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1

The women stood in two lines opposite one another, faces hidden in the shadows of their hooded silken black cloaks. They held flaming torches, the golden light dancing in the black night. Compared to the pain he’d already endured, the discomfort of the gravel beneath his hands and knees as he crawled between them, barely registered. His nipples were swollen. His back striped red. His ass bruised purple. His entire body ached.

The path, the row of flames narrowed to one cloaked figure, one woman – the source of everything; motivation and desire. He stopped and bowed down before her, arms outstretched in worshipping surrender.

“On your haunches,” came that French tinged voice, stiffening the fine hairs at his neck.

He settled his ass back against his calves, head lowered, wrists crossed at his spine in submissive posture. Beneath, between his spread thighs, he saw the horizontal bars of the silver chastity glinting in the firelight. He saw his cock pushing out between those bars struggling for an escape that wasn’t there. In many ways it was like it belonged to someone else. In many ways it did.

“Look at me,” she said.

His eyes rose on a face that just as it had that first time, had his heart stilling. Glossy toffee brown hair framed delicate features. Eyes – a smoky sapphire blue – bore into him.

“You’ve bled for me. You’ve suffered for me. You’ve spent a month under my key as proof of your self-sacrifice, have you not?”

“Yes, Madame.”

“And still you give yourself to me in body, mind and soul for as long as you draw breath or I choose to retire you?”

“I do, Madame,” he said, voice almost cracking with emotion.

Those penetrating eyes remained fixed on him for two heavy thumps of his heart, then she was turning.

“Very well,” she said, drawing the orange tipped branding iron from its fiery pit.

His body tensed at sight of it. A bead of sweat trickled down his spine.

“Assume the position for me,” she said, leather boots crunching over the gravel towards him. “Ass up.”

Palms returned to the roughness below, breath now coming short and sharp as he positioned himself accordingly.

“Take this mark as symbol of your faithful servitude and entry to my stable…”

And with her words the branding iron landed, jerking his head to the dark heavens in screaming howl – above the stars spun in blurring streaks across his vision…

Three Months Earlier

You stared into the amber liquid long enough and it was easy to convince yourself it contained some great and universal truth knowable to only you. Andrew moved his hand in circular motion, watching the scotch gently swirl and slosh the glasses low sides. He allowed the drink to settle, before taking a long slow sip, savouring the warm kick it gave. Another week at the heady heights of high finance and the drink was a soothing balm he couldn’t have done without. It was a miracle he wasn’t coked up to the eyeballs like so many others, but he wasn’t that way inclined. He had two vices, the drink and—

“Excuse me…” The young blonde reached past him, her left breast softly pressing his shoulder as she picked a black straw and napkin from the side of the bar. She made sure to meet his gaze, give enough of a smile to show her interest, then was heading back to the booth she’d come from. Her brunette friend was as ripe and fresh looking as she was.

Andrew took in the pair in their slinky minidresses, saw their whispery chuckles and glances back over his way. Party girls out for a fun night. Maybe I’ll give them it, thought Andrew, making a mental note to make a move if his date hadn’t shown up in ten. He scanned across the room and the business types cutting loose after a long week, on his way back to his drink. He took another slow sip, numbers and figures and the flashing reds and greens of computer monitors receding like a bad dream. He glanced at his Rolex – screw ten minutes.

Drink in hand, he slipped from the leather bar stool, all set to approach the two cuties. A force, a magnetism, stopped him still and dragged his eyes right to the entrance. And there she was, walking into his life like a thunderbolt.

She wore a form-fitting knee length red dress, sheer black tights, stilettoes with silver heels long enough to impale a wayward hand. Her walk, her whole movement somehow had a relaxed nonchalance yet purposeful air – like she knew exactly what she wanted and where she’d find it. She turned heads. She transfixed.

“Not going somewhere are we?” Her voice was as refined as everything else about her; the hint of a French accent to a posh voice that spoke of someone who’d attended the finest schools Europe had to offer.

Andrew swallowed the lump at his throat. “No, Madame,” he answered, strangely compelled to call her by the title she’d used on the exclusive dating app they’d made contact, though he’d never called anyone by it in his life.

“Good, because that would’ve have been a shame.”

She picked up a vodka martini that had appeared on the bar without the bow tied barman being asked to make it, and led the way to a private table for two – unoccupied despite the bustling Friday night crowd. And all the while Andrew drunk in her exquisiteness. So distracting was she that he bumped his leg on the table as he sat.

“Sorry, Madame.” There was that word again. “Should I call you…”

“Madame will suffice for our purposes.”

Andrew found himself nodding like an obedient schoolboy. He watched the woman before him sipping her drink as elegantly as she did everything else, suddenly, and out of character, lost for words.

“Do you erm…come here often?” He knew the lameness of the question before he’d even asked it.

“They know me. Know my signals if I need saving.”

Andrew chuckled nervously. The ghost of a smile hung on the woman’s lips. Her look probing like a predator assessing its prey.

“You’re a very handsome man,” she said.

“You’re an exceptionally pretty woman. But I suppose you hear that all the time.”

“It never hurts.” She twirled the little cocktail stick in her drink between her fingers in a way that was utterly bewitching.

Andrew forced his eyes from it. “So what do you do?” he asked.

“I own things.”

“Property?”

“Many things.” That look. That faint smile. “But let’s not discuss work.”

“Fine by me.” He sipped his scotch. His eyes didn’t leave her.

“What are you looking for, Andrew? A connection, something meaningful? Or a fun time, a good fuck?”

“Can’t I be looking for both?”

She lifted the cocktail stick with the olive to her mouth. It passed between her delicate bow shaped rose red lips. Andrew felt a stirring at his loins. He cleared his throat. He sat up a little straighter.

“Do you think you know yourself?” she asked.

“As well as anyone knows themselves, I suppose.”

“Describe yourself to me – three words.”

“Three words…? Determined. Ambitious. Successful.” Andrew smiled with a self-satisfaction that belied the brittleness of his words. If it was true he was all those things, then it was also true such qualities had left a gaping void he was still trying to fill. “Your turn,” he said.

“Successful,” she said, seeming to relish repeating his own word back at him. “Demanding. Dominant.”

“You like being on top, huh?”

“You could say that.” Red varnished fingernails gently tapped the table top.

“That’s not one of your signals, is it? I’d hate for this to be over.”

“If it is you’ll find out soon enough.” A teasing smile.

Andrew glanced to the barman behind, taking his eyes off her for the first time since she’d entered. There was no suggestion of anyone coming to prise her from him.

“Do dominant women make you feel uncomfortable, Andrew?”

His head whipped back to face her. “Nope, not in the slightest.”

“Maybe you’ve never met a dominant like me.”

“Maybe.”

The silence wasn’t heavy. It was electric. The chemistry the sort that made it feel like you were the only people in the bar. Andrew had a ravenous urge to taste her, kiss her, run his hands over every square inch of her body. His will not to felt like it dangled by a thin thread ready to snap at any moment. He watched her drain the last of the martini.

“Would you like another?” he asked.

“Would you like to continue this back at mine?” she asked, her question trumping his tenfold.

“What do you think?”

She rose from the table. She led the way, once more turning heads. Andrew didn’t so much as glance in the direction of the two ripe young things still in their booth. He had eyes for Madame, and Madame alone. On her they stayed.

Outside he went to hail a cab. She looked over at him like he was an idiot. She had her ride – a silver Bentley. She had her driver, a lean sixty something, tanned and hawkish and dressed in a smart chauffeur’s uniform. His watchful eyes lingered in the rear-view mirror.

“Don’t worry, he’s as harmless as a puppy dog. Just a little over protective is all. Isn’t that right, Charles?”

“Yes, Madame,” came the reply at once.

She patted Andrew’s thigh, then looked to the London night whizzing by. Her touch had Andrew’s cock stirring. He stared at her one long moment taking in her fineness. Her photos on the app had been artful black and whites that offered only a teasing glimpse of the reality. My god, have I hit the jackpot, thought Andrew, finally turning to see those bird of prey eyes sneaking another glance.

The chauffeur slowed the car to a smooth stop. “Enjoy your evening, Madame.”

“Thank you, Charles,” she said, popping the door, swinging her legs out tucked neatly together.

Andrew patted the driver on the shoulder as he slid out. “She’s in safe hands,” he said.

The driver turned, said with a certain relish, “It’s not her I worry for.”

The Chelsea apartment block was the type of place the moneyed had used as a base for centuries. Its red bricked façade had a modest grandeur. Not like Andrew’s flash new build.

“Madame,” said the doughy concierge on duty, rushing from behind his workstation and pressing for the elevator.

“Martin,” she said, acknowledging him slightly dismissively – like she didn’t expect anything less – as she strode through the open elevator doors.

“He’s well trained,” said Andrew, half-jokingly as they rose.

“As all males should be,” she said, with a look that told him she was deadly serious.

Her apartment was high ceilinged, spacious, scrupulously clean and tidy. The décor a coordinated blend of white and gold and mushroom taupe. The furnishings a thought through mix of old and new.

