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Chapter One


 


Antony Scott stood at the end of the crowded bar at The Crown Inn,
working on a large whisky. Through the plate-glass windows the sky was dark. It
matched his mood. What had happened to his life? Antony asked himself ruefully.
Where had it all gone so wrong?


Try though he might, he seemed incapable of sustaining
any kind of long-term romantic relationship. Every love affair had petered out:
something always missing, something always not quite right. He lived in a drab little
apartment, a month-by-month sublet his disagreeable landlord could kick him out
of whenever he liked. As for his work life, he was an also-ran, a mediocrity
not on anyone’s radar for promotion. He wasn’t close to anyone at work. He
wasn’t close to anyone, full stop. 


How had he lost his way so badly? How had all the hope
and optimism he’d once had become erased? How’d he ended up leading such a
joyless half-existence?


 Jesus Christ, Antony thought. I seriously
need to sort myself out. But he wondered whether he could. Life was full of
surprises or so they said. Yeah, right. The reality for him was he’d had his
chance to make something of his life and screwed it up. It had left him in a
rut and that was where he was destined to stay. 


Antony continued sipping from
his whisky, mired in all this despondency, when a female voice cut into his
gloomy reverie.  “Cheer up. It might never happen.”


He started, alarmed at this intrusion into his personal
space. He turned to see a woman standing next to him at the bar, nursing a
glass of white wine. 


His blue eyes suddenly came alive and his pulse
quickened – with good reason too because the woman was quite stunningly
beautiful. She had silky ash-blonde hair cut to the shoulders, high-set
cheekbones, full sensuous lips, and a nicely prominent jaw.
Her curvaceous figure was outlined by a close-fitting black minidress, the
swell of her breasts stretching its fabric taut across her chest.


Antony gave this vision of
loveliness a puzzled frown. “Sorry. Were you talking to me?”


“Yes I was,” she said, her big dark-brown eyes sparkling.
“And I know I shouldn’t have. I mean, I don’t know you from Adam. I apologize.
Didn’t mean to cause offence.”


“None taken,” he assured her.


“I don’t know what came over me,” she continued. “I did
it on the spur of the moment. It was just you seemed so darned fed up. Or did I
read you wrong? Do you always look that way in repose like some people do?”


“I was feeling down, I must admit,” he replied, adding
with a smile that lit up his darkly handsome face, “Until you spoke to me, that
is.”


“Flattery will get you everywhere.” She laughed. “My
name’s Gina, by the way.” 


“And I’m Antony.”


She tilted her head inquiringly. “Why were you fed up?”
She paused.  “Or shouldn’t I ask?”


“I don’t really know what to say,” he mumbled.  


“Anything, anything at all.” Gina took a sip of wine.
“Even if it’s to tell me to mind my own business.”


“Well, there’s my job for one,” he told her.


She arched an eyebrow. “What do you do?”


“I’m a lowly civil servant,” he said, “and the work is
very…” 


“Boring?” she offered, taking another sip from her
glass.


“That’s the word.” He chuckled. “What do you do for a
living, as a matter of interest?” 


“I’m a lawyer,” she replied. “And before you ask, no, I
don’t find the work boring although many would, I’m sure. Actually I like it a
lot. And I do mean a lot. I’ve always loved the law and that’s perhaps
the main reason I’m good at it, I guess.”


“Makes sense,” offered Antony.


Gina went on, warming to her theme, “I’m extremely
ambitious too, very driven. I’m a woman on a mission to get to the top and I
won’t let anything or anyone distract me from my course.” 


Antony raised his whisky glass
to his lips and took a sip. “I really admire you for that, I must say,” he
commented earnestly. “But I know even if I was as talented as you plainly are I
wouldn’t be able to come anywhere close to emulating you. I don’t have it in me
to be any kind of go-getter, you see. I’m too passive.”


Gina looked at him over the top of her drink. “Much
better than being aggressive.”  


He went on as if he hadn’t heard her, “I don’t do
confrontation. That’s part of the trouble with me. I don’t think anyone would
describe me as an alpha male.”


“Good,” she replied simply.


Antony took another sip of
whisky. “Why do you say that?”


“Because as a general rule I’m not very keen on alpha
males,” Gina explained. “And God knows there are enough of them in the male-dominated
line of work I’m in, all with such a bloated sense of their own self-importance.
They get my back up, they really do. Challenge one of them and they act like
you’ve compromised their masculinity in some way.” She smiled. “Sorry, end of
brief rant. And you, Antony, should stop doing yourself down, shouldn’t you.
You’re genuinely special, you know. I can tell.”


He gave her a lop-sided smile. “Woman’s intuition?”


“Don’t start with that.” She laughed. 


There was an extended moment of silence between them
during which they both surveyed the crowded pub.


“I’d suggest we sit down and continue our conversation,”
Gina said. “But there’s not a spare seat anywhere to be found, as far as I can
see. Is The Crown Inn always like this at the weekends? I’ve never been inside
the place before myself.”


Antony’s shoulders went up in a
shrug. “Me neither. I’m just a random visitor like you. So I really wouldn’t
know.” 


“Tell you what, why don’t we get out of here?” she
suggested. 


“Yes let’s,” Antony said. “But where? Any suggestions?” 


Gina gave him a mischievous grin. “One springs to mind.”



“Which is?” 


She dropped her voice a level. “We could go back to my
place.” 


“You serious?” He felt a stirring in his loins.


“Absolutely,” Gina confirmed. She dropped her voice a
little further and added, “Listen, I’m not in the habit of picking up strangers
in bars but in your case I’m willing to make an exception.”


He looked at her incredulously. “But why?”


She raised an amused eyebrow. “Apart from the fact
you’re very good looking and that I find you most charming in a low-key,
hopelessly self-deprecating kind of way?”


“Yes, apart from that.” He smiled wryly, eyes crinkling.


Gina inched a little closer to Antony. “Let’s just call
it lust at first sight.” She paused, holding his gaze. “So what do you say?”


What could he say?


He said yes.


“Drink up,” Gina directed. 


“Right.” Antony tipped his glass back and took a final
swallow of whisky.


She finished the rest of her drink too. “Ready?” 


He nodded.


“Then let’s go.” 
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A short taxi ride through that part of the busy metropolis delivered
them to a creamy stuccoed Regency building on a quiet tree-lined
avenue. The building had a number of railinged-off basement areas and one of
these was taken up by Gina’s apartment. 


As soon as Gina had closed the front door behind them
and before Antony had even had a chance to look around and appraise his
surroundings, she pulled him close and put her warm lips to his. He eagerly accepted the long passionate kiss she went on to give him.
It felt like heaven on earth to Antony as she kissed him hard, exploring
his mouth with her wet tongue and letting him breathe her hot breath. 


Gina pulled away from the kiss. “Follow me into the
bedroom,” she said. 


She took Antony down a corridor and opened the door to a
large bedroom dominated by a queen-sized bed. “Take off all your clothes,” Gina
told him. 


“Will do.” His voice was hoarse with excitement.


Antony began to undress, taking
off his jacket and shoes and socks first. He removed his shirt next and then
stripped off completely. His heart was pulsing like a metronome and so was his
erection.


“Lie down on the bed on your back,” Gina directed,
gazing hungrily at his lean taut body, his hard throbbing cock. Wordlessly he
did as instructed, his erection rearing obscenely into the air.


Antony’s eyes gleamed with
excitement as he lay supine on the bed and gazed up at the remarkably beautiful
blonde as she followed him into nudity. She started by kicking off her
high-heeled shoes and removing her black minidress, which she let fall
carelessly to the floor. 


The nipples of Gina’s full firm breasts could be seen
through the thin lace of the black bra she had on, and the slit of her sex was
also visible through her matching high-cut panties. She unsnapped and removed
the bra, shimmied out of the panties, and turned to face him.


With her beautiful breasts and lovely smooth pudenda
exposed Antony found Gina a gorgeous sight to behold. She looked incredibly hot.
A surge of desire began to run through him like electricity. He was breathing heavily and the blood pounded in his veins,
making his erection throb even more.


Gina cupped her breasts in both hands, holding them up
for him to admire. She pinched her nipples, pulling at the dark, enticing orbs
until they stood out stiffly. Gina also spread her shapely thighs slightly so
he could further admire the smoothness of her sex, her labia showing as a slash
of delicate pink.


Antony swallowed hard. “You’re
so beautiful.” 


“Aren’t I just,” Gina replied in a sardonic drawl. 


She moved close to the bed and reached down to grasp Antony’s stiff cock, squeezing the base gently. It instantly sent spasms of pure pleasure
through his body, and a deep sigh escaped him. Gina closed her grip, enjoying
the smooth solid feel of his pulsing hardness in her hand. Very slowly she
stroked his shaft, passing her fingers over the entire length and letting them
linger on the softly sensitive head. 


Gina began working Antony’s erection up and down a
little faster, his hard-on quivering with urgency under the rhythmic stroking
of her fingers. She increased the pace still more for a brief time, making him
shudder with desire, before stopping and withdrawing her hand altogether. 


The naked blonde beauty padded away from Antony, hips swaying seductively, and went over to a chest of drawers. She reached for one
of its top drawers and slid it open. After rooting around a little she picked
out a long black silk scarf.


Gina returned to the side of the bed. “Put your hands
above your head,” she told him. “I’m going to bind your wrists.” Her tone was
stern yet at the same time mocking. 


Although surprised at this latest development, Antony obediently did as she’d directed. He didn’t feel unsafe. This was just a sexy,
kinky game, he told himself.


Gina drew his hands together and deftly bound his wrists
with the silk scarf, which she brought up through the bars of the headboard and
knotted again.


 “My very own living sculpture, which I’ve decided to
call ‘Bound to Please’,” she remarked with an amused smile, stepping back to
admire her handiwork. “You’re mine, all mine now, to do with what I like,” she
added, once more in that strict but mocking tone.


Antony looked back at the
dominant beauty gazing down at him: the same stunning blonde who’d spoken to
him on impulse at The Crown Inn, picked him up there on impulse too, and who
now had him tied to her bed.


 Had she done that on impulse as well? Come to think of
it, had she done any of it on impulse? And what did it matter anyway? Because,
however all this had come about, he was enraptured by the woman and had never
felt more sexually aroused in his life. 


The whole experience was a first for Antony, starting
with the fact that, extremely modest man though he was, he’d always been the
one who had made the first approach, who’d done the picking-up. Had he ever
tied up one of his former lovers? No never, and none of them had ever tied him
up either. 


But hey, there was a first time for everything, Antony told himself. He just wished he hadn’t waited so long to get into this kind of
kinky sex play. He found the role reversal he was now involved in extremely exciting.


As he gazed at the naked temptress so tantalisingly out
of his reach, Antony wondered how long she’d make him wait before releasing him
so they could make love.  


“Try to get free, Antony,” Gina urged. “Go on, see if
you can.”


And he did, or pretended to, his erection bobbing madly
with his apparent efforts.


“It’s no good, I’m trapped,” he gasped happily. “I’m
your helpless prisoner.”


“No, really try,” she insisted.


So he did. “Definitely trapped,” he confirmed. 


“Actually I can do better than that,” announced Gina.
She padded over to the chest of drawers again and extracted another long black
silk scarf. “Put your legs together.”


She went on to bind Antony’s ankles with the length of
black silk before tying the rest of it to the foot of the bed.


“Love it,” Gina murmured, admiring the visual effect of
this further refinement to her handiwork. She stretched like a cat, arching her
back and lifting her breasts invitingly again.


Consumed with sexual excitement, Antony looked at Gina and
thought once more of what they’d do together when she released him from his restraints
– whenever she chose to do that. Perhaps this remarkable woman would go on
teasing him like this for hours.


 It was a very arousing thought. It was a confusing and
paradoxical one too though because, held down in bondage as he was, inside
himself Antony could actually feel something start to release. Something began
to uncoil that had been holding him down for far too long without him ever even
knowing it.
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Gina was clearly having a ball, delighting in the helplessness she
had imposed on Antony and his highly excited reaction to it. “This must be so
frustrating for you,” she taunted, running a hand through her glossy hair.


She began to sashay about the room, wiggling her hips
sexily and turning this way and that so he could admire her killer naked body
from all angles. “You can look but you can’t touch,” she informed him
unnecessarily with a husky laugh.


Gina returned to the side of the bed. “You’re not one of
those premature ejaculators, are you, perish the thought?” she asked. “You’re
not, you know, trigger-happy as I believe some people call it?” 


“Funny you should mention that,” Antony replied
mysteriously.


She gave him a quizzical look. “Why do you say that?”


“Because I’m a long way from suffering from that
unfortunate condition,” he assured her confidently. 


A sardonic smile played across Gina’s lips. “Not your
usual self-deprecating self when it comes to that particular subject, are you?”



“No, I’m not.” Antony replied, looking
uncharacteristically pleased with himself. “This is not the time for false
modesty.” 


He didn’t think it unreasonable to allow himself this
small indulgent moment of smugness. There was precious little in life he
excelled at, Antony felt, but he was exceptionally good at orgasm control. He’d
never been any kind of lothario – he was hardly the type – but his staying
power had always been one of his real strengths as a lover and he prided
himself on it. 


“I hope your bold claim doesn’t end up being a case of
‘famous last words’,” said Gina.


Antony smiled at her in puzzlement.
“Why do you say that?”


“Because I have a challenge for you and it’s a big one.”
She paused for effect. “How well you respond to that challenge will determine
whether I decide to see you again or not.”


Antony’s smugness disappeared
instantly. He didn’t like the sound of what Gina had just said at all.
“What challenge?” he asked, looking at her anxiously.


“This is how it’s going to work,” she explained. “I
don’t want you to climax until I say so. I’m going to make it extremely
difficult for you as well, as you’re about to find out. By no means is this
going to be an easy ride for you.”


Abruptly Gina climbed onto the bed and stood over Antony, one foot on either side of his head, her gaze directed at his throbbing erection.
Before he understood what was happening she squatted down and sat astride his
face. He was enveloped by the perfume of her sex, which was intoxicating. 


“Pleasure my pussy with your mouth,” ordered the
dominant blonde, and he touched his lips to her vulva. He pressed his mouth
into the folds of skin, relishing the delicious taste of her. His blood was
pumping, his pulse racing. 


Antony played his tongue back
and forth, searching for Gina’s hard pink clitoris. He found the shiny nub and
began to flick his tongue over it. Her sweet pussy juices filled his mouth and
he swallowed them with a shiver of excitement. 


Gina began to ride Antony’s mouth, pressing down here,
shifting there, deriving the greatest of pleasure. She moaned blissfully,
feeling his hot tongue work deeper into her sex. Antony was only too aware of
the black silk scarves holding him in bondage. That Gina had tied him to the
bed so he couldn’t take hold of her made him even more tantalisingly aware of
her erotic appeal to him. He wanted to reach and touch everything, every part
of her. This was the first time Antony had been unable to touch a sexual
partner in this way and that made him want to do it all the more.


Gina leaned forward and took the length of his erection
between her lips, making him tremble with excitement…and with fear because he
knew this was where the “extremely difficult” challenge she’d decided to set
for him really began. 


The moment Gina took Antony’s swollen cock into her
mouth she began blowing him energetically. Soon she’d gone even further, wildly
licking and sucking from the tip of his shaft to the base and back again in a
single mad movement of desire. Gina continued to blow Antony in this voracious
manner, taking his erection deep into her warm inviting mouth. And he found
himself constantly fighting off the urge to climax, a situation not helped by
the delicious flood of arousal that continued to ooze from her sex into his
mouth. 


Mercifully Gina stopped what she was doing just before
she’d forced Antony too far into the danger zone. But she didn’t give him a
great deal of time to calm down before making her next move, which was to turn
around and position herself over his hard cock. She took the shaft in her hand
and guided it into her sex. As the wet slippery warmth of her pussy enveloped
his hardness Antony momentarily gave himself to the blissful sensation. Then he
went back to focusing as much as he possibly could on not ejaculating.


Gina moaned with pleasure and wriggled with one rush of
satisfaction after another as she moved up and down on him with ever more
fervor. This had the inevitable effect of propelling Antony to the edge of
climaxing. He nearly lost control but stopped himself. Even so it required all
his will to tear his thoughts away from the warm slickness engulfing his
erection so perilously.


Gina was now pressing the warmth of her breasts against
his chest as her hips squirmed over the throbbing rod of flesh embedded in her
sex. Finally, panting wildly, she cried out with release.


And Antony did too… Or almost did.


He clamped down on himself with all his might just in
time to avoid passing the point of no return.


Gina lay on top of him for a time as her breathing
slowed. Eventually she disengaged her body from his in one fluid movement and
climbed lithely from the bed.


“Guess you think I’m sated,” she said, staring down at
him with shining eyes. “Guess you want me to release you now and let you come
as well.” 


 “Yes I do,” he replied urgently. “Please untie me right
away and let me come.” 


Gina’s eyes were half-closed as she looked down at her
naked captive lying prostrate on the bed. Idly she reached out to touch his
pulsing tumescence. “Or I could bring you off right here and now while you’re
still tied up,” she said. “How’d you like me to do that?”


“Yes, I’d like you to do that very much indeed,” Antony heard himself saying. His heart was beating in time with his throbbing erection. 


Gina snorted dismissively. “Dream on,” she said, taking her
hand away from his shaft. “I’m not prepared to do that. I’m not ready to let
you go either. I want to keep you exactly as you are for the time being.” There
was a pause. “I’m going to leave you on your own in here for a while.” She raised
an eyebrow. “That OK with you?”


Antony didn’t answer her
question straight away. He wasn’t sure he knew the answer. The situation he was
in was entirely new to him, and he couldn’t say what he felt other than amazingly
aroused.


“Is that OK with you?” she repeated.


“If it’s what you want it’s OK with me,” he said
breathlessly.


“…is the right answer.” There was a silence before Gina
went on, “I’m going to take a short break or maybe a lengthy one. Who knows
which? Who knows how long you’ll have to wait until I return.”


Then she blew him a kiss and sashayed out of the
bedroom, shutting the door behind her. 
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Being left on his own like that gave Antony some much needed time to
reflect, even if his acute state of erotic arousal made it difficult for him to
think straight. By no stretch of the imagination could he have been described
as having a clear head. 


He continued to be confused by the paradox of the
situation in which he found himself. How was it he could obtain such a sense of
liberation from being tied hand and foot to a bed and sexually used this way?
He didn’t know. But what he did know for certain was how incredibly exciting
the whole experience was proving to be, and that was more than enough for him.


Being physically restrained by Gina had been a new and
very welcome excitement in itself for Antony. And the sex between them that had
followed had been made all the more arousing to him by his inability to
influence any of the action. Being forced to leave all the initiative to Gina
was a major turn-on, including the delayed gratification she’d orchestrated and
was continuing to impose on him with such relish. 


