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MISTRESS KINK  By Alex Jordaine   





To Mistress G, the love of my life. 

    “I want to put myself absolutely at your mercy for good or evil without any conditions,  without any limit to your power.” 

– Leopold von Sacher-Masoch  

  

  

  




Chapter One  

 

A surge of blood throbbed through Mark’s shaft as he sat naked on the edge of Clara 

and  Dee’s big double bed, waiting for them to enter the room. He felt as certain as he could 

be that the  two women had decided to agree to his request they enter a ménage a trois with 

him. He couldn’t  imagine they’d made the last minute decision to take him on vacation for 

three weeks if they hadn’t  intended to also agree to what he’d actually asked them for in the 

first place  Clara and Dee hadn’t told Mark yet where they were taking him. But they’d said 

they didn’t  want him to pack any clothes. This of itself didn’t surprise him in the slightest. 

The two gorgeous  women were dedicated, not to say fanatical nudists. They spent most of 

their time when in the pri-  vacy of their fine detached house and its secluded garden stark 

naked. They expected Mark to do  likewise when he came to visit and he was only too happy 

to oblige.  He looked up when the door opened and saw Clara come in, hips swaying 

seductively. She  was as naked and as beautiful as ever. Clara had lustrous shoulder-length 

black hair cut in a geo-  metric style, a high cheek-boned face, and full red lips. She had an 

hourglass figure and long shape-  ly legs too. In brief, she was a knockout.  There was a light 

in her big violet eyes as she looked Mark up and down, admiring his darkly  handsome 

features, his seductive deep-blue eyes, his lithe lean physique, and his big hard cock.  “Dee 

will be along very shortly,” she told him.  Mark stood up and stepped over to Clara. “Then 

will the two of you finally break your silence  about where we’re off to?” he asked with a hint 

of impatience.  She ran a hand down the musculature of his chest and stomach before deftly 

grasping hold  of his erection. “We will break our silence on that pressing matter, yes,” she 

said, and began to  slowly masturbate him.  Clara’s strokes were delightfully sensuous, filling 

Mark with desire. His voice shook slightly  when he asked, “You promise?”  “I do,” she 

assured him, continuing to languorously caress his throbbing hardness.  A moment later 

another breathtakingly beautiful naked woman sashayed into the bedroom.  She had short ash-

blonde hair that was shiny and straight, an oval shaped face, and lively emerald-  green eyes 

that were large and wide-spread.  She raised an amused eyebrow. “Started without me, I see, 

Clara.”  “Couldn’t resist it, Dee.” She shot her lover a wicked grin. “Couldn’t resist  him. He’s 

so  damned sexy.” She continued to slowly massage his pulsing erection  Mark smiled at the 

compliment. He felt thoroughly pleased with himself, couldn’t help it.  He was on a seriously 

lucky streak again, no question, he thought. But this one was immeasurably  more to the point 

than the last one. That had involved him taking a much bigger risk than usual in  his already 

risk-tolerant job as a hedge fund manager. In fact on that occasion he’d played such a  high-

stakes game if he’d messed up it would have been the end of his shining career.  The prospect 

of that happening hadn’t troubled Mark one iota though as he’d had the ulti-  mate 

contingency in mind. He’d had more than enough of the soulless line of work he’d been 

in  anyway. It had become a kind of purgatory to him. Mark hadn’t wanted to be the type of 

person he’d  become: the type that got paid a ridiculous amount of money for doing such a 

fundamentally empty  job. He had convinced himself that if he didn’t make the break soon, 

he’d be that type of man for  the rest of his life. And he hadn’t been able to bear the 

thought.  Mark had therefore firmly intended to pack it all in after that particular throw of the 

dice. The  way he’d seen the situation was this: whatever happened the outcome would 

essentially be the  same – he wouldn’t be a hedge fund manager anymore. As things had 

worked out though his one-  shot deal had paid off so well he’d have been able to give up 

work altogether for years to come if  he’d wanted to.  What he’d done straight away was to 

throw in his job. That had been Mark’s getaway strat-  egy all along, his endgame. But that 

had been the trouble. It had been a “getting away from”, not a  new beginning as such. 