“Nice place,” said Andrew, following through into a large living room.

“I think so.” She watched him stroll to the window and back, gleaning what he could from a space that had it been his, would have stifled due to its neatness.

“What?” she asked at his look.

“Just something your driver said to me.”

“Charles is a naughty one, ignore him.”

“I wouldn’t have blamed him for being concerned. I mean you hardly know me.”

“I know enough.” She stepped towards him closing the gap so there was no more than a hands length between them. “I know you’re a city hotshot. I know you’re just the sort I like to play with.”

He caught a whiff of her subtle perfumed scent; a fragrance that once smelt was impossible not to be aware of. He felt a thickening at his crotch. He felt a stiffening of resolve against the animalistic urge to ravish her. “I could be crazy, you’re just the type that could make a man crazy.”

“I’ll take that as a compliment,” she said, glimmer of a smile showing.

She turned the corner of his navy suit jacket from his shoulder in gesture that she wanted it. “Take this off,” she said.

Andrew slipped it off and handed it to her like it was his idea. Entranced, watched her slide it on over her own bare arms, then start at the buttons on his shirt. “What are you doing?” he asked, though it was obvious.

“Shhh.” The quiet hiss was that of a mother smoothing a small child. She finished with the last of his buttons, disappeared to his rear and with the gentlest of tugs stripped him of the white fabric. “Shoes and socks,” she said in a level voice shot through with such authority that he barely thought twice.

Bare soles on the parquet flooring, he stood to feel her soft breasts pressing at his back, her fingers working unsighted as they unbuttoned his trousers, slid down his flies.

“Look, lady…” He turned into her scent and lost his train of thought entirely.

“Madame,” she corrected him with a whisper at his ear, her hands clasping his waist telling him she wanted him facing the way he was.

She removed his wristwatch. She unbuckled his belt. She allowed his trousers to fall to his ankles. Then, in what felt like slow motion, hooked her thumbs into the waistband of his boxers and eased them downwards.

“Step forward a pace.” Her voice coming from behind a shoulder as steady and commanding as ever.

Andrew did so, leaving his clothes puddled behind. Breathing shallow, a knotty tightness at his abdomen, he felt as naked as he’d ever felt in his life. She heightened that feeling, heels tapping her slow step as she moved to face him.

Standing so elegantly clothed, her silvery blue eyes dropped to that part of him inching upwards. She gave a barely audible snort of amusement and met his gaze making not just his cock, but his entire body stiffen. With a mischievous expression, she closed the two paces between them, gliding it seemed to Andrew who reached out ready to pull her into his embrace and taste her as he’d wanted to from the very first instant he’d seen her. But her hand resisted, with a touch, a look, she changed the momentum of the moment and suddenly it was her guiding his hands upwards.

“Keep them there,” she said of his raised arms.

Her gliding step once more had him transfixed. She picked up a small remote, pressed a button. An all but invisible hatch sliding open in the ceiling above, jerked his head to it. A length of chain with two metal cuffs descended. Before Andrew could make sense of what was happening, she had his wrists bound in those cuffs. She stepped back. She pressed a button on the remote. And this time the chain ascended, lifting him onto his tippy toes.

“What is this?” he gulped, realising his helplessness far too late.

“Playtime,” she said, swirling a finger in S shaped squiggle over the dark hairs at his chest, then in slashing stroke down his abs towards his neatly cut pubes, “I already told you that.”

Andrew looked up to the cuffs from which he dangled. He twisted and turned and realised there was no getting loose.

“The more you struggle, the more uncomfortable you’re only going to make yourself.” She grabbed his balls, stilling him to the spot.

“Please,” said Andrew, “whatever you want it’s yours. Just don’t hurt me.”

The chuckle was high and mellifluous and in any other circumstance would have delighted the ears, but here, like this, only sent a shiver down his spine.

“Oh, Andrew, that’s precisely why I have you here.” She gave a grin, released his balls and tapped her remote. A section of the white wall slid away to reveal a collection of whips and canes, floggers, paddles, crops and clamps against a red velvet background. Like the hatch you’d never have guessed any of it was there.

“Jesus,” murmured Andrew. The bondage items looked high-end, designer.

“Any preferences?”

He remained silent, swirling thoughts struggling to catch up with the situation.

“Very well…paddle it is.” She picked the rectangular black leather object from the display. She walked back over, eyeing a cock that despite everything remained mortifyingly stiff.

Andrew felt the solid smoothness of the strap placed at his backside. It disappeared and he clenched in anticipation of the hit. One, two, three, four, five heavy beats of his pounding heart. Only then, relaxing, thinking it might not come, did she land it with a hard thump swinging him forward.

“What did I say about moving?” Her hand came between his thighs and dragged him back by the balls.

Barely had Andrew caught his breath than the paddle was there again at his rear. This time there was no five seconds, two at most before it was landing with another hard thump. He dug the tips of his toes into the floor, managing to hold himself still so as to avoid being yanked back in place by his balls.

“Better,” came the voice behind sounding both pleased and amused.

“Why are you doing this?” asked Andrew.

“You’re a clever boy. I think you can figure it out.”

It amuses you. It turns you on. Because you’re a sadistic. Those thoughts had a hot wind blowing through him. The press of the paddle. Another hard thump. Then a fourth, a fifth, a sixth, a seventh.

“You didn’t bring me a gift tonight, that’s very, very, very rude,” she said, smacking him three times in succession.

Andrew grimaced. “Please, no more.”

“You’re going to have to beg better than that.” She thrashed him again, then again. “You work out, Andrew? You look like you do. I do like a nice firm ass. Colours so much more readily.” The press of the paddle was replaced by her cool palm. It shut his eyes. It had him filling his lungs. “Now we’re getting somewhere. Now we’re warming you up.”

There were more thumping hits – so many Andrew lost count. When she finally relented and returned the paddle to her collection, his ass felt like it was giving off enough heat to power the national grid.

“Don’t pretend you didn’t enjoy that,” she said, eyeing him, “because your cock tells me differently. Look at it begging for more.”

He looked down to see a sliver of precum dangling. She scooped it up with a finger. She spread it over his lips like lip balm. “I could play with you all night. But fortunately for you I need to get my beauty sleep. The cuffs will release you in an hour. In the meantime I want you to think about tonight. I want you to think about how I made you feel.” She smiled. She kissed his cheek. “Good boy,” she purred softly at an ear.

He heard the click of her heels. He heard the light thump of his suit jacket as it was dropped onto the pile of his clothing.

“And Andrew,” she said, stopping at the door. “I expect a gift next time. I expect that hair on your chest gone. I want you as smooth as a baby from the neck down.”

His stomach rolled and his cock flexed. “What’s your name? At least tell me your name,” he all but panted.

“Genevieve.”

The heels clicked away.
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The night came back to him in flashes; her entrance in the bar, the olive passing between her playful lips, the crossing of stockinged legs in the car, the sliding of his jacket over her smooth skin, the curl of a smile as she’d stood before his nakedness, that first crashing thump at his backside, her cool touch against its blazing heat. There was no shaking them. They came unbidden when he was brushing his teeth, taking a walk, meeting up with friends to watch the footy. They crashed into his conscience with such crystal-clear clarity that he was right back in the moment.

The weekend came and went. He returned to work, the soreness at his ass every time he sat, reminding him of her. Was he mad to want to see her again? Maybe. But maybe that’s all life was; a series of compulsions – some pursued, some not, some that fizzle to nothing, others that change you forever. The truth was he’d never met anyone like her, never felt as alive as she’d made him feel. Forget other women. Forget numbing alcohol.

He got his razor ready.

The concierge didn’t rush from behind his workstation, though there was a nod of recognition like he wasn’t at all surprised he was back. Andrew rode the elevator up to the fifth floor, nervy excitement swirling his insides. A knock, one long breath and slow exhale, and there she was.

“What a terror, though I suspect you’ll put him in his place.” She held the phone flat at her lips. She beckoned him in with the curl of a finger.

The red dress had been replaced by a shoulderless white one. There were the sheer silky stockings. The vertiginous heels. She looked every bit and more as sensational as Andrew remembered. He followed through into the spacious main living room holding the small neatly wrapped gift he’d brought her. She broke from her conversation, mouthed the word ‘Strip,’ then disappeared out talking into her phone.

Andrew emitted a half-disbelieving pant. He turned and found his eye drawn to the spot in the ceiling where the chain had descended. There was no break in the plaster to show it was there. He looked ahead to the wall where the secret compartment was open, disclosing bondage tools ready and waiting. Upon sight of the flogger his buttocks clenched and his cock flexed.

Genevieve’s faint voice could be heard from another part of the apartment. Andrew listened to the relaxed conversational tone a moment unable to make out what was being said, then reached for his tie. This is crazy, you’re crazy, a voice spoke inside his head. And still he began undressing.

He was down to his boxers when he paused, looking to the window wondering how much those in the building opposite could see of him. “Sod it,” he muttered, fully stripping.

The click of heels drew closer, Genevieve’s voice louder.