He was enjoying no end the novel situation he’d stumbled
into. It was a surprising relief for once not to have to make any of the moves
in a sexual encounter. But the intensity of his reaction strongly suggested it
wasn’t just the novelty of it all that had affected him as much as it had. Was
it the delayed gratification aspect that had created such a powerful reaction?
It was a big part of it certainly. But he felt in the core of his being there
was something much more profound going on here. 


Antony was beginning to wonder
when Gina would appear again and what she’d do when she did turn up. Then the
bedroom door opened and the naked blonde beauty sauntered back in. She
immediately came over to the side of the bed where she bent to fondle his cock,
which remained hugely erect.


“Pleased to see me?” she asked huskily.


“Isn’t it obvious?” Antony smiled. “What happens now?” 


“I’ll put it this way.” She squeezed his shaft some
more, brushing her thumb over the head and making him shudder with desire.
“It’ll be considerably more of a challenge for you this time round – difficult
though that may be for you to imagine.”


With that Gina started working her fist up and down Antony’s throbbing erection again. He began breathing hard as she slid her hand ever more
vigorously over his shaft. She quickened the pace to such an extent that Antony
started breathing in short, sharp gasps because he knew – knew for absolute
certain – he was going to lose it at any moment. 


Gina knew the same thing, and let go of his erection
with a terse, “That’ll do.”


Antony determinedly breathed
slower in order to steady himself before asking, “What now?”


“You stop asking questions,” Gina replied sharply. “In
fact don’t say another word until this is over. Not. One. Fucking.Word.”


After issuing this stern instruction she climbed onto
the bed and knelt over Antony’s face. She looked into his shining eyes and
gripped the back of his head with both hands. Holding onto Antony like this,
she pressed him tightly against herself until his face became buried once again
in the warmly fragrant cavern of her sex. 


What he did there with his probing tongue made Gina pant
and squirm in delight. She began to rise and fall over his mouth as layer upon
layer of delicious sensations built up within her. Suddenly she clasped Antony’s head even more tightly against her crotch and climaxed. Her breath was ragged and
her cheeks were flushed as she shuddered in release.


When Gina had recovered her composure sufficiently she
shifted position, lifting her pussy from Antony’s mouth. His face was covered
in a thin layer of sweat and love juice. 


She edged down his body until his hard cock rubbed
against her belly, and she leaned forward to kiss him. Her mouth was open and
her tongue darted into his when their lips met. She kissed Antony fervently and
he kissed her back with equal passion until eventually she broke the clinch.  


Gina put her lips close to his ear and told him, “I’m
going to use you as a fuck-toy now, Antony. You’re going to be my human dildo.”



The voracious blonde reached down to draw his erection
into her sex, easing its entry until it was buried up to the hilt. With his
erection surrounded by the warm moist flesh of her sex, Antony experienced a
delicious tremor as he felt her go on to contract her vaginal muscles. 


She did it once more, lifting herself up his shaft and
sliding down again, enveloping him with the heat of her sex and clenching the
muscles of her pussy. Then she raised herself again on her “human dildo”. And
so it went on. Gina thrust herself up and down rhythmically, sliding her tight
wet pussy over Antony’s shaft over and over until she climaxed, groaning deep
in her throat.


She left it several moments – desperately needed moments
as far as Antony was concerned – and shifted above him again, 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 again.
Then, damn it all, if she didn’t keep 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.


Antony lost track of Gina’s
orgasms because he was concentrating so incredibly hard on holding his own
climax back that he could think of nothing else. As she continued unrelentingly
there came a point where he felt it would be physically impossible for him to
hold out much longer.


He was doing his absolute best – straining every sinew, his
breath heaving in his chest – fighting off his powerful urge to ejaculate as if
his very life depended upon it. But it was becoming more and more difficult
with every second that passed.


When Gina sensed he really could wait no longer she
gasped, “You can come now.” 


She continued to ride Antony as he spent himself
completely, every ounce of his pent-up semen spurting inside her. He let out a
loud long groan of completion, which blended with her cries as she bucked and
heaved to the last and most ecstatic of her multiple orgasms. Convulsions shook
their entwined bodies, the spasms going on and on.


Eventually Gina and Antony were both entirely spent and
she gracefully dismounted, immediately proceeding to untie her all-too-willing
captive. She removed the black silk scarf binding his ankles to the foot of the
bed first, her fingers working dexterously.


When Gina had done this she started to remove the silken
black bonds holding his wrists to the headboard. “You enjoy all that?” she
asked.


He looked at her rapturously. “There are no words.”


“Your staying power under the most challenging of circumstances
is extraordinary, Antony,” she told him.


“I was highly motivated,” he pointed out.


“Even so, you greatly exceeded my expectations of you,”
she said. “I’m most impressed.” 


He took a deep breath.  “Impressed enough to see me
again?”


She looked down at him. “For similar kinky sex games?”


“You bet.” 


“And only for those,” she added. It wasn’t a
question. 


“Oh,” said Antony.


She cocked her brow. “Well?”


“Yes, if that’s the way you want things,” he said quietly.
“What choice do I have?”


“None,” she replied briskly. “Starting next weekend
we’ll meet here once a week for more of the same as long as you continue to
impress me.”


“Not more frequently?” He gave her a hopeful look.


Gina shook her head. “Absolutely not. Apart from
anything else I’m way too busy. Take it or leave it.”


What could Antony do? He took it. 
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Antony felt disappointed Gina did not want to see
him other than on the strictly defined terms she had set. But, he told himself
philosophically, beggars can’t be choosers. Anyway he fully appreciated their
first time together could so easily have been their last. 


It might have ended up being nothing more than a
glorified one-night stand and probably would have done if his orgasm control
had failed him as it so nearly had on more than one occasion. Almost before it
had started their relationship would have been over and done with, finito,
caput. 


All in all Antony felt he had every reason to be
satisfied with the way things had turned out. But actually he was a lot more
than merely satisfied. He was elated, over the moon, happier than he had ever
been. He’d been overwhelmed by the whole highly charged erotic experience Gina
had put him through and couldn’t get it out of his mind. 


Antony had never had a sexual encounter with any other
woman that had lasted for such a lengthy time nor been as turned on as he’d
been by it either. He knew this was because of the domination and bondage Gina
had incorporated so imaginatively into the experience. 


She was the most amazing of women in Antony’s view. He
had never met anyone like Gina before and what she’d done to him on that
queen-sized bed of hers had caused him to experience a startling metamorphosis.
Although he’d had no previous experience of being dominated and held in bondage
in any way he’d taken to it wholeheartedly from the start. 


Antony had placed himself
entirely in Gina’s hands, had allowed her to do whatever she’d wanted with him.
And it had been a fantastic experience. He’d entered a new world of submissive
sexuality and it felt utterly right for him somehow, like it was part of his
DNA. And now he had someone as special as Gina in his life he desperately
wanted to keep her there. 


“We’ll meet once a week for more of the same as long
as you continue to impress me.” Those words bounced
around inside his head constantly. Antony was determined to continue impressing
Gina, knowing he’d lose her if he failed to do this because she’d told him so.
He felt if that were to happen it would be no one’s fault but his own and would
be something he’d regret for the rest of his life. He must not mess up this
arrangement, he told himself resolutely. He simply mustn’t let that happen.


To his mind that meant continuing to impress Gina by his
total obedience to her at all times combined with exercising extremely
disciplined orgasm control on every occasion they had sex. That was Antony’s straightforward if undeniably challenging strategy, and it worked: he kept on
impressing her. And Gina certainly kept on impressing him. He found every one
of their kinky sex sessions more exciting than the last. They always left him
craving more.


Time flies, they say. If only. In between his weekly
visits to Gina Antony’s life was as dreary as ever, very much a case of “same
shit, different day”. And those days dragged on endlessly one after the other
with him functioning on autopilot pretty much the whole time. It felt like an
eternity before he could lose himself once more in the bizarre and wonderful
sex games Gina devised. They were always fundamentally the same, it was true: she
tied him up so he was completely helpless and used him thoroughly. She rang the
changes though. Each time she saw Antony she did something thrillingly
different to him that made his blood run hot and his erection rage.


Sometimes Gina bound him with bondage tape, sometimes
with chains. Sometimes she blindfolded him and at other times she gagged him.
Sometimes she did both. On one occasions Gina tied him up with black silk
scarves as she’d done that first time, but not in the same manner needless to
say. She managed to find so many exciting variations on a theme.


But the essence of the experience was always the same.
Gina took charge of Antony, removing all responsibility from him. When he was
secured in bondage by the dominant blonde in whatever way she chose to do it,
he gladly relinquished all control to her. He had nothing to do with the
process of his arousal or with his satisfaction. She had everything to do with
it.


Antony gave himself completely
over to Gina’s control every time he was with her, which was exactly what they
were both looking for from these weekly sexual encounters. His helplessness
under her highly skilled hands and the abandoned writhing of his body in its
bonds as a result of that drove both of them to ever greater heights of erotic
delight. 


Take for example the first time she used bondage rope on
  Antony. Which was also the first time she did something else to him…


 


Gina and Antony stood naked together in her large bedroom. There
were three lengths of black bondage rope on top of the bedside table as well as
a bottle of lubricant. In the room there was also what Gina described as her
“dildo-chair”. This comprised of a black rubber dildo affixed to a thick
leather belt that had been buckled to the top of a heavy armless high-backed
chair. The chair in its innocuous un-adapted form normally sat against the
bedroom wall but Gina had on this occasion positioned it more centrally.


She picked up the bottle of lubricant and coated the
dildo with a liberal amount of its contents. “Sit on that,” she told Antony.


With much trepidation he began to sit on the dildo,
pressing its tip against his anal opening. As soon as he started to push down
he felt a sharp pressure on his tight anal ring. His eyes widened and he
groaned with the pain of it. But he also felt excited by the novelty of the
penetration. 


Antony pushed a little harder
and felt the tight muscles at the opening of his anus start to yield to the
pressure. He gradually felt those muscles relax, enabling the dildo to slide
further into his back passage until eventually it was all the way in.


Gina waited a few moments to allow him to get used to
the large lubed-up rubber intruder inside him. “OK?”


“Totally,” Antony gasped, his earlier discomfort having
transformed into pure erotic pleasure. His cock had grown very hard.


“Bring your hands around behind the chair,” Gina
instructed.


When he’d done this she used one of the three lengths of
black bondage rope to bind each of his wrists together and also to attach them
to the back of the chair.


“Spread your legs and position them against the front
legs of the chair so I can tie your ankles to them,” Gina said, picking up the
other two lengths of bondage rope. 


Once he’d done as he’d been told she got onto her knees
before him to perform the task. And soon he was as securely bound at the ankles
to the excitingly adapted item of furniture as he was by the wrists. 


Gina stood upright again and stepped back to admire the
effect of her efforts. She began to prowl slowly round Antony, circling him
like a hungry lioness. She reveled in the sight of her rope-bound captive as he
squirmed over the dildo lodged inside him.


“Do I meet with your approval?” he said, smiling up at
her sexily.


“Always, Antony.” She knelt astride him with her legs
spread wide.  “Always.”


She rubbed her clitoris against the head of his erection
with a shiver of pleasure before sliding right down on the shaft. She inhaled
deeply, gasping in delight, and so did he.


Gina began to thrust herself up and down on Antony, her hips undulating to their own urgent rhythm, and it wasn’t long before she was
on the edge of climaxing. She began crying out, her cries rising in pitch as
she came.


She shuddered as the waves of release swept through her.
But she didn’t cease for more than a moment. Gina continued sliding up and down
on Antony’s erection almost without pause and was soon swept away toward
another climax, and – as was her wont – another and another.


Each of her climaxes further fueled Antony’s ever more
extreme arousal, causing his erection to throb and his anal muscles to spasm
around the dildo impaling him. He could feel desire raging and pulsing hotly
through his body as he writhed against the ropes and dildo that held him to the
chair.


Despite his extremely high level of sexual excitement
though he still kept his own orgasm at bay, just as he’d always managed to do
with her so far. He was approaching the point of no return now, however, his
breath coming in short shallow bursts.


Gina had already reached that point herself again. “Come
for me,” she managed to gasp, her own breath catching in her throat, just
before shuddering to the last of her orgasms. 


The heavy chair creaked as Antony flung himself against
the ropes and dildo that held him to it. He was overcome by a cataclysmic
orgasm, ejaculating voluminously deep inside her. He was left shivering with
adrenaline-overload and so was Gina.


As they both started to regain their normal pattern of
breathing and their shivering began to subside Gina withdrew his spent cock
from her sex and dismounted.


Soon it’ll be time for me to go home again, Antony said to himself while she was untying him. It was not at
all a happy thought.
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Antony continued to find the days between his
visits to Gina went on way too long for his liking. In these interminable
stretches of time he often found himself drifting into a sort of trance where
his thoughts turned constantly to the dominant blonde beauty. He wanted Gina so
badly, always seeing her in his mind’s eye through a haze of submissive erotic
desire. And when he thought of the pair of them together it always involved him
being trussed up in some way or another and squirming deliriously as she teased
and pleasured him almost beyond endurance.


In everything Antony did in his otherwise lackluster
day-to-day life such images were never far from the forefront of his mind. They
spooled through his imagination like film through a projector, filling him with
sexual longing. He found he was in an almost permanently priapic state mentally
and often physically too. Sometimes he felt like nothing more than a walking
hard-on. He knew he was behaving irrationally by letting his cock do his
thinking for him like this but he didn’t care. He never questioned the
incredible erotic power Gina had over him, never considered they should be or
do anything different. She would return to his thoughts with ever more
regularity through the age-long time when he had to be away from her: she the
one in charge, he the submissive partner; she the one with the active role, he
the passive one; her bedroom the center of his – of their – world.


Despite all the sexual turmoil inside his head, however,
  Antony never lost sight of the fact he had to keep earning a living. If he lost
his job, crummy though it was, he’d lose his crummy apartment too, and he’d be seriously
in the shit. So he made sure his work didn’t suffer, which was not a difficult
thing to achieve in practice. It was so mundane he could do it perfectly
effectively with only half his brain engaged. The other half was more often
than not engaged in erotic daydreaming. He would either be lost in reverie,
remembering one or other of the kinky sexual encounters Gina had already had
with him or fantasizing about what she might have in store for him the next
time they were together. Whatever the latter was always turned out in reality
to exceed his wildest fantasies…


 


Once again Gina and Antony were naked in her bedroom and once again
she had him securely tied to and impaled upon the dildo-chair, his cock stiffly
erect. There was a red rubber ball gag and a black rubber dildo on the bed. On
top of the bedside table was a bottle of lubricant that had already been put to
good use on the dildo-chair in order to ease Antony’s impalement on it. 


“I’m going to kiss you in a moment,” Gina proclaimed.
“And you’d better make the most of it because after that I’m going to gag you
and keep you that way until this session is over.”


Antony turned his face up to her
as she kissed his lips. She did this with considerable passion and he responded
in kind. The kiss went on and on, their mouths and tongues seeking each other ravenously.
Eventually Gina moved her lips away from his, sashayed over to the bed and
picked up the ball gag. 


“Open your mouth,” she demanded when she’d returned. She
put the gag between his lips before buckling the item tightly at the back of
his neck with its leather strap. 


Antony felt extremely aroused
and he could see Gina was too. Her nipples were taut and she was breathing
heavily. “I’m dying for sex right now but not with you,” she advised him
tauntingly. “Watch as I fuck myself senseless.”


Gina climbed onto the bed, turned onto her back before
him and spread her thighs. Then she picked up the dildo and pressed it slowly
into her wet pussy. She began rubbing and stroking, making the dildo slide back
and forth inside her. 


As she became even more aroused Antony saw how her
nipples became even more erect too. She briefly used one hand to tease and
harden them further. With the other she continued to masturbate. She rubbed
ever more enthusiastically at her sex with the dildo until she began to writhe
uncontrollably with excitement.


“I’m going to come,” she gasped between bouts of heavy
breathing, and then she did with an almighty shiver.


But Gina was, as usual with her, far from sated. She
almost immediately resumed stroking her pussy with the dildo. She stimulated
her labia and clitoris whenever she moved it, deliciously aware that before her,
writhing in his bonds, she had the perfect “captive audience.”


Antony was beside himself with
arousal at his enforced voyeurism, his shaft throbbing constantly. He drew in
deep shuddering breaths beneath his ball gag and strained against the bondage
ropes and rubber dildo that held him to the chair.


Meanwhile Gina clenched the wetness of her pussy around
the dildo and climaxed again. She bucked and jerked, crying out her pleasure as
that second climax swept over her in waves. The waves kept on coming too as she
went on to bring herself to orgasm after orgasm with the dildo.


And Antony watched all this with an intoxicating sense
of powerlessness. Gagged with a ball gag, bound by ropes and pinioned by the
dildo lodged in his anus he had done nothing to bring about the intense erotic
pleasure Gina was currently experiencing. She was doing it all for herself. He
was helpless and completely in her power: her prisoner, her possession. It was
an amazingly arousing thought


Antony gasped and moaned into
his ball gag and strained against his bonds. He’d been painfully erect from the
start and was alarmed to find he was now perilously close to climaxing.


Focus for God’s sake, he
screamed inside, and did. Continuing to hold himself rigidly in check, he
waited for Gina to stop masturbating. 


When she finally did, removing the dildo from her
dripping pussy and setting it aside, she eyed Antony’s mammoth erection. “I'm going to suck your cock,” she told him salaciously. And,
forewarned and forearmed, he steeled himself for the experience.


Antony watched Gina’s sinuous
progress as she climbed from the bed, got onto all fours and crawled
deliberately slowly toward him. He admired the play of muscles beneath her
flawless skin as she inched across the floor in his direction.


He was breathing heavily into his ball gag by the time
Gina reached him and even more so as she brought her mouth towards his
erection. He was also on red alert, agonisingly aware of the need to stay
focused and at all costs prevent himself from ejaculating.


Gina started by kissing the underside of Antony’s shaft, using her tongue as well to lick and tease it gently. In due course she
took his hard-on between her lips, surrounding it with the wet warmth of her
mouth. She moved her head backward and forward so his hard cock slid in and out.
Gina blew Antony and blew him, taking him more and more dangerously closer to
orgasm. His breath came harshly against his gag as he tried to control his
frantic urge to come. For a long moment he shuddered, right on the brink of
emptying himself into her mouth. Then all of a sudden Gina stopped what she was
doing and withdrew his erection from between her lips. 


At first Antony was deeply grateful for that because,
while he was truly outstanding at orgasm control by now thanks to her
remorseless efforts, he wasn’t a miracle worker. But he soon started to panic,
wondering whether his gratitude had been entirely misplaced, because she began
to release him from his bonds. Surely she’s not going to leave it at that,
he said to himself frantically. Surely she’s not going to send me home now
in this fucking state.
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Antony felt a huge rush of relief once he realised
he had jumped to the wrong conclusion. He hadn’t needed to panic as it turned
out. Gina released him from the dildo-chair, although leaving him gagged with
the red ball gag just as she had said she would, and told him to go over to the
side of the bed. 


