his veins, he wondered what the dominatrix was going to do to him next. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Hannah edged down Robert’s body until his hard cock rubbed against her belly, and leaned forward to kiss him. Her mouth was open and her tongue darted into his when their lips met. She kissed Robert fervently and he responded in kind until eventually she broke off the kiss. 
 
    “Now I’m going to fuck you,” she announced.   
 
    Arching her back, the dominatrix pressed the tip of Robert’s erection lightly against the lips of her pussy. He groaned as she pressed right down so his hard-on could slip deep into the slippery warmth of her tight sex. He felt the muscles of her vagina fasten powerfully on his shaft as she began to rock up and down on his body.  
 
    Hannah moaned and wriggled with one rush of satisfaction after another as she moved up and down on Robert’s shaft with ever more energy. And he moaned too. He loved being fucked by the raven-haired beauty in this way. As a dominatrix she was obviously accustomed to being in full control of any male that pleasured her, and he relished his role as the instrument of her satisfaction.  
 
    Hannah’s breasts bobbed as she continued to fuck Robert with a will. Then she delved one of her hands between the engorged lips of her pussy and began stroking her clitoris, her fingers at the same time pressing against his sliding hard-on.  
 
    With hooded eyes she looked down at Robert. “You’re not allowed to come until I say so,” she told him. 
 
    Hannah frigged her clit more and more vigorously until she began to moan and then cry out in orgasm. This had the effect of propelling Robert to the edge of climaxing. He nearly lost control…  
 
    Don’t do that. Don’t you fucking dare! Robert cried out inside his head, and stopped himself climaxing before it was too late. 
 
     Hannah had ceased masturbating and was now pressing the warmth of her breasts against his chest as her hips squirmed over the rod of flesh still embedded in her sex. Then, panting wildly, she cried out again with release. 
 
    And Robert didn’t, clamping down on himself with all his might just in time to again avoid passing the point of no return. 
 
    Hannah had told Robert he’d need to exercise superb orgasm control if their relationship was to be the great success they both wanted it to be. It was becoming abundantly clear to him just how much of a challenge that was going to be – was being right now! 
 
    Hannah left it several moments and shifted above Robert, this time stretching her legs down along his. She began to grind back and forth, squeezing her thighs together convulsively around him until she climaxed once more. Then she kept on climaxing. She slid her arms around his neck and pulled him fiercely against her as she came again and again, the climaxes racking her body with spasms of erotic delight. 
 
    Robert lost track of Hannah’s orgasms because he was concentrating so incredibly hard on holding his own climax back that he could think of nothing else.  
 
    When she finally, finally permitted him to come he cried out in ecstatic relief. Hannah continued to ride him as he spent himself completely, every ounce of his pent-up semen spurting inside her. And at the same time she bucked and heaved to the most ecstatic of her multiple orgasms. Spasms shook their entwined bodies, going on and on. 
 
    Eventually these stopped and Hannah lay on top of Robert for a while as their breathing slowed. Then she lifted her body from his, climbed to her feet and picked up her shoes and dress.  
 
    She looked down at Robert. “That was outstanding,” she told him warmly. “See you tomorrow.”  
 
    The dominatrix then sashayed barefoot and bare assed out of Robert’s room, leaving him on his own.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    After a few moments Robert rose from the bed and went over to the wardrobe. He turned and inspected himself in the full-length mirror on the back of its door, looking over his shoulder in awe at the red stripes that streaked his ass cheeks and the backs of his thighs. He was fascinated by the sight reflected back at him.  
 
    There were only a few stripes that had cut into the flesh with enough force to leave distinguishable marks. Of these the only one that was particularly noticeable was the one on the far side of his thigh that Hannah had told him he’d brought on himself when he’d deliberately tried to wriggle away. 
 
    The marks were red, the skin barely broken, but from beneath the surface a line of bruises had already begun to appear. When he ran his hands over them it produced an extraordinarily pleasurable sensation. The orgasm that had swept over him when Hannah had finally permitted it had been out of this world. It had been a stunning gift from a stunning dominatrix. 
 
    But so, he realised, had been the whipping she’d given him. And, unlike the orgasm the after-effect was more lasting. It was the gift that kept on giving.  Hannah may have gone for now. But she’d left something very special in return that would continue to leave its lingering effect: the red marks on his flesh.  
 
    Robert admired these again and then turned away from the mirror. Leaving it to its own reflections, he padded off to shower.  
 
    When Robert emerged from the en suite and got into bed he felt poleaxed with exhaustion. The whole cathartic rollercoaster of a night had finally caught up with him.  
 
    Before long, enfolded by a sense of peace and smiling contentedly, he fell into a deep dreamless sleep. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    For the next two days Robert was alone with Hannah in her beautiful secluded house. The rest of the bustling city outside its high walls – the rest of the whole wide world – was out of sight and out of mind. The dominatrix, as well as Robert, wore not a stitch of clothing the whole time. And what a breathtaking sight Hannah was in all her naked glory: the luster of her glossy raven hair; that exquisitely lovely face; those hypnotic blue-black eyes; that comely figure; the way her firm ripe breasts jiggled and her shapely hips swayed as she moved. 
 
    During those two unforgettable days Hannah laid into Robert’s ass constantly with one or another of her leather whips. Such sadistic treatment kept him in a perpetual state of erotic bliss. Profound sexual masochist he’d so recently – and dramatically – discovered himself to be at her highly skilled hands, Robert wallowed in his agonizing degradation and the searing marks of his chastisement. Before long his rear cheeks became so tender from the persistent whipping they’d received from Hannah he couldn’t touch them without feeling jolts of pleasure-pain shoot through him. 
 
    When left alone in his room, Robert would often gaze over his shoulder at their reflection in the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door. He’d inspect with delight the most recent welts and bruises Hannah had administered to his flesh and wonder excitedly when she would mark him next. 
 
    Once while engaged in this arousing ritual – his pulse racing, his breath quickening, his erection aching – Hannah padded into the room. Finding what she saw an exhilarating sight, the naked dominatrix made him stand before her and masturbate. She told him she wanted him to bring himself to an orgasmic edge and not to stop masturbating until she said he could.  
 
    Pulling back and forth at his erection in a cautiously slow and steady rhythm, Robert nevertheless eventually felt his body pulse with spasms of pre-orgasmic pleasure as he got ever closer to the ecstasy of release. He was sure he was going to explode into orgasm at any moment in spite of his best efforts. He could feel his climax building and building. He was almost there, almost there...  
 
    Then the dominatrix told him to stop masturbating but to keep his palm wrapped around his erection. He breathed in, out, in, out, calming himself as best he could. After a few moments, though, she made him start masturbating once more. She left it until his orgasm was again swelling inside him, preparing to burst out, before she told him to stop.  
 
    And so it went, again and again. Hannah was determined to take her own good time before allowing Robert release, making him keep going and going. Finally, mercifully, she let him tip over the edge. His body shuddered in his orgasm, his eyes half shut, ecstasy written all over his handsome face as he shot his load in profusion. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    On another occasion during those two magical days, this time in her living room, Hannah ordered Robert to stand before her and bring himself to the edge of orgasm as before. But this time just as his climax was about to erupt she stopped him, telling him to let go of his erection altogether. She then took a small leather paddle from the top drawer of the mahogany sideboard and proceeded to torture his shaft with it. 
 
    It wasn’t torture of the most painful sort – the sort meant to leave the cutting punishment she delivered to his ass with one of her whips – but a more subtle torment. It involved her using the diminutive paddle to deliver a swift volley of thwacks to his erection. She beat him fairly gently at first then harder, sharper. 
 
    These blows were not acutely painful. But they still stung enough to tempt Robert to ask her to stop. He almost did too but resisted the urge, cutting the words off before they escaped his lips. He’d moved past that, he told himself resolutely. He’d tried to wimp out that way once before and was determined it wouldn’t happen again. When Hannah had first used the heavy leather flogger on him she’d made very clear what she thought of such pathetic pleas for mercy. 
 
    Likewise part of him wanted to try to twist away from her stinging blows. However, having learnt the hard way the first time the dominatrix had used the braided whip on him, he was absolutely aware he couldn’t do that either. He knew it would be counterproductive to say the least. 
 
    Robert understood the rules of engagement much better now and ensured he didn’t crack. He continued throughout his current torment to utter not a word of protest and to stand glued to the spot, keeping his body as still as he possibly could. 
 
    Hannah eventually ceased beating Robert’s hard-on… But after only a few moments she told him to go back to masturbating. 
 
     Then the whole process was repeated all over again. When he was almost at the edge once more, she stopped his orgasm, made him remove his hand from his erection, and beat his shaft with the little paddle.  
 
    As this torment went on it got so the pain stung so much Robert found himself sorely tempted to either beg Hannah to cease or wriggle wildly to get away from her blows. He knew he could do neither. He had to keep himself rigidly under control. Robert steeled himself to ride the experience out in the way he knew his Mistress expected of him. He continued to make not a sound of protest or to hardly budge, his feet remaining rooted to the floor as if set in concrete. 
 
    Hannah carried on torturing Robert this way, using the little paddle on his erection harder and harder, faster and faster. She took him right to the edge of what was bearable, and relished every moment of doing so. The dominatrix kept on gathering momentum with the small paddle until Robert was so overwhelmed with masochistic arousal that silvery pre-cum was pouring from the glans of his shaft in a constant stream. 
 
    Surely she’ll let me finish soon, he told himself frantically, his breathing shallow and ragged. Surely she will.  
 
    But she didn’t. Instead she persisted, continuing to beat his erection with the small leather paddle time and time again. Only when Robert was utterly beside himself in blissful agony did she allow him to finish. When he did his climax was so intense he pulsed for minutes before he was fully spent. His eyes were aglow with carnal passion, his heart pounding fit to burst, and his body gyrating with the surging release of his mighty orgasm. 
 
    “Well done,” Hannah said after he’d recovered most of his composure. “You did brilliantly.” 
 
    Those effusive words of encouragement made Robert glow with pride. 
 
    “Thank you so much, Mistress,” he replied, his voice halting. 
 
    After a pause the dominatrix went on to say, “That’s what I call progress.  It’s all coming together. I’m certain of it.” 
 
    And so, both of them buck-naked, it continued to come together during those two dream-like days. All his senses heightened, Robert felt increasingly in accord with his sadistic Mistress. No part of the couple was exposed to the world outside. Instead the two of them were all alone in the addictive world of deliriously arousing agony she had created for him.   
 
    On the third day, though, Hannah received a visitor she decided to introduce to Robert. The dominatrix got dressed for this encounter but insisted that he remain naked. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    Hannah’s visitor was a fellow dominatrix called Pauline. One of her closest friends, she was also an extremely shrewd businesswoman. Some years ago the two friends – both high-end professional dominatrices at the time – had decided to abandon their lucrative occupations and go into business together at something else instead. 
 
     They’d pooled their funds to purchase a small conventional leather clothing company and proceeded to  take it in a completely different direction. Within a short time the fetish leather and latex clothing line they’d established had become a well established brand within its own specialist but ever expanding market. In the process it had made them a lot of money, with profits ever on the rise year on year. 
 
     After a while, though, it had all begun to pall for Hannah. She hadn’t tired of Pauline’s friendship, which she’d always greatly valued and known she always would. She had however tired of their business venture. Her heart simply hadn’t been in it any more.  
 
    She had come to an amicable parting of the ways with Pauline, allowing her to buy her out of the business. This enabled Hannah to concentrate on what she wanted to do the most, which was to live the Femdom BDSM lifestyle to the max with a succession of willing submissives. None of those submissives had proven more willing than the current one, the man she’d decided was the one...  
 
      
 
    Robert stood in the living room, his cock stiffly erect, before Pauline. She was a woman as uber-sexy as Hannah – and as much of a force to be reckoned with too, he guessed.  
 
    Her blonde hair was straight, chin-length and cut in an angular style, which framed a face of perfect symmetry. She had big almond-shaped violet eyes, high cheekbones, full sensuous lips, and a body as fabulous as Hannah’s.  
 
     Hannah herself was seated nearby on a black leather couch, and had on a red leather dress that she’d teamed with stiletto-heeled shoes of the same color. The dress had a deeply plunging front that left much of her superbly thrusting breasts exposed and was so short it barely skirted her thighs.  
 
    Pauline was similarly attired, wearing a black leather outfit that consisted of a micro-minidress and long high-heeled boots. Her low-cut dress, like Hannah’s, revealed a glorious expanse of cleavage. Again like Hannah’s, the hem of the dress came extremely high above the knee, revealing the bare creamy skin of her shapely thighs. The seductive effect was heightened further by the long stiletto-heeled leather boots she had on. Again, just like Hannah, Pauline bore herself with all the casual self assurance of one used to the wielding of authority.  
 
    “Robert has made an excellent first impression on me, Hannah,” she remarked, her gaze sliding like liquid over his body.  
 
    “Clearly the feeling’s mutual,” Hannah replied sardonically, eyeing Robert’s erection. 
 
    Pauline reached out and briefly squeezed his tumescence. “Looks like you recently gave this a damn good beating, Hannah,” she said, looking over at her. “Am I right?” 
 
    “Dead right,” she confirmed. 
 
    “Experienced sub, is he?” Pauline went on to ask. 
 
    Hannah shook her head. “Far from it,” she replied. “He’s already showing considerable potential and I have extremely high hopes for him but the fact is he’s still very new to BDSM. I’ve barely known him a couple of days, would you believe.” 
 
    Pauline strode behind Robert where she viewed the vivid red marks that patterned his ass and the backs of his thighs. “You may have only recently gotten started with him,” she said, turning to look at Hannah again and flashing a smile. “But it’s certainly been a very good start, as far as I can see. What impressive stripes!”  
 
    “Which still hurt, needless to say.” Hannah smiled back. 
 
    “They’re bound to hurt that much more as I do this.” Pauline pressed her fingers against several of the stripes on his backside, tracing the red lines with a sadistic touch. 
 
    Gasping, Robert stared over at Hannah who merely stared right back at him, her features impassive.  
 
    “Where’s Robert live, Hannah?” Pauline asked. 
 
    “With me here now,” she replied. 
 
    “Where you’re keeping him in his luxurious prison to cater to all your needs,” commented Pauline drily.  
 