“I’ll call you back, I’ve got a new toy waiting.” A momentary silence, then a full-throated chuckle that cut to his core. “Ooh, I will, don’t you worry,” she added, mischievous sounding.

Andrew felt his pulse quicken. He felt a gusting blast of heat blow right through him. There was another short silence, then her purposeful stride. She stopped and leant in the doorway surveying his nakedness. She slowly walked towards him; click, click, click…

“Smooth as I baby. Just the way I like my boys,” she said, reaching out, brushing down his hairless chest as she stepped behind him. “How’s the ass?” she asked, slapping both hands on his butt cheeks and squeezing.

“Better,” said Andrew softly, feeling like he had to pull the word up and out from within.

“A fast healer is a requisite for a good pain slut you know,” she whispered at his ear, still clasping his behind.

Andrew bit his lip, eyes fluttering closed, brain rippling in response to her velvety tones and teasing words. Her palms lifted, then clapped back with a meaty slap, flashing his eyes open. She kissed his neck. Her warm breath returned to his ear.

“You took my paddle so well, Andrew,” she purred. “So well it makes me wonder what else you’ll take.”

Her fingertips skimmed across his back as she strolled away. He turned to see her picking up the small rectangular parcel he’d placed on the chaise lounge.

“For me?” she asked.

Andrew nodded. “Yes, Madame.”

She sliced the gold paper open with a varnished fingernail, tossed away the wrapping and gazed at the appropriately elegant perfume bottle in her grasp.

“It’s your scent,” said Andrew. “I couldn’t forget it.”

She smiled. She sprayed a little of the perfume onto her wrist, then held that wrist to her nose. “How very considerate of you, Andrew. You have a good nose.”

She put the bottle down on a table. She offered him her wrist. Andrew took a strong sniff and suddenly his head was swimming with the luxuriousness of a fragrance he would always associate with her.

“That cock of yours has a lot to say for itself,” said Genevieve, eying his stiffness. She looked up, meeting him square in the eyes. “We’ll see if that’s still so when I’m done with you.” A pause. The ghost of a smile. The flick of her chin. “Hands on the wall over there.”

Andrew stood a second – a pathetic defiance that fell away in the face of her stare. He walked to the wall. He placed his palms flat against them. He looked left to see Genevieve take a tasselled flogger from her collection.

“You do realise what a lucky boy you are, Andrew?” The steady click of heels and she disappeared behind out of his eyeline. “What some would give to be stood where you are now.”

“I’m aware,” said Andrew, feeling the burn of humiliation at admitting it so. “And I thank you.”

“Spoken like a true pain slut.”

The leather tassels swept across his back in smattering stroke making a noise like sleet striking glass on a windswept night. Andrew barely had time to register the sensation before it was coming again and again. Genevieve’s skill at wielding the flogger, evident from the off.

“Doesn’t feel too bad to begin with, does it? But it will…soon enough it’ll feel like your entire backs ablaze.”

The tinge of delight in her voice was unmistakeable. It thrummed Andrew’s insides. It kept him hard. He steadily lost himself to the sweeping stroke at his back – the sound itself of tassels against reddening flesh taking on an almost rhythmic, meditative quality. He forgot work. He forgot all worries. He was anchored completely in the moment by the intermittent smack. The heat came on like she’d said it would; gradually intensifying from what started as a not altogether unpleasant warmth to an exquisite burn that made it hard to believe she was using that same flogger.

“Hands on the wall. Don’t make me bind you,” she said as he reached for his back.

His palm returned. She went on hitting him for another minute, though it felt like an hour. Heels clicked up behind him. The back of a hand measured the heat radiating off him. The touch had him inhaling deeply.

“Very good, I think we’re all warmed up.”

He swung his head sideways, staring disbelieving as she placed the flogger back in the display and in its place picked up a long black whip.

“Whoa, hold on a minute,” said Andrew, dropping his hands and facing her. “That thing looks vicious.”

“It can be, if I want it to be,” said Genevieve, uncoiling the whip to its full extent and dangling it from her right hand. She looked across at him staring uneasily. “Hands on the wall. I won’t tell you again.”

Andrew held her gaze. He could have grabbed his clothes. He could have walked. But both of them knew that wasn’t going to happen. Jaw muscles clenching, he assumed the position, palms flat again.

“Good boy. Now take a long breath. One, two, three, four…”

On five the whip snapped out, licking his skin like the black tongue of some mythical serpent. It wasn’t like the flogger; the sharp pain that shot through his nerves was instantaneous.

“And another breath,” said Genevieve coolly.

Andrew inhaled deeply, oxygen steadying his mind, soothing the discomforting burn at his upper back. Another snap, this one accompanied by a loud crack, arched his spine, jolted his head upwards and pressed his chest to the wall.

Genevieve chuckled. “No escape for you there.”

Pulse running fast, Andrew straightened his arms, fell back on that breathing.

“What amuses me most is that turmoil inside of you. You want it. You don’t want it…”

Another snapping crack had him grunting. He dropped his chin to his chest this time, muscles taut, eyes closing on the shooting pain. It faded a tad. Then her voice: “It’s like you can’t make up your mind. But don’t worry, I’ll show you the way.”

She whipped him again, leaving him momentarily gasping.

“Swallow your pride. Find purpose in your pain. Learn to be a good plaything for your mistress.”

Snap. Crack. The inimitable sound of leather tearing at his bare flesh.

“Madame, no more, please no more,” he said, pressing the wall.

“Breathe…” she said in that calm commanding tone. “And straighten.”

Andrew did so, eyes closing as he steeled himself. “Fuck!” he cursed at another taste of her whip.

“No swearing, Andrew. It demeans both of us.”

Easy for you to—The thought got no further as she struck him again. This time he bit his tongue, somehow held down the expletive on the cusp of bursting forth.

“Better,” said Genevieve.

She whipped him twice more, then slowly approached.

“Very pretty…” She admired the evenly striped pattern she’d created. She clasped his right ass cheek. She purred at an ear, “You’re going to get used to going past your limits for me, taking far more than you ever thought you could. Now thank me for your whipping.”

Andrew swallowed, feeling one of those lumps at his throat. “Thank you, Madame.”

She gave a soft nasally chuckle right at his ear. She gently patted his ass cheek and stepped away. Andrew watched her return the whip to her collection. He removed his palms from the wall.

“That cocks not so loud now,” said Genevieve, eying him – it.

He looked down to see his penis flaccid. He felt more than the fiery sting at his back, he felt shot through with the needling burn of humiliation.

“Get dressed. And get out of my sight. I’m done with you for tonight,” said Genevieve, dismissively.

Andrew stared almost disbelieving she could leave things like this. The heat, the soreness, beneath it all the same lust filled desire beating stronger than ever. He swallowed another lump and put on his clothes.

Genevieve was already talking into her phone again in relaxed conversational tone – like nothing had just passed – as he made his way out the room. He heard her almost lyrical laughter as he left the apartment. He took a moment in the corridor to steady himself, mind whirling with the last hour. He felt like someone who’d just crested an enormous ocean swell. He felt energised and exhausted. Rolling his shoulders back against the thrumming soreness, he made for the elevator wearing an expression, half grimace, half smile.
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It was the very same pattern as after that first thrashing. He doubted. He questioned. He swore at times that was it – despite knowing otherwise. The stinging soreness at his back – just like it had been at his backside – reminded him of her hourly. But the skin healed. The pain subsided. And by then, he was bubbling with need to see her.

The murmur of female voices grew steadily louder. There were chuckles, there were longer gales of laughter. There was the odd lone male voice, chastised sounding, barely audible. Andrew tensed against his restraints not for the first time. He was bound face up to a blocky padded rectangular leather bench; his arms stretched down taut either side, his thighs spread, his legs bent, his calves pressing smooth solidity. A black eye mask left him unsighted, heightening his hearing and that scent of her still on the air.

One plummy voiced woman said to another: “I wish I could find such attractive toys.” Fingertips brushed his chest, his thighs, skimmed across his cock keeping it rock hard. Voices dissipated. Heels clicked away. New women arrived. Some chatting to one another like he wasn’t even there, which somehow made the situation even more humiliating. For others he was entirely the centre of their focus.

“Hmm, I like you,” said one husky voiced woman, gently grasping his balls, balls that were encircled in a tight leather loop making them bulge like ripe plums. “You’re just divine.”

She gave his cock a couple of teasing strokes. She kissed him on the cheek. She ruffled his hair and clicked away. Andrew panted, mind whirling in dizzying spin. When Genevieve had said she’d wanted to show him off to a few friends, he hadn’t come close to imagining anything like this.

The smaller room was white walled like a gallery. The padded bench at its centre had a soft spotlight shining upon it, leaving much of the room in shadow. She’d stripped him. She’d commanded him to lie atop it. And despite the wariness urging him not, he’d done exactly that. And now here he was all on display like a fine piece of art in her collection. A horny shudder swept through him at thought one of the women might recognise him; a work colleague, an old flame, hell who wasn’t to say Genevieve hadn’t invited them.