There she arranged him so he was kneeling on the floor
with his upper body resting on the mattress. She got him to put his arms behind
his back and, using two of the lengths of black bondage rope she’d previously
employed to hold him to the dildo-chair, methodically bound his wrists together
and also his elbows. 


Antony’s backside was presented
invitingly to Gina but evidently not invitingly enough. “Part your legs a bit
more so your ass cheeks are splayed,” she instructed, and he did as he’d been
told. 


Gina moved back into Antony’s sightline and his eyes
eagerly followed the contours of her shapely naked body as she padded over to
the chest of drawers. She opened one of the top drawers from which, this time,
she extracted a double dildo strap-on of black rubber and the leather harness
that went with it.


Gina moaned with arousal as she pressed the internal
dildo inside the glistening channel of her sex before buckling the harness of
the strap-on into place over her hips. There was a bloom of pleasure on her
cheeks and her big dark-brown eyes shone with desire. 


The dominant blonde picked up the bottle of lube from
the bedside table and lubricated the external shaft of her strap-on. She
replaced the lubricant and positioned herself behind Antony. Gina leaned
forward and used one hand to press him further down so his rear cheeks
were raised higher. She used her other hand to position the dildo just so
between his rear cheeks. 


Antony knew what was coming next and it caused his heart to race with
excitement. When she pressed the tip of the sleek wet rubber
shaft firmly against the entrance to his anus he shuddered. He continued
shuddering as she sank the dildo slowly inch by inch deep into the hole until
she’d filled it.


Gina began to ass-fuck Antony in a regular rhythm, his
anal hole tightening and relaxing with the movement of the dildo as she slid it
in and out of him. As she continued pegging Antony like this he found himself
opening himself for her more and more, moving with her. The action grew
steadily faster, the lube-smeared rubber shaft easing entry deep into his
rectum. Each thrust made him groan with desire into his ball gag.


Antony loved what Gina was doing
to him. The ache in his erection grew ever stronger, charged by the constant
pumping of the strap-on in and out of his asshole. It fuelled a mounting
sensation of sexual energy that sent him higher and higher. Gina suddenly brought
her hand round to Antony’s shaft. She took its pulsing pre-cum spilling length
in her palm, caressing the wet smooth skin. This complemented the energetic
ass-fucking she was giving him, which she continued with unrelentingly. 


The twin sensations of being pegged and masturbated in
this way made Antony tremble with desire within his bonds. Doubly pleasured in
such a vigorous manner, he could feel the explosion of orgasm coming, the
flexing of his erection and tightening of his balls. He was breathing short
gasping breaths into the red ball gag, engrossed in the sublime sensation of
being energetically fucked in the ass and masturbated by this amazing woman –
but not repeat not so engrossed that he lost sight of his primary aim,
which was not to come until she’d given him permission. 


Antony gasped into his gag with
each thrust into his anus, each stroke of his shaft, as Gina continued pounding
into his ass and masturbating him at an equally furious pace. He felt a
quivering that raced up and down his body. He knew what was coming the very
next moment. She was going to bring him off, milking every last drop of his
essence in the process. He had to resist that, had to…


He held himself back with every fiber of his being,
waiting until she became orgasmic. Please, please, please let me come once you
have, his brain begged her in desperation. Thankfully she didn’t take long
to come herself. The pulse between her thighs became fervent as she contracted
her pussy round the internal dildo of her strap-on. 


Gina climaxed with an ecstatic cry before slumping
against him. She immediately leaned into his ear and gasped, “You can come
now.”


And he did straight away and in colossal relief, a jet
of creamy cum spurting in a deluge from his shaft, which she still had in her hand.


Gina let go of Antony’s erection and pulled the dildo
from his anus. He lay face down, half lying on the bed with his arms tied
behind his back, and half kneeling on the floor. He was breathing in ragged gasps
behind his ball gag. From time to time he shuddered. After a few more minutes
his breathing was more under control and the shuddering had diminished as well.


For the umpteenth time since Gina had come so
unexpectedly into his life, and when he’d been at such a low ebb too, he
thought how very lucky for him it was she had. He delighted in the exhilarating
sense not only of certainty but also, ironically, of freedom it brought him to
be at her mercy during their extraordinarily intense kinky sex sessions. 


In this Gina was feeding a natural hunger Antony had never even known was there before he’d met her. Also she was forever leading
him into unfamiliar territory on these deliriously challenging occasions,
opening him to ideas and acts he never would have considered in the past. What’s
she going to do to me next? That was the question forever on his mind these
days. What’s she going to do to me next?
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Even though Antony only saw Gina once a week and their relationship
was an exclusively sexual one, as time went by his thoughts about her consumed
him ever more comprehensively. He simply could not get her out of his mind and
didn’t for one moment want to. Antony had become completely obsessed with Gina by
now and felt their time together was the only reason for getting through the
endless days they were apart. He sometimes felt it was almost his only reason
for living. 


This was a crazy way of thinking, Antony knew that
perfectly well. It was also a dangerous mentality to get into, he was well
aware of that too. Because how long would their highly unorthodox relationship
actually go on for? What if it all went horribly wrong for him, as it so easily
could at any time? What if their relationship suddenly came to a devastating
halt and she disappeared from his life as fast as she’d entered it? He wasn’t
sure how he’d cope if Gina tired of their kinky sex games and decided to call
it quits. 


Every time Antony contemplated such an outcome a chill
ran through him. He found the thought so troubling he banished it from his
consciousness as best he could whenever it arrived unbidden into his mind. He
buried his head in the sand and tried to think about anything else but that...


 


As soon as Gina let Antony into her apartment that fateful Saturday
evening he knew something was not right. It wasn’t just the outfit she had on –
tailored black trousers and a white blouse: brisk and businesslike rather than
sexy – but the deadly serious expression she wore on her face.


“Come through to the lounge,” she said in a clipped
tone. “We need to talk.”


“Well, you haven’t gagged me yet,” he replied with a
nervous laugh.


Her expression remained the same, not even the flicker
of a smile.


As Antony followed Gina into the room he felt a
tightness in his chest, his initial disquiet having rapidly turned to a strong
sense of alarm. Oh Jesus. 


“Sit there,” she said, gesturing towards an armchair.


Antony turned away from Gina
briefly while moving to occupy the proffered chair. When he turned back towards
her he saw she’d sat down in the armchair opposite his. 


“You look very serious, Gina,” he said, anxiety
skittering in his eyes. “What on earth’s the matter?”


After pausing a moment she said, “I’m sorry, Antony, there’s no easy way to say this. I’m afraid it’s over.” Her tone was as
uncompromising as the words she had to say. Even so she looked genuinely
regretful as she broke the bad news to him.


Antony’s mouth dropped open, but
he was so stunned no words emerged at first. “Really, Gina?” he finally managed
to say, his voice little more than a whisper. 


She looked across at him sadly. “Really,” she confirmed.


“Is there any chance you might reconsider?” 


Gina’s hair brushed her cheeks as she shook her head.
“No chance whatever.”


Antony felt totally adrift. “I
must have screwed up badly in some way,” he said regretfully, his throat tight.
“Christ, I tried so hard not to as well. I didn’t ever overstep the mark, not
once. I never pushed my luck with you. I never got careless either, never. Yes,
there was the occasional lapse of concentration but…”


Gina interjected, looking at him straight. “Listen, Antony. You’ve done nothing wrong.”


He was unconvinced. “But I must have done,” he insisted
miserably, his voice cracking. “I know I’m not good enough for you and never
could be. But, even so, you said we’d meet every week like this for as long as
I impressed you. You’ve obviously ceased to be impressed by me. That’s the crux
of the matter, it has to be. So it must be my fault.”


She shook her head. “That’s not so.”


“But if I’d only…”


Gina cut him off again, “It’s not your fault.” 


“Sure about that?” he muttered. “It’s not that I’ve
stopped impressing you?”


“I’m absolutely sure that’s not the case,” said Gina. “I
could kick myself for expressing things that way when we embarked on our exciting
sexual adventure. It was far too simplistic.” 


Antony gazed intently at her.
“What the hell’s going on then, Gina? Why the big brush-off? I think you owe me
a proper explanation, don’t you? I can take whatever you tell me as long as
it’s the truth.”


Gina pushed her lips together, thinking about how best
to word what she’d say in reply to him. “There are essentially two reasons
things must end between us, Antony. The first is simplicity itself really. The
second is rather more complicated. The first then,” she went on after a moment.
“The big law firm I work for has offices all over the place. This includes the
Channel Isles where the boss there has just had a massive heart attack. He’ll
survive, we’re reliably informed, and thank goodness for that. But he won’t be
coming back to work. He was only a couple of years off retirement as it was,
and apparently – I knew nothing about this, I have to say – I’d been penciled
in to take over from him when that happened.  Under the circumstances I’ve been
asked to go over there right away and take over the operation.” 


She paused again before continuing, “This will initially
be on a temporary basis but I’ve been told if I make a success of it – and I
will, Antony, I will – they’ll make the appointment permanent in six month’s
time. You know how career-minded I am. I don’t regard what I do for a living as
merely a job, not by a very long shot. This is the opportunity of a lifetime
for me and I’d be mad to pass it up. You get that, Antony, I hope.”


His shoulders sagged. “I get that,” he said dismally.
“What’s not to get?”


Gina went on, “Now for the second reason we must part.
To be quite frank, I knew even before this amazing job opportunity came up
right out of the blue the way it has that we weren’t going to last much longer,
that it was just a matter of time before our relationship ran its course. As I
don’t need to tell you of all people, of course, I’m heavily into BDSM…” 


He interrupted, “So am I thanks to you.”


“And you’ve been fantastic,” she told him. “Apart from
anything else you’ve shown, if I can put it this way, truly amazing resilience
where it matters most in sex sessions of the kind I go in for.”


Antony frowned curiously. “So
where’s the problem? Has the novelty worn off for you with me? Is that it?”


Gina shook her head. “Not in the slightest,” she assured
him. “The thing is I’m somewhat lacking in versatility when it comes to BDSM.”


He gave her an incongruous look. “I wouldn’t agree with
that statement at all, Gina. It doesn’t make the slightest bit of sense to me.
You are outstandingly versatile.”


“But only within narrow parameters,” she replied. “I’m
into domination and bondage and that’s about it. There’s so much more to BDSM
that is wonderful for those who love it but that I’m personally not the slightest
bit interested in.” She added, “I’m talking about S&M here basically.”


“Maybe I wouldn’t be interested in it either,” he
suggested.


“You can’t possibly know unless you’ve tried,” she
retorted. “I take it you haven’t ever tried.” She gave him a questioning look.


“I haven’t,” Antony confirmed, shifting in his chair.


“Thought as much.”


“And have you?” he asked softly.


“Certainly I have,” she replied. “What’s the phrase?
‘Don’t knock it till you try it.’” She sketched quote marks in the air. “So I
did just that.  I gave it a real go too. It didn’t work for me at any level
though and I can’t pretend it did. But I honestly think it would for you. I can
feel it in my bones.” She waited a beat. “So, what I’m saying to you, Antony, is that when it comes to BDSM it’s time for you to start a new chapter in your
life, open a fresh page. In brief, it’s definitely time for you to move on.”


He sat forward and fixed Gina with an unhappy stare.
“Where to? Who to? Where are you going with all this?” He paused before adding
leadenly, “All I can think is we’re done, that this is the end for us.”


She sighed. “Yes, it is the end for us, the very end.
But this isn’t the end for you…or needn’t be and frankly very much shouldn’t
be, you know. So I’ve made, shall we say, certain arrangements.”


He looked puzzled. “What do you mean by that?”


“There’s a woman called Mandy I’ve been friendly with
over recent years,” Gina replied. “And knowing the way things were bound to end
with you and me, it got me thinking. We first met purely by chance at The Crown
Inn, a place neither of us had ever been to before, didn’t we?” 


Antony tilted his head. “Was it
by chance? I’ve sometimes wondered.”


The surprise on Gina’s face was genuine. “What else?”
she said. “It was nothing but a happy accident I assure you. It just happened,
plain and simple.” She paused momentarily again. “Mandy represents the way
ahead for you, Antony, trust me. But you won’t meet her by chance. I’ll
set it up. Indeed, as I hinted at a few moments ago, I’ve already taken the
liberty of doing the groundwork with Mandy. I’ll arrange for her to contact you
by phone and you can take it from there.”


Antony had, if admittedly only in
very broad terms, a reasonably good idea of what Gina might have put in place
for him with this Mandy woman whoever she was. And it couldn’t help but appeal to
him at some deep-seated level. Suddenly a little of the tightness eased from
his chest and he didn’t feel quite so dismal any more. 


“When will she be phoning me?” he asked.


“Very soon,” Gina replied, glancing at her watch. “A bit
later this evening actually, which is just one of the reasons you ought to go
now.” She got to her feet and motioned for him to do the same. 


Antony stood up and Gina walked
him out of the lounge to the front door, which she held open for him. 


He started to say something. “I – eh...”


“Go, Antony,” Gina cut in. “Go right now. Honestly, it’s
for the best.” 


What else could he do? He went.
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Antony had not long arrived home when his phone
went. He answered immediately on the first ring. “Hello?” 


“My name’s Mandy.” The woman’s voice was hard and clear.
“I believe you were expecting a call from me.”


“I was.” 


“I’m about to give you my address,” she went on.


“Bear with me a moment please, Mandy.” Antony grabbed
hold of the nearest piece of paper he could lay hands on and fished a pen out
of his jacket pocket. He cradled the phone between his shoulder and ear. “OK,
I’m back on the line. Fire away.” 


When Mandy had finished giving him her address she said,
“Got that?”


“I have,” he confirmed.


“Then get your ass down here straight away.”


He gripped the phone. “But...”


“But nothing. Do as I say.”


There was a sharp click as she hung up. 


“Shit,” Antony mumbled to himself, clutching Mandy’s
address in his hand. He rushed out of his apartment and into the busy street,
intent on flagging down the first available cab that came into view. All this
was happening so fast his feet were barely getting a chance to touch the
ground. 


 


As the taxi drove Antony towards the destination Mandy had given him
he sat in the back seat, looking out of the window. He
gazed at the nighttime cityscape as it passed by, the bright
lights playing against the surrounding darkness. There were no traffic jams, no
delays. So far so good, he thought. There were a few drifts of rain in the air
but they’d ceased by the time the cab had dropped him at Mandy’s address. 


It was a tall detached yellow-brick Georgian house and was surrounded by a
high wall. Antony looked up at the imposing property silhouetted against
the dark sky and wondered excitedly what lay in store for him there. His heart
was thumping, his palms damp. 


Beside the wrought-iron gates set in the boundary wall was an entry
system at which Antony announced his presence to Mandy, who said she’d meet him
at the front door. This was followed by a harsh buzzing noise and a hard click
as the gates released. They closed behind him as he made his way on rubbery
legs up a flagstone pathway to the front entrance. 


Once Antony got there the door was promptly opened and he saw Mandy. He
was instantly mesmerised. He didn’t think he’d ever seen
anyone so breathtakingly beautiful in all his life. He also thought she looked
like female erotic domination incarnate. Her jet-black hair had a luminescent
quality to it and was cut in a razor-sharp bob. She had almond-shaped violet
eyes that shone hypnotically. Her face was perfectly symmetrical, her
milky-white skin flawless, and her lips full and
sensuous.


Mandy had a sensational figure too, her glorious curves
accentuated by the shiny black latex minidress she had on. It plunged low at
the front, cupping her full firm breasts tightly and thrusting them up and out,
stiff nipples foremost. The dress was so tight it looked like it had been
sprayed on, and was also very short. The shortness of the
dress combined with the killer stiletto-heeled shoes she’d teamed it with
accentuated the length of her already long legs.


Hers was a dominatrix outfit par excellence
without doubt, thought Antony, feeling a strong surge of arousal. And a
dominatrix was plainly what Mandy was, as further emphasized by the striking
air of command and self-possession she carried with her, something of which
Antony had already had a significant foretaste over the phone. This was clearly
a woman you wouldn’t want to take against you, he thought with a shiver of fear
and excitement, someone you’d only dare cross at your peril. 


The formidable dominatrix motioned for Antony to come in
and he entered a long high-ceilinged hallway. The walls were paneled in dark
wood, and ahead some way along the hall was a wide curved staircase.


Mandy turned to him and announced without preamble, “I’m
going to take over where Gina left off with you, Antony. That means loads of
S&M, something you need to know right from the outset.” What she said was
clearly in no sense a request but an uncompromising statement of intent. It was
evident Mandy took his acquiescence entirely for granted. “So let’s get
right to it.”  


She opened a discreet door built into the wood paneling
of the hallway. It led to a small dark windowless box of a room. It was about
the size of a walk-in closet and contained nothing but a solitary chair. “Remove all you clothes and put them in there.” 


Antony looked at her blankly.
“Um…”


“Remove all your clothes and put them in there,” she
said again.


He was taken aback by Mandy’s assumption he would do
anything whatsoever she told him to do. At the same time he also found himself
taking off his jacket and hanging it over the chair in the small room. With
a resigned shrug he unbuckled his belt and continued undressing, depositing all
his clothes in the room and then turning to stand before her stark naked.


Antony was aware he was being even more submissive with Mandy than he’d
been with Gina, which was saying something. But Mandy was markedly more
forceful than Gina; that was very clear. In fact she was like some kind of
irresistible force of nature – irresistible to him, that was for sure.


Mandy looked Antony up and down appraisingly. “Come closer,” she
commanded. And again he did as he was told. She casually reached for his now
half-hard cock and began to fondle it. Obligingly, it became fully erect in no
time. “Nice,” she commented. “Very nice.”


The dominatrix let go his erection and shut the door to
the small room. “I’ll keep your clothing in there until I’m ready to allow you
to leave,” she announced. “I want you naked and defenseless whenever you’re
here with me.” She eyed his erection again and smiled wickedly.  “And by the
look of you, that’s what you want too. Now follow me.”


Mandy took Antony along the hallway and ushered him into a spacious
living room. He glanced round the elegant, softly-lit room.
On the walls hung a number of very fine abstract oil
paintings, all in the same distinctive style: sweeping lines, blocks of color.
The room’s mahogany surfaces were polished to a high shine and it boasted handcrafted
black leather furniture, which included a padded couch that occupied the
center of the room,


Mandy sat down in the middle of the couch, her already very short black
latex dress riding further up her shapely thighs, and ordered, “Kneel before me.”


Antony obediently knelt down in
front of her.


“Enjoying yourself so far?” asked the dominatrix


“Oh yes,” he enthused, “and it’s such a relief too.”