    “Put it that way if you want to,” Hannah said with another smile. “The bottom line, though, is that he’s a free agent and can go any time he likes.” 
 
    This prompted Robert to look over his shoulder at Pauline and say quietly, “But I choose not to, Mistress. I love being here with Mistress Hannah.” 
 
     “I didn’t ask you,” Pauline said sharply, slapping his backside hard as she spoke. This provoked an immediate masochistic response in Robert whose shaft began throbbing. 
 
    He thought Hannah might have decided to intercede in some way at this point but she didn’t and her expression remained impassive. Evidently his Mistress wasn’t interested in directing this exchange in any particular way. She was simply allowing it to unfold based on whatever her friend said or did – no matter how outlandish – and to let Robert fend for himself. 
 
    Pauline came to the front of Robert again and said, “Since Mistress Hannah has already allowed me to manhandle and spank you how would you feel if she allowed me to discipline you harshly right here and now?” 
 
    “If it pleased her to allow it, then it would please me too, Mistress,” he replied, his erection throbbing more insistently. 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “What if she and I decided to make love now, would it also please you to watch us?” 
 
    “If that was what she wanted then, for sure, it would please me, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “In fact it would be bound to arouse you even more than you clearly already are, wouldn’t it?” she said. 
 
    Robert swallowed hard. “Yes it would, Mistress.” 
 
    “Shall we make love and let him watch?” Pauline asked Hannah.  
 
    “Great idea,” she replied. “God knows, it wouldn’t be the first time we’ve done that in front of a sub. Let’s do it again now, right now.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Robert watched with mounting excitement as Pauline sauntered towards Hannah, the black leather micro-minidress stretched tight over her swaying hips. She immediately sat down next to her and they exchanged a deep, smoldering kiss. At the same time Hannah brought her hand beneath the pelmet-length of Pauline’s black leather dress to her naked pussy, which was as wet with love juice as was her own equally naked sex.  
 
    Hannah began masturbating her friend, moving her fingers in tight little circles over her clitoris. Pauline moaned softly, letting out wordless exclamations of delight, every time Hannah teased the hard nub of her clit. Robert paid avid attention to all this, his eyes wide and his erection pulsing more than ever. 
 
    Hannah started to work Pauline’s pussy with more vigor, pushing her fingers in and out faster. Soon she was finger-fucking her really hard, making her wetter and wetter still. Pauline was ravenous by now, her juices churning. Hannah continued to push her fingers in and out of her hard and fast until she came in spasms. 
 
    After a brief interval Hannah removed her fingers from Pauline’s pussy. “Now you bring me off with your mouth, if you will,” Hannah said. 
 
    “With the utmost pleasure,” replied her friend, falling gracefully to her knees, her hands along Hannah’s parted thighs. 
 
    Erotic hunger in his voyeuristic gaze, his hard-on now pulsing like a metronome, Robert carried on standing there watching as Pauline slipped her full luscious lips towards the dampness of Hannah’s sex. The dominatrix parted her thighs more, opening herself further to Pauline’s mouth. 
 
    She speared Hannah’s wetness with her penetrating tongue, licking deeper and deeper, letting her friend’s hot sticky juices fill her mouth with their delicious taste.  
 
    Hannah moaned with pleasure and wriggled with one rush of satisfaction after another as Pauline lapped up her sex juices with even more fervor, propelling her to a shuddering climax. 
 
    And that was it. The two women stopped making love, allowed themselves a few moments to compose themselves, and both got to their feet. 
 
    “That was memorable, Hannah,” said Pauline. “But I’ve got to go now, I’m afraid. I’ve a particularly important meeting with the shareholders tomorrow morning and I want to prepare for it properly. Before I go, though, can I say how very much Robert appeals to me?”  
 
    “You don’t need to.” A grin flashed across Hannah’s face. “You’ve already made that abundantly clear.”  
 
    “Would you be prepared to share him with me,” Pauline went on to ask her friend, glancing once more at the throbbing hardness of Robert’s cock. “I’d love it if you would.” 
 
    “I might be OK with it but only in very specific circumstances, which I’ll discuss with you privately some time.” 
 
    “Fair enough,” Pauline replied easily. “I’ll be on my way then and wait to hear from you in due course.” 
 
    As Hannah escorted her out of the room, Pauline turned towards Robert and purred, “Good-bye, handsome, or perhaps I should say au revoir.” 
 
    With that she disappeared from his view. 
 
    Once her friend had left the house Hannah returned to the living room and asked Robert, “What did you make of Mistress Pauline?”  
 
    “I thought she was great, Mistress,” he replied, aware of the continuing pulsing of his erection.  
 
    “Quite the temptress, isn’t she?” said Hannah 
 
    “And how, Mistress!” he exclaimed.  
 
    “She’s thoroughly wedded to the business these days and doesn’t have a regular sub any more,” Hannah went on. “I’m sure she’d make an exception in your case, though. We always did have the same taste in submissive men – and not the slightest interest in any other kind, it goes without saying.” There was a pause. “I wonder what would have happened if you’d met her first instead of me,” she mused. 
 
    “It's academic, Mistress,” Robert said. “It was you I met and you I want to be submissive to. I love being whipped and wanked and fucked by you. I loved watching you two having sex as well. But…” 
 
    “But what?” she cut in. 
 
    He chewed his bottom lip. “What about her suggestion you share me with her, Mistress? Would you ever actually do that? You said you might…” 
 
    “In very specific circumstances only, like I informed her,” Hannah interrupted again. “And before you ask me any more about it, I have no intention of telling you what those would be. You’ll find out if and when I decide the time is right. As of this moment,” she added, “the time is right for something else altogether.” 
 
    With that the dominatrix kicked off her stilettos and started to remove her red leather micro-minidress. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
      
 
    Once more as naked as nature intended, Hannah told Robert to kneel behind her. When he’d done this she parted her thighs and pushed her shapely backside towards his face. “Lick my asshole,” she demanded.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert replied excitedly, lifting his hands to prise her rear cheeks further apart. He pressed his lips to Hannah’s clean pink anus and began to lick it, each time pushing his tongue deeper inside. He licked her anal hole slowly, flicking his sinuous tongue gently.  
 
     “Lick it much harder than that while I pleasure myself,” Hannah instructed, and Robert immediately did as he’d been told. Continuing to press his lips to her pulsing anal hole, he licked it vigorously, making her quiver with passion. He darted his tongue in and out, feeling Hannah’s anal muscles contracting around it as she masturbated furiously. 
 
    The sound of her fingers working at herself like that filled Robert’s ears, intensifying his own arousal still further. The taste of Hannah’s smooth anus and the squelching sound of her fingers against her sex filled him with the utmost desire. Hannah herself quickly became orgasmic. Panting loudly, she cried out in ecstasy as a powerful climax shuddered through her.  
 
    After giving herself a few moments to allow the pumping of her heart to return to normal the dominatrix moved away from Robert, telling him to get down on all fours. She then went behind him and, leaning down slightly, began stroking the mounds of his reddened backside. Hannah traced a finger against the rosebud opening of Robert’s anus, subjecting it to her tantalizing caress for a few moments before moving away from him again.  
 
    She sashayed over to the mahogany sideboard from which this time she extracted a black double-dildo strap-on, the leather harness that went with it, and a bottle of lubricant. The dominatrix climbed into the strap-on harness, slowly pulling it up from the knee. She took the internal dildo in one hand and with the other parted the opening to her wet pussy. Easing the dildo deep into herself, she felt a delicious thrill of pleasure at its penetration.  
 
    Hannah pulled the straps of her harness tight so it was firmly positioned. “I’m going to ass-fuck you now,” she announced. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-two 
 
      
 
    A shiver of delight rippled down Robert’s spine. He was thrilled that Hannah had decided to bring this further exciting dimension to their ever deepening Femdom relationship. He yearned for her to fuck him in the ass, hungered for it. He pushed his splayed backside towards her, his sense of anticipation acute. Robert could feel the blood singing in his veins and his breath was coming quicker all the time.  
 
    The dominatrix started by applying a liberal amount of lubricant over his anus. Next she pressed the tip of the dildo against Robert’s anal hole and pushed the rubber shaft slowly inside, penetrating him a few inches. It hurt. She held him by the hips and pushed in a little deeper. He felt another twist of pain. Finally she entered fully, and the pain dissipated and pleasure started to flood through him.  
 
    Robert found the sensation uniquely erotic and as Hannah continued to press slowly in and out of his tight hole, he luxuriated in a feeling of unadulterated sexual pleasure. The dominatrix continued ass-fucking him deep and slow. She moved in and out rhythmically, making the smooth length of the dildo enter and re-enter his anus.  
 
    When she knew Robert was comfortable with the dildo’s presence in his asshole Hannah began to press it harder and faster. In no time she was plunging the rubber shaft into his anus as deep as she could make it go. Robert moaned with pleasure at the brutal thrill of her penetration. Hannah’s rhythm was fast and strong, each thrust going deep into his anus, penetrating him to the full.  
 
    The dominatrix built up even greater momentum, really pounding into him now. Robert’s body was shaking as though electric shocks were coursing through his veins, and he was panting uncontrollably with desire. She speeded up her thrusts yet more, which caused his excitement to grow yet more too.  
 
    Hannah pounded into him harder and harder, pounded into him so hard that all his nerves were alive. God, it felt good – for both of them. Robert felt mad with lust by now. Hannah was getting that way herself too but remained fundamentally in control as always.    
 
    She slipped her right hand beneath Robert and reached for his erection. “You’re not to come unless I give you permission,” the dominatrix told him. “You know,” she added sardonically, “just by way of a change!” 
 
    Hannah began pulling on the length of Robert’s stiffness as it throbbed and flexed in her hand. She smeared her fingers with the tears that were crying from its tip as she pulled and stroked his shaft.  
 
    The dominatrix began masturbating Robert harder, exciting him more and more until, what with that and the vigorous ass-fucking she was continuing to give him with the strap-on dildo, he just knew he was going to come.  But not until he’d been allowed to by Hannah, he told himself with the utmost resolve. He began to tremble uncontrollably, on the verge of climaxing, but he wouldn’t let himself come, wouldn’t disobey his Mistress. 
 
    Please, please, please let her give me permission to come soon, he silently prayed as he got ever closer to the point of no return. But still there was no let-up. On and on she wanked and ass-fucked Robert until...  
 
    “I’m about to climax and you can too,” Hannah gasped. And she immediately did, Robert straightaway following suit. Both of them cried out in ecstasy when they reached that sublime apex. Rough ragged breaths spilled out of Robert’s throat at the same time as thick creamy spunk spilled from his spasming erection. The dominatrix kept on masturbating him and only when he was milked dry of every last drop of cum did she let go his shaft. 
 
    Hannah had started to descend from her own cataclysmic orgasm. But she delayed removing the strap-on dildo from Robert’s anus.  Looking down at his body, she let out a long breath of satisfaction. She was more than pleased with the level of control she now had over Robert. 
 
     She’d already brought him some small way into her world of extreme Femdom BDSM in the few days they’d been together. And she delighted in the prospect of eventually taking him all the way, completing his transformation to her – and his – entire satisfaction. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-three 
 
      
 
    Another couple of days of dark delirium had passed. Hannah and Robert were back in her living room where they were standing face to face. The dominatrix was dressed in a shiny black rubber latex catsuit and matching stiletto-heeled boots. The catsuit covered her shapely figure like a second skin. 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.  
 
    A surge of blood throbbed through Robert’s shaft as he watched her stride away from him toward the mahogany sideboard. When she got there she extracted two black leather wrist cuffs and a metal trigger clip. Hannah returned with these items in her hands and got Robert to stand still and to put his arms behind him. His heartbeat quickened as she buckled the cuffs around his wrists and used the trigger clip to attach the cuffs together. This was the first time in his life he’d ever been put into any kind of bondage and he found it a thrilling experience. 
 
    Having bound Robert’s arms behind him in this way, Hannah went to the sideboard again, this time returning with the small leather paddle with which she’d previously beaten his erection. Along with the paddle she also brought along a set of chained clover clamps. Robert flinched at the sight of the clamps. And he flinched considerably more when, having briefly put the paddle aside, she proceeded to put the clamps to use. 
 
    A streak of liquid fire shot through Robert’s right nipple as the dominatrix attached one of the clamps to the flesh. Then she subjected his left nipple to the same cruel treatment with the other clamp.  
 
    In quick order after that she brought the small leather paddle into play as well.  He yelped in agony at the stinging blow to his clamped right nipple. He yelped again as she brought it down on his left nipple. 
 
    Robert kept on yelping as the dominatrix continued to administer her savage chastisement to his clamped nipples alternately, one and then the other.  It stung like a motherfucker and he squealed and moaned more loudly with each blow, his face contorted in pain. 
 
    Robert didn’t like this, not one bit. This was a form of erotic torture that simply wasn’t working for him. He looked at Hannah with pleading in his eyes, willing her to stop.  Her response was to give him a reproachful look accompanied by a firm shake of the head. 
 
    The dominatrix went on to wield the small paddle as unrelentingly as ever in the direction of his clamped nipples. As they got more and more painful Robert began panicking. He was breathing very hard and his pulse was going a mile a minute. Finally it all got too much for him. He had to say something, now. Now. 
 
    “God, no more, Mistress,” he cried, his voice high. Sweat was beading across his forehead and his face was screwed up in agony. “Please, please stop.” 
 
    And Hannah did, her eyes flashing with annoyance. At the same time she forcefully swung the palm of her left hand at Robert’s face. The slap caught him on the cheek with a loud smack, the report echoing round the large room. 
 
    “I’m not having you picking and choosing what I do to you or how long I do it,” she snapped, eyeing him witheringly. “You’ll take whatever discipline I administer to you for as long as I choose. I stop whenever I damn well please. I don’t want to hear you protest. If you think I’ll take pity on you if you try that you’re sorely mistaken.” 
 
    Robert’s mind raced. Suddenly this all seemed too excessive for words. It was like things were spiralling right out of control somehow. “But, Mistress…” he started to say.  
 
    Hannah interrupted, her eyes lighting even more ominously, boring into him like lasers now. “This isn’t a discussion,” she told him, her voice rasping. “You don’t have a choice. Do you understand?” 
 