Andrew breathed a slow deep breath, just as he had when she’d been beating his ass, lashing his back – accepting that if it was so, then there wasn’t a thing he could do about it. As a city high flier, he wasn’t used to such powerlessness. At least not till he’d met…

Someone pinching off one of the thin silver clamps – there was one on each nipple – suddenly yanked him up and away from whatever zen like state he was seeking. His nipple was rolled, tweaked, flicked, lifting his head, dropping it back, making him writhe a little. He didn’t know it was her until she spoke.

“Someone’s sensitive,” she said, pinching the clamp back on.

“Genevieve…?” he groaned softly.

“Having a good time, Andrew?”

“Yes, Madame.” Though the truth was he felt like someone hanging from a bungee feeling like the cord could snap any second.

Genevieve chuckled. There was the squeak of the leather as she perched on what little space there was on the bench beside him. Andrew felt the smooth fabric of her outfit at his flank, couldn’t help but see it shining under the light. She’d gone full femme fatale; latex catsuit, long black gloves (tight to her upper arms).

“Look at you putting on such a show.” She skimmed a latex finger up along the centre of his exceedingly stiff cock, making it jump.

Andrew tensed with a pulsing urge to come. Beneath the eye mask, shut his eyes.

“You’re leaking all over the place,” said Genevieve, rubbing in his juices, causing his cock to gleam and balls glisten like decorative baubles. Her slippery touch felt so good Andrew fell back into a state of edged bliss, till the motion stopped, the hand retreated with a playful slap of his balls, leaving him moaning.

“Please,” he murmured. “Don’t leave me like this.”
“I don’t intend to.” There was a pause, then a different sensation – a loop of leather encircling his swollen cockhead, the alien feeling of his pee-hole being plugged like a wine bottle by a cork. “To stop you having any accidents,” said Genevieve by way of explanation.

Andrew motioned his hips, wiggling his cock as if he could somehow shake free of the blocked, slightly discomforting sensation. Genevieve snorted her amusement.

“You’ll get used to it,” she said, stroking his cheek. There was the squeak of leather as she rose. The click of heels as she departed.

“Genevieve…?” But she was gone.

The party continued just as it had done with Andrew’s desperate, throbbing arousal increasing with every teasing comment and edging stroke. Genevieve’s plug did its job; preventing any accidents, keeping Andrew in a permanent state of semi eruption. Gradually the women left him and gathered in the main room where there came loud whoops and cheers. God knows what they were getting up to, but Andrew knew they had other males to play with; sissy maids so slender and feminised you might have thought they were actually women if you didn’t know better, and then what they called their bulls – more muscular types like him.

A final loud cheer seemed to mark the climax of the evening, things slowly quietened down after that. All was silent when heels clicked into the room towards him. There was the squeak of leather. There was that smooth sensation at his side.

“Genevieve…?” he asked.

“These look ripe enough to pick,” she said, fondling his balls. Her latex gloved hand slowly drifted upwards, wrapping his cock, immediately it resumed its baton like hardness in her grasp. “This looks like it just doesn’t know what to do.”

Andrew let out a murmuring moan that told of his absolute surrender. Genevieve picked off the clamps at his nipples, turning that moan into an outright groan. Then she was sliding up the eye mask and Andrew was blinking against the soft spotlight, seeing her beautiful face hovering over him. She still had that hand wrapping his cock.

“You’ve been a very good boy tonight. My friends enjoyed you immensely. Do you think you deserve a reward?”

“I think I deserve whatever you think I deserve, Madame.”

“Hmm.” She smiled. “You’re learning quickly.” She turned and carefully removed that loop of leather at his cockhead, unplugging his pee-hole. The feeling of relief was such that it had Andrew inhaling like a diver come up for air. Then he was falling into a low moan as Genevieve began her sensuous strokes.

“Eyes on me,” she said, looking down at him.

Andrew resisted the fluttering of his eyelids and stared up at those smoky sapphire blue rings feeling like he was melting into the bench upon which he lay. He didn’t take much coaxing. A shuddering swell swept through him and he tensed, he came with the first of three thick spurting streams. Genevieve held eye contact, a wicked smile flickering, her hand continuing a stroke that a second ago felt exquisite but now was quickly becoming torturous.

“Please, no more!” Andrew begged, tensing, writhing, pressing hard into his cuffs.

Genevieve snickered. “You’ve had enough?”

“Yes! God, yes!”

“You sure?”

“Yes, no more, please, Madame, please!”

“Okay, seeing as you’ve asked so politely.” She didn’t hide her amusement. There were two final unbearable strokes of his sensitive cock, before she finally ceased. Though she wasn’t quite done.

“Tsk-tsk,” she tutted, looking him over, scooping some of his come onto her latex fingers. She brought it to his lips. “Clean up your mess. You’re not getting out otherwise.”

He opened his mouth. She fed him his come. It was the final indignity to a night he’d truly never forget.
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The crueller she was, the more humiliating she made things, the more Andrew craved her like a drug. Another week passed with him unable to get her out of his mind. Work becoming little more than a distraction. The days a ticking countdown to the main event.

She wore a silky silver dress, slashed at one hip showing a tantalising glimpse of bare creamy thigh meeting the intricate pattern at the top of her stockings.

“What do you say to a little heat today, Andrew?”

“Sounds good, Madame,” he replied, heart pounding heavy as he was finding it so often did in her presence. He was in no position to refuse her. She had him cuffed to a solid steel ring hook in the wall of her living room. She had him stripped naked from head to toe.

“I bet it does,” she said, picking something from her collection of toys and strolling back over – the sound of her heels alone enough to give him tingles.

She attached a leather loop around his scrotum, drawing his balls tight. She clipped two small chain leads to the sides of the loop. A small silver circular dish dangled from them. The casual slap of his growing cock seemed to come almost as an afterthought. It tensed him backwards to the wall, it made the whole contraption hanging off him jangle.

“Keep still, pain slut,” she said.

If there was any sternness to her tone it was undone by the glimmer of amusement in her look. Cock still rising, Andrew followed her sauntering step to a sideboard where she picked up one of the small tea lights already lit.

“You know some mistresses would be offended by that presumptuous cock of yours,” she said, strolling to him – that slow click of heels the background beat to a dominance that entranced.

“I mean it only as a compliment, Madame.”

“Bullshit,” she said. The word sounding almost charming coming from her. “You’re a puppet, a slave to your impulses. A slave to me.” A pause. “Say it.”

“I’m a puppet. I’m a slave to my impulses. I’m a slave to you.”

Genevieve smiled faintly – the tiniest curve at the corner of her lips. “Lucky for you, I find your excitement rather endearing. Though that’s not to say I don’t enjoy punishing presumptuous cocks.”

She drew his eyes to the tea light, she lowered it singeing off some of the fine hairs beneath his navel. She pressed a finger atop his bulbous glands and tilted his cock forward allowing her to run the small flame close to his stiff shaft. Andrew felt the licking heat. His chest rose and fell in slow steady beats. A bead of sweat trickled down his spine, then the first drop of creamy wax landed and he was grunting at the sudden singeing pain.

“Careful now, I wouldn’t want to do any permanent damage,” said Genevieve with unmistakable merriment.

Andrew stayed as still as he could while she continued to drip wax along the length of his manhood. When she was done, she placed the candle in the holder and stepped back a pace eyeing him with a mischievous half smile.

“Swing your balls for me, Andrew, that’s a good boy.”

His breaths coming a little steadier now he was spared any more of that piercing pain of the landing wax, he motioned his hips from side to side, swinging everything dangling; balls, chain and tealight in pendulum swing. Their swaying shadow playing on the wall behind like a crude puppet show.

“You’re going to want to keep that moving.” Genevieve grinned, then strolled over to that compartment with her collection and picked a thin black acrylic cane from the display. She swished it through the air on her way back over, making Andrew wince. Then there it was pressing his wax covered cock. His breathing slowed again, while his pulse began to pound. All the while he was keeping that candle moving.

“Now let’s see if we can get rid of this wax, shall we?” said Genevieve.

He evidently didn’t look keen.

“Oh, Andrew, I want more enthusiasm than that.”

And suddenly he was nodding vigorously. “Yes, Madame.”

There was another swipe through the air as if she was testing her delivery. Then the cane was back against his cock. Andrew clenched his whole body, wincing as he watched the black acrylic rise, then swipe downwards. It landed with a crisp, fleshy twang that didn’t coming close to doing justice to the stinging pain it caused. Andrew gasped, head rocking back against the wall, candle between his legs all but forgotten.

“That’s one,” said Genevieve. “Two more to go.”

Andrew lifted the back of his head from the wall, and glanced down at the reddened stripe of bare flesh imprinted on his cock by what remained of the wax. He looked across at Genevieve.

“Two more,” she said, firmly.

He took them just like he’d taken everything she’d asked him to. He couldn’t have said he enjoyed it, at least not in the moment. But then it wasn’t about any sort of instant gratification. It was about power and submission and dominance. And one look at Genevieve’s glinting eyes as she admired her markings on him, had his insides flaring hot, had him feeling that he’d take a dozen more canings to the cock if she so desired it.