Mandy gave him a quizzical look. “Meaning what exactly?”



“To be perfectly honest,” Antony started to explain, “I
was beginning to think life had completely passed me by before having the great
good fortune to meet Gina. I loved every moment of the time I spent with her
and was dreading the day she decided to give me the brush-off, hoping against
hope that day would never come. Then this evening what I’d been dreading so
much actually happened and it turned out to be nowhere near as bad as I’d
feared. That’s because I’ve been given a way ahead, which Gina managed to persuade
me would work.” He paused, breathed deep, his eyes bright. “I am so grateful to
you both for what you’ve put in place as an alternative to what I had with her.
I know I’ve got a great deal more to learn about BDSM but you seem the ideal
person to teach me, Mandy.”


“I’m not going to make it easy for you, to put it
mildly.” She looked him in the eye, inviting a response.


He swallowed hard. “And I‘m not going to make it
difficult for you.” 


“Good,” she said, “because that would end very badly for
you and very quickly as well. Let me be absolutely clear from the start, I want
carte blanche in our relationship. I expect you to do whatever the fuck I
command of you at any given time, and to do it without question. I won’t
tolerate any resistance. You can expect no leniency from me in that or any
other respect.”


Hammering her message home still further, the dominatrix
went on, “Non-compliance of any description on your part is not an option. You
must subject yourself to any whim or fancy I might have. You can never refuse
to do what I tell you to. If you ever do refuse, that’ll be the end of your
involvement with me. It’ll be over just like that.” Mandy snapped her fingers.
There was a pause before she added bluntly, “Do you agree to all that
unreservedly?” the question was a dare, a challenge. “Agree. Or don’t. It’s
your choice.”


This was the moment. Mandy had thrown down a gauntlet. Antony had to respond accordingly one way or the other. It was his call. He could back
out, make his excuses, retrieve his clothing from that small room in the
hallway, and leave. That was one course to take. But, no, he wasn’t going to
take it. I am going to do this, he told himself. I’ve come too far to
back out now. 


Antony met her gaze directly.
“The answer is yes, Mandy. I agree to all you’re demanding without
reservation.”


“Excellent,” she said. “Now I think it’s time you
received your first real lesson from me.” She patted her knee and added, “Get
over my lap and prepare for a painful spanking.”  


Antony did as he’d been instructed,
his erection pulsing against the warm flesh of Mandy’s thighs. He tried to keep
under control his breathing, which had become fast and shallow. His adrenaline
was through the roof. He braced himself, strengthening his resolve to handle
what lay ahead. 


 “Ready?” she asked, raising her hand.


“As I’ll ever be,” he panted.
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Mandy’s hand
moved fast, like a rattlesnake striking, as she brought it down onto Antony’s behind. That first spank his virgin ass cheeks had ever received was an explosion
of pain, a raw livid sensation that turned his skin red. She delivered her
second stroke and it was as sharp and stinging as the first. Mandy spanked him
three more times in quick succession. The pain intensified with each blow, a
fire building on his flesh. 


But those few blows were only the beginning. Mandy continued to bring her
hand down onto Antony’s backside vigorously, following one hard smack with
another in swift succession. His rear cheeks smarted with a burning pain that made
him tense and squirm. With each slap his tensing and squirming increased.


The robust spanking went on and on, the room echoing with the sound of
her hand on his naked flesh. There was simply no let-up and the pain burned
hotly on Antony’s backside, sinking ever deeper. But with that pain came
undoubted pleasure. Throughout the beating Antony could feel its heat build up
in his throbbing erection, which rubbed excitingly against Mandy’s naked
thighs.


By now Antony wanted more of the same – much more. He arched his back, lifting
himself, offering the reddened cheeks of his backside to Mandy’s fiery strokes.
The pain was intense. So was the pleasure. When the smacks landed it was almost
as if his shaft had been caressed. He was leaking pre-cum, dribbles of it
smearing Mandy’s thighs. 


At last the thrashing stopped and Antony twisted round to see the curves
of his cruelly spanked backside. They were dark red, the imprint of Mandy’s
fingers on his flesh merging into a deep flush of pleasure-pain. It was a
sensation that was entirely new to Antony and he liked it enormously. Mandy
began to run her hand over the soreness of his rear, feeling the burning heat
she’d inflicted on his skin and making him shudder with desire. 


“I think that hit the mark,” remarked the dominatrix.


Which as a comment on the amazing epiphany he’d just experienced was the
understatement of the century as far as Antony was concerned. He realised his
body had been craving such treatment for a very long time without his conscious
mind ever getting the message. This was because what he’d been craving had been
buried so deep in his psyche he’d not before been able to acknowledged it. 


Well, that was certainly not the case any more, he told himself in
elation. It was acknowledged, accepted, and embraced without qualification. It
was who he was. Somewhere within the depths of him there’d been the passion
that essentially defined his being and at long last he’d found it. He had never
felt so alive.


Mandy stopped caressing Antony’s punished ass and pushed him to the ground.
“Kneel before me again,” she said. “I have another instruction to give you.” 


When Antony was in position Mandy continued, “As I’ve already made
crystal clear I expect you to do whatever I tell you to, come what may. One of
my rules is that you must only speak to me if spoken to and must always address
me as ‘Mistress’ when you do. This rule will apply rigidly unless I direct
otherwise in a particular situation. Got that, slave?”


“Yes, M-mistress,” he stammered.


The dominatrix climbed to her feet. “Bend over the edge of the couch,”
she ordered. “I’m going to up the ante now.” 
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Antony was soon in position, excitement and fear live-wiring through his naked body. His
breath came in shallow pants and the blood pounded in his erection. He watched
as Mandy strode over to a large mahogany sideboard and
opened one of its top drawers. 


From this she removed a riding crop, a set of handcuffs
with a linked chain and a similar pair of leg irons. The dominatrix strode back
toward Antony and told him to put his arms behind his back and his legs closer
together. When he’d done this she snapped the handcuffs on his wrists and the
leg irons over his ankles.


Antony could guess what was coming next. But that didn’t stop him crying
out when the crop came swiftly down, striking a line of fire across his already
punished backside. He let out another cry of pain as Mandy brought the crop
down again, further inflaming his behind as the implement bit into his flesh.
She sliced the crop through the air a third time and a further red-hot strike
landed across Antony’s rear cheeks. It was followed by another harsh stroke,
and another.


Mandy began to beat Antony with even greater ferocity, slicing yet more
red heat through his body. The crop struck his backside in a regular harsh
rhythm, each one planting an additional line of fire on his flesh, each one as
well accompanied by clink-clinking sounds from his handcuffs and leg
irons. Antony responded to each sharp strike with a cry of pain… and of
pleasure. A red heat seemed to be burning into his skin, sinking deeper and
deeper. 


Mandy started to strike more quickly, inflicting even more excruciating
pain on him, which brought with it even more intoxicating pleasure too, and Antony’s cries came faster and faster. Tremors of pleasure-pain ran through his shackled
body, the chains still clink-clinking with each blow. He could feel the
heat blazing on the cheeks of his backside, the skin raised and imprinted with
the pattern of the riding crop. When the beating was finally over, Mandy placed
the crop at the end of the couch. Antony’s flesh was quivering and burning with
both great pain and great pleasure.


Mandy got onto her knees beside him. Antony thought she was about to
unlock his restraints, but he was wrong. Instead he felt her hand on his
erection, which she began stroking.


As the dominatrix toyed with his shaft, she whispered hotly in his ear,
“I cannot tell you, slave, how wet I am between the legs as a result of
disciplining you. I’m positively dripping.”


Her lascivious words had the intended effect and his erection twitched
noticeably in her fist. She went on, “I know I’m going to get wetter still as I
test your resistance, enjoying your acute frustration as you prevent yourself
from coming despite getting almost to bursting point. Gina tells me you are
outstandingly good at orgasm control but I want to put that to the test myself
in my own way and in my own time.” 


As Mandy spoke, she continued to stroke Antony’s pulsing erection.
“Beyond what I’ve just said I’m not going to tell you what I’m going to do to
you.” She ran her fingers up and down his shaft a little faster. “You happy for
me to treat you this way, slave?”


“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, breathing heavily. “Anything you want to do
is all right by me.”


“Good reply,” she said, abruptly ceasing her attentions to his erection.
She unlocked and removed his handcuffs but not his leg irons, and got to her
feet. “Kneel upright.”


“Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. His backside was extremely sore and he
touched it gingerly for a couple of moments.


Mandy locked Antony’s wrists behind him again with the handcuffs, after
which she sat before him on the leather couch and kissed him hard on the lips.
She thrust her tongue inside his mouth and he reciprocated enthusiastically,
thrusting his inside hers.


Mandy drew back. “There’s something I simply have to do now, slave,” she
announced, slowly parting her thighs to reveal she had no panties on and her
bald pussy was as dripping wet as she’d said it was.  “And I want you to watch.”
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Mandy brought her fingers to her sex and began moving them in tight little circles over her clitoris. She moaned
with desire, wordless exclamations of delight, every time she teased the shiny
wet nub. Antony’s eyes shone as he fixed his gaze on what the dominatrix was
doing to herself. 


He twisted his hands behind his back and there was a
grinding from the chain between his handcuffs but they remained as unyielding
as the leg irons holding his ankles together. The sensation added to his sexual
excitement, making his breathing quicken and his erection pulse even more.


Soon Mandy started to work her pussy more vigorously,
pushing her fingers in and out faster. The dominatrix was finger-fucking
herself hard, making herself wetter still. She was ravenous by now,
her juices churning, her libido raging. She continued to rub
and rock against her fingers, her whole body lost in delirious pleasure, until
she climaxed in spasms. 


Although Mandy had come with great intensity she was
evidently nowhere near sated. She immediately went back to masturbating
with the same energy as before, her fingers working like fury between her pussy
lips. And Antony carried on watching her helplessly. And that was just the way
he wanted it. Mandy was the one in control. He could do nothing, not even touch
himself, because his hard cock was out of reach of the hands securely cuffed
behind his back. 


It was an amazing turn-on for him to be in this situation just as it had
been with Gina in similar scenarios. But with Mandy now in charge of the action
there was an added dimension and that was all related to the blazing
pleasure-pain he could feel to his harshly punished rear cheeks. 


Antony had never contemplated the erotic pleasure of being powerless
until Gina had led him down that delightfully deviant path. But she had come to
appreciate something he hadn’t: that he needed far more than she would ever be
able to give him. And when the time had been right – or at least when it had
been expedient for her, which was this very evening as it had turned out – she’d
handed him over to Mandy.


His cock continued to stand to attention even though it wasn’t receiving
any attention itself, in fact in large part because it wasn’t receiving
such attention. And he reckoned it wasn’t likely to any time soon either
because Mandy gave no sign of tiring of her energetic self-ministrations. 


Antony thought about how quickly the dominatrix had introduced him to the
pleasures of sexual masochism and how quickly, how enthusiastically, and above
all else how naturally he’d responded to them. It was a thought that did
nothing to lessen his extreme arousal.


Mandy carried on masturbating hard, her pussy dripping even more with
wetness. And Antony, his erection throbbing, his eyes flashing, his breathing
heavy, continued to excitedly take in what she was doing to herself so
energetically with her busy fingers. 


The dominatrix became ever more overcome by her efforts and the
lust-fuelled erotic reverie that went with them. The thought of the effect she
was having on Antony eventually caused a surge of pre-orgasmic desire to run
through her like electricity. 


She plunged her fingers into her dripping pussy again and brought herself
to another powerful orgasm, gasping and moaning. And all the time she
luxuriated in the look of burning desire she could see on Antony’s handsome
face and the sight of his cock, which was blood-flushed and throbbing
fit to burst, a rivulet of pre-cum drizzling from its mushroom head. 


At length Mandy removed her fingers from the sopping
wetness of her pussy, and got to her feet again. Antony’s gaze followed
her across the room as she strode over to the large mahogany sideboard once
more. He admired the movement of her shapely hips and long legs as she moved.
When he saw what she’d extracted from the sideboard, however, his eyes sprang
wide with alarm.
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Mandy returned
to the couch, sat down and immediately leaned forward to attach the chained
clover clamps she had in her hands to Antony’s nipples. They
pressed cruelly hard, causing him to experience an explosion of white-hot
sensation that went straight to his shaft. Antony gasped and winced at
the painful pincer-like pressure on his nipples, the skin of the aureoles
gathered and pinched by the serrated edges of the tight clasps. 


The dominatrix pulled at the chain between the clamps,
adding to the ever mounting swell of his masochistic arousal. He closed his
eyes briefly, feeling another explosion of sensation as she yanked at the
clamps. Antony felt as though his chest was on fire, his nipples molten points
connected to every erogenous zone of his body. 


Mandy continued to pull at the chain between Antony’s nipple clamps. “Does that hurt, slave?” she asked
gleefully before immediately answering her own question, “Of course it
does.” She paused. “But I can make it hurt even more.”


She let go the clamps and reached for the handle of the riding crop. The
dominatrix brought the leather tongue at the other end of the cruel implement
down abruptly across his right nipple. He yelped in pain at the stinging blow.


“That hurt more, yes?” A sadistic smile curled Mandy’s
lips. 


Before Antony could answer she struck his left nipple, causing him to
lunge forward and cry out again. The dominatrix watched him as he writhed and
strained in his restraints, his wrists handcuffed behind his back and his
ankles held together by leg irons. Along with the acute pain she’d delivered
she knew she’d again given this innately most masochistic of men intense erotic
pleasure too. 


Mandy struck the end of Antony’s erection a light flick with the leather
tongue at the end of the riding crop and he grunted in response. She put the
crop aside and abruptly pulled off his clamps. He cried out in ecstatic agony,
the rush of oxygen back to his punished nipples far more painful than the
clamps themselves had been. 


The dominatrix stood up and went behind Antony. She knelt to remove his
handcuffs and leg irons. Remaining on her knees, she told him to get to his
feet and stand before her. When he’d done this Mandy reached
for his erection and took it into her mouth, closing her lips tightly around
it. She began bobbing her head so the shaft slid in and out, her tongue teasing
it as she moved.


Mandy was tantalised by the sighs that escaped from Antony’s lips,
excited by his squirming and tensing as he fought back the pleasure she was
giving him. And he fought it back with every ounce of willpower he possessed because
he was more acutely aware than ever that he must not under any circumstances
climax without receiving her permission. 


Even so he could feel the tension accelerating within him as Mandy
continued to enthusiastically blow him. Every nerve in his body was on fire. He
felt the mad thumping of his heart behind his ribs. He was sweating, shaking. His
breath came out in rasps. He felt his climax building, building… But he knew he
must not let that happen, that it was essential he stop his climb before
he reached the summit. 


Despite all his most valiant efforts, though, Antony was getting ever
closer to losing control. He shuddered even more and his knees bent. He swayed
and almost lost his balance as he almost lost his all-important orgasm control
as well.


Mandy suddenly stopped sucking Antony’s cock. She drew back and looked up
at her helpless victim as with all his will he tried to force himself, grunting
and gasping, not to climax. And, perilously close though it
was, he succeeded.


The dominatrix allowed Antony enough time to sufficiently compose
himself, then gave a playful squeeze to his erection and stood up.


“You’ll be back to work on Monday will you, slave?” she said.


He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”


“Do you have any plans for tomorrow?” 


“No, Mistress, I don’t,” he replied.


“You do now,” she told him. “And you’ll stay here tonight.” She added
brusquely, “Come with me and I’ll show you where.” 


Mandy motioned for Antony to follow her out of the living room. And
that’s what he did, his cock sticking out stiffly before him.
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Mandy led Antony along the hall toward the wide curved staircase,
which went up to the first and second floors of the house. It also went
downwards to the basement and that was where she headed. 


The dominatrix led him down the stairs and partway along
a dimly-lit corridor where she stopped beside a door and turned the knob. She
pushed open the door far enough to reach around and flip the light switch.
Pushing the door open all the way she ushered Antony into the carpeted bedroom
beyond. The first thing he noticed was a plastic bottle of water on the bedside
table, which he was pleased to see as he’d begun to feel thirsty. There seemed
to be precious little else to catch the eye in the room, though, which was very
sparsely furnished.


“These are your sleeping quarters, slave,” Mandy told him. “I will be
leaving you in here in a few moments but I want to say something about trust
before I do. In a BDSM relationship like this it is essential we trust each
other. You have to trust me and I have to trust you. Agreed, slave?”


He nodded. “Agreed, Mistress.”


“Well, tonight I’m going to put you on trust not to leave this room. The
only door you can use is that one over there.” She gestured towards a door on
the other side of the room. “That’s because it leads to your en suite bathroom.
It contains anything you might need: shaving kit, deodorant, toothbrush,
toothpaste, soap, shampoo, towels and the like.” 


She paused, looking down at his erection. “I’m also going to put you on
trust not to masturbate. Clearly you’re going to want to do that after being
subjected by me to such prolonged and extreme sexual arousal but to ultimate
denial. Nevertheless that is what I demand of you.” 


There was another pause. “Do you promise to abide by both these
instructions, slave?”


“Yes, Mistress,” Antony declared. “You have my word on that.”


“Good enough for me,” Mandy said, adding, “Times getting on, so I want
you to get ready for bed when I’ve left. Tomorrow morning you’ll hear a sharp
ringing sound in the room, which will be your cue to go and have a shower and
otherwise get ready for the day ahead. Once you’ve done that I want you to wait
on the bed for me to arrive.”


With that the dominatrix turned on her heels and left the room, closing
the door behind her. Listening to Mandy’s receding footsteps, Antony reached
for the bottle of water and twisted the top off. His head back, he drank deep. He
took several long satisfying swigs, his Adam’s apple bobbing in his throat as
he swallowed. His thirst thus quenched he prepared to go to bed.


When he got there, however, sleep didn’t come at all easily. In his
waking moments, of which there were many that night, Antony often thought of
Mandy lying in her own bed, out of reach to him. He was aching
for sexual relief and felt an almost overpowering urge to masturbate to climax,
to spurt his hot seed in abundance. … Except he could do no such thing
of course. It wasn’t allowed. 


But the strong temptation persisted. Antony remained
highly aroused, burning with unsatisfied desire, and he would have dearly loved
to have brought himself off. Knowing full well he couldn’t because Mandy had
forbidden it served to excite and frustrate him even more. 


Antony’s night was spent in fitful sleep where he dreamed lurid erotic
dreams in which S&M strongly predominated. When awake he became lost in
unrequited masturbatory desires mixed with thoughts that were a swirl of
confusion. In a sense he was a prisoner here in this room, he said to himself.
But he knew he wasn’t really. And this wasn’t just because Gina hadn’t locked
its door. He was where he was because he wanted to be. He’d been lonely, bored
and thoroughly fed up not too long ago. A chance meeting had brought Gina into
his life. That had led in time to the extraordinary evening just gone when
Mandy had entered his life instead and worked her extraordinary magic on him. 