    Robert nodded anxiously. “Yes, Mistress,” he muttered.  
 
     “You say that but I wonder if you’ve quite got the message yet,” Hannah went on coldly, her dark eyes never leaving his face. “Let me therefore make things crystal clear. You’re here to take instructions. That’s how this relationship works. Your sole purpose is to serve me in whatever way I demand of you. Expect to continue to be lavishly beaten, clamped, ass-fucked, and required to perform all manner of sexual acts for my pleasure and your continuing development. Whatever I require you will do without question. Simple as that. I will allow no protests of any kind.”  
 
    With that the dominatrix went back to tormenting Robert’s clamped nipples with the small paddle. She beat them again, and again, and again without respite until they burned like hellfire. When she finally put the paddle aside again she abruptly pulled the clover clamps off his nipples.  
 
    The agony – and, Oh sweet Jesus, the sheer ecstasy – it caused him as the oxygen rushed back into his punished nubs made him let out a loud cry. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-four 
 
      
 
    Next Hannah told Robert, “Kneel over the leather couch.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  
 
    And there he obediently knelt, his arms secured behind him by the clipped-together wrist cuffs, his head and chest resting on the seat of the couch, and his ass cheeks upraised. 
 
    Out of the corner of his eye he watched in trepidation as the dominatrix returned to the sideboard. This time she selected a heavy paddle of black rubber with a serrated surface either side of its business end.  
 
    Hannah weighed the cruel implement in her hand. It had the right heaviness about it, she decided. She brushed her fingers across one of the serrated surfaces and smiled sadistically. “An excellent choice to start beating your ass with this time, I think.” 
 
    “And to follow, Mistress?” asked Robert in a shaky voice. 
 
    “One of my nastier canes,” she replied, fishing out the thin bamboo implement. 
 
    The dominatrix put the cane down on top of a leather chair nearby but kept the rubber paddle in her hand. 
 
    Robert heard Hannah’s stiletto-heels clicking on the floor behind his kneeling form. He was breathing hard and fast as he waited for her to start beating his ass.  
 
    He didn’t have to wait long.  
 
    The dominatrix took aim with the heavy paddle and brought it down with all her might, the implement landing with a loud thwack on Robert’s left ass cheek. He was shaken by the suddenness and intensity of the attack. It hurt, really fucking hurt. 
 
    “Aaaah!” Robert cried at the excruciating pain. 
 
    “Silence!” Hannah barked, looking at the patterned scarlet weal now burned into the flesh of his left rear cheek. 
 
    She raised the paddle again and delivered an equally resounding strike to Robert’s right rear cheeks. And so it went on, Hannah moving her hand up and down to let loose a succession of further fierce strikes with the rubber paddle. She beat Robert methodically, each ass cheek in turn, and he winced with every blow.  
 
    The heat burned his backside, and the harsh impact of every strike was more acute than the one that preceded it. He felt the burning pain spread as the distinct impression of the paddle’s serrated rubber teeth deepened on each rear cheek with every blow, etched in brilliant scarlet on his skin.  
 
    Hannah continued to let the paddle fly, beating Robert’s behind with accuracy and velocity. It was like a tidal wave pounding him down into the shore. She ceased at last, pleased with the deep color she had brought so painfully to Robert’s backside. 
 
    The dominatrix put the paddle down on the leather chair and picked up the thin bamboo cane. She flexed the cruel implement expertly, testing its strength, before positioning herself behind him again. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-five 
 
      
 
    Hannah tapped the bamboo cane across Robert’s already damaged backside and he tensed in anticipation. Then in one perfect fluid movement she raised the implement high and brought it down. The cane whistled through the air and landed with a crack across his behind, the sound splitting the air. 
 
    The sharp stroke bit deeply into the raw skin. A thin deep red line was etched across the blazing globes of his ass. She drew back and hit him a second and third time. Both strikes swished and cracked across his rear cheeks, also leaving distinct red lines. 
 
    His taut, heavily paddled backside raised and soon covered in the painful stripes of the bamboo cane, Robert continued to silently endure the vicious caning. But it got worse and worse. His rear burned like the devil. He wanted the pain to go away. It was almost unbearable. 
 
     Please, oh please stop, Mistress, he silently pleaded. He repeated the plea in his head, the words looping over and over: a frantic mantra, a desperate prayer. He ended up almost screaming those words out loud. But no, don’t do that, he told himself, mustering all his reserves of courage. It’s vital you hold yourself together.  He needed to get things right this time. He seriously couldn’t afford another screw-up. If he let that happen it could easily tip the balance, finish it all, their whole relationship. And that would be the very worst of all possible outcomes. 
 
    Don’t lose it again, Robert. Don’t for fuck’s sake lose it, he told himself frantically, gritting his teeth to keep silent.  
 
    Hannah continued over and over with her all-absorbing task with relentless brutality. Stinging stroke followed stinging stroke in increasingly rapid succession, adding more and more vivid lines to the flesh of Robert’s backside. His rear was on fire. His heart was jack-hammering. His hands shook behind his back within their unrelenting bonds. Beads of perspiration fell from his brow.  
 
     As the punishment went remorselessly on Robert began breathing fitfully too, gasping for air, and trembling overtook his body.After a time he felt himself momentarily black out, a strange delirium seizing him and pulling him beyond the pain barrier. 
 
     Robert went into a sort of fugue state as this strange out-of-body sensation took over – he was still physically there but somehow not there. His soul hovered above the room, observing Hannah’s skilled application of the bamboo cane to his aching rear cheeks. 
 
    The pain should have been unendurable by now. But it wasn’t anything of the kind. The dead giveaway was the fact that Robert had begun to deliberately raise his backside to try to meet the swift downward strokes of the cane.  
 
    The harsh strikes continued to fall rhythmically, a steady whistle of air, a sharp retort and a molten sensation of pleasure-pain. His breathing more ragged than ever, Robert arched his back as far as possible to raise his behind yet higher to meet the swift downward play of the cane. Each strike sent erotic spasms through every cell of his body.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-six 
 
      
 
    Finally Hannah ceased beating Robert, putting the cane aside and viewing the damage she’d inflicted with the savage bamboo implement. All of her cuts had left red welts and in two places she’d broken the skin. She traced those particular welts with her fingers, making him shiver in pleasure-pain. 
 
    Then suddenly the dominatrix stopped doing that and grabbed a fistful of Robert’s hair instead. She ordered him to get to his feet, speeding up the process by wrenching him up by the hair. 
 
    “Don’t ever resist my will again like you did earlier,” she told him once he was upright and she’d let go his hair. “I thought you’d have known better by now.” 
 
    “I’m extremely sorry, Mistress,” Robert replied wretchedly.  
 
    “Have you not learnt to trust me yet?” Hannah went on to ask. 
 
    “No, it’s not that, Mistress,” he assured the dominatrix, staring ruefully at her.  He drew in his breath. “I trust you one hundred percent.” 
 
    “So, what happened?” she wanted to know. 
 
    “I panicked unnecessarily again and lost the plot, Mistress,” Robert replied. “I wasn’t thinking straight. It wouldn’t have happened if I’d kept my head. It was inexcusable, I know. I screwed up again.” 
 
    “Follow my wishes,” she told him tersely, gazing directly and uncompromisingly into his eyes. “That’s all that matters. I want you totally devoted to me.”  
 
    “And I am, Mistress,” he said quietly, his lips trembling. “Completely and utterly devoted to you, I swear. I’m the luckiest man in the world you decided to be my Mistress.  I’m mortified with shame at what I did.” 
 
    “So you should be.” Her voice was steel. “I won’t tolerate anything like that again, you know.” 
 
    “And I absolutely promise that nothing like it will happen again, Mistress,” he replied earnestly. 
 
    “I believe you are sincere in what you say,” said Hannah after a pause. “But let’s see if you’ve learnt your lesson. Let’s see whether we’ve made real progress here after all and can move forward. That’s what matters most of all.” 
 
    With that she gently took hold of Robert’s nipples, which were still deep pink from the sadistic torment she’d inflicted on them with the clamps and small paddle. She could tell how tender they still were from the way he held his breath as she stroked them.  
 
    When Hannah went on to cruelly pinch both nipples she was impressed by the way Robert trembled but held back from crying out or even whimpering slightly. Instead he remained silent and docile, fully accepting her right to sexually torture his body any way she saw fit. There was just the slightest sound of his indrawn breath as she deliberately twisted the already painful nubs.  
 
    Hannah let go his nipples and the hardness left her expression.  “We’ve only begun to discover your limits, you see?” she said. 
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” Robert replied. And no, he felt like adding. His nipples ached like fuck. His arms ached from being locked behind him in the wrist cuffs. His face still smarted from the hefty smack she’d given it.  She’d nearly pulled his hair out by the roots when she’d yanked him to his feet. His behind ached like you wouldn’t believe. The blows she’d delivered to his ass cheeks this time were the harshest she’d delivered. What could she possibly do more to him, he wondered – beat him into oblivion?  
 
    He was burning with unsatisfied desire too. His achingly hard cock quivered with urgency, its tip wet with pre-cum. 
 
    “Desperate for sexual release?” asked the dominatrix. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    “You’ll have to wait for another time and another place for that,” the catsuited dominatrix told him mysteriously, adding with absolute finality. “That’s all I have to say on the matter.” She then strode purposefully out of the room, shutting the door behind her retreating latex-clad form. 
 
    What did she mean by those words: “another time and another place”? Robert wondered. When and where was this going to happen? More to the point, he reasoned with a sigh of resignation, what on earth was the point of wondering? He never knew what to expect with Hannah. And here was the thing. Here was the absolute clincher. In all honesty he wouldn’t have wanted it any other way.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-seven 
 
      
 
    Despite – no, scratch that – because it was often so incredibly challenging, Robert was having the time of his life as Hannah’s naked charge. He knew it had all come about only because he’d been in the right place at the right time. It had been dumb luck on his part that he’d met the dominatrix and she’d offered to transform him the way she was.  
 
    He was deeply grateful to Hannah for working so assiduously at turning him into the man he’d always been meant to be. As the highly skilled dominatrix continued to bring his most deep-rooted and extreme submissive and masochistic desires fully to the surface he felt he was living the dream. And he didn’t want it to end. Not ever. 
 
    He couldn’t bear the thought that he might one day wake from the  BDSM dream he’d been spirited into to find his luck had dramatically turned and he’d been spirited right back out of it again into the so-called real world – the vanilla world, the straight world. If that happened it would be a truly awful turn of events, his worst nightmare come to pass.   
 
    Robert didn’t miss the vanilla world one tiny bit. It meant nothing to him anymore and he knew his life would be meaningless in that world now, and that his existence in it would eat away at his soul. Hannah was his life-force, his meaning, and without her he would be nothing. He belonged in the darkly decadent world she had created for him: a world where he surrendered to her every sadistic demand, where he was always at her mercy, devoted totally to her and her alone twenty-four-seven.   
 
    What a topsy-turvy world that was too: a world where pain meant pleasure and extreme pain meant ecstasy, a world where so little was normal and so much was a function of pure carnality.  
 
    And that carnality was currently an especially delirious challenge for him because there was nowhere to release his raging urges. His body was crying out for completion and he desperately hoped the dominatrix would allow him that some time soon. 
 
    Robert had existed in a state of dizzying expectation ever since Hannah had told him that for this to happen he’d “have to wait for another time and another place”. Maybe today would be the day that happened, he told himself, and maybe it wouldn’t... 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-eight 
 
      
 
    Robert was again standing before Hannah in the living room, his cock stiffly erect, as he waited to be disciplined by her in whatever way she’d decided on this time.  
 
    The dominatrix had on a black leather bra and thong, which she’d, matched with long black leather boots that had pointed toes and sharp stiletto heels. 
 
    “Come with me,” Hannah told him, and immediately strode towards the door. 
 
    Robert rushed to follow his Mistress as she left the room. They progressed along the hallway and through a door to its side that led onto a corridor at the end of which was another door, which the dominatrix unlocked by means of keying a six-digit code into an access pad. This led to a spiral staircase that disappeared into a basement. 
 
    The staircase led to a further length of corridor that brought them to a door of heavy oak with black iron hardware but no keypad this time. “That other place I referred to is behind this door,” said Hannah. 
 
    She opened the door, flicked a light switch, and let Robert go first into the big dimly-lit room beyond. He felt his adrenaline surge as he let his eyes roam over the soft light and shadows of the cavernous space in which he now found himself. It had transpired that the “other place” Hannah had alluded to was in fact a subterranean part of her own property.  
 
    Robert saw that it housed a whole range of leather-covered dungeon equipment. This included a wall-mounted St. Andrew’s cross, a whipping bench, a bondage table, and a saw horse. Hanging from the ceiling to head-height among the other equipment were a number of chains in key locations. Some of these were immediately adjacent to one another, a couple with black leather cuffs attached to them.  One or two of the chains were joined at the base to either end of a metal spreader bar.  
 
    There was a long rack taking up most of one wall, and Robert marvelled at the comprehensive range of disciplinary implements and other BDSM items he saw there. There was an arsenal of different types of straps, tawses, crops, whips, paddles, and canes. There was also a bewildering array of handcuffs, nipple clamps, spiked stimulators, violet  wands, strap-on dildos, butt plugs, hoods, blindfolds, gags, reels of bondage tape and bondage rope, metal and wooden spreader bars, harnesses, leads, gimp suits, body-bags, and on and on.  
 
    Hannah directed Robert to stand next to a couple of adjacent ceiling chains that had a black leather cuff attached to each of them. She then grasped his left wrist and buckled it inside one of the cuffs and did the same to his right wrist with the other cuff.  
 
    After that the dominatrix strode off to the side of the dungeon, her stiletto heels banging out a staccato rhythm against the hard floor as she went. Once there she used a pulley to lift the chain so Robert’s arms were stretched taut above him. Hannah didn’t stop pulling until he was exactly as she wanted him. 
 
    “Spread your legs,” she ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Robert felt a deep thrill of anticipation as he watched Hannah stride towards the rack of BDSM items and pick out a metal spreader bar with a black leather cuff attachment at either end of it. Hannah positioned herself behind Robert, knelt down and buckled his ankles to either end of the spreader bar.  
 