“Good boy,” she said, peeling off the last of the wax. She gave the underside of his cockhead a rewarding tickle that had his eyelids fluttering. He resisted the urge to close them and kept his gaze on her as he knew she wanted him to.

“I have someone coming round,” she said. “You’re to stay quiet and keep those balls swinging. Is that clear?”

Andrew nodded. “Yes, Madame.”

Right on cue, the buzzer sounded.

“Here, hold this.” Genevieve placed her acrylic cane in his mouth. He bit down on it, holding it between his teeth. “Drop it and you’ll be in trouble,” she said, waltzing from the room.

Andrew stood in the silence hearing nothing but his pitter-pattering pulse as he listened for who it could be. He had visions of one of Genevieve’s domme friends (dressed in leather) striding into the room come to play with him like she’d played with him the other week. But that wasn’t it at all – not even close.

“Andrew, meet Giovanni. Giovanni, meet Andrew,” said Genevieve with a sly smile.

This Giovanni dipped his head in greeting. But Andrew, he could only stare dumbfounded and frowning somewhat at the designer stubbled, smartly suited man.

“Remember what I said, Andrew,” said Genevieve. “Drop that cane and you’re in trouble. Oh, and make sure to keep that candle swinging if you don’t want to boil those balls.” She flashed him one last grin, then took Giovanni’s hand and led him from the room.

Andrew heard laughing voices grow fainter as they disappeared out into the corridor and into another room. Biting down on the cane between his teeth, hips still gently motioning the candle back and forth, he tried to tell himself it wasn’t what it looked like. That she was teasing. That it was all play. That they were out there doing nothing more innocuous than having a glass of wine while laughing at what he thought they might be up to. The first of the panting moans quickly devoid him of that notion.

He froze so stock still at the sound that a moment later he was feeling the hot heat of the candle at his balls. He quickly got swinging them again. And all the while the noises kept getting louder making it impossible not to know she was being pleasured. Her saw her fucking every which way. He saw that slick haired prick with his hands all over her. Envy and jealousy that it wasn’t him, burned at his core. Out of all the things she’d had him suffer, this was by far the worst.

The noises reached a high-pitched shrieking crescendo, softening to juddering pants before finally ceasing altogether. Not long after that they reappeared, kissing in the doorway in full view of him. When they’d finished locking lips, Genevieve saw Giovanni out, then came the click of heels as she re-entered the room. She had the tinge of glowing pinkness at her cheeks of someone who’d recently orgasmed. Besides a few stray strands of hair, she looked as flawless as always. She eyed the cane still in his mouth. She eyed his semi stiff cock and his balls swinging in motion with his hips.

“Well done for keeping that cane where I wanted it,” she said, finally taking it from his mouth.

Andrew gulped down saliva, felt the ache of his jaw as he closed it.

“All our play had me feeling very horny,” said Genevieve. “Did it bother you being here all alone while my lover took care of my needs?”

A low frustrated growl escaped his pursed lips. Genevieve snorted amusement, then taking him by surprise, slapped his stiffening cock.

“Answer me,” she said softly.

“Truthfully? Yes it bothered me. It fucking tore at my insides.”

There was a widening smile. “Just as it should be,” she said. “Just as all my subs should feel when it’s not them being played with.”

She pressed up close to him, swinging those two chains so he didn’t have to.

“Please,” pleaded Andrew. “Let me be more than this.”

“More than a pain slut?”

“Yes,” he all but sighed.

“Only my lovers get to fuck me – and they are few,” came the purring voice at his ear.

“So make me one, please! I’ll do anything.”

“That’s a dangerous thing to say to a woman like me.”

Andrew stared seriously. “I don’t take it back.”

“You’re horny, you do not know what you speak.”

“Don’t believe me, then ask me again tomorrow and the day after that and that. My answer’ll be the same every time.”

She stepped back a pace eyeing him with sceptical amusement.

“I mean it,” he said. “I’ll do anything you ask.”

“As you’ve said,” she said, picking the candle from its holder and blowing it out, then removing the dangling chains from the loop of leather. “You’re a pain slut. My pain slut. And you should be grateful for it.”

“I am, Madame. Yet I know I could give you so much more.”

“My lovers are disciplined, committed. They see no one else. They don’t even masturbate without my instruction.”

“And neither would I,” said Andrew, resolutely.

“Your mouth is making promises you cannot keep.”

“It speaks only what I feel deep within, Madame.”

“I know exactly where it comes from,” she said, grabbing his now stiff cock.” A pause, a breath, and she was letting go and stepping from him. “Though if you wish to be tested – so be it.”

She disappeared out the room a moment, returning with a carton of ice and a small square box that looked like it might have come from a posh jewellery store.

“First we need to get rid of this,” she said, tapping his erection.

The ice against that most sensitive of parts, had him panting short, sharp, breaths. Where moments ago there’d been fire, now there was only cold. Genevieve seemed to take much delight in running the ice against every square inch of his penis. She wore that sadistic grin. And though it aroused him, he still softened.

“This is merely your first test,” she said, sliding the box open and taking the horizontal steel barred chastity out from within. “Pass it and there will be more pain and suffering than you’ve yet endured.”

Andrew stared wide-eyed as the steel imprisoned his penis, as the lock was clicked on and Genevieve added the key to her collection. He’d asked for it. And couldn’t say he hadn’t got it.
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The reality of what he’d invited hit hard the next morning when Andrew woke to feel the alien press, the clunky restraint at his crotch. Only thought of Genevieve stilled the panicky spin. His resolve hadn’t dipped. He remained as determined as ever to prove himself, be more to her than he was. Which was good. Because he was going to need every bit of that determination.

A new week rolled round with him struggling to keep separate the two lives he’d been living. Whereas before he’d been able to compartmentalise to some extent, now at work he found his concentration wavering, his thoughts for ever returning to her. It would be a fortnight before he’d see her again. Fourteen increasingly torturous days.

“No change of mind?” she asked as they strolled the banks of the Thames one overcast day.

“No, Madame, not in the slightest,” Andrew replied.

She stopped. She smiled. She made him feel that for all the millions of people in the city there was only them. He in his usual smart office attire, she in a sharp green trouser suit – you might have taken them for a couple, or workers on a lunch break if you didn’t know better.

“You sure about that?” She lightly brushed her hand against the crotch of his trousers and the steel bars beneath. “I’ve got my key if you want it.”

Andrew’s breath caught in his throat. “I’m sure, Madame.”

“Really? You don’t look sure.” Another skimming touch that had him squeaking a moan.

“I’m positive,” he said, feeling his cock restrained in its cage – her cage – test the limits of its growth. “Keep your key, Madame.”

She flashed another smile and stepped over to the river. Andrew followed and they stood a moment in silence staring out over the rivers dull brown surface.

“You truly want this, you’re going to suffer, Andrew. Suffer like you haven’t suffered yet.”

Her eyes remained on the river. But Andrew looked to her and couldn’t but be struck by her vitality against the drab brownness.

“There’s a ritual. A right of passage a sub must undergo if he truly wants to belong to a mistress like me.”

“So let me take it, let me pass it.” Andrew’s words flowed passionately. “Let me be yours.”

At last she met his look. Her smiling eyes fixed on him for several still breaths.

“Get through another two weeks, then we’ll see.” Her gaze dropped. She flicked her chin at his crotch. “Show me, I want to see.”

“Here?” asked Andrew, alarmed at the prospect.

“Does an obedient question his superior?”

Andrew, facing the wall of the riverbank, keeping himself hidden as well as he could, unzipped his flies and bared the cylindrical steel of the chastity encasing his engorged cock resting on heavy balls. Genevieve took it in hand, stroking a thumb slowly down over the loops of metal and the soft sensitive flesh pushing between them.

“Two weeks, Andrew. Two more weeks and we’ll see.”

And with that she was striding away from him. Andrew hurriedly zipped up his trousers and watched half panting as chauffeur Charles held open the door of the waiting Bentley into which she climbed. As it drove away he was already feeling the churning ache of her absence.

He couldn’t have pinpointed precisely when, but there was a levelling off at some point over the next few weeks that felt almost transcendent. Burbling horniness frothed, an alert edginess accompanied every action. But he lived with it. He accepted it knowing who was behind it. He almost – almost – began to enjoy it.

The Bentley picked him up as she’d arranged it to. He sat behind chauffeur Charles as they headed away from the city.

“Where we going?” he asked.

Those watchful eyes, that passive stare observed him in the rear-view. “You’ll see,” was all Charles said. His unblinking gaze held for a moment longer before finally looking to the road ahead.

Andrew blew out his cheeks and looked to the window. A hazy sun. Hedgerows. Trees. Fields. Various shades of green and brown. A T-rex might have bounded on by and Andrew would have barely batted an eyelid. His thoughts ran like a fast-flowing river. Flooded with one thing and one thing only; Genevieve. Seeing her, being with her in the main. The creeping wonder of what she had planned.