Don’t make that big a thing of it, Antony said to himself, trying
to put what he’d experienced at Mandy’s sadistic hands into some sort of
perspective. He’d only spent an evening with her, and only part of one at that,
a tiny fragment of a life. He shook the thought away though, couldn’t accept
it. It felt to him his life had changed irrevocably during that short time.
Mandy was everything he’d never known he needed and that was a fact. 
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Antony had been sleeping, his cheek submerged in the comfortable pillow on his bed. But it
had only been a shallow sleep where he was almost conscious of being asleep. He
woke with a start when he heard the ringing noise Mandy had told him to expect.
It was loud and shrill, ripping through the silence of the room. But it didn’t
go on too long, just long enough to serve its intended purpose. 


Antony rolled onto his back and opened his eyes, blinking at the darkness
of the ceiling until he was properly awake. Even so he had no sense of what
time it was. He threw back the covers and sat up, swivelling his legs over the
side of the bed. He pressed his feet into the carpet and fumbled in the dark
under the shade of the bedside lamp until his fingers found the switch. After
that he pushed himself upright and went into the bathroom where he had a shower
and otherwise prepared for the day as Mandy had told him to do.


When he’d finished in the bathroom he came back into his room, threw
himself onto the bed and waited for Mandy to arrive. How long he’d have to wait
he didn’t know. It would take as long as it took. What would Mandy do to him
today? He had no idea and all speculation was fruitless anyway, he told
himself. She would decide to do to him whatever she damn well wanted whenever
she damn well wanted to do it. 


The sense of being completely under Mandy’s control came home to Antony again. And even as he waited he could sense his excitement building once more. His
shaft grew stiffer by the moment. He sat up on the bed and cocked his head,
listening for the sound of Mandy’s footsteps approaching the room. He strained
his ears but heard not a thing.


Then the door opened to reveal why that was: Mandy was
barefoot. She was bare-assed too. Antony thought the dominatrix looked
magnificent, absolute perfection in every way: the luster of her jet-black hair,
her exquisite bone structure, her glorious body as naked as nature intended. 


“Good morning, slave,” she said.


“Good morning, Mistress.” 


“Tell me.” She looked at the swell of his
erection.  “Are you still feeling as horny now as when I left
you last night?” 


 “Definitely, Mistress,” he replied, his eyes gleaming. 


She raised an eyebrow. “You up for more right now, slave?” 


“I certainly am, Mistress.” A thrill of anticipation started to sing
through his veins. 


“Lie flat on your back,” Mandy demanded.


“Yes, Mistress,” Antony said, and did. 


“I am going to straddle your face,” the dominatrix went
on. And she immediately got into position to do this, facing in the direction
of his raging hard-on. Her spread, wet sex was utterly exposed to Antony’s 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 his face was forced even further into
the space between them until his mouth was buried in her vulva, which was hot
and damp. 


“Lick me deep, slave,” demanded Mandy.


Antony 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 still further and felt the tremor that ran
through her body in reaction.


The dominatrix had become extremely excited by Antony’s oral attentions
to her sex and the ever more rapid movement of his tongue was increasing her
arousal even more. His hot panting breath stimulated Mandy almost as much as
the thrusting of his tongue as she moved her hips rhythmically over his face,
pushing down constantly.


Mandy began masturbating Antony, moving her hand up and down his shaft. And lifting his head, he tongued her even harder than he’d
already been doing. He thrust his tongue voraciously into Mandy’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, slave,” Mandy then ordered, the strokes of her fingers
starting to move at a frantic tempo over Antony’s shaft. He emitted a
pussy-muffled cry as he felt the semen pump from his straining erection in a
spurting, gushing eruption of sexual ecstasy.


As he was coming down from his orgasmic high, the
after-echo of his erotic pleasure still ebbing through his body, Mandy lifted
her thighs from his face and climbed lithely off the bed.


“Go into the bathroom and clean yourself up, slave,” she said, looking
down at Antony.


“Yes, Mistress.”


When he’d come back into the room Mandy asked, “Hungry, slave?”


Antony hadn’t realised how hungry he was until that moment. “Famished,
Mistress, now you mention it.” 


 “I know just the place,” she said. 
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Mandy and Antony were finishing breakfast at a pleasant upmarket café not far from her home. The
dominatrix had told him he need not address her as “Mistress” while they were
out of the house but did insist he continue to only speak to her when spoken
to. 


She’d said very little to him while they’d strolled to the café and when
there didn’t talk about herself at all. What she did do, however, was to keep
asking him questions. The net result of this was that during the course of the
meal she’d discovered quite a bit about Antony but had given nothing away about
herself whatsoever. If only he knew Mandy better, Antony thought, but the truth
was he knew her barely at all. She was thoroughly inscrutable, a complete
mystery to him. 


The charismatic dominatrix across the table from him was a real enigma, Antony reflected, but she was an extremely desirable one. She looked great
in the charcoal-gray minidress she had on, which she’d matched with a black
leather choker and tall high-heeled boots also of black leather. 


“Not famished any more?” Mandy asked. 


“Replete thanks,” he said with a smile.


She refolded her napkin and placed it on her plate.
“Ready to leave?”


“Sure,” he said, “and you’ll let me pay for the meal, I
hope.”  


“I will,” she confirmed.


Antony paid with a credit card, leaving a tip, and Mandy and he stepped
out of the café. The weather was balmy with a light breeze and
the sky an almost uninterrupted blue. Falling into step together, they
started strolling back to Mandy’s house the same way they’d come. 


She looked sideways at him. "Do you feel you’ve benefited from your
time with me so far?" 


“Enormously,” Antony replied, glancing over at her, “You’ve already
taught me so much about how to be a good slave to you.”


 “It’ll become that much more full-on and challenging
from now on,” she said. “You sure you want to continue?”


“I am,” he assured her. “I’ll do my very best not to let you down – or
myself. You can count on it.”


They stopped at some traffic lights and waited for them to turn red. Mandy turned towards
  Antony and considered him closely, her eyes fixed on his face. “OK, you say
you’ll do your very best and I believe you. But how confident are you that you
can actually succeed?”


Antony’s forehead creased as he
considered her further question. “I honestly am,” he
said. “I won’t pretend I’m not thoroughly daunted by what’s to come
because I am. But no matter what you put me through I’m not going to let slip
away what Gina has taught me already and what you’re teaching me now I’m with
you, I’m totally not.” 


“We’ll see,” said Mandy in a neutral tone. “Want to return to your
lessons as soon as we’re back at the house?” 


“I can’t wait,” Antony replied eagerly, more anxious than ever to prove
himself to her. 
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As soon as they
had arrived through the front door Mandy told Antony to strip naked and return
his clothing to the small room where it had been before. When he had done this
and she’d shut the room’s door she led the way to the living room. Once there
Mandy pulled off her minidress. All she now wore was the choker and high-heeled
boots along with the black leather G-string she’d had on beneath the now
discarded dress.


Antony’s cock had been
semi-tumescent up to then. But gazing at Mandy in her minimal leather outfit
had the inevitable effect on him. He felt a surge of arousal building, could
practically hear the blood pounding through his body, and his shaft started to
throb as it grew harder. 


“Here’s what I want you to do, slave,” said Mandy. “Close your eyes when
I say the word and do what I forbade you to do last night: masturbate. Bring
yourself as close to climaxing as possible without actually going that far.”
She paused. “OK, close your eyes and start playing with your cock.”


With his eyes now tight shut, Antony rubbed his erection
softly for a moment or two, flicking his thumb over the slit of its glans. Soon
he started to masturbate in earnest and with mounting desire as he jerked
rhythmically at his hard pulsing cock. 


He continued stroking his shaft, pulling at it ever more
vigorously and making it strain within his grasp. His breathing had become labored as he moved his hand up and down,
up and down. 


Antony’s strokes grew
shorter as he pumped his fist over his erection, clear ooze
seeping from its head. His body was pulsing with
pleasure as he got ever closer to the ecstasy – and unmitigated disaster – of
orgasm. He was right where Mandy wanted him, balancing precariously on the
edge. 


“Open your eyes, slave,” she ordered. And when he did, seeing the ravishing
dominatrix afresh in the uber-sexy outfit she was nearly wearing almost made
him tip over that edge right there and then. 


“Stop masturbating, slave,” Mandy demanded, which he did – and not a moment
too soon. He was conscious his shaft was still pulsing
constantly, its mushroom head continuing to spill pre-cum. 


The dominatrix left it a short while before asking,
“Relieved, slave?”


Antony took a deep breath. “Very, Mistress.” 


Mandy rested a hand on his arm.
“Sorry to disappoint you,” she said, sounding anything but. “I’m afraid you’re
nowhere near being out of the woods yet. And let me dot the i’s and cross the
t’s here,” she added sternly, “you are strictly forbidden to come until I say
so.”


She moved her hand away from Antony’s arm and ran it
over his stomach before firmly grasping the thick length of his throbbing
erection and starting to stroke it. 


Mandy masturbated him rhythmically, each stroke sensual torment for him.
Her fingers soon became wet with the rivulet of silvery fluid that continued to
drizzle constantly from the glans of his shaft. She carried
on smearing her fingers with sticky pre-cum as she pulled on his hard cock. 


Antony tensed his body, straining every muscle, in an effort to control
himself. He knew he could not give himself to his pleasure and climax until
Mandy had given him permission; she had made that utterly clear to him. It was
vital he hold back, no matter how excruciatingly difficult it was to do that.
Then all of a sudden – Praise the Lord – she stopped what she was doing,
letting go his erection. Antony managed not to ejaculate but only just. He was
trembling without control, so closely run had it been.    


The dominatrix looked at Antony. “Still as turned on as
ever, slave?”


“Yes, Mistress.” His eyes were hooded with need,
his breathing heavy. He was still trembling.


“Dying for release?” 


“Yes, Mistress,” he replied in an urgent whisper. “I’m
dying for it.”


“Fat chance.” Mandy huffed a derisive snort. “You’re
going to have to wait. Understood?”


“Understood, Mistress,” he panted.


“Onto your knees, slave,” Mandy demanded, and Antony immediately sank submissively to the floor.


The dominatrix turned her back on him and he feasted his eyes feverishly
on the twin globes of her smooth, perfectly shaped behind as
she slowly removed the black leather G-string.
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“Worship my ass with your lips, slave,” Mandy instructed Antony, looking briefly over her shoulder at him. 


“Yes, Mistress.” He shuffled forward on his hands and
knees and began to shower the cheeks of her backside with tender kisses.


“I shall want you to worship my asshole with your tongue
when I give you the word,” Mandy announced after a while. She placed her
legs apart and arched her back so the cheeks of her rear were parted. Antony could see both the oozing slit of her sex and the puckered opening
of her anus, all pink and clean and ready for his eager tongue.


“Prise my cheeks further apart, slave,” Mandy ordered, and he lifted his
hands to her soft skin and did as she’d instructed.


“Put your tongue into my anus,” she told him, “and start worshipping it.”



Antony plunged his tongue into the crack of her backside and began to
move it in a circle, making Mandy squirm. He pressed his tongue right in,
eliciting a moan of pleasure from her.


The dominatrix pressed back in response to Antony’s efforts, pushing her
backside even further into his face. She brought her right hand down to run
across her hip and brush against the inside of her thighs before arriving at
her smooth wet pussy. 


Mandy started to circle two of her fingers over her shiny clit before
pushing them deep between the lips of her vagina. Her eyes glistened and she
sighed with pleasure as she used her fingers on herself, pressing them into the
wetness of her sex.


“Tongue my asshole harder,” Mandy ordered Antony, her fingers continuing
to rub at the slippery folds of her sex. And he did. His tongue was taut and
wet and hot as he thrust it hard between the cheeks of Mandy’s backside,
probing her anal hole. 


“Go faster, slave,” the dominatrix further instructed, her breathing now
short and shallow. The sound of her labored breathing and of her fingers
working frenziedly at herself filled Antony’s ears as he enthusiastically did
her bidding, his tongue darting rapidly in and out of her anus. Finally Mandy
moaned in ecstasy and her body spasmed as another climax cascaded through her. Antony snatched his tongue away from her palpitating anus and waited for her orgasm to
subside.


Once it had and Mandy had regained her senses again, she turned round and
looked down at him. “Go back to masturbating, slave,” she
directed.


“Yes, Mistress,” Antony gasped.


He could feel electric sensations rippling up through his fingers from
his shaft as he began to push his fist up and down on himself once more. He stared down at the head of his cock bulging up around his fist,
red and angry, pre-cum glistening on the tip and trickling over his fingers.


“Keep on doing that, slave. I’ll be back presently,”
said the dominatrix before leaving the room.


Antony continued masturbating as
she’d demanded of him. He felt delirious, his body wracked with waves of
pleasure as he awaited Mandy’s return.
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When the dominatrix came back into the living room she was wearing a
strap-on dildo harness, its black rubber shaft in place and jutting from her
groin. 


“Stop what you’re doing, slave,” she ordered. 


Antony looked up into her fiercely glowing eyes. “Yes,
Mistress,” he replied in a voice shaking with arousal,
and let go of his throbbing, pre-cum drizzling shaft.
He watched as she strode over to the sideboard, where she opened one of the top
drawers and extracted from it a strap of thick black leather and a bottle of
lubricant. 


Striding back, Mandy ordered, “Get onto all fours,
slave.” She put the bottle of lube aside but kept hold of the leather strap.
“Make sure you also push your ass out.”


Antony immediately got into position, his body immersed in surrender. Drops of pre-cum slipped from the tip of his hard cock and splashed
onto the floor.


Mandy moved behind him. “Spread your legs, slave…further…good.”


Antony waited for the first lash of the strap, steeling himself for what
was to come.


Nothing happened, nothing at all.


He waited some more. But still nothing happened.


Then it did.


The first stroke of the black leather strap landed
across Antony’s rear cheeks, the sharp snap of thick leather on soft
flesh swiftly followed by a cry of pain from him. 


“Silence while I’m beating you this time, slave,” Mandy barked. 


Antony inhaled deeply to bring himself under control, grimly determined
to do as she’d demanded. The strap lashed his rear six more times
and the pain it inflicted on each occasion was as blistering as her first
strike. By the time Mandy delivered her eighth stroke, however, the pain Antony was experiencing had become something else. It had morphed into pain that was also
pleasure: an ache that made him incredibly aroused, his pre-cum spilling shaft
throbbing in concert with his burning flesh. 


The leather strap continued to crack against Antony’s behind, on and on,
streaking his being with pain and pleasure, searing his rear cheeks and seeping
through the rest of his body. He arched his back to meet Mandy’s final series
of blows as he experienced an all-encompassing sensation of sublime
pleasure-pain.


Stepping back to survey her work, Mandy noted
approvingly that Antony’s rear cheeks were now the color of an angry
sunset. 


“Perfect,” she remarked, putting the black leather strap
to one side. 


The dominatrix picked up the bottle of lubricant, which
she used to generously lube up the dildo jutting from her crotch. 


“I’m going to fuck you in the ass,” she said,
positioning herself to do so. “You ready for that, slave?” 


“Yes, oh yes, Mistress,” he replied in a voice as
dripping with lust as his hard cock was with pre-cum. 


Antony arched his back more,
forcing the cheeks of his harshly strapped rear even further apart, urgently
wanting Mandy to enter him, to fuck him in the ass good and hard. He groaned
ecstatically when he felt the head of the dildo, wet with lubricant, press
against his anal opening and start to forge its way in.


He gasped for breath as Mandy began pressing the dildo
in and out of his anus in a regular rhythm. The dominatrix picked up her pace
steadily, bucking her hips as she ground the rubber shaft deeper into him. Before
long she was fucking him in the ass furiously, grinding her hips over and over,
every thrust intensifying the sweet pain of the harsh beating she’d
given him with the leather strap.


It felt amazingly good to Antony, a sensation of burning
hot pleasure pulsing constantly through him as he flexed and bucked under
Mandy, and he got close to climaxing again and again. But again and again he
didn’t let that happen. Each time he found himself right on the verge of
orgasm and each time he held himself rigidly in check before
it was too late – to find Mandy’s strap-on dildo still thrusting in and out of
him like a battering ram.


At last Antony heard the words for which he’d been
waiting such a long time. “Come for me, slave,” Mandy demanded, bringing her
right hand to his erection. She immediately wrapped her fingers around it,
moving them rapidly back and forth.


Antony cried out in ecstasy,
frozen into position, and ejaculated. His erection shot like a geyser, pumping
out a stream of creamy spunk. Mandy’s cry of orgasm
joined his, a wordless explosion of desire as she thrust into him for one last
time and crested to a final shuddering climax.


After a few moments she removed her hand from Antony’s spent shaft and the hardness of the dildo from his gaping anus. 


“I’m done with you for now, slave,” said the dominatrix.
“We’ll continue with your lessons next weekend.” 
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It was first thing the next morning and Antony was taking a shower. As
he stood beneath the spray, the warm water soaking his hair and pounding
his shoulders, he thought of what Mandy had done to him over
the weekend. She was a woman of such hypnotic magnetism she had pulled him into
her orbit the first moment he’d seen her and what he had experienced at her
hands after that he had found nothing less than cathartic. 


He’d only met Mandy because of Gina, he reminded himself,
and what an amazing person she was too. He had enjoyed their kinky sex sessions
immensely and one way and another she’d managed to really get under his skin. 


Antony emerged from the shower, still
thinking about Gina. As he began to towel himself dry he recalled how
much he had delighted in the sexually submissive role he’d had
with the dominant blonde. But he had to admit their relationship, extremely
exciting though it had been, paled when set against what he’d experienced over
the weekend with Mandy. 


Bloody hell, he said to
himself as a wave of recollections hit him. Did I really let her do all that
sadistic stuff to me? It was as though he was remembering a film or a story
that had happened to someone else. But no, it had happened to him all right. He
found the new deviant mode of sexuality Mandy had introduced him to deeply
appealing while the dominatrix herself had cast a spell on him. 


They’d gotten off to such a good start too and there
seemed to be the promise of so much more with her, endless possibilities he
found incredibly exciting. And at the end of it: the Promised Land, the Holy
Grail, the, the…


No. Stop it. He
interrupted his increasingly over-heated reverie. What the fuck are you
thinking? Calm down, pull yourself together and get real here.



The fact of the matter was he barely knew Mandy – something
she’d been very careful to ensure was the case, playing her cards extremely
close to her chest. God, how foolish he’d been a moment ago, allowing himself
to get carried away with half-baked wishful thinking. He mustn’t be fanciful
like that, Antony said to himself as he left the bathroom to get dressed. He
really mustn’t, because all this could very easily come to nothing.