     Robert was now standing in an inverted Y with his bare feet flat on the dungeon floor, his legs splayed apart by the metal bar buckled to his ankles and his arms held together and upright by the chain buckled to his wrists. He realised that in such bondage he was more of a captive in the literal sense than he had ever been since Hannah had brought him into her darkly deviant world. And the thought of that made his breathing quicken and his shaft pulse. 
 
    Robert waited for Hannah to do whatever it was she intended to do next. His chest heaved with each shallow breath he took and pre-cum had begun trickling from his throbbing shaft onto the dungeon floor beneath him.  
 
    Hannah came to the front of Robert and placed a hand on the hard muscles of his chest. “Like my dungeon?”  she asked, fixing her eyes on his.  
 
    He sucked in his breath. “It’s amazing, Mistress.”  
 
    The dominatrix moved her hand down from Robert’s chest and ran her fingertips over his stomach before firmly grasping the thick length of his cock.  
 
    She began to masturbate him in a regular rhythm, each of her strokes sensual torment for him. Her fingers soon became wet with the rivulet of silvery fluid that continued to drizzle from the glans of his shaft. 
 
    She carried on smearing her fingers with sticky pre-cum as she pulled his erection ever harder, rub-rub-rubbing away for all she was worth. Robert tensed his body, strained every sinew, in an effort to control himself at all costs.   
 
    “Hoping I’m going to bring you off now?” Hannah asked, continuing to masturbate him with a will. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” His voice was shaking. 
 
    “It’s a vain hope.” The dominatrix smiled, and abruptly let go of his shaft. “Lick these clean,” she added, bringing her pre-cum smeared fingers to his lips. 
 
    Once he had completed this task to her satisfaction Hannah strode away from him once more, this time in the direction of the rack again.  
 
    Robert tensed, bracing himself for whatever came his way next. He wondered in fearful excitement what his Mistress would select from that rack to torment him with. God knows, he thought with a shudder, she was certainly spoilt for choice.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Twenty-nine 
 
      
 
    Hannah selected a whip that had a dozen two foot long black thongs dangling from its dark wooden handle. She came to the front of Robert again and swung the whip through the air. The whooshing noise it made filling his ears, he steeled himself in readiness for the caustic bite to his flesh that would follow in an instant.  
 
    His body jolted within his bonds at that first blow, which landed across his chest… bringing with it a moment of disorientation. He’d thought it was going to hurt like anything. But it hadn’t. It stung but wasn’t particularly painful. That was, he realised, because the thongs of the whip were not fashioned from leather but suede. 
 
    Hannah flogged the front of Robert’s body with blow after blow after that, from his chest to the front of his thighs and back again. Lashes covered him everywhere, the thongs of the whip even hitting his genitals straight on but that didn’t hurt much either.  
 
    Each of the strikes was more seduction than sadism, more pleasure than pain. They delivered a biting sting every time but one followed by an ecstatic rush of sensation. It was so perfect it made him let out a soft sigh at the sweet pain that ripped through him. 
 
    When Hannah had most of Robert’s front side blushing a fine shade of pink she came behind him and began on his back, his rear cheeks and the backs of his thighs. Each of her blows was a gentle lightening strike against his skin, just this side of painful. Robert’s body tingled deliriously, the suede thongs of the whip warming him with a blissful fire that spread throughout his being. 
 
    He could go on for as long as Hannah wanted like this until she brought the wonderfully seductive session to a close, Robert told himself elatedly.  
 
    He should have known better. That wasn’t the way things were going to go down at all. What he was experiencing was merely the calm before the storm all too soon to come. 
 
    Hannah was about to turn Robert’s ecstatic pleasure to agony – and the thought of it caused the warmth to rise up in her sex. She could already see in her mind’s eye how she was going to torture him next.  
 
    “I’m going to take things to the opposite extreme now,” she told him, coming to his front again. 
 
    Robert’s submissive gray eyes glimmered when the dominatrix looked at him.  He was simmering with fear, but not so afraid he didn’t want her to go on. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty 
 
      
 
    Robert watched in excitement and trepidation as Hannah went over to the rack again, returned the suede whip and replaced it with a very different disciplinary implement. This one had nothing like the teasing thongs that had seduced him so effectively. It was a riding crop with a hard leather tassel at the end. With a proper snap of that tassel, the crop would land with a ferocious cruel cut against the skin. She also picked out a set of chained clover clamps. 
 
    Putting the crop aside for a moment, Hannah attached the clamps to Robert’s nipples. The pain made him shudder. The dominatrix then took hold of the riding crop and let fly with it. The cruel implement split the air with an unnerving hiss before its hard tassel landed against one of his clamped nipples. 
 
    “Fuck!” Robert screamed the instant the pain from the savage cut registered in his head. It was breathtaking, making his body shake without control within its bonds.   
 
    The next cut landed, the tassel snapping nastily against his other clamped nipple. As a completely unavoidable reflex action he tried to turn away but his bondage held him firmly in place. 
 
    “Fuck. Oh fuck!” he screamed again. 
 
     “That’s enough of your racket,” Hannah demanded. 
 
    Robert was so frightened of the next cut that he was trembling even more.  There was the unmistakable fire of arousal burning bright in his eyes though. 
 
    Hannah let the crop fly again, the sharp edges of its tassel once more catching one of his clamped nipples agonizingly. He gritted his teeth, fighting with all his might the urge to scream again. Another three devastating cuts followed, the extreme pain penetrating deeper all the time. 
 
    There was an eerie quiet in the dungeon when the dominatrix finally stopped. Robert waited for another blow but it didn’t materialize. Hannah put down the crop and stared at him. 
 
    “Seems to me you’re really getting into nipple torture,” she remarked, gazing down at the clamped nubs and reaching out to touch them. 
 
    Robert winced at the raw pain when she went on to pinch the clamps. When she pinched harder he jolted against his restraints and his rock-hard shaft pulsed, spilling out a throb of pre-cum. 
 
    “Like I said.” The dominatrix moved her hands away from his chest. “Seems to me you’re really getting into nipple torture.”  
 
  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-one 
 
      
 
    Leaving the clover clamps attached to Robert’s nipples, Hannah went over to the wall and loosened the pulley slightly to let his arms rest a little. She then selected a black rubber dildo and a tube of lubricant from the rack and went behind Robert. She applied lube to his anal hole, one squirt then two, and squirted even more onto the dildo. 
 
    When Hannah pushed the lubed rubber shaft against Robert’s hole, he sighed in anticipation. She pushed in an inch and his anal muscles clenched but he willed them to relax. The dildo went in further as he opened. Hannah reached his o-ring and put further pressure on the black rubber phallus so it slipped in further, stretching his anus more. 
 
    The dominatrix pushed in again, making sure to graze Robert’s prostate this time. That caused his erection to spasm before spilling out another throb of pre-cum. Hannah pushed the dildo all the way in and started ass-fucking Robert with it, in and out, in and out. She increased the speed of her hand with each thrust, penetrating him faster and harder. 
 
    Every few thrusts, the friction against Robert’s prostate caused him to writhe against his constraints and push a further throb of pre-cum from his hard cock. With each thrust his writhing intensified, and the pre-cum increased in flow until it had become a constant river of clear fluid. 
 
    Hannah knew each thrust against his prostate brought Robert closer to the orgasm he was acutely aware he wasn’t permitted unless and until she gave the word.  
 
    At last the dominatrix demanded, “Come for me now.” 
 
    And he immediately did. He jerked and jerked again, shooting one rope of cum, then another and another, all of them splattering onto the dungeon floor.  
 
    Gradually Robert came down from the ecstasy of his huge climax. Bondage still restrained his limbs in an inverted Y shape and his nipples remained painfully clamped. His cock was almost flaccid, leftover cum drizzling from the slit at its head. 
 
    Hannah thought Robert was beautiful, hanging there in his post-orgasmic bliss. He’d had further needs buried deep that she’d managed to bring to the surface for him this time to considerable effect. And there was more of the same yet to come before she’d be done with him that day.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-two 
 
      
 
    Robert collapsed into bed that night, exhausted by the intensity of the BDSM play he’d experienced at Hannah’s hands in that amazing basement dungeon of hers. 
 
    His body ached mightily but it was a soothing kind of ache. He’d climaxed mightily as well when Hannah had ass-fucked him with the dildo. So he should have been ready to sleep deeply, wrapped in a cocoon of sexual satisfaction and contentment. 
 
    But it wasn’t to be. That was because Hannah’s final act before leaving him that night had been to padlock him into a chastity device, telling him he’d be wearing it from then on until further notice. 
 
    The dominatrix had pointed out to Robert that the device would present no problem when he needed to take a leak and that it had air vents for good hygiene. She’d also told him it was made of lightweight metal, which made it very comfortable to wear. And so it had been proving to be. In theory, therefore, Robert should have had no trouble sleeping. In reality he couldn’t rest as peacefully as he’d have liked by any means. 
 
    The ever present reality of the unyielding genital device caused the ache of arousal to torment him constantly, a vibrant pulsing of his trapped cock. The knowledge of the physical impossibility of any kind of release until Hannah removed the device – whenever the hell that might turn out to be – was tormenting. It didn’t make for a good night’s sleep. But it did make for a uniquely arousing one.  
 
    Even when he was asleep there was no let-up from his deliriously tormenting confinement. Padlocked into his chastity device, Robert slept only fitfully. And when he did manage to drop off he dreamt darkly erotic masochistic dreams all the time about his adored Mistress … 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-three 
 
      
 
    No more dreams. Reality had taken over again. Robert was kneeling before Hannah in the dungeon. She wore a skin-tight red leather catsuit and long stiletto-heeled leather boots of the same color. He was naked but for his cock-lock and the dark purple leather cuffs the dominatrix had buckled around his wrists and ankles.  
 
    Having gotten Robert to stand up, Hannah marched him over to a metal spreader bar suspended from the ceiling by two chains. She raised his hands and fastened his wrist cuffs to either end of the bar with metal trigger clips before attaching his ankle cuffs together by means of another trigger clip, which she in turn padlocked to a ring bolt in the dungeon floor. 
 
    Robert’s cock pulsed insistently within the rigid confines of the chastity device as he waited for Hannah’s next move. His chest heaved with each shallow breath he took.  
 
    The dominatrix arched an eyebrow at him. “You are willing to suffer any kind of correction I administer to you, no matter how severe,” she said. “That is the case, isn’t it?” 
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” Robert replied, a hungry look playing across his face.  
 
     “That’s because you love it,” she declared, “and want me to do it to you.” 
 
    This was nothing but the truth. Robert loved being disciplined by Hannah at her most ruthlessly cruel. Being disciplined almost beyond endurance like that by the dominatrix felt like sinking into an ocean of bliss for the total pain addict he now was, Robert told himself salaciously.  
 
    He felt incredibly aroused. His heart was hammering fiercely in his chest and his cock pulsing with equal ferocity within the confines of the insidious chastity device. His whole body was prickling with sexual heat churning through him with dark designs and nowhere to go. 
 
    To his surprise Hannah went on to unlock and remove the cock-lock, putting it aside. Once freed from its confinement, his shaft became ragingly erect and immediately started to throb. Little did Robert know his adored Mistress was about to inflict a more brutal form of discipline on him than she’d ever done before, testing him right to the limits of his endurance. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-four 
 
      
 
    Hannah strode over to the rack and selected a dark purple rubber ball gag. When she returned she stuffed the gag in Robert’s mouth and buckled its leather strap behind his head.  
 
    The dominatrix then went to the rack again where this time she selected a black leather cat o’ nine tails. She returned with the malicious implement, positioned herself to the front of Robert and immediately put the whip to use.  It cut through the air before landing to deliver its first searing stroke to Robert’s thighs. The pain made his eyes water. He tried – not in any way deliberately but again as an unavoidable reflex action – to buck his hips away from the next blow in that region but his bonds held him fast.  
 
    Hannah’s next strike was to his genitals. His tear-filled eyes bulging in his head, he screamed against the inhibiting ball gag in response. She delivered a few more such strikes to this most sensitive part of his anatomy, the biting sting excruciating. He howled in pain into his ball gag, each cut adding such an agonizing sensation, he was afraid he might faint from the pain.  
 
    Hannah abruptly stopped the beating, but just for a moment. “Pull yourself together,” she demanded, her voice hard. “That was just the beginning. You’ll have to take much more before I’m through. It’s going to last for as long as I want it to. So, get used to it.”   
 
    The dominatrix then returned to her ruthless task, peeling off a steady stream of strikes, one after the other, to his genitals. After that it was the turn of his chest, and his back and rear…and the backs of his thighs, the front of them again, and his genitals once more. 
 
    Hannah continued laying on her savage, deftly calculated strokes as she slowly made her way around Robert’s body. The dominatrix inflicted more and more punishment to his flesh with every circuit she made. Fire roiling through his body and his skin coated in sweat, Robert tried reflexively to twist away from the blows but such squirming had not the slightest effect.  
 
    The pain continued to escalate, even though Hannah paused now and again to allow him a moment to get used to the next level of intensity. Pain began to suffuse Robert’s being, a devilish aphrodisiac as the dominatrix inflicted still more punishment to his bound body.  
 
    Each time around, her hot strokes became more ferociously cutting. Robert emitted cries of agony into his gag, hearing his own muffled screams ring loudly in his ears. He started to shake, his muscles turning to liquid. Tremors wracked his body as he strained uselessly against his bonds.  
 
    The dominatrix carried on cruelly flaying Robert’s skin over and over again with the cat o’ nine tails. Angry explosions of searing heat made him buck even more against his restraints, still reflexively trying to escape them. There continued to be no holding Hannah back. She carried on using the cat on him with remorseless savagery.  
 
    She was determined that this be an outstandingly painful session for Robert but that it also be an outstandingly arousing one. She wanted him to be in more pain than he’d ever experienced and at the same time be more sexually excited than he’d ever been too. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Thirty-five 
 
      
 
    Hannah’s strategy was working with a vengeance. As much as each strike hurt Robert agonizingly he was becoming resigned to the ruthless result, and resigned to the way its force was arousing him. He felt himself mentally rising to each new burning bite, as if he wanted it – because he did want it. Badly. Each cruel strike of the cat made him crave even more the agonizing pain it was bringing him. His cries into the dark purple ball gag became moans, gasps of willingness. 
 