The countryside briefly gave way to a picture book honey stoned village, before opening out again on those same green and browns. It wasn’t long after that that the country pile honed into view. It was the same attractive light stone as seen in the village. Charles buzzed down a window, spoke into an intercom. High black gates clanged open. On they went down a tree lined avenue.

“She’s as loyal a person as you’ll ever meet.”

“Excuse me,” said Andrew, taken by surprise as the taciturn driver spoke.

“Genevieve, as demanding as she is, once she effectively owns you, there’s no going back. Not when you’ve been marked.”

“Marked?”

“Part of the ritual if you will. A lifelong token of your servitude to her. If you want her enough, you’ll suffer it.”

Those eyes, the eyes of experience, peered at him, holding steady in the mirrors surface. The type of look that was most definitely a conversation stopper.

The car crunched over gravel. Then slowed to a stop on a large forecourt. Andrew stared out and up at the enormous house. He looked at Charles.

“Suppose that’s me.”

The chauffeur sat still and uncommunicative. Only as Andrew popped the door did he speak.

“Good luck,” he said.

Andrew looked back at him a moment, then climbed on out and approached the house. A busty, creamy skinned woman in a tight, black, short sleeved woollen dress – maroon red hair drawn back tightly in a bun – greeted him in the grand portico.

“This way, please,” she said, spinning on the heels of calf length leather boots.

Andrew followed her into a black and white tiled lobby, then immediately left along a passageway that led to a spiralling stone staircase.

“Up we go,” said the woman, clearly intending he go first.

He started up, the loud tap of her boots on the stone quickly coming behind. At the top as he stopped, she strode right past, leading the way along a green wallpapered corridor with swirly gold pattern. Andrew followed again and felt a horny flutter at sight of her swaying hips, her dominant manner and brisk stride. One whole month he’d gone without release. And everything about the woman was enough to have him feeling like a ticking timebomb ready to explode. She showed him into a simple room with a double bed and a bathroom, and views out onto the property’s extensive grounds.

“I’ll expect you naked on my return,” she said, before making for the door.

“What? Wait!” said Andrew. “Where’s Genevieve?”

The woman smiled in amusement. “You’ll see her soon enough. Now get some rest. You’ve got a long night ahead of you. I’ll be back for you in an hour or two.”

And with that she was striding from the room and shutting the door behind her. Andrew stared at it, arousal sloshing like the liquid in a soda bottle rolling around a tube train. Never mind a few hours – he felt like he couldn’t wait five minutes. And yet slowly he gathered himself, settling that frothy urge threatening to bubble right up and out of him. He breathed. He paced. He slipped off his tie and suit jacket and paced some more.

It was knowing she was so close – in this very same house – that made it all the harder not to rush from the room and go find her. Yet he knew to do so would most likely bring a halt to all that was in motion. Obedience was everything – if he hadn’t learned that by now then he wouldn’t be here. And so he paced. And stripped; one item of clothing slowly at a time.

He was down to his boxers, daylight having almost completely faded, when he heard her words: You’re going to suffer, Andrew. Suffer like you haven’t suffered before. He gulped the words down with some water that had been left for him on a side table. He removed the last item of his clothing and stood waiting in the semi darkness. Within a minute the door was creaking open.


6

The shapely woman’s dark, red tinged hair was still scraped back. The shiny black boots stilled marked her step. The dress, however, had been replaced by a silky black cloak that stopped high at the thigh, showing a glimpse of leather. Light spilling into the room from the corridor behind her, made it clear Andrew had followed her instruction. Her gaze lingered on his nakedness a moment then, as abrupt as she’d been on his arrival, she was ordering him from the room.

“Let’s go. Everyone’s waiting.”

At no point did Andrew lead this time. They went right, continuing along the green wallpapered corridor, then descending a different stairwell – this one wide and sweeping with a gold balustrade at one side and a rich red runner underfoot. It led down onto a grand atrium that the cloaked woman made no hesitation in starting across. Andrew followed, balls throbbing with the soft thud of her boots. A murmuring hum coming from up ahead, knotted his stomach. It would take far more than nerves to turn him back now.

The tall entranceway had no door and bore the words, Female Supreme, high above in swirling gold script. The cloaked woman stopped by it. Andrew stepped half a pace past her and peered into the hall like space from which that conversational hum travelled. He saw many women in the same outfits of black boots and hooded cloaks. Some held flaming torches flickering in the half-light marking the way ahead. Some had collared males, leashed and naked, kneeling at their heels.

“Your mistress awaits,” came the voice behind.

Andrew looked round at the woman whose job it had been to bring him to this point, then turned again and faced the hall. There was a magnetic pull. There was a knowing in his heart of hearts that his decision had already been made. He took a deep breath and journeyed forward.

The hush descended like a wave from one end of the hall to the other. The hard stone was cool underfoot. The many eyes surveying him slightly terrifying. Some looks were haughty and cold. Many more showed only great enjoyment at sight of his nakedness and chastity locked cock. Andrew found his eyes falling from them, only to land on the males kneeling at their boots. Some of these were young, some old, some fit and athletic, others podgy. There were more than a few in leather dog masks covering their whole heads, others in the same black leather had horsey heads. A few had piggy snouts.

Feeling like something was scraping the lobes of his brain, Andrew kept his eyes on the stone floor ahead, lifting them only at the boots, the bare legs, the hint of leather, the silky cloak, then Genevieve’s beautiful face. She was flanked by two flaming torches in tall holders. Their light bounced off the chastity key in the depression between her breasts, making it shine golden. Andrew came to a stop almost dropping to his knees so right it felt in the moment. Most likely he would have if not for the voice that spoke to his right.

“State your purpose here male.”

The woman – black hair, snow white skin, red lips – oozed authority. Andrew turned from her penetrating stare back to his radiant mistress.

“I come for Madame Genevieve,” he said.

“You think you’re worthy?” came that voice off to the side again.

“If she wills it.”

“And you Mistress, you accept this request?”

“I do.”

A nod. “Very well. Then let us commence.”

Heeled boots bounded up behind him. Andrew’s felt his arms grabbed, leather cuffs attached to his wrists and ankles. A black rope looped to these cuffs was quickly pulled taut spreading him like a starfish between two beams. Genevieve came to him and brushed gently down his torso. She tilted the chastity with a single finger at its tip, examining a cock that clearly sought far more space than she’d permitted. Andrew felt his breathing all but stop. For a moment, just like by the river, it was like no one existed but them.

“You’re going to be beaten, Andrew, beaten badly.” Finger still tilting that part of him pulsing to please her, she continued, “Take it for me. Prove the depths of your submission. Prove your devotion and you will be what you so crave.”

He dipped his head. “Yes, Madame.” The words coming up and out of him as a breathy whisper, eager and desperate.

Genevieve half smiled. “Good boy,” she said, dropping his engorged cock impossibly straining for her, then stepping away, returning to that spot in front of him.

Andrew’s eyes remained on her till the sharp pinch at a nipple dropped his head. He saw the clamps squeezed on – big medieval looking things that briefly took the breath from you. Then the red ball gag was there at his lips, slotting right into his open mouth like a golf ball finding its hole. Mute, immobile, his gaze returned to Genevieve. She had her hands behind her back. She eyed him like a visitor in a gallery eying a particular impressive artwork. She savoured him strung up before her. She made no attempt to hide the glint of both pleasure and amusement in her look. Andrew felt his balls tighten and his cock throb.

There was little warning but for the whips snap and crack. Andrew tensed, grunting into the ball gag as he was struck. Another lashing followed, then another and another. The few seconds pauses and the tread of boots signalling it was a different woman wielding the whip each time. Andrew imagined the whole hall of cloaked women lined up behind to have their turn. It certainly felt that way. Soon enough the ball gag was muffling his cries. All the while Genevieve showed her pleasure, coming to him, purring encouragement, playing with the clamps at his nipples.

“Shh,” she hushed, gripping his balls as he shuddered at another lashing. “It’ll all be over soon enough.”

Andrew stared watery eyed and pleading in expression. Genevieve smiled and stepped back. The whipping continued interspersed with a hard paddling of his ass. At first the change of focus felt like a relief, but before long every walloping smack was reverberating through him with such force that he couldn’t have told you if whip or paddle was worse. By the time they were done it felt like his entire rear from shoulders to upper thighs was on fire. It was then that Genevieve came to him again. She picked his chin from his chest, made sure he looked into her eyes.

“Very good, Andrew,” she said, sounding immensely pleased. “I’ll see you outside.”

She let go of his chin. She strode away. Andrew’s groggy head slumped back to his chest. He remained tightly bound as heeled boots clicked up behind him and the women inspected their work. It might have been ten minutes. It might have been an hour. Time had taken on a strange out of kilter step. When the gag was removed and the ropes finally loosened, he collapsed to the ground spluttering. He’d have most likely remained there for some time if not for the voice of the black-haired, snow-white skinned woman.

“Your mistress awaits,” she said. “Follow me. Crawl if you have to.”