These sobering thoughts brought him down to earth and
right back into his Monday morning routine. His heart seemed to drop in his
chest and the heavy, dragging feeling he experienced at the start of every
working week was there again. It was going to be a more than usually long week,
he thought grimly.


And so it proved to be. The days that followed went even
slower than the ones had gone when Gina had been the beautiful dominant woman Antony had been fixated with. Now it was Mandy who occupied his dreams at night and his
daydreams at work as he endured the monotonous routine of his dead-end job, where
he found himself keeping his own counsel even more than he usually did. 


Present in body but largely absent in mind both at work
and anywhere else he happened to be, he found it difficult to concentrate on
anything other than erotic thoughts about the dominatrix. And these fired his
imagination, eclipsing almost everything else and filling his mind with S&M
sexual fantasies he found highly exciting.


Over and over again he played out sadomasochistic
scenarios in his head. He imagined himself being sexually tortured by Mandy, sometimes
mentally flipping through the highlights of what she’d done to him already and
sometimes constructing in his mind elaborate new ways she could make him
tremble uncontrollably in pleasure-pain. 


Antony was looking forward to
the weekend with a heady mixture of anticipation, hope and trepidation. What
more during their precious time together would the dominatrix teach him about
the esoteric world of BDSM? What more discoveries would he make about himself
in the process? What exciting new S&M adventures would she take him on? 


He told himself that as he couldn’t answer any of these
questions he would just have to be patient and see what Mandy had in mind. In Antony’s view, though, that was actually one of the most wonderful parts of his
relationship with her. He didn’t have to make plans. He liked knowing all the
decisions would be hers and hers alone. 


Mandy would take all responsibility out of his hands.
All he had to do was to keep focused on obeying to the letter exactly what she
told him to do. And that was more than enough because he knew very well it was
going to be anything but easy. 


Then late Saturday afternoon the appointed time finally
arrived. It was the moment he’d been waiting for all week, counting off the
days and, on Saturday itself, the hours with eager anticipation tinged with
shivery fear …


 


Mandy let Antony into the house wearing nothing but knee-length
black latex boots with steel-tipped heels and a corset of shiny black rubber
latex that left her breasts and sex completely exposed.


“Well, slave?” she said with a straight face. “What do
you think?”


He felt his stomach lurch with excitement. “Like I’ve
died and gone to heaven, Mistress.”


“I like that reply,” said Mandy, keeping the same
straight-faced expression. 


As she’d done before she told Antony to strip naked and
deposit his clothing in the small room in the hall. He hurriedly removed his
jacket, shirt, watch, shoes and socks, unbuckled his belt and pulled his
trousers and underwear down, putting it all in the room.


“Shut the door yourself this time,” she told him. 


“Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did before turning towards
the dominatrix for further instructions.


She looked down at his stiff cock and smiled knowingly.
“Follow that…and me, slave.” 


Mandy began to stride purposefully down the hallway, the
pointed heels of her tall black latex boots click-clicking on the floor in a
regular rhythm. As Antony padded along behind the dominatrix he gazed at the
arousing site of her bare backside in motion. The cheeks were so firm and
well-shaped, the round globes clenching and relaxing as she moved.


Mandy led Antony toward the stairway and down the stairs
to the basement. She took him past the room that had been his sleeping quarters
the previous weekend – and would be tonight too, he assumed – and went to the
end of the corridor where there was a big oak door. Wondering what was behind
that door, Antony felt his stomach lurch again with excitement.


The dominatrix lowered the handle and opened the door.
She flicked on the dim lighting of the room beyond and with Antony following
close behind her strode in. The room, which was long, broad and high-ceilinged,
had an ornate throne in the center and was full of dungeon equipment.
This equipment included a horse, a bondage table and a horizontal torture
chair, all of them leather-covered and with bolted brackets attaching their
legs to the floor. There were several chains hanging from the
ceiling, some with leather cuffs attached to them and some without.  Close to
one of the walls was a whipping bench and next to it a metal cage. Tipped back
at a fifteen-degree angle and bolted both to the same wall and to the floor was
a St. Andrew’s cross. 


Along another wall of the cavernous room there
was a large open cabinet of polished dark wood. It was tall, almost floor to
ceiling, and contained a long rack upon which hung a large collection of
disciplinary instruments and other BDSM paraphernalia. They ranged from simple
straps to tawses, crops, whips, paddles, canes, gags, chains, and lengths of
bondage rope. There were handcuffs and leg irons, a number of different
types of nipple clamps, strap-ons, and butt plugs, and various collars,
blindfolds, gags, hoods and masks of leather and rubber latex. 


Antony was awestruck by this
extensive collection. He gazed in amazement at the staggering assortment of BDSM
gear in the dungeon, his eyes flicking over everything. His erection began to
pulse as he imagined some of it being used on him by the dominatrix.


Mandy’s voice cut through his excited thoughts like a
knife through butter. “I have some difficult challenges for you now, slave,”
she told him starkly, “which taken together – if you can manage the
course – will make your time with me last weekend seem like a walk in the
park.”
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Mandy made her way to the middle of the dungeon with Antony in tow and sat down on the ornate throne. “Kneel before me, slave,” she ordered,
and he immediately dropped to his knees. He felt incredibly aroused, his
breathing shallow and his erection pulsing even more.


“Get onto all fours and prostrate yourself more
humbly before your Mistress,” she demanded next. “Lower your forehead to the
ground and spread your legs.”


Antony again obeyed her straightaway. He bent forward until he felt his
forehead touching the dungeon floor, at the same time spreading his legs.


“Lift your head slightly so you can worship my feet.” Mandy pushed the
feet of her tall boots towards his face. 


His mouth up against toes that flexed in shiny black latex, Antony began to use his lips and tongue to worship her feet. He continued to do so like
the most abject of foot fetishists until in due course she told him to stop.


“Lie on your back, slave,” Mandy ordered. “Worship the heels of my
boots.” 


Again, Antony obeyed instantly, his throbbing shaft rearing in the air.
He sucked first one and then the other of the long shiny black daggers that
were Mandy’s heels as she presented them to him in turn. He was utterly
absorbed in this ritual, concentrating intently on worshipping her stiletto
heels until, pulling them away, she demanded, “Get back on your knees before
me, slave.” 


“Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.


“Lick me to orgasm,” she told him, spreading her thighs. 


Antony leaned forward and buried his face in Mandy’s sex, which was wet
with passion. He snaked out his tongue and began moving it around her clitoris,
licking it and licking it. 


The dominatrix opened her thighs further to let his sinuous tongue enter
her sex more fully. Antony licked at Mandy’s juices, plunging his tongue into
her pussy as far as it would go, setting the fire raging in her. She let out a
low moan of release as he brought her cresting to a shivery climax. 


Mandy allowed a few moments to pass in order to compose herself. She indicated a space between her legs and demanded, “Kneel upright
there, slave.” 


Antony pushed himself up on his knees
and knelt between the warmness of her thighs. Mandy closed her legs until they
pressed against his hips, then reached down and grasped his ball sack.


Gazing steadily into his eyes, she clamped down on his
balls, making him gasp in surprise and pain.


The dominatrix smiled sadistically at Antony. “That
hurt, slave?”


“Yes, Mistress,” he replied, forcing the words out
through gritted teeth. 


“Good.”


 Mandy let go of Antony’s balls and took hold of his
shaft instead. “Going to do my best to jerk you off now, slave,” she informed
him. “And you’re going to do your best not to come.”


She made a fist over Antony’s straining erection and ran
it up and down the length. She continued to rub his shaft, her fingers
moving back and forth faster and faster, and in the process severely
testing the effectiveness of his orgasm control. 


But Antony was utterly determined to demonstrate the
extent of his forbearance to the dominatrix – the woman who had hold of his
erection and challenged him not to climax even as she did everything she could
to force him to do the very opposite. 


With her fingers working his shaft ever more energetically, all his
senses became concentrated solely on not ejaculating. A feverish mantra began
running through his head: I must not let myself come, I must not let myself
come, I must not let myself come… 


Antony kept desperately repeating that to himself, beads of sweat
standing out on his forehead. And yet the more he did, the more he was aware of
the swift movement of Mandy’s hand over his shaft and the more inevitable his
climax seemed to become. It would not be long now. He felt
ready to burst at any moment. I must not let myself come, I must not
let myself come, I must not let myself come… 


Antony could feel his muscles
clenching tightly as he fought down the urge to climax with all his might. He
could so easily succumb now and very nearly did despite all his efforts. But he
didn’t – mainly because Mandy abruptly stopped masturbating him. She moved
her hand away from her gasping, panting victim and leaned back
in the throne.


“That was very close indeed, wasn’t it, slave,” she
remarked, “way too close for comfort.”


“Way too close, Mistress,” Antony replied breathlessly, stretching and flexing his shoulder
muscles. He rolled his head around, easing his neck, feeling weak and almost
tearful at the outcome.


Mandy looked at him questioningly, “Want a short break,
slave?”


“Please, Mistress,” he gasped.


“Not going to happen.” She got to her feet and motioned for Antony to do likewise. “What is going to happen, starting right
now, is that I’m going to use some of the BDSM gear in
this dungeon on you most cruelly.”
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Mandy pointed in
the direction of two adjacent chains hanging from the high ceiling a couple of
feet apart that both had black leather cuff attachments. 


“Stand there and lift your arms, slave,” she demanded, adding
impatiently, “And be quick about it.” 


Antony promptly got into position and Mandy buckled the cuffs on the ends
of the two ceiling chains round his wrists. 


The dominatrix stood to Antony’s front and moved her hands to his chest.
She squeezed both of his nipples at the same time, tightening her forefingers
and thumbs over them and pinching hard. As the sharp stabs of pain shot through
him he let out a loud cry. 


Mandy walked over to the rack of BDSM items, her beautiful bare breasts
jiggling and her shapely naked thighs rubbing together as she moved. Once there
she selected a paddle of thick purple rubber, testing its weight and heft once
she had it in her hand. 


The dominatrix strode back and positioned herself behind Antony. 


 “Here she comes, slave,” she announced gleefully and brought the heavy
implement across onto his backside with a heavy thud.


 She brought the paddle across a second time as swiftly and as hard as
her first blow and kept on whacking him with it in this manner, all of her
blows smarting vividly. They went on and on, becoming a fierce red heat that
suffused Antony’s backside. 


Eventually Mandy ceased paddling him, went over to the rack and returned
the purple rubber paddle, selecting in its place a cat o’ nine tails of
dark-red leather. She whipped his chest with it first, snapping the flailed
ends of the implement against his skin. Each of her strokes was stinging and
sharp, making Antony squirm and cringe in his chained bonds. 


After a while the dominatrix turned her attentions to his backside again,
using the cat remorselessly on its already punished cheeks. Every skilfully
aimed lash struck his rear in a regular rhythm and the pain bit deep. Antony felt the harsh sting of the cat time and time again as Mandy swung it through the
air faster and faster, showering him with blows. 


Tremors of pleasure-pain began to run through him, his backside now deep
crimson from its punishment. By the time Mandy stopped, he was trembling with
searing pain that also felt to him like the most exquisite pleasure. 


Mandy put the cat o’ nine tails aside and detached Antony from the
ceiling chains. She led him over to the horizontal torture chair and told him
to get onto it on his back. She buckled his wrists behind his head, his knees
right up and his thighs wide apart. His throbbing shaft and the puckered
opening of his anus both looked extremely inviting to her. Mandy went to the
rack again where she selected and harnessed on a strap-on dildo, which she
coated with lubricant. 


She eased it into Antony’s anus skilfully, going deep inside. He let out
a groan of anguished delight and his hard cock spurted out a throb of pre-cum
as his sphincter tightened and relaxed around the dildo. The dominatrix began
to ass-fuck him with a will, grinding her hips back and forth, plunging into
the depths of his hole. 


Mandy’s rhythm was fast and strong, each thrust going deeper into
Antony’s anus, filling him, penetrating him, exciting him beyond belief. As she
built up even greater momentum, really pounding into him, she also started
pulling on his erection again. 


Antony’s body was shaking in its bondage as though electric shocks were
coursing through his veins, and he was panting uncontrollably with desire. His
wrists and legs strained against the leather straps that held them tightly in
place, his trapped body bucking frantically as his pleasure mounted ever more
treacherously close to the danger zone once more. 


But still Mandy went on, working her hand up and down his pre-cum
spilling shaft. Antony knew that, despite his very best efforts, he was once
again teetering right on the brink of climaxing. He was so close to the point
of no return, so terrifyingly fucking close to that point, a second
away… Then Mandy abruptly ceased what she was doing.   


“Lick my fingers clean of your pre-cum,” she demanded. 


Antony opened his mouth and closed his lips around Mandy’s fingers,
sucking feverishly while desperately willing his impending orgasm to subside. The
muscles corded through his neck, his chest heaved, and his frame shook in his
bonds as tremors racked his body. But once again he managed not to ejaculate –
if only just. 


“God, you’re good, slave,” said Mandy admiringly. “Thought I’d had you
there for a moment but you managed to defy all the odds again and hold fast.”


Antony had stopped shaking so much by the time Mandy had withdrawn her
strap-on dildo from his anus. But once she’d unbuckled and removed its harness
it didn’t take her much longer to go back to doing her worst. She picked up the
dark-red leather cat again and began to whip his painfully erect cock. Each
blow to his aching shaft brought a flash of pain that made him flinch
convulsively.


Antony’s whole body now ached with intense pleasure-pain as this highly
experienced, deeply sadistic dominatrix continued to torment him unmercifully. 


Mandy returned the cat o’ nine tails to the rack, and when she came back
leaned forward so she could suck Antony’s cock. She rounded her lips and closed
them over his hardness, taking it into her mouth, and pressing
against its head with her tongue. She pushed herself further forward so she
could pull more of his length into her mouth. 


With an up-and-down movement of her head the dominatrix began to suck Antony’s erection. At the same time she squeezed his nipples hard again. They throbbed
painfully, sending spasms of sensation to his shaft. 


Antony’s lungs pumped furiously. His jaw was clenched tight. The tendons
were tensed in his neck. His body writhed with agony and ecstasy, ached with
pain and lust. If he could only hold out, he told himself desperately, if he
could only hold out, if he could … and then, thank Christ, Mandy stopped
and withdrew his erection from her mouth.


“You’re incredibly determined to show me what you’re made of, slave,” she
told Antony who was once again trembling uncontrollably in his bonds. “All
credit to you for that.”


On this encouraging note Mandy went over to the rack where she picked out
a butt plug, a ball gag and a soft leather blindfold, all of them black. 


The dominatrix pushed the butt plug into Antony’s anus. “I’ve still got
you pegged haven’t I, slave,” she said with a sadistic smile.


“Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.


“Those are the last words I want to hear from you for a time,” she told
him next as she went on to gag him with the ball gag. “Also I want to keep you
in the dark,” she added, blindfolding him with the black leather blindfold. 


There was a pause before she said, “I’ll see you later, slave, and you may
see me.”


Antony heard the click-click of Mandy’s stiletto-heeled footsteps as she
moved about the dungeon. Then her footsteps moved further away. He heard the
sound of the oak door being opened and shut, followed by the sound of her retreating
footsteps. After that there was silence. You could have heard a pin drop. 
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Antony shifted slightly and felt the stir of the butt plug inside him. The tug of the
buckled leather cuffs anchoring him to the horizontal torture chair the way
they did, with his wrists behind his head, his thighs widely parted and knees
raised high, reminded him how immobilised he was.


As he lay there staring up into the darkness of his blindfold he
experienced a bewildering array of sensations and emotions. There was the
prickling pleasure-pain he felt in his anus from the butt plug Mandy had
inserted into it not long after energetically ass-fucking him, and the similar
sensations he felt to his chest and rear cheeks as a result of the punishment
she’d administered to them. There was an intoxicating sense of both arousal and
fear at the prospect of receiving further cruel torments at the hands of the
relentless dominatrix. 


Also, bound hand and foot as he was with no control over his own body, Antony felt an utter sense of helplessness. He had a feeling of total dependence because
there were no decisions or choices he could make while he was in this
situation. But with that feeling came a paradoxical sense of freedom, one with
which he’d become increasingly familiar since first being introduced to B&D
by Gina.


He gladly surrendered to the feeling again, this time doing so far more
fully than ever before. As time went on the sensation became increasingly
accompanied by a sense of detachment from his body, which made the experience
even more mentally liberating. He was only conscious of his body now if he
tugged at his restraints or shifted in the horizontal torture chair. So he
stopped doing both and remained quite still. 


Since Antony was unable to see because of his blindfold and couldn’t hear
anything because he was all alone in the silent dungeon, he was cut off from
the usual things that would have helped him to measure the passage of time to
some extent. Because of the ball gag he couldn’t have spoken even if there’d
been someone there to listen to him. So that was another of the ties to the
corporal world Mandy had very effectively severed for him by putting him into
the specific form of bondage she’d chosen for him on this occasion.


 As Antony continued to lay there entirely motionless in his bonds he
began to feel such a strong sense of disorientation he lost track of time
altogether. He reached a point of absolute peace and tranquillity, a floating
dream-like sensation that felt almost spiritual.


Antony was jerked from this strange and wonderful out-of-body experience
when he heard the sound of Mandy’s stiletto-heeled footsteps approaching the
dungeon door. He heard the door open and the sharp footsteps continue in his
direction. When Mandy got up close to him she tenderly brushed her hand through
his hair before stroking the cheeks of his face in the same way, and he
delighted in the delicate feel of her fingers as she did so. 


The dominatrix began to gently explore his body next, floating her fingers
down to his chest and then his stomach. She gave his erection a gentle squeeze
and briefly fondled his balls before reaching further down and moving her
fingers to his raised rear cheeks where she caressed the same path laid by the
disciplinary implements she’d used so sadistically on them earlier. 


Mandy smoothly removed the butt plug from Antony’s anus, causing him to
issue a shudder of desire, and then she continued gently trailing her fingers
over his body as before. A part of him wished he could see the dominatrix but
another part was excited by being manipulated by her this way. He had no idea
what was to come next and he liked that. 


Mandy stopped brushing her fingers over Antony’s body for a few moments
before resuming. This time she slowly stroked the head of his erection followed
by its length. It was delightfully sensuous. Then all of a sudden it wasn’t.
The dominatrix started to administer a string of loose smacks to his shaft that
managed to be both sadistic and tender at the same time. The blows stopped as
suddenly as they’d begun.


Antony heard her stride away and move in the direction of the rack of
disciplinary implements. When she returned she struck his chest with what felt
to him like the cat o’ nine tails again, and he let out a muffled cry into his
ball gag in response. Mandy continued to strike his chest in this way, the
blows registering as sharp lines of fire on his flesh. Antony was now breathing
heavily into his gag and bucking against his restraints.


Everything stopped again and he waited there apprehensively in his bonds.
Then he felt Mandy’s warm breath on his erection and soon she’d engulfed it
with her lips once more. She coiled her tongue around his stiffness before
sucking up and down rhythmically. 