    Occasionally Hannah stopped whipping Robert for a few moments and the raw agony would morph into exquisite pleasure, sending shivers of ecstasy through his body. When she set to again with the cat the pain returned with full force. All this went on until Robert lost track of all conscious thought. He was now deeper in subspace than he’d ever been before, his body awash with endorphins and shivering uncontrollably within its restraints. 
 
    Hannah looked at Robert’s naked body trembling in its Y-shaped bondage and the red stripes now covering it. Sweat ran down his front and back. Pre-cum leaked from the tip of his throbbing erection, trickling onto the dungeon floor in a constant stream. He was spluttering into his ball gag constantly too.  
 
    She’d never seen him look more blissed-out on agony and ecstasy. This had been her aim all along and its achievement signalled the end of the outstandingly brutal bout of punishment she’d inflicted on him. 
 
    The dominatrix replaced the cat o’ nine tails in the rack and returned to where Robert stood trembling in his bonds. She removed his ball gag, freed his wrist cuffs from the spreader bar, and removed the padlock that had been holding the clip attached to his ankle cuffs and pinioning him to the ring bolt in the floor. Finally she removed the trigger clip that had been holding his ankle cuffs together. 
 
    “Kneel before me,” Hannah demanded. 
 
     Obediently – and still shaking like a leaf because of the surfeit of endorphins radiating through his body – Robert immediately did so. 
 
    The dominatrix remained silent for several long moments before saying, “I was right, wasn’t I? You wanted me to do that to you, didn’t you?” 
 
    Robert’s whole body still ached all over but his tremors had diminished somewhat if not the pulsing of his erection. “Yes, Mistress,” he responded, his voice hoarse. His body clamoured for sexual release. But, as he knew only too well, whether or not Hannah would accommodate that need was another matter altogether. 
 
    “Want to climax?” she asked. 
 
    He nodded urgently. “God yes, Mistress.”  
 
    “Then bring yourself off.”  
 
    Robert began to pull at his throbbing erection and almost immediately a thunderous earthquake of euphoria rocked through him. Rough ragged breaths spilled out of his throat at the same time as thick creamy spunk spilled from his spasming erection onto the dungeon floor.  
 
    “Now lick up your cum,” the dominatrix ordered. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert gasped.  
 
    He knelt right forward and licked up the mass of ejaculate he’d spilled so haphazardly onto the floor of the dungeon, and he continued to do so until it was licked clean of every last drop.  
 
    While completing this intoxicatingly humiliating task Robert couldn’t help wondering whether Hannah would soon be locking him back into the unrelenting chastity device or might perhaps allow him some respite this time. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-six 
 
      
 
    Robert climbed into bed that night, much relieved Hannah had decided not to encumber him with the chastity device this time. That being so he expected to drift off to sleep fairly quickly. But it wasn’t to be. Sleep having stubbornly refused to take him, he leaned over and flicked on the bedside lamp. 
 
    He then lay back down and gazed up in the soft glow of the lamplight at the shadows on the ceiling. Letting his mind wander, he sank into a sort of trance. Inside his head Robert was back in the dungeon again, reliving blow by literal blow the whole experience of being sexually tortured so brutally that day by Hannah. His mind kept playing it all back, the masochistic euphoria lingering along with the soreness of his body where it had been flayed. 
 
     Robert felt proud. Coming through that extremely demanding session had been his finest hour, he felt. But he had to acknowledge it wouldn’t have been so fine had his screams not been muffled by the ball gag. The images that flooded his brain as he continued to relive the experience were extremely vivid and therefore extremely arousing to a thoroughgoing pain addict like him.  
 
    He felt himself become as hard as a rock. The old Robert – the pre-Hannah version of Robert – would have jerked off to nip his frustrated desires in the bud so he could get some sleep. But he knew he couldn’t do that. Hannah wouldn’t allow him to ejaculate without her permission. That even applied when he was on his own and not subject to a direct instruction to that effect from her.  
 
    He knew this well enough without his Mistress ever having had to spell it out to him in words of one syllable. It didn’t mean he couldn’t masturbate though, he said to himself, a vibrant feeling of sexual heat taking over his body. He had to make sure he didn’t climax, however. That was essential. 
 
    After throwing off his covers Robert closed his eyes and took hold of his throbbing erection. Thinking all the while about the dominatrix he worshipped beyond life itself and the excesses she’d subjected him to in the dungeon that day, he began to pull at his shaft, making it strain within his grasp. Lost in a state of half-dreaming, he continued to move his hand up and down his erection, his wrist moving rhythmically.  
 
    Robert’s body was pulsing with pleasure as he got ever closer to the ecstasy of orgasm. He felt his climax building, getting closer and closer all the time. But he knew he mustn’t let that happen, that it was critical he stop his climb before he reached the summit. He knew it was time to call a halt to this bout of onanism – at least for a while – and he abruptly stopped. 
 
    Robert opened his eyes and, glancing momentarily towards the full-length mirror on the wardrobe door, he saw immediately that he was no longer alone. Reflected back at him was Hannah who was standing in the doorway. All the dominatrix had on was a corset of soft black leather that left her breasts and sex completely exposed. She looked gorgeous. 
 
    Their eyes met in the mirror but neither of them spoke. Robert anxiously monitored Hannah’s expression for any reaction to what she’d seen and was relieved to see there was nothing accusatory in her gaze.  
 
    He let go of his cock, looked away from the mirror and, turning his head, gazed directly at Hannah. He could still see from the expression on her face that she wasn’t displeased. He hadn’t allowed himself to climax. That was why. It would have been a very different story if he had and he knew it. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-seven 
 
      
 
    Hannah’s eyes flicked over Robert’s punished naked body, appraising with deep approval the result of her earlier efforts with the cat. Her gaze lingered on his pulsing erection. Very nice, she thought lasciviously, very nice indeed. 
 
    “Couldn’t do that last night, could you, not locked into the chastity device the way you were?” She smiled, padding into the room. 
 
    Robert returned her smile as he struggled into a sitting position. “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Why tonight?” she wanted to know. 
 
    “Everything you did to me earlier left me so filled with sexual energy it didn’t get completely spent even after I’d climaxed so powerfully, Mistress,” he explained, his voice hoarse. 
 
    “That’s by no means the first time you’ve been left feeling that way since you became my submissive, is it,” she suggested. 
 
    Robert nodded in agreement. “It certainly isn’t, Mistress,” he said. “I’ve turned into a pain junkie on this amazing personal voyage of discovery you’ve been taking me on and I find myself forever craving my next fix and then the next one, and the one after that. I can’t overcome it. That’s because I can’t overcome the passion I feel for you, which is limitless. I can never get you out of my mind, and I don’t ever want to. You mean everything to me. You’re my true addiction. I can’t live without you.” 
 
    “That’s the way I want you to feel,” Hannah said. “I very much like what I’m hearing from you. Anything else you’d like to add?” 
 
    Robert cleared his throat and went on, “Only that being dominated and disciplined by you so skillfully has had a truly remarkable effect on me, Mistress. You’ve taken things that were once just vague insistent dreams and fantasies inside my head and translated them into reality – and then some! I crave being chastised by you more and more nowadays. I crave it with every molecule inside of me. I find it far less threatening than I used to as well because the sensation of pleasure that accompanies it is like heaven on earth for a total pain addict like me.” 
 
    “You’re becoming as much of a pervert as I am,” Hannah remarked with a smile, “which is my aim because we are both totally in this thing together.” 
 
    Robert had to open his mouth to breathe. His heart was jumping. “It’s wonderful to hear you say that, Mistress,” he replied. 
 
    Hannah’s eyebrows arched.  “Remember the first thing I did to you when I brought you to this room at the outset?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” His breathing quickened. “Of course I do. You queened me.” 
 
    “I’m going to do that to you again now but in a different way this time,” she said, adding, “Lie back down flat on your back.”   
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-eight 
 
      
 
    Hannah straddled Robert’s face as she’d done before but this time looking in the direction of his hard-on. Her spread, wet sex was utterly exposed to his gaze for a moment. Soon his face was pressed against her pubic mound as she pushed down.  
 
    The dominatrix pressed down further, her legs even more widely parted, her inner thighs doused with fluid. And Robert’s face was forced even further into the space between them until his mouth was buried in her vulva, which was hot and damp.  
 
    As Hannah continued expertly queening Robert in this way, he felt extremely excited, the blood rushing and pounding through his body. He began gasping and moaning beneath the thighs that were wrapped so tightly around his face.  
 
    “Lick me deep,” demanded Hannah. 
 
    Robert tilted his head back slightly and extended his tongue inside her vagina. She wriggled and pressed down in response, smearing his face with love juice. He extended his tongue further this time and felt the tremor that ran through her body in reaction. 
 
    Hannah had become extremely excited by this stage and the ever more rapid movement of Robert’s tongue inside her sex was increasing her arousal even more. His hot panting breath stimulated the dominatrix almost as much as the thrusting of his tongue as she moved her hips rhythmically over his face, pushing down constantly. 
 
    Hannah then leaned forward, brought her right hand to Robert’s erection and began masturbating him. She moved her hand up and down his shaft fast and hard, stunning him with waves of passion. And lifting his head, he reciprocated with his tongue. He thrust it voraciously into Hannah’s sex, causing her arousal to soar. Her mouth was open, her head back. Her orgasm erupted in an ecstatic explosion of energy as she cried out her delirious pleasure. 
 
    “Come for me,” Hannah then ordered, the strokes of her fingers starting to move at a frantic tempo over Robert’s shaft. Heaving spasms crashed through him and he emitted a pussy-muffled cry as, abandoning all control, he felt the semen spurt from his straining erection in an eruption of sexual ecstasy. 
 
    As Robert was descending from his orgasmic high, the after-echo of his erotic pleasure still ebbing through his body, Hannah lifted her thighs from his face and climbed lithely off the bed. 
 
    “From this point on I’m making you my slave,” she said, looking down at him, “and you want that, don’t you.” 
 
    “Totally, Mistress,” he replied in exultation, dreamy bliss in his eyes. She had at last asserted ownership of him in that all-important way and it thrilled him beyond belief. “I want it more than anything else in the world.” 
 
    There was a brief silence. 
 
    “So the personal voyage of discovery I’ve been taking you on continues, slave.” Hannah said. She paused another beat before adding, “On which subject, and as befitting your new status, I’ve got an extra special experience in mind for you very soon.” 
 
    Robert looked up at her inquiringly. “You have, Mistress?” 
 
    “I have,” she replied. “The next time we’re in the dungeon, expect me to take things up a further notch… or five.”  
 
    Having delivered this typically tantalising announcement Hannah immediately turned and padded out of the room, shutting the door as quietly behind her as she had opened it when she’d arrived.   
 
  

 
   
    Chapter Thirty-nine 
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. The session in the dungeon Hannah had promised was about to begin. The dominatrix was dressed in a shiny black rubber latex micro-minidress matched with thigh boots.   Robert had on red leather wrist and ankle cuffs and was standing before her, his cock stiffly erect.  
 
    His heart beating fast with anticipation, he was dying to know what the mysterious “extra special” experience his Mistress had in mind for him this time now he was officially enslaved to her would involve.  
 
    Hannah began to put Robert into bondage. She reached towards two chains that hung from the ceiling side by side and clipped his wrist cuffs to them by means of trigger clips. The dominatrix then strode over to the wall and brought a hand to the pulley system and adjusted the chains so his arms were pulled above his head. She told him to spread his legs and then fastened his ankle cuffs in a similar manner to either end of a spreader bar of dark wood. Now he was standing in an inverted Y with his feet apart, and his arms together straight above his head.  
 
    Hannah went back to the wall and worked the pulley system again. Slowly the chains began to wind out, forcing Robert’s arms apart. With his ankles already pulled apart by the wooden spreader bar he was soon stretched in his bondage into a wide X. At that point Hannah brought the chains to a halt. 
 
    The dominatrix then made her way to the rack where she selected an all-red leather-fronted dildo gag, a red leather blindfold, and six metal clamps. She returned with these items and stood in front of Robert.  
 
    Putting the blindfold and clamps aside pro temps, Hannah stuffed the dildo gag in his mouth and buckled its leather strap behind his head. She squeezed a bulb that hung from the gag and he felt the rubber dildo grow to thick life in his mouth. 
 
    Next the dominatrix picked up the red leather blindfold and covered Robert’s eyes with it. Once the blindfold was on he couldn’t see even a sliver of light.  Finally she attached the six clamps to the base of his ball sack, making him moan incoherently into his dildo gag with pleasure-pain. 
 
    Hannah’s pussy grew moist as she looked at Robert, his arms and legs splayed in his bondage, dildo-gagged, blindfolded, shaft rock-hard, half a dozen  clamps attached to his ball sack, naked body stretched and fully accessible. He was totally under her power, helpless to hinder her using his flesh any way she liked.  
 
    Robert was unable to see a thing or to utter a single coherent word. He could only wait in fearful arousal for Hannah’s next move.  It seemed an age that he waited. What she was doing he had no idea. Maybe she was just watching him, enjoying his degradation and helplessness within his bonds, savoring her power over him. Maybe she was masturbating.  He did not – could not – know. Then he heard the click-click-click of the heels of Hannah’s thigh boots as she went to the rack again. After a few moments there he heard her return. What he wondered had she selected from the rack this time?  
 
    Suddenly Robert felt a flash of pain as Hannah attached another clamp to his body. This was not to his ball sack as before, though, but to his right nipple. He experienced another flash of pain as she subjected his left nipple to the same sadistic treatment.  
 
    Robert felt yet another flash of pain, this one making his body tremble, when the dominatrix took a metal weight and attached it to the right nipple clamp. She went on to do the same to the left clamp with an identical weight. 
 
    Hannah smiled to herself at the muffled cries that emerged from Robert’s dildo-gagged mouth when she added another weight to the right nipple clamp and another to the left one as well.  
 