Everything had gone a bit flat in Mark’s life for about six months afterwards  as he’d 

pondered what to do next but been unable to come up with anything that had even come  close 

to setting his pulse racing.  Then he’d had the immense good fortune to hook up with Clara 

and Dee at a nightclub. 

They were a bisexual couple who enjoyed a hedonistic lifestyle courtesy of a substantial 

inheritance  Dee had received when her filthy-rich uncle had died. She and Clara hadn’t come 

across as spoilt  bitches to Mark, though, anything but. There had been a sort of aura about the 

two of them, he’d  felt, a real magic. My God, they’d been sexy too. And one thing had led 

quickly and deliciously to  the other with the libidinous pair.  Mark had engaged in a number 

of spectacularly carnal sessions with the two wonderful  women and had fallen passionately in 

love… with both of them. Weird, he knew, but that was just  the way it was. And now this 

ultimate proof that his strong feelings for them were matched by theirs  for him. Talk about a 

dream come true!  His heartbeat quickened and his hard-on quivered with urgency under the 

sensuous back  and forth stroking of Clara’s fingers as he contemplated his joyous future with 

her and Dee – start-  ing with their raunchy three week nudist vacation, wherever it was going 

to be.  Clara increased the pace of her hand briefly before stopping abruptly and withdrawing 

it  altogether. “That’ll do for now,” she announced. “There are matters I know you badly want 

to dis-  cuss.”  She looked at Dee who waited a beat before asking Mark, “Want to have that 

discussion  right now?”  He breathed slowly in order to steady himself before replying to her. 

“Since Clara’s stopped  doing what she was doing to me, the answer’s yes,” he said, giving 

her a lopsided grin.  “Sit down again then,” said Clara, and Mark sat back down on the edge 

of the bed.  “So, where are the three of us off to?” he asked, looking up at them 

expectantly.  The two women exchanged glances,  “Hold your horses,” Dee said. “Let’s go 

back to your request we enter a ménage a trois.”  Clara chipped in, “That’s a big leap from the 

half a dozen or so steamy threesomes we’ve  engaged in to date, wouldn’t you agree?”  “I 

would,” Mark conceded.  “And you expect such a ‘triangular’ arrangement to last, do you?” 

Dee asked, her tone curt.  “I know it would,” he replied confidently.  “How do you know?” 

the beautiful blonde persisted. “You barely know us when it comes  right down to 

it.”  “You’ve never even slept the night with us yet,” added Clara.  “So what? I still know it 

would work.”  “How though?” said Dee.  Mark shrugged. “I just do. That’s all.”  Clara 

chipped in again, gazing directly and uncompromisingly into his eyes. “You believe,  do you, 

that the ménage a trois as a lifestyle choice has such a sound reputation for longevity that  it’s 

bound to work long-term in our case too?”  Mark bridled. “If you didn’t think it had 

considerably more than a fighting chance where  we’re concerned why decide to take me 

away on vacation with you for three weeks?” he retorted  testily. “I mean, why do that?”  “Oh, 

did we give you the impression we were taking you with us?” Clara said with a 

straight  face.  “Surely we didn’t do that,” added Dee, equally straight-faced.  Mark stared at 

the two women uncomprehendingly. He could feel his chest constrict . This  can’t be true. This 

 cannot be fucking happening. “You know perfectly well you did,” he said angrily.  “Actually, 

Clara and I are off together to Cap d’Agde,” Dee said, adding tauntingly, “You  know, that 

sex-drenched nudist city in the South of France.”  The two women had completely wrong-

footed Mark and he was at a loss to know what to do  about it. “Where does that leave me 

then?” he asked, feeling not only thoroughly bewildered but  also utterly fed-up too. He was 

also not the remotest bit sexually aroused any more. His erection  had disappeared entirely, its 

memory now only a dull ache in his groin.  “We have something very different in mind for 

you.” Dee paused, intentionally dragging out  the tension. 