As she continued to inflict this exquisite torture on Antony his arousal
built and built until he found himself clenching his stomach muscles as once
again he had to concentrate with all his might on not doing what every part of
him was desperate to do: erupting into orgasm. 


His forehead was sheened with sweat, his heart was
beating wildly and he was struggling for breath beneath his
gag. I am not going to give up and allow myself to come,
he told himself with grim determination. No fucking way am I going to let
that happen. Even so, Jesus…  


Yet again Mandy waited until the very last moment before, with
characteristic suddenness, she stopped what she was doing. She’d nearly left it
a fraction too long this time, though. And it was only by exercising almost
superhuman willpower, which this time was accompanied by a succession of
frantic gag-muffled grunts, that he managed to prevent himself from climaxing.


The dominatrix removed Antony’s blindfold and ball gag and started to
release her shuddering victim from the rest of his bondage. When she had
completed the task she told him to get to his feet. Antony did so and, still
trembling, began moving about a little as the muscles unknotted themselves in
his limbs.


“I want to beat you again, slave,” Mandy told him when he’d stopped shuddering.
“Get over the whipping bench.” She pointed at the item of dungeon equipment
concerned.


While Antony knelt over the bench, his erection resting against its
leather surface, Mandy picked out a black heavy leather flogger from the rack.
“Don’t make a move or utter a solitary sound during your flogging, slave,” she
demanded.


The dominatrix reared back and swung, bringing the flogger down across Antony’s rear cheeks with great force. She didn’t pause for effect but continued to lay
into him extremely hard, criss-crossing the blows over his behind and down the
back of his thighs.


Mandy carried on putting considerable effort into each blow and Antony
carried on putting a corresponding amount of effort into keeping from moving, crying
out in pain or making any other sound either. He felt as if his ass was aflame.
He was biting his lip to stop himself verbalising his pain and was holding as
still as humanly possibly. When the dominatrix had finally finished whipping
him she cast the heavy leather flogger aside, throwing the cruel implement
unceremoniously to the floor.


Antony could hear the rasp of Mandy’s breath behind him. She came closer
and pressed herself against his burning rear cheeks. “These hurt, slave?” she
asked.


Antony winced. “Very much, mistress.”


“But in a good way,” said the dominatrix. “Am I right?”


“Dead right, Mistress,” he gasped, feeling his erection throb like mad
against the leather surface of the whipping bench.


Mandy instructed Antony to climb off the bench and instead go over to the
nearby leather-covered bondage table. She told him to lie face down on it with
his legs and arms spread. Once he’d done that she buckled the cuffs at the four
corners of the bondage table to his wrists and ankles.


The dominatrix left him stretched into an X shape like that and headed
for the door again. She switched off the dim lighting and exited the dungeon,
closing the door behind her. Antony lay and listened again to the sound of her
stiletto-heeled footsteps receding down the corridor.
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He might just as
well be blindfolded, thought Antony, because once again pitch-blackness reigned
supreme in his world. He was helpless in the bondage that held him flat on his
stomach and spread-eagled. His heart thumped and his erection throbbed against
the leather-covered bondage table to which he was strapped. 


Part of his sexual excitement came from his current predicament. Part of
it was pleasure-pain: he felt in equal measure the warmth radiating from his
shaft and the painful welts from the beatings Mandy had given him, especially
that last savage one with the heavy leather flogger. 


Antony pulled against the buckled straps holding him prisoner and felt
his erection slide against the cool smooth texture of the leather surface
beneath it. He moved his hips and kept moving, but soon realised he was going
to climax if he didn’t stop. So he stopped.


He knew he had to continue to stick rigidly to the rules. He daren’t
come. Mandy hadn’t given him permission yet, if indeed she ever intended to today.
  Antony wondered what was going to happen for the rest of the day. If last
Saturday evening was anything to go by it was going to end up an intensely
exciting but ultimately anti-climactic experience for him – and thankfully so
under the circumstances because that had been what Mandy had required of him on
that occasion. 


Or maybe this time he would end up climaxing involuntarily. The
dominatrix would keep on piling frustration on frustration, taking him ever
closer to coming. And when that happened, which it was bound to do soon surely with
the best will in the world, what then?


Would that be it? Would Mandy write him off, send him on his way for
good? He strongly doubted that somehow. It would be completely unfair of her,
given how long he’d held out so far and how impressed she’d said she was with
that.  


Maybe he was little more than a one-trick pony when it came to orgasm
control, he said to himself. But how many other men would have been able to so
steadfastly hold themselves back from climaxing in similar circumstances to the
parlous ones Mandy had forced upon him time and again? 


No, he didn’t think she would ditch him if he eventually succumbed to the
laws of physics and ejaculated as a result of her remorseless efforts. Far more
likely was she’d just go on and test his limits in other ways by the imposition
of torments on him that were even more outlandish. 


And he had to go along with all her sadistic games. There was no
alternative. Why? Because the nature of their respective roles dictated that be
the case. She was the dominant partner, he the submissive one. She was the
Mistress, he the slave. He’d had no influence on what she’d done to him before
she’d left him in his current bondage, nor would he have any influence on what
she did to him next.


Antony couldn’t imagine Mandy ever letting him take the lead in any
situation. She would call all the shots so long as he stayed in a sexual
relationship with her – and he was already finding the opposite idea
intolerable to contemplate. She’d lead him with utter confidence and he would
follow her with the utmost servility.


There were great rewards in such an arrangement for a submissive
masochist like him of course. But they could be chosen and doled out only by
Mandy. And the ultimate reward, the ultimate prize in all of this? Dare to
dream, Antony, he told himself boldly. Dare to dream. 


Total enslavement to her twenty-four-seven was what he dreamed of. That
was the ultimate prize.


But, he asked himself, even if that was achievable – a very big if,
bearing in mind Mandy had never actually made mention of such a possibility to
him – did he actually  want a life like that in reality? In a situation where
you had an extremely strict Mistress of the kind Mandy was and an extremely
humble slave of the kind she clearly required the latter had no freedom save
what the former allowed. On the other hand, he reminded himself, the slave in
such circumstances had no responsibilities. And with the absence of
responsibility came certain distinct advantages, not least that there was no
need for him to make difficult choices. 


Antony had already found there was something incredibly exciting about
being unable to prevent Mandy from doing whatever she wanted with him. What, he
asked himself, would a life of total enslavement to her entail? First there
would be frequent periods left in bondage of one kind or another. These would
be the necessary prelude to sadomasochistic sexual interludes, sometimes with
him in bonds and sometimes not – but either way by no means always concluding
with him being allowed to climax. All the immobility and the helplessness, the
utter dependence on her. Did he have it within him to commit to such a life?


Antony honestly felt he did. The thought of it had really taken hold of
him. He exhilarated in the pain Mandy brought him because he was a sexual
masochist. He exhilarated too in the way she constantly drove him to the edge
of orgasm before leaving him hanging. He’d yet to fall over the edge and he’d
continue to do his absolute best not to let that happen during this critical
time in his burgeoning relationship with the dominatrix. If he ultimately
failed he knew it wouldn’t be for the want of trying on his part and trying
like hell. He’d have given his efforts everything he had. In the last analysis
that was all a person could ever do.


His thoughts drifted to Gina. The beautiful and vivacious dominant blonde
had come into his life out of nowhere and presented him with one sexually
exciting challenge after another, testing his staying power as never before.
She’d been a completely different lover from any he had ever known. And he’d
quickly discovered he had a strong taste for the kinky B&D games she loved
to play. He’d ended up being obsessed by Gina and, he believed, with very good
reason. 


It would be hard to overestimate the effect she’d had on his life, which
in his opinion had only really begun when she’d come into it. Gina had made him
see himself completely differently and theirs had been an extraordinary
relationship. As well as being a very dominant and voracious lover she’d been
in her own special way an extremely effective mentor too, greatly helping him
to unlock all his latent sexual submissiveness. 


Despite all that he found he greatly preferred to be with Mandy. The
freedom from responsibility he’d felt when Gina was dominating him was not in
the same league as that he experienced with Mandy who satisfied his innate
sexual masochism too. His time with her so far had been a sort of delicious
agony. It had been a rollercoaster of pleasure and pain, the sensations
deliriously blurred into one. Being sexually dominated by the
dominatrix had given him the most profound pleasure he’d ever experienced.


But what he was aspiring to be was not all about sex, he fully
appreciated that. He felt it would be the greatest privilege to be able to
devotedly serve Mandy hand and foot day-in-day-out in any way she wished. Maybe
she’d want him to be some sort of general factotum to her. Maybe there would be
domestic duties she’d want him to perform: cleaning the house, doing the
laundry, the ironing, the shopping, whatever. 


He had no idea what tasks she might require of him or how menial they’d
be but it didn’t matter to him. He would be happy to do anything she wanted,
delighted to submit to her every demand, her every whim and desire. 


He needed Mandy. He needed her in every way. And he felt he belonged here
with her as her fulltime slave. It was a case of the right person finding the
right person. That was the way he saw things now. Imagine what it would be like
being her fulltime slave, Antony said to himself excitedly. Imagine,
imagine, imagine. 


Then he mentally gave himself a thorough shaking.


You’re jumping ahead of yourself to say the very least, you idiot, and
you damn well know it, the voice in his head berated him. You’ve entered
the realms of the fantastical. You’re kidding yourself. It’s absurd,
ridiculous, delusional. It’s all in your fevered imagination, which you’ve
allowed to completely run away with you this time. For the love of God, get a
grip, man. Get a fucking grip.


But even after subjecting himself to such a ferocious diatribe Antony struggled greatly to accept he’d been on the wrong track. The voice in his head had
told him one thing; his instincts were telling him quite another. The more he
tried to push from his mind what those instincts were telling him the more they
strengthened their grip.  


Even so Antony decided it would be for the best, for the time being at
least, to restrict his thoughts to the more immediate future. Focussing on his
breathing, he put himself into a different headspace as best he could and began
to anticipate the sensations to come at Mandy’s sadistic hands when she
returned to the dungeon. 


Playing it all out in his mind, Antony imagined the dominatrix beating him
harshly with the heavy leather flogger right here where he lay
flat on his stomach and in spread-eagled bondage. Increasingly lost in
fantasy, he saw himself pressed against the unyielding leather
beneath him as the blows rained down, each one an agonising imprint of
punishment that left ever more marks of bright red on his flesh. As
Mandy flogged him without mercy her beautiful bare breasts would heave with the
effort, their nipples as hard as stones. 


Antony shuddered in anticipation in his bonds. The torment of waiting was
luscious. He dozed in this languorously masochistic frame of mind, and woke,
and then dozed again... 
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Some
indeterminate time later the sound of stiletto heels coming towards the door of
the dungeon woke Antony, alerting him to Mandy’s imminent arrival. The
footsteps drew closer, the door opened, the dim lighting came on, and the
dominatrix strode straight over to him. He counted the footsteps as they grew
ever closer. Five, four, three, two, one… and then he felt her gentle touch
once more.  


For a blissful age Mandy delicately trailed the tips of her fingers over Antony’s flesh, caressing his shoulders, the length of his back, and his severely punished
behind. When she’d finally stopped caressing him she unfastened his restraints.


“Turn onto your back, slave,” Mandy told him. And he did so, his hard
cock sticking up like a fleshy flagpole.


As Antony gazed at the stunning dominatrix standing above him he thought
she looked more beautiful than ever. He also thought she looked strangely
abstracted, preoccupied by something or other. 


Mandy seemed to reach a decision and, looking directly at him, said, “I’m
going to cut straight to the chase now, Antony. Do you want to stay here with
me and be my fulltime slave?” 


Antony heard Mandy but it took a moment or two for her words to register.
His head was reeling. He felt woozy, disorientated. Was he still asleep and
dreaming? Was his mind playing the cruellest of cruel tricks on him? Was this
the ultimate wish fulfilment fantasy? 


 “I am delighted with your progress,” Mandy went on. “You’ve demonstrated
a single-minded determination to be a good slave to me that has never once
faltered. The harder I’ve tested that commitment the stronger it’s made it, as
far as I can see. Because, let me tell you, you’ve made not a single slip-up.
You learn fast too. Training you has been like pushing at an open door, and
you’ve shown great potential in every respect. So, what do you say? Do you want
to stay here with me and be my fulltime slave?”


 “The answer’s an unequivocal yes, Mistress,” Antony replied without
hesitation. 


There was a brief pause before Mandy spoke again. “But should it be?” she
asked. “You already know such a life wouldn’t be easy. I’d tell you what to do
and when to do it.” She ran her hand to the stiffness of his cock. As she moved
her palm back and forth over his erection he felt himself start to lose
control. The dominatrix was testing him even now, challenging him not to
ejaculate. Forcing himself to breathe evenly, he got his
control back to the best of his ability.  


“I make all the rules around here as you’re very well aware,” she went
on, stroking, stroking. “And you’d have to play by those rules twenty-four
hours a day, seven days a week. As your Mistress I’d always do what I liked. As
my slave, you’d always do as you’d been told. Would you be able to cope with
all that?”


“I would, Mistress,” he said emphatically. “I know I would.”


 Mandy stopped masturbating Antony, letting go his erection. “But it may
not last,” she pointed out, looking down at him seriously. “You’ll have burned
your bridges and all of it for absolutely nothing. What do you say to that?”


“That I’m more than willing to take the chance, Mistress,” he replied
straight away.


Mandy remained in devil’s advocate mode. “Honestly?” she persisted, her
eyes unflinchingly on his. “Are you absolutely certain such an extreme and
uncompromising existence is what you really want?”


“I’m a hundred percent certain, Mistress,” he replied, no doubt in his
clear blue eyes. “I’ve never been more certain about anything in all my life.” 


Mandy’s face lit up. “That’s marvellous,” she said, and leaned over,
pulling his face close. She opened her mouth and gave him the
most passionate of kisses.


 Antony delighted in the delicious feel of her sensuous
lips on his. He was full of longing, his heart and his hard-on both beating
with the ache of desire as she kissed and kissed him, her tongue sliding
warmly into his mouth.


The dominatrix eventually stopped kissing Antony. She climbed onto the
bondage table, knelt astride him and began to guide his erection into her sex.
She gave a gasp as she settled down onto his shaft and another when it went
fully home. 


“You can come as soon as I do, slave,” she said, her vaginal muscles
tightening and relaxing in spasms around his hard cock.


 Mandy moved her quivering thighs up and down rhythmically and was soon
at fever pitch, extremely close to climaxing. She thrust herself down one last
time and shuddered as the orgasm started to take her.


Antony gave a corresponding shudder and he began to come as well, the
orgasm taking them together and separately. The full force of
the climax hit them both in waves, their bodies shaking in pure ecstasy as the
sensations flooded through them. When they were both finally spent Mandy
collapsed slowly onto Antony’s chest. He felt her heart beating hard against
his, her breathing heavy.


Once her heartbeat and breathing had slowed down closer to normal, Mandy
extricated herself from Antony’s body and got gracefully to her feet. “I’m
going off to have a quick shower, slave,” she told him. “Go to your sleeping
quarters and do likewise. After that I’m taking you out to celebrate.”
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They were at the smart restaurant to which Mandy had taken Antony to celebrate his new status. He gazed at the dominatrix across the dining table, across the shiny cutlery and sparkling
glasses. Her glossy jet-black hair shimmered in the
flickering candlelight and her violet eyes glittered. The clingy purple minidress she had on, which was low-cut at the
front, enhanced her shapely contours. 


Their table was nestled in an alcove and was ideal for a private
conversation. This time not only had the dominatrix abandoned
the requirement Antony always address her as “Mistress” but had also told him
he could speak to her whenever he liked. 


 Antony took a bite of the food on his plate, relished
it, and said, “I can’t thank you enough for organizing this, Mandy. It’s
fantastic.” 


 She shrugged off his thanks. “What you’ve agreed to is a very big deal indeed. It’s momentous
when you think about it. I wanted to mark the occasion properly.” 


The couple looked around them for a moment, enjoying the ambience of the
busy, well-run restaurant. They gazed at the dark-suited
waiters gliding to and fro beneath glittering chandeliers sparkling with light.



“I’ve always liked this place,” said Mandy, raising her
wine glass to her lips and taking a sip. “The service is invariably attentive
and discreet. Most importantly, the cuisine is excellent.”


Antony took another bite of
food. “I couldn’t agree more,” he said. “This is absolutely delicious.”


There was a silence between them as they continued with
their meal. Then Mandy said, “Are there any questions you’d particularly like
to ask me. If so, please feel free.” 


Antony put down his knife and
fork and thought for a moment. “I was wondering if you had a job,” he said. 


“Sure I do,” she told him, “of sorts anyway. I tend to
think of it more as a very well-paid hobby.”


“How do you mean?” he asked, intrigued by her response.


She cocked her head “Last weekend, did you by any chance
notice any of the artwork hanging on my living room wall?”


 “I very much had other things on my mind.” Antony gave her a wry smile. “But, yes, I couldn’t help but notice those pictures. I don’t
know too much about art, but I thought they were very beautiful.”


“A most flattering response, I have to say, Antony.” Mandy set her glass to one side. “Because I painted all those pictures myself,
you see. I’m an artist by profession and an established one at that: lots of
exhibitions, commissions and so on. The pieces hanging in my living room are
special favorites of mine that I don’t want to be parted from.”


 “Very understandable,” said Antony. There was a pause
before he asked, “Do you paint your amazing pictures at home or do you have a
studio some place else?”


“I work from home,” Mandy replied. “I haven’t given you
the grand tour of the house yet. But when I do you’ll see that my studio is on
the first floor. My bedroom is on the second floor,” she added meaningfully,
“and I look forward to spending plenty of time with you there.” 


“Me too.” Antony’s body let out a little shiver.


“Any other questions?”


He reached for his wine, took a sip, and pondered for a
moment. “Where do you know Gina from?” he asked, setting his glass back on the
table.


“We initially met a few years ago,” Mandy replied. “It
was at a rope bondage workshop we’d both attended and we immediately
connected.  Having hit it off straight away, we stayed friends and remained in
fairly regular contact.” She paused. “Gina knew I was between slaves, so to
speak. And when it became evident your relationship was coming to an end she
got in touch, said she’d thought of me.” Another pause. “I’m so very glad she
did because – what more can I say? – things developed very quickly between the
two of us and we are where we are now, which is an extremely good place to be.”


“Amen to that,” said Antony. 


Mandy studied him for several long seconds. “Any more questions?” she said. “I’ll tell you anything you want to
know, anything at all.” 


Antony looked thoughtful. “The
question’s entirely academic obviously,” he said, “but what if I’d turned down
your proposal I become your fulltime slave and in fact had gone even further
than that and decided to call it a day between us altogether?”