    The dominatrix adjusted the ceiling chains again with the pulley system, this time keeping Robert’s arms outstretched but lowering them so he was bent at the waist. This had the effect of making the four weights pull even harder on his nipples, eliciting more gag-muffled cries from him. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Forty 
 
      
 
    Hannah returned once more to the rack where this time she selected a single black latex glove. She pulled it on, snapping it when she had it up to the wrist. Having smothered the glove copiously with lubricant she came behind Robert, her hot breath in his ear. “I’m going to fist you now, slave,” she informed him. 
 
    With that the dominatrix shoved a heavily lubed finger into his asshole, which hugged it tight. She promptly inserted a second lubed-up finger to join the first. 
 
    And then in went a third, his hole now hugging all three of the invading digits tightly. Robert felt very full now and liked the feeling immensely.  He felt his body flood with the adrenaline of pure arousal. Hannah began to ram the three fingers in and out and he couldn’t help moving his hips, rocking against them in lustful union with his Mistress. 
 
    “You’re hoping I’ll put my my whole hand up you now, aren’t you, slave,” Hannah said. “You know, all four fingers and my thumb, making five invaders in all.” 
 
    Robert remembered her tantalizing announcement the day before: “The next time we’re in the dungeon, expect me to take things up a further notch….or five.” So that was what she’d meant! 
 
    He nodded his head vigorously and a fourth lubed-up finger was pressed in.  Then Hannah pressed her thumb against his stuffed hole.  
 
    Robert let out a gag-muffled moan as he felt Hannah’s whole hand hard now against his stretched anus. He could feel himself being opened wider than ever before as the dominatrix eased her wet hand way into his hole.  
 
    By the time it was all inside him his anal entrance was tightly hugging Hannah’s latex-covered wrist. Robert had never felt so overwhelmed with fullness. He bucked on Hannah’s hand, feeling the fingers come inside him to make a fist. The sensation was incredibly erotic and he squeezed the fist with muscles that tightened around it. 
 
     The combination of the width of the latex-covered fist he had no choice but to accept and the delicious humiliation of his total acceptance of the situation brought Robert right to the very edge of orgasm.  
 
    Then…  “Come for me now, slave,” Hannah said, all of a sudden flexing her fist within him. And he immediately did. Shuddering in ecstasy, his anus over-full with the possessing fist, Robert spilled a deluge of glutinous cum onto the dungeon floor beneath him.  
 
    Once he had eventually stopped ejaculating Hannah gently withdrew her hand from his anus. His sigh of relief was audible despite the dildo-gag.  
 
    The dominatrix stripped off the black latex glove with a declarative snap. Then she unclipped the heavily weighted clamps from Robert’s nipples, causing him to gasp in agonised ecstasy behind the gag. He gasped some more when she briskly removed the six clamps from the base of his ball sack. 
 
     Then she deflated the gag’s dildo after which she removed the gag itself, followed swiftly by the leather blindfold. Hannah released Robert’s ankle cuffs from the wooden spreader bar and lastly released his wrist cuffs from the ceiling chains. 
 
    Stepping back from him, she demanded, “Kneel before me, slave.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert said, and immediately did as he’d been told. 
 
    He was where he felt he belonged most of all – kneeling at the feet of his beloved Mistress, paying obeisance to her. 
 
    The dominatrix remained silent for some moments before telling him, “There’s a big S&M Femdom play party held every six months in a club aptly called Club Extremely Wicked.  The parties are intended for serious BDSM players only and are exclusively Femdom, no exceptions permitted under any circumstances. 
 
    “Only Mistresses and male slaves are allowed to attend,” Hannah went on. “And they do so in their droves, may I say, coming not only from all over the city but from all over the country as well – and other countries too, come to that. The next event is coming up shortly and I have decided you are ready to attend it with me.” 
 
    Robert took a shaky breath. “You have, Mistress?” 
 
    “I have, slave. In fact you’re more than ready. I’m certain of it.” Hannah paused before adding, “The time is right for you to enter that part of my world. You’ve earned it.”  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Forty-one 
 
      
 
    Robert couldn’t help but feel a degree of uncertainty about Hannah’s latest decision. He may, as she’d said, have earned the right to enter the part of her world represented by the big S&M Femdom play party they’d be going to in the near future. But he wondered whether he actually wanted to do that when it came right down to it.  
 
    With extraordinary skill his Mistress had released the most extreme submissive and masochistic desires he’d previously kept bottled up. And she’d done this so successfully she was now prepared to accept him as her slave. That meant everything to Robert. And it meant everything to Hannah too, he assumed. Wasn’t it time to quit while they were ahead? 
 
    What they had between them already was all that ultimately mattered. That was the truth surely, Robert told himself. What they had was so special it should be enough to last both of them always and forever just the way it was. How could they possibly want more? Yet Hannah obviously did want more 
 
    And Robert had to admit he wanted more as well, the two contradictory feelings existing side by side in his mind. The fact was he was filled with curiosity about the big exclusively Femdom play party he was about to attend at Club Extremely Wicked. He could imagine a club full of dominant women in latex and leather, doing all sorts of gloriously sadistic things to their male slaves.  
 
    Graphic images of whips and chains and shackles being put to use by dommes on their slaves swam through Robert’s imagination. And along with those images went exciting thoughts of punishing pleasure-pain, of delicious humiliation, of delirious bondage.  
 
    He imagined a torrid BDSM orgy of female domination: a perfect night of submissive ecstasy for him and others like him at the hands of his formidable owner and others like her. Once upon a time that sort of experience would have all been way too much for him. But that wasn’t the case anymore.   
 
    Robert decided he had to experience it for himself,  not that Hannah – who always liked to keep at least three steps ahead of him – was willing  to give him any idea what was going to happen once they got there. So he’d been left to his own feverish imaginings.   
 
    He kept picturing the event in his mind’s eye over and over. Was he picturing it right though? Did he really understand what happened at such large ultra-kinky events? No, of course he didn’t. He was clueless about them. Would the experience be remotely like he’d imagined? Who knew? He certainly didn’t.  
 
    Also would he properly fit in? As Hannah’s slave, he would look the part, yes. But would he inhabit that part with the right degree of depth and attitude. Or was he still so new to the role he’d be shown up as the novice slave he actually was?   
 
    Ever since Hannah had told Robert they’d be going to the play party questions like these had jumbled through his mind but to no avail as he had no answers to give himself. 
 
     Tonight was the night when all would be revealed though. He’d find out once and for all what the event was like and whether or not he’d be able to hack it there. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Forty-two 
 
      
 
    It was a cloudless night and the moon was almost full. With Robert in the passenger seat beside her, Hannah drove her car, a sleek silver-gray Mercedes with tinted windows, through the nighttime city-scape towards Club Extremely Wicked. 
 
    The dominatrix had on a red leather micro-minidress and tall leather boots of the same color. Robert had on the short black leather jacket he’d worn when they’d first met but with nothing beneath it this time. Likewise his bare feet were tucked into his ankle boots.  
 
    In addition he wore his tight black jeans with nothing beneath them too… but for his chastity device, that is. Robert gave a shiver of excitement as he felt his cock strain against the device. The feel of the constricting item was exquisite on the sensitive flesh.  
 
    The lights of the Mercedes flashed along the front of the large anonymous commercial address that housed Club Extremely Wicked.  They had arrived. 
 
     “The play party will be in full swing by now,” Hannah remarked, glancing at the clock on the dashboard, which was just passing eleven-thirty.  
 
    She pulled the car into the club’s parking area and they made their way on foot to its entrance door. It had a CCTV camera above it and a buzzer to the side.  
 
    Hannah pressed the buzzer and a few seconds later the door was opened by a beautiful olive-skinned dominatrix who greeted Hannah warmly by name. The woman had short hair as black as ebony, a silky-smooth complexion, and numerous metal piercings in her ears. She wore a bottle-green leather catsuit that was so tight it looked as if it was part of her body.   
 
    After she had booked them into the club Hannah and Robert went down a corridor that led to a number of changing rooms. They entered a vacant one and Hannah ordered, “Take off all your clothes, slave.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert replied excitedly.   
 
     When he was naked but for the chastity device into which he was padlocked Hannah showed him the locker where she wanted him to put his clothes. That task completed, she took him out of the changing room.  
 
    He accompanied her further along the corridor at the end of which was a set of swing doors. His heartbeat loud in his ears, and his cock throbbing within its rigid genital gaol Robert silently asked the question – What’s going on behind those doors? 
 
    He found out as soon as Hannah took him through the swing doors and they entered the pulsating half-darkness of the club’s large playroom. It had a vaulted ceiling and was partially lit by low red lights that reflected off its black-matte walls.  Hannah stood still for a while with Robert beside her. The slave gazed into the club’s domed arena at the deviant throng populating it. He blinked dazedly, marvelling at what he saw, his sense of erotic anticipation growing by the second.  
 
    “Holy fuck,” Robert said under his breath as his eyes travelled around the off-the-chart outrageous play party, watching a variety of Mistresses and their slaves as they unleashed their wildest, darkest, most carnal desires. There must have been several hundred people there, he reckoned. And as far as he could see so far, all of them were dressed expressly for sadomasochistic and other kinky games. 
 
    Robert’s skin prickled with excitement and his cock pulsed within the stainless steel chastity device as he continued scanning that kink-filled cavernous space in awe-struck fascination. There was much leather, latex and naked flesh on display among the Mistresses while their slaves were either barely clothed in G-strings and suchlike or not clothed at all apart from the leather, latex, or metal collars a number of them wore. Continuing to scan the club’s busy play area from where he stood, Robert found himself transfixed by the arousing sights that met his gaze.  
 
    Coming to this play party had been a very good idea indeed, he decided. From his brief overview of the action from his present vantage point everything about the place turned him on beyond measure.  
 
    Hannah spread her arm in an arc across the outrageous scene before them. “First impressions, slave?” 
 
    “It’s absolutely amazing, Mistress,” he said. “What now?” 
 
    “You follow me,” she replied. “Come on.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Forty-three 
 
      
 
    With Robert following in her wake Hannah slowly made her way through the deviant fray in that large high-ceilinged play space. This enabled her overexcited slave to have a much closer look at what was going on. His gaze shifted this way and that from one highly erotic Femdom BDSM scenario to another as he followed his Mistress ever further into the place. Heat pulsed through his body and his cock twitched within the chastity device as he watched one amazing dominatrix after another in action.  
 
    One scenario that caught his eye involved a slave with short dark brown hair and an athletic physique being dominated over a whipping bench to which his arms and ankles had been strapped. The slave wore nothing but a studded collar and backless shorts, both of red leather.  
 
    He was being fucked in the ass with a strap-on dildo by a shapely blonde dominatrix in an electric-blue latex catsuit and long boots of the same color with pointed toes and killer heels. Her fingers, the nails glossy and red, pressed into the slave’s hips as she slammed in and out of his hole with abandon, ass-fucking the hell out of him. At the same time, an equally curvaceous dominatrix with chestnut hair in a buzz cut stood before the slave. She was topless and bottomless too but for her stilettos and the strap-on dildo with which she was energetically face-fucking the slave. 
 
     Robert shifted his excited gaze. This time he let it settle on a naked man with a pale slim body and giant erection laying flat on his back on a leather-covered bondage table where he was being queened by an extremely voluptuous dominatrix with blonde hair streaked with purple and cut to the chin. She was as naked as the slave on whose upturned face she sat. At the same time as queening him she was working his hard wet cock vigorously up and down with her pumping fist. 
 
    The supine slave let out one groan of pleasure after another beneath the substantial spread of the woman’s mighty thighs as she continued to vigorously queen him and slide her fist up and down the length of his swollen cock. How long would it be before that slave ejaculated? Robert wondered, noting the clear ooze seeping constantly from the tip of his shaft.  
 
    As he continued to follow Hannah through that heaving, sex-drenched venue, Robert carried on drinking in every sight, fascinated by the amount and variety of kinky play in progress.  He could feel his body tensing in readiness. But for what? He couldn’t know. The possibilities were endless with a Mistress as incredibly imaginative as his.  
 
    The couple ventured yet further into the large dimly-lit playroom and Robert’s eyes shone with even more lustful desire as they alighted on another dominatrix in action. 
 
     This one – a woman with shoulder-length brown hair and delightfully seductive pillow lips – wore a black leather cat mask and a black leather and diamante choker. Also of black leather was the rest of her outfit. This consisted of the revealing bra she had on over her otherwise naked top half, a skirt that had a slit up the back stopping just short of her rear cheeks, and long stiletto-heeled boots. What Robert could see her doing to her blond-haired slave – a man whose smooth body was entirely covered in elaborate tattoos – was a sight for sore eyes.  
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Forty-four 
 
      
 
    The slave had a black leather blindfold buckled behind his head, his mouth was filled with a red rubber ball gag, and he was on his knees squeezed inside a very small cage.  
 
    But that was not the half of it. He was locked into a black silicone chastity device and his nipples were clamped with clover clamps. His Mistress had clamped one of his nipples, wrapped the chain connecting the clamps round a bar of the cage and then clamped his other nipple. This meant that the clamps tugged painfully whenever he made even the slightest move.  
 
    And he wasn’t capable of much more than the slightest move because the cage was so small it made it nearly impossible for him to move at all. He could just about manage a little squirming within the cage – painful squirming because of the positioning of the nipple clamps.  
 
    The slave had on black leather wrist and ankle cuffs that had been attached to the four lower corners of the cage with short chains. He had a black leather collar around his neck with a short length of chain attached to the ring to its front that had in turn been attached to the bottom of the cage.  
 
    There were red marks on the rigidly confined slave’s raised ass where it was pressed right up tight against the bars of the cage. His exposed anus was being ravaged by his cat-masked Mistress with a heavily lubricated black rubber dildo. She was pumping the dildo back and forth hard and fast into the tight channel.  
 
    There were still more extremely arousing displays for Robert to observe as he continued to follow Hannah through the heaving BDSM play space, and his shining eyes carried on roving from one thrilling S&M scenario to another. One of these involved a naked slave with thick auburn hair and a toned body, secured over a sawhorse with leather straps. His anus was filled by a colorless silicone butt plug and he was being whipped ferociously on the ass by a matching pair of dominatrices, both with bobbed, fringed hair that was as shiny and black as their second-skin leather catsuits.  
 