Andrew somehow managed to pick his aching body off the floor and save himself the indignity of crawling. He followed outside where the cooler air against his broken skin had him sucking in a breath through his teeth. The woman paid him no attention. She led along a paved walkway, then under a wide pergola. A full moon shone bright like a newly minted coin. The smell of incense mingled with the subtle scent he knew so well.

At sight of the flaming torches, Andrew slowed. His guide didn’t, but joined one of the two lines, pulling up her hood and taking a flaming torch. Andrew stood a further moment like a punch-drunk fighter about to hit the ropes, then proceeded forward. It was upon seeing Genevieve – so close, yet feeling so far – that collapsed him to his knees and onto the gravelled path. He crawled between the smart black booted women in their silken cloaks, with eyes for one. The torches narrowed towards her. At their end, entirely instinctively, he spread his arms, bowing down in worship. After a moment came that refined voice stiffening the hairs on the back of his neck.

“On your haunches,” she commanded.

Andrew settled his pulsing ass back against his calves, head lowered, wrists crossed at his spine in submissive posture. Beneath, between his spread thighs, he saw the horizontal bars of the chastity glinting in the torchlight. He saw his bulging cock pushing between those bars struggling for escape. In many ways it was like it belonged to someone else. In many ways it did.

“Look at me,” she said.

His eyes rose to a face that had his heart beating as heavy as it did the very first time he’d seen it.

“You’ve bled for me. You’ve suffered for me. You’ve spent a month under my key as proof of your self-sacrifice, have you not?”

“Yes, Madame.”

“And still you give yourself to me in body, mind and soul for as long as you draw breath or I choose to retire you?”

“I do, Madame.” The words almost came as a pant as his voiced cracked with emotion.

Her smoky sapphire blue eyes remained on him for two pounding thumps of his heart, then she was turning.

“Very well,” she said, drawing the orange tipped branding iron from its fiery pit.

His body tensed at sight of it. A trickle of sweat at his back stung his sore skin.

“Assume the position for me,” she said, leather boots crunching over the gravel towards him. “Ass up.”

He returned his palms to the gravel, breath now coming short and sharp as he positioned himself accordingly and steeled himself.

“Take this mark as symbol of your faithful servitude and entry to my stable…”

And with her words the branding iron landed, jerking his head to the dark heavens in screaming howl – above the stars spun in blurring streaks across his vision. The pain briefly propelled him up and into a hellish plane he hadn’t known existed. Again time crumpling in on its self; one minute, two minutes passing before the searing red hot pain dissipated enough for him to be aware of his surrounds and Genevieve’s gloved hand stroking soothingly through his hair.

“Get up,” she said.

Andrew pushed up, staggering onto legs that felt like jelly.

“Your collar, my sub,” said Genevieve, fastening the thick black leather tightly at his neck. “Take pride in it. You’ve earned it.”

She smiled. She kissed her soft lips against his cheek, then clipped a leash to his collar and led him back through the path of flaming torches. The stars might have stopped their whirling spin, but Andrew still felt all at sea. He staggered on as Genevieve pulled him past the hall and through a side door, then up the wide sweeping staircase that felt like he’d walked a lifetime ago. There’d be revelry in the hall below, games and humiliations as there was every special night a male earned his collar, but they wouldn’t partake.

In the bedroom Genevieve applied a soothing balm to his branded backside, then told him to lie down. The order couldn’t come soon enough. He collapsed to the mattress on his side, aching and drained. Genevieve lay down opposite, staring into his eyes one long moment, before reaching for his chastity. She sprung the lock open. She slid his cock free. She wrapped her hand around his quickly hardening member, but did not stroke.

“Gene—” he began, only to be silenced by a finger at his mouth.

“Shh,” she hushed in soporific sound. “Close your eyes. Save your energy for another day.”

Despite her eyes on him, Andrew gave in to the weight above his own. His lids peeled shut, yet still he saw her, smelt her, craved her.

“Another day,” repeated Genevieve, softly. Then again like an echo “Another day.” And again, a short time after that, “Another day.” As aspects of the day faded. And sleep blanketed. And he slid into dreams of her.
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The morning was bright, the bare room sunlit as Andrew’s eyes slowly fluttered open.

“Get washed and get dressed,” came Genevieve’s voice.

He lifted his head off the pillow just enough to see her observing him from an armchair. She was back in silky stockings and one of her elegant dress suits. She looked flawless. Andrew, he felt anything but flawless. He felt like he’d just gone ten rounds with a wolverine. Grimacing, he swung his legs over the side of the bed. The sticky ejaculate covering his abs, his cock, part of the sheet on which he’d lain, inevitably drawing his gaze.

“Don’t worry, the house is used to such accidents,” said Genevieve. “Now washed and dressed. You’ve got ten minutes.”

It was the same countryside as the other day, the same green and brown hues, same hedgerows and fields and trees. Yet didn’t look the same. Not just more vivid. But somehow more alive to Andrew’s eyes. Genevieve placed her hand over his, turning him from the window.

“I once asked you if you knew yourself. You were very sure. What do you think of that person now?”

“Clueless. Totally clueless,” he said, seeing on reflection that he’d been merely skimming life’s surface, that only since her had he dived deep and found himself.

“You’ve changed?” said Genevieve with an air of amusement that spoke of knowing it so.

“I think so, Madame.”

“How so?”

“Less bullish. More grounded. I see now my need to…” The words hung on Andrew’s lips as he glanced to the driver within earshot.

“Don’t mind Charles,” said Genevieve. “He’s as good as family now. Say it.”

“I see now my need to cede control and fully submit to another.”

“Male inferiority can be a heavy cross to bear. Female superiority a truth difficult to accept.”

Andrew felt a tightening at his guts and a rekindling of a spark that hadn’t gone out, despite the throbbing soreness after yesterday’s savaging.

“Who are you inferior to – just moi or all women?”

There was only one answer and his stomach rolled giving it. “All women, Madame.”

Genevieve smiled winningly. With such a look held his eye. “All males need a little teaching,” she said, not removing her gaze from him. “Isn’t that right, Charles.”

“Yes, Madame,” came the chauffeur’s voice from in front.

Genevieve’s smirk held for another long moment. She patted Andrew’s thigh, though left her palm still resting there as she looked to the window. “You’ve still got lots to learn, Andrew. Lucky for you, I’m happy to teach.”

Andrew stared, pulse ticking fast, rising desire taking hold as the car sped on back towards the city.

One Month Later

“Mes compliments au chef, Monsieur.”

“I could listen to you talk like that all night long,” said Andrew as the moustachioed waiter carried away their empty plates.

“Tu serais tellement chanceux…You’d be so lucky.” Genevieve grinned, rubbing her foot against the inner leg of his chinos not for the first time.

She wore a form fitting minidress of midnight blue. Her hair fell in soft glossy waves. Her eyes sparkled like rare gems. If there was a man on the planet that could resist her, then he needed help.

“You know there’s not one man in here who hasn’t been sneaking glances at you.”

“Scared someone’s going to steal me away?” she teased, still playing footsie.

“I think so, Madame.”

“They can dream on. I have my toy. And I’m eager to play.”

She sipped the last of her drink, then stood. And Andrew, feeling an excitement that had been there all evening properly take hold, stood with her. He tossed a couple of euro notes on the table as tip. He followed her out the fancy restaurant and into the Parisienne night.

Their destination was a short stroll; an unassuming red door down a side street at the city’s elegant heart. It led up a straight dark staircase and into a room in which Genevieve clicked on a tall lamp throwing a soft light across a black walled bedroom. The first thing Andrew noticed was the double bed of padded red leather. The second, close behind, the huge mirror above it. His eyes flicked back to Genevieve. His gaze naturally travelling down and up over the heels of her stilettos, the sheer stockings encasing her slender legs, the thin straps of her dress crisscrossing the creamy smooth skin at her back.

“Well,” she said, glancing to him.

It was all she needed to say to have him stripping; desire pounding he removed his dark shirt and lighter chinos, shoes and socks and boxers. Genevieve eyed him just as he’d eyed her, only taking more time; letting her gaze drop then slowly rise. He wore the silver cock ring she’d gifted him. It lifted his full looking balls up and outwards. It tilted his stiffening cock forwards.

“You look good in that,” said Genevieve. “Makes you look owned. Which is precisely what you are.”

She stepped to him, caressing his cheek, then guiding him to a mirror on the wall. She half turned him to it and lightly traced her fingertips over the letters GV branded there at his backside. Even after a month the skin was still sensitive enough to still his breathing, tingle his flesh. Genevieve clutched his right butt cheek, meeting his eyes in their mirrored reflections.

“This ass is mine,” she said, giving him a playful spank. “This nipple, too,” she added, rolling his left nipple between her fingers, tweaking it just enough to have him inhaling sharply. Then her hand was going lower. “And this cock.” She wrapped her hand around it. “Remind me, Andrew, whose is it?”

“It’s yours, Madame,” he sighed, swelling with pleasure as she stroked her hand slowly downwards.

“And these balls, whose balls are these?” she asked, gripping them firmly.