She raised an eyebrow. “Because you knew when it came to
the crunch you couldn’t be what I wanted you to be?”


“That I’d come to that reluctant conclusion, yes,” he
replied measuredly.


“I’d have been distraught to say the least,” Mandy said,
holding his gaze. “I’ve had a number of live-in slaves since I got as heavily
into BDSM as I am, and they were all good choices in their way. But the
relationships never lasted long and, quite frankly, I never thought they would.
The truth is when I was with any of them I never felt remotely like I do with
you.”


“No?” Antony said softly.


“No,” Mandy replied. “And the reason for that quite
simply is I’ve fallen for you and fallen hard. The first time I set eyes on you
I knew down deep you were unique – and in a very good way. I feel that so much
more now. To me you are the one.” She paused a beat. “Do you feel the
same way about me or not… or am I simply going too fast for you here?”


“You’re not going too fast for me.” Antony’s voice was
somewhat unsteady. “Look, Mandy, can I really lay it on the line with you?”


 “Please do.” she told him. “Don’t hold back.”


 Antony took a deep breath. “With you I think – I
know – I’ve finally found my soul mate, the person I’ve been looking for
all my life. If you ever wearied of me or, God forbid, anything awful happened
to you I don’t know what I’d do.”


Mandy’s eyes were shining. “I feel exactly the same way
about you, Antony.”


They were both quiet a moment. Then Mandy raised her
glass to make a toast. “Salut,” she said. “To us.”


Antony lightly clinked glasses with her. “To us,” he said, gladness
filling his heart. 
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Six months later


 


Mandy and Antony were in the second-floor bedroom of the tall Georgian house Antony now called home.
The couple were both naked and extremely aroused, their bodies pulsing with sexual energy, their senses tingling. Mandy lay
on her back on the bed with her legs parted, her sex open and gleaming with
love juice. Antony knelt at the foot of the bed watching her, his erection
straining upwards and throbbing. 


“Worship my pussy with your tongue, slave,” Mandy
commanded, motioning with a crooked finger to him. 


Antony got onto the bed, crawled on his belly between her open thighs,
and started to get to work with his sinuous tongue. He tongued and teased
Mandy’s shiny wet clit with quick flicking motions before pressing his tongue
deeper into her. He swirled it over and over, in and out.


The dominatrix writhed in delight, raking her fingernails over his back
while gyrating under his tongue. Her delicious juices flooded Antony’s face as
he lapped at her sex, soon sweeping her to the shivering ecstasy of a powerful
orgasm.


After a few moments Mandy disengaged her body from his and climbed
lithely off the bed. She took hold of a black leather whip and immediately
swung it down with a swish, quickly followed by a sharp cracking sound as its thongs
connected with Antony’s backside. His body spasmed with sensation and he let
out a wail at the white heat of searing pain she’d delivered. After her first
blow she brought the whip down again and again with one rapid swish and crack
after another. 


Each of Mandy’s strikes hurt more than the one that preceded it. But
after a short while they prompted the inevitable reaction from her masochistic
slave and the blows she was delivering began to send sharp tremors of sensation
through his body that were more like pleasure than pain. Antony’s erection
pulsed each time the black leather whip came crashing down on his reddened rear
cheeks, the pain of each blow by now immediately converting to delirious
pleasure. 


When the whipping finally ceased he felt Mandy’s fingers lightly touching
his backside, exploring the punished skin and softly stroking the blazing heat
she had inflicted on it. The dominatrix finished admiring her handiwork and put
the whip to one side. 


She instructed Antony to get onto the floor on his hands and knees, and
began to harness on a double dildo strap-on. Mandy groaned with pleasure, the
muscles of her pussy clamping onto the internal dildo as she buried it inside
herself. She went on to apply a generous amount of lubricant to the external
shaft. 


Antony jolted forward before pressing his behind back against the dildo
that Mandy thrust into his anus. He moaned in pleasure as
she began to fuck him in the ass with smooth deliberate strokes. 


He pushed back harder, taking more in and raised
his backside as she began to peg him with more vigor, working her hips back and
forth. His chest heaved, his breath came in gasps, and his raging erection
throbbed more insistently, twitching with pre-cum.


Antony was now deep in subspace, lost in the dark pleasure of his
submission to his Mistress as she pounded into him, pressing
urgently at the walls of his inner passage with her strap-on. The hole
alternately tensed and relaxed as she made the dildo penetrate further, harder.



Mandy built up even more momentum. Antony’s rear cheeks
rose and fell to meet the escalating thrust of the dildo she moved in and out
of him with such speed and skill. She was pumping really hard now, pistoning
ceaselessly into Antony. There were tremors in his body every time she thrust
into him and he was getting ever more frantically close to the point of no
return.


 “Come for me, slave,” Mandy demanded when she knew the time was right,
leaning forward and moving her hand under him to grasp his throbbing erection. 


She began rubbing quickly and Antony soon climaxed in spasms, his hard
cock shooting out spurt after spurt of creamy cum. And Mandy, the pulse between
her thighs fervent again as she contracted her pussy round the internal dildo
of her strap-on, climaxed mightily too with a cry of unbridled joy.


When Mandy and Antony had finally descended from their
orgasmic highs she pulled the dildo from his anus, and removed her
strap-on harness. She told Antony to kneel upright before her, which he did
straightaway, looking at the naked Goddess standing above him.


“You obviously loved me doing all that to you as much as I loved doing
it, slave,” Mandy said. 


“I love everything you do to me, Mistress,” Antony replied euphorically.
“It’s wonderful being your slave. Every day with you is
the best day of my life.” 


He meant what he said. Mandy loved to dominate and discipline him every
which way. And he loved her doing that, adored it. Since becoming her fulltime
slave Antony had experienced at her skilful hands various exciting forms of
BDSM play that had been completely new to him before: body bags, pin wheels,
needle play, wax play, breath play, puppy play, weighted clamps, chastity
devices, electro-stimulation, the list went on. 


Antony had responded to them all with great enthusiasm, inexorably driven
as he was by the humiliation and pain and pleasure of serving the glorious
dominatrix who owned him body and soul. Mandy had such control
over him he was entirely at her mercy, hers to do with exactly as she desired.
She’d taken all Antony’s responsibility from him and he’d willingly surrendered
it to her, delighting in his life of total enslavement to his adored Mistress. 


Mandy understood Antony like nobody else had ever done
or ever could. She saw deep inside his very being and knew she could do
anything she liked with him. That was because Antony trusted her completely. Her limits were his limits. He loved Mandy with all his
heart, and she loved him the very same way. They had a bond that was unlike any
other. Together they were whole, complete, matched like contrasting sides of
the same coin.


 


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 the genre. He is the author of the highly
acclaimed “Mistress” series of novels. 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. 


“In my writing I thoroughly enjoy exploring the psychology of
submission and the joys and perils of the BDSM lifestyle, as well as the
redemptive power of love,” says Alex. “This last is definitely worth mentioning
because, although the books are full of graphic discipline, bondage and
domination, they are essentially love stories.”


All the novels in the popular ongoing “Mistress” series are one-offs,
so they can be read in any order. 


 

















 


 


If
you enjoyed LESSONS FROM THE MISTRESS you might also enjoy:
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OF SEDUCTION 


By Alex Jordaine


 


* * * * *


Five-Star Review Published on Amazon.com


Every time I read one of Alex Jordaine's Mistress series
I think, "This is even better than the last one". And so it was again
with Mistress of Seduction. 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. 


 


John Morton isn’t really interested in sex – or so he’s always told
himself. But then he meets high-end professional
dominatrices Suzanne Greenwood and Laura
Collins who employ him to manage their finances. And in getting to know them as
more than clients he realises exactly how wrong he’s been.


Under the seductive influence of the two stunning dommes John’s years
of self-deception unravel. He’s at first shocked then deeply thrilled and
excited to discover the true nature of his sexuality. It feels amazingly
liberating to submit to the strict discipline the women inflict upon him, his
backside smarting hotly from their cruel punishment, his erection raging.


Suzanne and Laura constantly push John’s boundaries, upping the ante all the time, and in the process take him into
the dark depths of hardcore BDSM. But his ever more extreme experiences at
their sadistic hands eventually bring him to a point where he loses his nerve.
He feels compelled to bring that heady chapter of his life to an end.


At the same time one of John’s other clients, a talented young fashion
designer called Monika Lewis, tells him she’s very attracted to him. He jumps
at the opportunity of starting a “normal” sexual relationship with the dynamic
blonde beauty. It doesn’t work out though and he gives up on her. But she
doesn’t give up on him. With help from an unexpected quarter Monika prepares a
less than tender trap for the unsuspecting John.


 


 


[bookmark: excerptformmistressofseduction]Excerpt from MISTRESS
OF SEDUCTION:


 


When John got inside he made straight for the bedroom, intent on
stripping off and having a shower. As he entered the bedroom he caught a brief
glimpse of himself in the full-length mirror on the back of the wardrobe and
stopped to take a closer look at the reflection of his face. It stared back at
him, exactly the same as it always looked. His appearance hadn’t changed at
all. But he had. He could feel it deep inside: an entirely altered perspective
on the world.  


John still found it hard to believe what he had seen on
the TV screen in Laura’s living room, still less what she had done to him in
that same room and afterwards in her dungeon. God Almighty, he said to himself
in amazement, when he’d agreed to go and see her this evening he hadn’t
envisaged anything like that happening to him at all. He could
still feel the effects of the sublime pleasure-pain Laura had delivered to his
backside with the flat of her hand, the strap and the whip. 


John stripped naked and brought his hands to his behind,
letting his fingertips seek out the most sensitive areas of pain. He squirmed
as he explored himself and each spasm of sensation brought memories flooding
back of what had happened to him at Laura’s sadistic hands. 


John’s mind raced at the memories of all that delirious
humiliation and pain. His rear was marked with the evidence of his chastisement
and he could feel the burning ache of it as he turned to look over his shoulder
at the wardrobe mirror, anxious to view the marks he’d just felt with his
fingers.  


As he looked at the reflection of his naked punished rear in the mirror,
continuing to experience the after-burn of all that punishment, he was
conscious of the pounding of his heart. It was beating so loudly that for a few
moments he heard nothing else. He felt aroused again, his
cock already at half-mast. And his reflection in the mirror
made him feel even more turned-on as he gazed over his shoulder, captivated by
the dark outlines of the harsh punishment Laura had inflicted on his backside.


Still gazing behind him at his punished rear in the long
mirror, he began to relive the experience of his chastisement by Laura: the way
she’d beaten his backside with ever greater ferocity, slicing more and
more red heat through his body; the way it had burned into his skin, sinking
deeper and deeper. The thought of it sent shock waves
through his nervous system and made him shiver with
excitement, made the tip of his now fully erect shaft wet and sticky with
pre-cum.


He continued to gaze at the marks of his chastisement,
those blazing lines of fire on his flesh.  The sight of them sent thrills of pleasure through his body. Lust glittering in his eyes
and his breath coming faster, he touched his hard cock, encircling it with his
fist. 


John rubbed his shaft softly at first, flicking his
thumb over the wet slit of its glans. Then he started to masturbate harder, his
eyes shining with ever mounting desire as he jerked his erection rhythmically.
He turned slightly so he could continue to observe his damaged rear while also
looking at himself rubbing his hard-on, his fingers moving up and down, up and
down... 


 


 
















If
you enjoyed LESSONS FROM THE MISTRESS you might also enjoy:
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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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TOP
QUALITY FEMDOM EROTIC FICTION


Interview with
Alex Jordaine by Cara Sutra in her award-winning sexuality magazine,
carasutra.com


As a dominatrix and Mistress on
the fetish scene I have a strong personal interest in all things Femdom. So it
was genuinely thrilling some years ago to find an author who wrote first-rate
erotic fiction around the power dynamic of female domination. I initially
discovered Alex Jordaine’s fiction when I read “Mistress of Torment”, the very
first of his highly acclaimed “Mistress” series of books. I thoroughly enjoyed
it and, over a dozen such novels later, he remains one of my favorite writers.
If you have any interest in Femdom and the female domination aspect of BDSM,
you will love Alex Jordaine’s “Mistress” books. 


As well as being a talented
author Alex is, I was delighted to discover when I talked with him five years
ago for my magazine, a fascinating interviewee. I’ve interviewed him several
times since and we’ve discussed both his fiction and also his thoughts on wider
issues relating to Femdom BDSM. Here are the edited highlights of those
interviews.


Cara: How
did you get into writing Femdom erotica?


 


Alex: If
you want to write well and with real conviction it’s a good rule of thumb to
write about something you both know and are passionate about. In my case that’s
Femdom and BDSM. That’s why I chose the genre of Femdom erotica when I started
writing. I’ve stuck with it ever since because I’ve found it works so well for
me as a storyteller: all those strict rules, all that seething emotion and
sexuality. Something’s got to give and when it does the story kicks in with a
vengeance.


 


Cara:
What’s the best advice you’ve ever received as a writer?


 


Alex: To
always remember my audience. And I always do. The audience for my “Mistress”
books are by definition interested in Femdom and BDSM, want characters and a
story they can really engage with, and most importantly want to be turned on by
what they’re reading. I try hard not to let them down and every one of my books
is as good as I can possibly make it.


 


One of the first
reviews I received for my work described it as a BDSM lover’s dream and gave it
a, quote, multiple O's rating. I aim to have the same effect on my readers with
every “Mistress” book I write. That’s not however to suggest that the stories
shy away from dark emotions. Loneliness, loss, despair, deceit, regret, trauma,
you name it. They’re all to be found in the books but explored in a way that I
hope adds to the eroticism of the stories rather than detracting from it. This
is because, as I say, I always remember my audience and what they’re looking
for from their read. 


 


Cara:
What do you enjoy most about writing?


 


Alex: I
enjoy all aspects of writing but if I had to single out one thing it would be
the way I constantly surprise myself. I cannot tell you the number of times
I’ve gotten to the end of a chapter I’ve just written and thought, “Well, I
didn’t expect that to happen.” It’s weird because it’s come out of my head. You
think I’d know what was coming. I believe readers somehow pick up on
that element of surprise and it adds to their enjoyment of the stories.


 


A compliment
I’ve received quite a few times is that the reader found it difficult to put
the book down and didn’t want it to end. I can’t think of much higher praise
for a book than that and I love it when my work connects with readers in that
way. It’s great to give so much pleasure to people and that is a strong
motivator to me as a writer. 


 


Cara: All
your “Mistress” books are dedicated to Mistress G. Who is she? 


 


Alex:
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 quite a long time. My
books are escapist fiction but they have an authenticity about them based on my
personal experience of BDSM with Mistress G. Again, I think readers pick up on
that at some level and it enhances their enjoyment of the stories.


 


Cara:
Your “Mistress” books are not for the fainthearted. Would you agree?


 


Alex: I
would and it’s unavoidable, I’m afraid. It’s not a problem as I see it though,
because it goes with the territory. They are very much niche fiction, after
all, and are explicitly marketed as such. They are aimed at readers who have an
appreciation of the dynamics of BDSM: the passion and intensity of the power
exchange, the endorphin high of the pleasure-pain, the almost tantric nature of
the sex involved, and above all the trust that’s such a vitally important part
of it all. Also, although my “Mistress” novels are full of graphic discipline,
bondage and domination, they’re essentially love stories. They explore the
redemptive power of love and celebrate women. 


 


Cara:
You’ve got an impressive back catalogue now. How do you manage such a
prodigious output? 


 


Alex:
When you love writing as much as I do it doesn’t feel like work. I consider
myself privileged to be doing what I do because I know my novels and stories
give real pleasure to readers who are into Femdom BDSM. 


 


Cara: You
are always at pains to emphasise that each of your “Mistress” novels stands
alone, with an entirely different cast of characters et cetera, so they can be
read in any order. But is there a common theme that runs through the books?


.


Alex: The
one that springs immediately to mind is that the male protagonist is invariably
conflicted in some way. It is that inner conflict that creates the tension that
drives the plot. 


 


Cara: All
your novels are fast paced – real page-turners. Do you write them quickly?


 


Alex: No,
they usually take quite a while. To achieve that “pacey” feeling you’re talking
about involves me sticking to an edict I believe in strongly as an author,
which is that “good writing is rewriting”.


 


Cara:
Your books are very powerful, like they come from the gut. To what extent are
they based on personal experience?


 


Alex: I
really let rip in my “Mistress” books and other stories, and they are flights
of wild imagination. Having said that, though, it is certainly the case the
core of my writing comes from lived experience.


 


Cara: Talking of that “lived
experience”, I’d like to broaden our conversation now to talk more generally
about Femdom BDSM. It continues to be viewed as extremely niche in the media,
doesn’t it? And not just in the media. “Femdom: The BDSM Scene Outsider?” is
the title of an article I wrote not long ago on the subject for my magazine.
Where do you stand on this issue?


 


Alex: I read your piece when you
first brought it out and found it excellent – really thought provoking and
engaging. My own stance on the issue is very simple. Females and males come
into this world equal as infants. BDSM is a minority interest for adults and
always will be. It covers a lot of things but in essence involves a power
exchange between two people. On the face of it you’d think there’d be roughly
the same number of Femdom couples on the BDSM scene as there are Maledom ones.


 


However the fact is Maledom greatly predominates on that scene and
the only reason I can think of for this is the one you set out so well in your
article: traditionally accepted gender roles that go back centuries. As you
point out, women in this country weren’t even allowed to vote until a hundred
years ago, which represents only the blinking of an eye in historical terms.


 


Your article concludes – more in sorrow than in anger, I thought
when I read it – by suggesting perhaps the world simply isn’t ready to fully
accept Femdom yet. I think that is right, which makes people like you, me and
Mistress G very ahead of our time. And that isn’t a bad thing to be, when all’s
said and done.


 


Cara: You mentioned that Mistress G
and you have been serious players on the fetish scene for quite a long time.
What lessons have you taken away from that on the subject we’re currently
discussing?


 


Alex: Mistress G and I have always
gone to well-run clubs and can honestly say we’ve never been treated as outsiders
in the slightest at any of them, quite the reverse in fact. This speaks very
well of the fetish community, I feel. Also over the years, while Maledom has
continued to predominate at the clubs we have attended, we’ve also seen a
steady and growing increase in the number of Femdom couples attending. This can
be nothing but good.


 


Finally it seems to us from personal observation and involvement
that many of the young people coming onto the scene nowadays are very relaxed
about it all and open to a whole range of new experiences, which very much
includes Femdom.


 


Cara: That’s a nice positive note
on which to conclude our interview, Alex. Thank you so much for sharing your
thoughts with me. It’s been a great pleasure talking to you.


 


Alex: The feeling’s mutual, Cara.
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All these Alex Jordaine
titles are available for purchase on the Amazon website where you can also
visit his author page 


 
















YOU’VE REACHED


 


“THE END!”
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