    In a futile attempt to try and escape the furious alternating blows being inflicted on his ass the slave was pulling against the bonds attaching his wrists and ankles to the sawhorse. Beneath the shiny material of the two almost identical domme’s catsuits their pronounced nipples stuck out clearly as they continued to deliver a relentless avalanche of blows to the slave’s rear cheeks. They’d already turned them a shade of red so dark it was almost purple. 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter Forty-five 
 
      
 
    Still following in Hannah’s wake through the crowded club Robert shifted his gaze again and let it begin to trace the path of a heavily muscled and completely hairless slave as he crawled across the floor, his cock ragingly hard. All he had on was a purple leather collar to the center ring of which a chained leash had been clipped. Robert looked up in the direction of the dominatrix holding that leash and saw a beautiful Oriental woman with closely cropped hair, dyed snow-white. She was outfitted all in red leather like Hannah. In the Oriental woman’s case this consisted of a waist-cinching corset that pushed her generous breasts into prominence, a micro-miniskirt and thigh boots with stiletto heels. 
 
    The next dominatrix Robert caught sight of was standing in splendid isolation in front of a free-standing St. Andrew’s cross. He’d have recognised that predatory temptress anywhere: the face of perfect symmetry, the big almond-shaped violet eyes, the high cheekbones, the full sensuous lips, the straight blonde hair, which was chin-length and cut in an angular style. 
 
    It was the luscious and lascivious Mistress Pauline. She was dressed in a black rubber latex catsuit that gleamed with a polished radiance. It outlined her well-shaped figure to perfection, clothing her body in a sensual second skin that shimmered and glimmered enticingly.  
 
    Pauline’s catsuit was so tight it looked as if it had been sprayed on, the arousing effect further enhanced by the long shiny black latex boots with spiky-sharp heels she had on. 
 
    “Hi there, Pauline,” said Hannah, raising a hand in a small salute to her friend. 
 
    “Hi, Hannah,” she said, returning the gesture. “I wheeled over my tool box and bagged the cross at the time you asked me to. Then I set up my stall, so to speak.” Pauline pointed to a purpose-designed rectangular open black bag like a suitcase that was sitting on the floor beside the St Andrew’s cross and which displayed various BDSM paraphernalia.  Then she nodded towards Robert who’d now come up beside Hannah. “I’m so pleased you agreed to share him with me no holds barred tonight – but just this once.”  
 
    “With further strings attached of course,” replied Hannah. “As I don’t need to remind you, the deal is you can share him with me that way only until you come. But – and it’s an important but – when you choose to come is entirely up to you.” 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Forty-six 
 
      
 
    Pauline pointed again towards the open rectangular bag she’d referred to as her tool box. “What piece of kit would you like to start with, Hannah?” she asked. 
 
    “Nipple clamps, please,” replied her friend. “You choose which type and you can go first too if you want. It goes without saying you can use them on him exactly as you wish.” 
 
    Breathing heavily, Robert braced himself as he saw the clover clamps Pauline went on to select, which had a metal ring set in the middle of the three chains that divided them. She brought one of the clamps over to his left nipple, opened the spring-loaded clip, centered it over his nipple, and then allowed the serrated jaws to sink into the tender flesh.  
 
    Robert moaned with painful pleasure as the clamp buried itself into his nipple and moaned again when Pauline repeated the process with his right nipple. The feeling was sharply beautiful to the highly masochistic slave: exquisitely agonising. 
 
    Pauline reached forward with both her hands and grasped Robert’s clamped nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching them brutally hard. Robert yelped at the pain but his yelp tailed into a moan of pleasure as he felt his cock pulse within the steely grip of the chastity device. 
 
    Pauline ceased pinching his clamped nipples but instead began to pull at the chains by means of the metal ring, sharply jerking at it. Robert’s whole body shuddered as the clamps sank deeper into his flesh, pulling hard at the nipples. At the same time he experienced an explosion of white-hot sensation that went straight to his cock, making it jerk convulsively within its stainless steel jail. 
 
    Pauline let go of the metal ring. “I think he looks extremely good in those nipple clamps, Hannah,” remarked the catsuited dominatrix, smiling lewdly. Her own nipples jutted hard against the tight black latex skin that covered them.  “What do you think?” 
 
    Hannah tipped her head to one side, studying Robert. “I agree entirely,” she said, turning back to her friend. “They match his cock-lock to perfection.” She then gestured towards the St. Andrew’s cross. At each of the four corners of this large X-shaped piece of equipment was a short chain attached to a black leather cuff. “Let’s put him on there now on his front,” she said. 
 
     “Why don’t I cuff his wrists and ankles to the cross, Hannah,” Pauline suggested, “while you select from my trusty tool box whatever you want to use on him.”  
 
    “Sure thing,” replied her friend. “He’s about to get his ass whipped by yours truly. Now, let’s see what I’ll use to do that.” 
 
    As Pauline secured Robert to the cross on his front with his arms and legs splayed Hannah riffled about in the tool box before making her selection. She pulled out a whip of heavy leather, the same shade of red as her leather micro-minidress and tall boots.  
 
    Robert glanced back briefly to see the implement now in his owner’s hand. He shuddered when he saw how vicious the whip was with its two dozen hefty thongs. If Hannah was as ruthless with it as she was highly likely to be she would flay his ass raw. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Forty-seven 
 
      
 
    When Robert heard Hannah give the red whip a quick rip through the air to get used to the feel of it everything in him twitched in masochistic anticipation. His cock, so firmly trapped inside its tight metal cage, began to pulse like crazy. 
 
    Hannah’s lightening-fast first strike to his backside landed so hard it caused agonizing pain to tear through his body. Her second and third strikes were just as harsh. As she carried on beating him, each rhythmic lash of the whip showed cherry-red against Robert’s ass cheeks and made them smart in agony. 
 
    Hannah continued to whisk the whip through the air with dreadful meaning, striking his reddened behind harshly. Her arm rose and swung and rose again, as she sent the whip flying time after time in a flurry of lashes.   
 
    Hannah’s strikes grew fiercer still and more rapid too. Robert wriggled within his bonds in agony as she continued to flay the skin of his backside with her cruel lashes. Then she suddenly stopped what she was doing. 
 
    She grabbed Robert’s hair with the hand not holding the whip, pulling his head back. Twisting his neck so she could stare into his face, she asked, “Did you find that beating extremely painful, slave?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he answered in a shaky voice. 
 
    “I’m sure Mistress Pauline can improve on that,” she told him. “Let’s find out.” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Forty-eight 
 
      
 
    Pauline responded with great enthusiasm to her cue from Hannah and took Robert to the next level of sensation by beating his behind with a crop that was as mean as it looked. It was a thin reed of black leather until the last two inches where a flexible knotted plait of talons was designed to deliver a lot more than a mere stinging snap. The dominatrix used this nasty implement with great skill, occasionally letting its talons simply nip the flesh but more often snapping it in such a manner as to tear at the point of the strike. 
 
    Robert’s whole body jerked and shuddered in maddened torment within its X-shaped bondage at each of Pauline’s strikes as they cascaded on and on, blow after remorseless blow. His clamped nipples and caged cock ached in concert with the agonizing pain she delivered to his burning rear cheeks with that nasty crop. 
 
    The dominatrix offered no mercy, efficiently brutal with her punishment. When she paused it was only for a few moments. Soon she returned to laying as many strokes of the cruel implement on his rear as she had before, all of them landing with an emphatic crack. 
 
    Robert’s heart hammered and his breathing became fast and shallow. Small whimpers escaped his lips. 
 
     I can do this, I can get through this, he told himself resolutely as the punishing blows went on and on.  
 
    And he could get through it. There was no doubt about that whatsoever. The time passed on increasingly as if in a dream as Robert became adjusted to the agonising pain that singed his skin so hotly. He began to drift, feeling the endorphin high suffuse his body.  
 
    When the savage beating was at last complete Hannah took over again, this time switching track completely. 
 
  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Forty-nine 
 
      
 
    Hannah made her next short trip to Pauline’s tool box where this time she selected a black candle and a lighter. The lighter wouldn’t spark first time. The dominatrix tried again and it did. She lit the candle and its dancing flame flickered, casting tiny, jittery shadows. Hannah returned the lighter to the tool box and prepared to get to work with the candle. She stood behind Robert, a bubble of hot melted wax at the cradle beneath the flame, ready to spill over. 
 
    The anticipation ripped through Robert as if the wax had already struck the mark. He was panting from the surging and the awaited burn. When the hot wax spilled, it splashed on his back. Hot wax spilled again as she drew a line of it down his spine, splattering it against the skin. Robert’s bound body churned in reply. He drew breath through his teeth, hissing. 
 
    Hannah blew the candle out and put it beside the tool box. “It’s your turn again, Pauline,” she said. “What would you like to do to him next?” 
 
    “I’d like to fuck him in the ass,” her friend replied gleefully. 
 
    “I’ll position him for you,” said Hannah. 
 
     She freed Robert from the St. Andrew’s cross by unbuckling its cuffs from his wrists and ankles. After that she got him to bend forward with his legs spread and to hold onto the lower section of the cross. Meanwhile Pauline harnessed a strap-on dildo snugly into place over her black latex catsuit.    
 
    The dominatrix lubricated the fake cock protruding from her groin and pressed its head into Robert’s anus. She kept on pressing and the long shaft dove in until it reached its limit.  
 
    Pauline immediately began to pump freely into Robert, soon setting a feverish pace. In response he churned his behind into her latex-covered groin over and over.  
 
    Pauline glanced over at Hannah. “Your slave takes this very well,” she observed without breaking pace. “You must have given him similar treatment more than a few times by now.” 
 
    “I have,” said her friend, “and recently gave him his very first fisting too.” 
 
    “Love it.” Pauline smiled as she continued to push vigorously in and out of the rear end she was violating with such enthusiasm. 
 
    Robert wriggled his behind and bucked his body as Pauline carried on pounding into him, never pulling out completely. The base of her fake cock kept hitting her latex-covered pussy, sending waves of pleasure through her clit.  
 
    The dominatrix pushed in and out even faster until the vibrations moved from the tip of her “cock” to her clit to her belly and back again. She continued like this until the experience brought her to a shuddering climax. Then with one final and conclusive thrust into Robert’s asshole it was over. 
 
    Pauline allowed herself a few moments to recover her composure before turning towards Hannah again. “I could go on all night after that short break,” she said, in no hurry to remove her strap-on from Robert’s anus. “But times up, I guess?” 
 
    “You guess right.” Hannah gave her a sardonic smile. 
 
    “Thank you for agreeing to share Robert with me just this once,” Pauline said.  
 
    “You’re very welcome,” replied Hannah with a gracious nod.  
 
    “You have a very fine slave indeed here,” her friend went on, “as you hardly need me to tell you.” 
 
    “He’s by far the best I’ve ever owned,” Hannah replied with feeling. “This was the first time I’ve ever shared him with anyone and I’ve decided it will be the last, he’s so important to me.” 
 
    Robert’s heartbeat throbbed madly in time with his trapped cock. The exultation he felt at what he’d just heard his Mistress say was off the scale. He hadn’t climaxed – couldn’t climax, locked as he was into the unyielding chastity device. But he felt a sense of release nothing like he’d ever experienced in his life. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifty 
 
      
 
    Since that extraordinary visit to Club Extremely Wicked – a visit that had started so excitingly for Robert and ended in such exaltation for the slave – Hannah had continued to keep him in chastity, most of it padlocked into the cock-lock. Today was different though. Today the chastity device was gone.  
 
    The dominatrix and her slave were back in the dungeon where they were standing face to face. He was utterly naked. She was utterly naked too. It was the way they both wanted to be. 
 
    “Come closer, slave,” Hannah demanded, gazing down at Robert’s blood-flushed erection. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    She took hold of his hard-on and squeezed its base gently. Very slowly she passed her fingers over the entire length, letting them linger on the silky smoothness of the softly sensitive head. Hannah kept right on stimulating Robert’s shaft in that exquisitely sensuous manner, making him groan with desire.  
 
    Gradually, though, she built up momentum until she was pulling at his erection over and over, faster and faster. As Robert’s body started to build toward the orgasm he hoped she was finally going to allow him to enjoy Hannah abruptly ceased masturbating him, letting go his shaft. 
 
    The dominatrix took Robert’s hands behind his back, pinning them at waist level, and held them there with one hand. With the palm of her other hand she slapped his face, first the left cheek, then the right. Each sharp sting made his erection twitch and throb. 
 
    His arms still pinioned behind him by Hannah, Robert didn’t know whether she would strike again. Then he found out. 
 
    This time she slapped his face hard enough for his head to jerk to the side. “You like me doing that, don’t you, slave?” she said.  
 
    Robert didn’t reply immediately, prompting Hannah to slap him again. This time she struck the other cheek and just as hard. “Answer me.” 
 
    “Yes I do like you doing that, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    “In fact it makes you as horny as hell, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “It does, Mistress.” 
 
    “As will this, I’m sure.” Hannah reached to take hold of his erection again.  
 
    Soon she was masturbating him with as much vigor as she’d ended up doing before. Robert’s respiration deepened all the time as his lust consumed him more and more.  
 
    Up and down, up and down went Hannah’s insistent palm over his erection. He could feel the onset of orgasm but knew it was vital he contain himself without fail – like he’d always but always managed to do with Hannah. The sinews in his neck sticking out, and his breathing heavy, Robert willed himself with all his might not to ejaculate. 
 
    Over and over the dominatrix continued to pull at his throbbing hard-on, though, until her fingers were sticky with pre-cum. Then she briefly stopped doing what she'd been doing and used the same hand to slap his face with a sound, wet smack. 
 
    Hannah went back to rubbing Robert’s achingly hard cock after that, and he felt an increasingly savage compulsion propelling him in one direction and one direction only. The thought of that frantically desired orgasmic release kept seething into his mind. Beads of sweat pricked his forehead and his breath came in shallow gasps. 
 
    Robert’s body was suffused with a sexual fever that had been too long pent-up, locked away beneath the unyielding chastity device. And now his Mistress was inflicting this almost unbearable torment on him. He burned hot with desire, feeling like he had reservoirs of cum ready to spill at any moment. 
 
    “You badly want to climax, don’t you,” said Hannah. 
 