“Your balls, Madame, your balls,” Andrew answered with an urgency that made Genevieve smile. She held his eyes in the mirror, enjoying his jitteriness and the fact she could close her hand and crush him at will if she should so choose to. “That’s right, Andrew, my ass, my nipples, my cock…my balls.”

She gave one final squeeze and let go leaving him gasping. Her fingertip returning to his upper ass and retracing those two letters forever seared into his flesh.

“This mark right here proves what you are and who you belong to.” Her eyes didn’t shift an inch in the mirror. “It’s rather beautiful, no?”

“Yes, Madame,” said Andrew so flushed with arousal he could hardly think straight.

Genevieve scoffed in amusement. “You would say that wouldn’t you, mistress always being right.”

There wasn’t a lot he could say to that and Genevieve knew it. She gave a smirk, then was slapping his other ass cheek and strolling to the bed and sitting. She clicked her fingers and pointed at a spot on the triangular patterned wooden floor below. “Down,” she commanded.

Andrew dropped to his knees before her in a heartbeat. Genevieve, legs crossed, palms flat on the bed behind her, savoured his obedience. She eyed him with a mischievous glint.

“You’ve been admiring my silky stockings all night,” she said, slowly twirling the point of a heel. “Show them some love.”

Andrew didn’t need to be told twice. He kissed up from her ankle; soft, pouty kisses, savouring the sheer fabrics smooth texture against his lips. He travelled up over the bend of a knee, on up over a thigh, his head nudging back the hem of her dress as he reached the point where the stockings darker trim met bare creamy flesh. How he wanted to travel on over that creamy flesh. He could almost feel the softness of her against his lips when she pushed him back, uncrossed and recrossed her legs, switching which one was on top.

“Other stocking, Andrew.”

This time he started from that delectable black trim, his lips no less worshipping as down he went, one pouty kiss at a time.

“And my heels, can’t have them feeling left out, can we?”

“No, Madame,” said Andrew, barely wasting a breath as he kissed from sheer fabric to shiny shoe; his lips continuing their caressing press as he covered one shoe – undersole and all – then the other.

“Good boy,” said Genevieve standing, turning, bumping back against him as she reached beneath her dress giving the merest flash of pert bum, before the hem was falling, and the black lace panties were sliding down over her straight legs. She stepped out of them one heel at a time, then returned to him, dangling them from a finger. “Open your mouth.”

Andrew did so. Genevieve grinned and stuffed the panties right into his gaping hole.

“Now up on the bed,” she said, still grinning.

Mouth filled, intense arousal swirling, Andrew lay face up on the beds padded red leather. Genevieve made light work in securing him spread-eagled and cuffed to its four corners.

“Hm-mm-mm,” she said, the click of her heels punctuating each hum as she trailed a finger down his flank. “Just how I like my boys.”

Andrew watched her stroll over to a nightstand and pick up her phone. His gaze drifted again over her slender legs, silky stockings and those thin crisscrossing straps of her tight dress. What he’d give to be that dress! He dropped his head back, a flesh flush of arousal thrumming right through him. He saw reflected back at him overhead the intense glare of his eyes. Then that voice, her voice was tilting his head forward.

She held the phone to her lips. She was talking in sexy flowing French. Half smiling, knowing exactly how much it drove him wild. Andrew stared as she strolled back over, talking so casually. She brushed up his leg. She chortled aloud at one point. She broke away from whatever she was saying to snap a picture of him, then just as readily resumed her conversation. All the while Andrew throbbed, half stir crazed with arousal. He could smell her ambrosial scent. He could taste her wetness on the panties stuffing his mouth. Then there was that sexy voice flowing over and into him.

“I know,” chuckled Genevieve. “Boys make the best playthings.”

The call finally ended. Genevieve stood eying his horny helplessness.

“My girlfriends very jealous of me. She thinks you’re very attractive. She thinks you’ve got a very handsome cock.”

Andrew swallowed a mouthful of saliva infused with that special flavour of her, cock twitching off his balls at its mention.

“Are you dancing for me, Andrew?”

Andrew muttered, “Yes, Madame.” Though it came out as an incoherent mumble from his panty filled mouth.

Genevieve chuckled. “Maybe I should give one of my other subbies a call. Make them really jealous. You don’t mind waiting, do you, Andrew?”

And without realising it, he was vigorously shaking his head. And eliciting more laughter.

“But I thought you said you could listen to me all night long, hmm?” Genevieve tweaked his right nipple, making him gasp. “You shouldn’t lie to me, Andrew. Liars get punished.”

And there was that devious grin spiralling his insides. She put aside her phone. She sat down at his side.

“Such a messy boy,” she said, guiding his eyes to the pool of precum that had settled at his belly button just above his still leaking cock. Genevieve placed both hands on his chest, lazing over him, peering down. “Do you think you’ve got what it takes to please me?”

“Ugh-mm,” came his muffled response.

The corners of her lips curled into a smile. She picked the panties from his mouth. “Say again?”

“Yes, Madame,” he panted.

“You sure?”

“Never more sure,” said Andrew. He stared unblinking, shot through with an excruciating mix of powerlessness and intense desire. There wasn’t a part of him that didn’t ache for her.

Genevieve smiled above a further moment, then flicked her tongue against his lips and knelt up onto the bed. Facing the length of him, she lifted a knee over his head. And suddenly Andrew was staring wide-eyed, brain overloaded with the exquisite angles and curves; glistening labial lips, perky ass cheeks curving outwards – a sight he wouldn’t forget as long as he lived.

“See something you like, Andrew?” her voice came from above as she hovered teasingly.

“Yesss!” he gasped with the rapture of an agnostic suddenly with reason to believe.

“No tongue now,” said Genevieve. “Not till I say otherwise.”

And with that she was lowering herself to him, settling her lips at his mouth, his nose in the crack of her peachy, petite, perfectly formed derriere.

“What a comfortable cushion your face makes, Andrew.” The voice was thick with amusement as she wiggled her hips, swaying his entire head from side to side. “Can you even breathe down there?”

Andrew made a sound even more muffled than when the panties had been stuffed in his mouth. He was completely smothered, entirely reliant on her for the most basic of human actions. Ten seconds, twenty seconds, thirty seconds…finally she lifted. Andrew gulped in two big breaths, then down she came smothering him again.

“I could do this all night, such a satisfying feeling.” Her laughter once again cut to Andrew’s core. She lifted then settled back over his face twice more before telling him to stick out his tongue. “Make it nice and pointy like that stiff cock of yours.”

Andrew obliged, then stared in dizzying silence seeing what was coming. Down she came, lowering that pink labia glinting like morning dew. This time she didn’t smother, but grinded down, then lightly bounced. His pointed tongue thrusting deep into her wetness, Andrew’s own hips bucked upwards in swelling desire. Genevieve slapped him back down with a titter, continued to rub and rock and ride his tongue, his lips, his face. In the moment Andrew felt something fold within him, something he thought would never unfold – not after this.

Genevieve tensed and shuddered and let out the most musical of moans. She sat a dozen or seconds after this, catching her breath while suffocating his own, before finally rising. Andrew sucked in oxygen. His lips, his jaw, the tip of his nose, glistening with her delicious juices. Her intoxicating ambrosial odour filling his head, flooding his senses. He watched her crawl over him, feline and elegant, turning at his waist where she straddled him, trapping his shaft in her slick groove beneath.

“Still think you can please me, Andrew?”

Breathing heavily, he stared with a burning intensity half aware of a kind of madness creeping into the borders of conscience such was his hyper arousal. “I do,” the words escaped almost unbidden on one of those heavy breaths.

Genevieve shifted, sliding over him in the slowest of motions. Her look both challenging and amused.

“No emptying those ball without permission,” she warned, holding his gaze a fraction longer before slipping him inside.

Andrew dropped his head at the enveloping warmth. A swelling pleasure almost overtaking him entirely. Almost, but not quite. Genevieve clenched tightly around him, even here like this, reinforcing who was dominant and who was submissive. Despite the immense urge to thrust upwards, Andrew kept entirely still, knowing it wasn’t his place to lead. Genevieve smiled at his utter subordination. She leant forward still keeping his cock squeezed within. She brushed a thumb over his cheek.

“What are you?”

“What?” asked Andrew, puzzlement ricocheting round his frazzled brain.

“I asked what are you,” Genevieve said firmly.

Andrew barely managed to find words, let alone speak sense, yet instinctively they came as surely she knew they would. “Your humble servant, Madame,” he said, softly.

“Again.”

“Your humble servant, Madame,” he spoke a second time with a little more strength.

“Again.”

“Your humble servant, Madame!” he said, hiding any murmuring groan and giving her what she wanted.

Genevieve smiled broadly. “You and I, Andrew, are going to have much fun, so much fun.”

She gave his cheek a little slap, settled back and grinded into him, pushing him deep. Andrew held her eye as she rode him till the rising swell was coming on strong and he was wrestling to keep it down. His head dropped back. He stared up at his spread-eagled reflection, at what he was, at who he’d become, not wanting to be anything else.
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