    “I’m desperate to, Mistress,” Robert panted.  
 
    The dominatrix let go his erection. “Forget it, slave,” she said sharply, and smacked him across the face one last time with her pre-cum covered hand. “I’m not going to allow you to do that any time soon. Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress,” he replied, falteringly. 
 
    “It’s for the best, you’ll see,” proclaimed the dominatrix. 
 
    And Robert knew she was bound to be right about that.  
 
    She was always right about everything. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifty-one 
 
      
 
    Hannah motioned towards the leather-covered bondage table. “Lie flat on your back on there, slave,” she ordered. “I want you to worship my pussy with your lips and tongue.”  
 
    Once Robert was in position, his pulsing wet shaft rearing obscenely in the air, the dominatrix climbed lithely onto the bondage table and straddled his face. She covered his mouth with her sodden pussy while her nails tangled in his hair.  
 
    Robert began to lap at the juicy opening pressed against his mouth. The effect on Hannah was immediate, the joy she experienced at being pleasured by her devoted slave’s attentive lips and tongue apparent in the blissful expression on her face. Hannah’s breathing became heavy as she was quickly pushed towards orgasm. She bucked and climaxed against Robert’s tongue, her juices spilling out over his face. 
 
    After a few moments the dominatrix started to shift position.  “I’m going to fuck you now, slave,” she announced before slithering down Robert’s body to straddle his thighs. Hannah pressed her body against his, and with a shiver of pleasure rubbed her clitoris against the head of his cock. She pushed down so his hard-on could slip into the warmth of her tight wet sex.  
 
    Before fucking Robert properly Hannah brought the curve of her lips against his and kissed him with the utmost passion. He kissed her back with equal fervor. Their hungry mouths and tongues continued to seek each other ravenously until Hannah pulled her lips away.  
 
    Robert let out a deep moan as he felt the muscles of Hannah’s sex fasten powerfully on his shaft as she started to rock up and down on his body, taking him in deeper with each of her downward thrusts. The dominatrix fucked Robert ever more energetically with the inevitable effect on her slave. Don’t climax, he told himself frantically. For Christ’s sake don’t climax. 
 
    Hannah’s hips continued to rise and fall, undulating in an increasingly urgent rhythm.  Before long, panting wildly, she climaxed. 
 
    And Robert didn’t.  
 
    But it was as perilously close this time as it had ever been since she’d allowed him to enter her darkly decadent world.  
 
    And that was saying something. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fifty-two 
 
      
 
    Hannah lifted herself from Robert’s body and climbed off the bondage table, after which she gave him his next instruction. “Go and kneel over the whipping bench, slave,” she ordered. “When you’ve done that I want you to keep looking towards your front.”  
 
    As he got into position the dominatrix sashayed over to the rack. When she returned she’d harnessed on a double-dildo strap-on and had a bottle of lubricant in her hand. Using some of the contents of the bottle, she lubricated the black rubber shaft protruding from her crotch. She did this from the head of the dildo to the base where the lube mingled with the love juice leaking from her tightly filled pussy. After she’d also generously lubricated the opening of Robert’s anus she placed the bottle of lube on the floor. 
 
    Positioning herself behind her slave, Hannah leaned into his body and pressed the dildo against his hole. She moved in slowly, pushing past his sphincter as he gasped with ripples of pain. The ripples eased. And then, as always, the sensations that followed became sublime. 
 
    It was Robert’s greatest pleasure to satisfy Hannah this way, to have her as deep inside him as she could go. Delirious thoughts cascaded through his brain. He couldn’t see his Mistress because he’d been told to look to his front. He couldn’t even give her a fleeting glance.  In this position of captive surrender there was nothing but the feel of her strap-on dildo in his ass to focus on as she moved at will inside him. 
 
    Robert yielded more to Hannah, opening wider. He was just an open vessel, he told himself elatedly: submissive, acquiescent, utterly passive. He was defenseless, without any power, helpless.  
 
    But the sensation was much more profound than all of that, he realised. He felt as if he were melting into Hannah’s body heat, into her flesh, so there were no spaces between them. It was as if they’d become one entity. 
 
     Hannah picked up speed and rammed into her slave again and again with one jolt after another. Her haunches bucked and her pelvis gyrated as she pounded into him even harder, even faster. Robert gasped in erotic delight, feeling even more as if they’d somehow become one and the same being. It was like a space had opened in his very soul – hers too – and he could feel such amazing energy connecting them. It truly was as if he wasn’t separate from his adored Mistress in any way at all, but was part of her. 
 
    “Come now, slave,” Hannah finally demanded, as she succumbed to her own earth-shattering climax. 
 
    And Robert did, the heat of his physical passion releasing in a wild wave that washed through him with savage force. His body trembled and his shaft jerked in spasms.  
 
    His abundant seed flowed in one hot spurt after another as Hannah’s own climax continued to rage. Convulsions shook the couple’s conjoined bodies, the spasms going on and on. Time disappeared for both of them for a while, leaving only the endless ecstasy of their mutual climax.  
 
    When that ecstatic simultaneous orgasm ended Hannah and Robert were both left breathing fitfully and shivering. Eventually they started to regain their normal pattern of breathing and their shivering began to subside. Their bodies remained attached though, he kneeling over the whipping bench and she rammed inside him.  
 
    When the dominatrix had at last come down fully from her orgasmic high she removed the external dildo from her slave’s willing ass. Having gone on to remove the internal dildo from her sex and the strap-on harness from her otherwise naked body, Hannah got Robert to climb off the whipping bench.   
 
    She told him to kneel on the floor at her feet where she let her gaze settle on him. 
 
    “How was all that for you, slave?” she asked.  
 
    “Fantastic, Mistress.” Robert’s voice wavered. “Whenever you dominate me it always is. There was something very different this time though,” he added, swallowing past the lump in his throat. 
 
    Hannah looked down at him inquiringly. “And what was that?” 
 
    “Towards the end there I felt like our bodies had fused as if we’d in some strange way become the same person,” he replied, his voice still shaky. “It’s never happened like that before, Mistress, and it was overwhelming.” 
 
    There was a silence. The air in the dungeon felt electric. 
 
    “I had the same experience then and for the first time too,” Hannah said. “And I know exactly why it happened.” 
 
    “You do, Mistress?” Robert’s heart was beating fast. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, looking deep into his surrendering eyes. “Something uniquely wonderful passed between us then.” She paused for a second before adding, “You belong to me, don’t you?” 
 
    Robert took a deep breath, and then let it out. “Yes, Mistress,” he affirmed. “I belong to you entirely.” 
 
     “Well, I belong to you entirely too now.” Hannah gestured between them with an elegant hand.  
 
    Robert gazed up at her rapturously, his eyes shining. “It doesn’t get any better than that, does it, Mistress,” he said.  
 
    “It can’t,” Hannah replied softly. “Your – our – transformation is complete now, you see. We are whole. At last we are one.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Alex Jordaine is the author of numerous works of Femdom erotica and is one of the foremost writers of that genre. He is the author of the highly acclaimed “Mistress” series of novels. All the novels in this popular ongoing series are one-offs, so they can be read in any order.  
 
    In all of these entertaining, fast-paced and highly erotic books sexy powerful women are very firmly in charge. They control the pleasure and men are there to serve and obey them.  
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    “I’ve stuck with it ever since because I’ve found it works so well for me as a storyteller: all those strict rules, all that seething emotion and sexuality. Something’s got to give and when it does the story kicks in with a vengeance.”  
 
    All of Alex’s novels are dedicated to Mistress G. The author explains: “Mistress G is my long term partner, dominatrix, muse and the love of my life. We have been serious players on the Fetish scene for a long time. My books are escapist fiction – wild flights of imagination – but they have an authenticity about them based on my personal experience of Femdom BDSM with Mistress G. I think readers pick up on that at some level and it enhances their enjoyment of the books.” 
 
    Although the “Mistress” novels are full of graphic discipline, bondage and domination, they are essentially love stories. They explore the redemptive power of love and celebrate women.  
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    RULE OF THE MISTRESS 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Five-Star Review Published on Amazon.com 
 
    Read this book!! And then you will re-read it, as I did, for it is 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.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Punishment Manor is run by Angelica on behalf of its owner Donna, a lifestyle dominatrix. It is where wealthy Mistresses send their slaves when they need more extreme discipline. Things go wrong at the Manor when Angelica’s second-in-command, Monique, runs off with one of its inmates, Kit who happens to be the slave of Donna’s close friend, Corinne. 
 
    Fortunately it doesn’t become the disaster it might have been for Donna. This is because Corinne is actually pleased to see the back of Kit. Indeed she already has his potential replacement squarely in her sights. Corinne gets to work on mild-mannered lawyer Simon convinced of his innate sexual submissiveness and that she’ll be able to mold him into a far better slave than Kit has ever been.  
 
    Meanwhile Angelica and her kinky cohorts begin a relentless regime of disciplining the latest batch of inmates at Punishment Manor: the disobedient and recklessly self-indulgent Paul, faint-hearted Jake and a nervous novice called Ewan. Donna’s lying slave Adam is sent to join their number after she tricks him into revealing just how untrustworthy he’s capable of being. 
 
    But after a while sparks begin to fly between Angelica and Adam. Is history about to repeat itself at the Manor, this time disastrously? At the same time Corinne is finding Simon less compliant than she’d hoped. She is not prepared to budge an inch with him though. It’s all or nothing with her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt from RULE OF THE MISTRESS 
 
      
 
    Ewan was back in his dark sparsely-furnished room. He lay on the bed, flat on his back with his erection pointing at the ceiling. What Angelica and Lana, both of them clothed in those amazingly seductive outfits of power and pleasure, had done to him in the dungeon had been mind-blowing.  
 
    Images of it were circling through his head endlessly: the way they’d strapped him spread-eagled to the St. Andrew’s cross and beaten his ass so severely, so exquisitely too; the foot worship demanded of him by Angelica and the pussy worship by Lana. Then there’d been that final thrilling homage from him that Angelica had wanted. He could see himself on his knees tonguing her anal hole, pressing his tongue deep into the tight sheath of muscle. The thought of it made him tremble with excitement.  
 
    Involuntarily, he reached down and touched his hard cock, almost climaxing right there and then. The images inside his head were incredibly vivid and strong, the desire raging within him powerfully erotic. Ewan immediately snatched his hand away from his erection. He knew he wasn’t allowed to masturbate at Punishment Manor unless instructed to do so by one of the Mistresses. Lana had made a point of emphasising that particular rule to him when she’d given him his initial briefing. There was no way he would disobey… 
 
    He didn’t complete the thought. At that moment the door to his room was flung open and there stood Angelica. The dominatrix was still in the skintight black leather micro-minidress and long high-heeled boots she’d had on in the dungeon. She closed the door behind her and strode across the room. 
 
    Gazing accusingly in the direction of his huge erection, she asked, “Have you been masturbating, slave?”  
 
    “No I haven’t, Mistress.” He started to get up.  
 
    “Stay where you are,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and put his head back on the pillow. 
 
    Angelica sat on the edge of the bed and looked at him. “You haven’t even touched your erection since you’ve been back in your room, slave?” she probed, her lips pursed 
 
    Ewan tried to swallow but found his throat was dry. He gave a little cough. “I did just touch it once, Mistress,” he confessed. “I did it without thinking and once I’d realised what I’d done I immediately stopped.”  
 
    Angelica reached across the bed and let her hand find his erection. “Don’t let it happen again,” she told him sternly, slapping hard the bulbous head of his cock. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan said, wincing at the biting pain. 
 
    There was a silence for a few seconds. Then she said, “But I haven’t come here to punish you, slave.”  
 
    He blinked. “No, Mistress?” 
 
    “No, I’ve come here to reward you for the most impressive way you conducted yourself in the dungeon earlier,” Angelica said with a smile. She reached out and touched her cool fingers to his brow. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, resisting the impulse to grab her hand and shower her fingers with worshipful kisses. 
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    “Every time I read one of Alex Jordaine's 'Mistress' series I think, ‘This is even better than the last one’. The man's knowledge of the Femdom genre and his extraordinary imagination combined with his fine writing as a world class story teller never disappoints.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Superb Femdom. Alex Jordaine is one of the few masters of this genre. I read and re-read everything he writes. You will too.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A pleasure to read. It is a compelling page turner, intensely arousing and very erotic.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Arousing, erotic and liberating. This book is a great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Great Femdom erotica.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Jordaine dazzles! Alex Jordaine continues to be a fantastic writer for the BDSM lifestyle exceptionally from the aspect of being a slave to a demanding Mistress.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A very good read, extremely exciting and erotic. Would recommend to others who are interested in this type of literature and the author.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A fabulous book. I've ordered a lot of BDSM Femdom books and this one was really good.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I found it riveting reading and could scarcely stop until I reached the end, which was a happy end for all concerned!” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A very good e-book and a very good read, very erotic and can be recommended if you are into female domination.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I have read the whole series of books. A great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
     “A rollercoaster ride ideal for the fetishist and anyone who enjoys a good romp through Femdom style books, delicious, amazing, highly charged smut-tastic fun!” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “A wonderful book. It had not only erotica but lots of twists and turns. The ending is superb.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “What a great book, hot as hell.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “One of the best Femdom stories I’ve read, probably because it is not based on cruelty or contempt, but empowerment. A power exchange in an underlying love story with lots of eroticism.” 
 
    * * * * *  
 
      
 
    “As far as Femdom erotica goes, this novel is exceptional.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I loved this book from the minute I read page one until after the last page… hours later. Highly recommended.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A joy to read. Alex is a wonderful storyteller.” 
 
    * * * * *. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    Mistress of Torment 
 
    Naked for the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Extreme 
 
    Mistress Divine 
 
    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 
 
    Controlled by the Mistress 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
   YOU’VE REACHED 
 
    [image: ]  
 
    “THE END!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    YOU CAN BUY MORE ALEX JORDAINE TITLES ON AMAZON 
 
     WHERE YOU CAN ALSO VISIT HIS AUTHOR PAGE  
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
  
     
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
  
  
 cover.jpeg
ALEX JORDAINE

Lnstowed o
the [Ylstress

An Erotic
Novel






images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
|
!
Y

Hﬂ!JWLEE |

o