Mark looked at her sharply and demanded, “What’s that?”  Dee gave a short laugh. “A stay 

somewhere rather closer to home.”  “Where?”  She shook her head. “Not going to tell 

you.”  “Oh for Christ’s sake…” He scowled. “What sort of place is it?”  Dee gave a theatrical 

sigh. “Same answer,” she said. “Not going to tell you…other than to  reaffirm that you won’t 

be wearing any clothes there.”  “What if I refuse to go?”  Call their bluff, that’s it,  Mark told 

himself, rallying slightly.  Show  them you’re not to be messed with like this.  Try to take 

 charge if you can. “Yeah, what if I just refuse to  go?”  “Fine by us. We’ll finish with you,” 

Dee replied, her expression unperturbed. “It’s that sim-  ple.”  “That’s right,” added Clara 

with equal starkness. The raven-haired siren went on, “Read my  lips: We. Just. Don’t. 

Care.”  The two women studied the look of shock on Mark’s face.  “I’m having difficulty 

believing this is happening,” he said.  “Oh, it’s happening all right,” said Dee.  “What if I 

don’t like the place?” he whispered, trying to regain his composure. The thought  of doing 

what was being demanded of him made Mark’s head spin. But the threat of Dee and 

Clara  finishing with him filled him with utter despair because he thoroughly adored them. He 

felt strongly  that to knowingly bring that on himself would be like committing hara-kiri.  Dee 

said, “You can leave the place we’re sending you to any time you like but it will have 

the  same outcome.”  “And so it will if you’re ejected from it,” interjected Clara. “Either way 

it’ll be game over. You  won’t see either of us again. But, hey, whether you go along with all 

this or not is entirely your  choice.”  “Yeah right, my choice,” Mark mumbled disconsolately. 

“Hobson’s choice more like. Can’t  you reconsider? I…”  “Enough,” Dee said, with absolute 

finality. “This is non-negotiable.”  “It might take you a little time to settle into the place we’re 

sending you to, Mark,” Clara said  in a placatory tone, smiling warmly at him. “But we’re 

confident you will.”  She stepped closer to him. “Think of it as a mission of self-discovery,” 

she suggested, and  then leaned right forward and planted a tender kiss on his lips. He 

breathed in the musky arousing  scent of her perfume. The gentle peck on the mouth was soft 

and sweet and totally unexpected  under the circumstances. Another wave of confusion 

washed over him.  Clara stood upright again and took Dee by the hand.  “Back in a bit,” said 

Clara. And without another word from either woman the two of them  turned away from him 

and departed, still hand in hand. They left the bedroom door ajar and a thor-  oughly stunned 

Mark all alone again as he listened to the faint sound of their bare footsteps reced-  ing down 

the parquet-floored corridor.  Mark’s mind was reeling with the torrent of emotions that 

swirled through him: incompre-  hension, humiliation, frustration, apprehension and, yes, 

excitement. He felt extremely uncertain  and troubled by this entirely unexpected turn of 

events but those feelings were tinged with a strange  kind of elation.  If he went along with all 

this – and really what choice did he have? – he’d be making a piv-  otal leap into the 

unknown. And that excited him, Mark couldn’t deny it. It made him glow at the  core with 

something close to euphoria for reasons he’d have found it impossible to 

adequately  articulate.  His shaft was rock-hard and throbbing incessantly again too, which 

spoke for itself. Mark  could do nothing now but wait and follow orders, which wasn’t the 

way he usually operated by any  stretch of the imagination. 








Chapter Two   

 

A quarter of an hour later Clara padded back into the bedroom, not that Mark noticed her 

ar-  rive. He had his head in his hands and was lost in thought, his mind continuing to transmit 

decid-  edly mixed messages.  “Fancy picking up where we left off before?” Clara 

asked.  Mark looked up at her. “Thought it was a case of ‘discussion closed’,” he 

muttered.  “It is,” she replied.  He ran a hand through his hair. “Then you’ve lost me.”  “And 

you’ve evidently lost interest in sex?” Clara laughed, sitting beside him. “Or have you?”  She 

inched closer to him and squeezed his hard-on briefly.  “Won’t you take pity on me and at 

least let me know where you’re sending me?” he asked,  gazing into her eyes imploringly.  “I 

will take pity on you.” She smiled, mocking him gently. “But not in that way.”  Clara pulled 

him close and joined her lips with his into a single long passionate kiss. Then  she held her 

full firm breasts in both hands and demanded, “Do that thing you know I love.”  She shivered 

with delight when Mark took her stiff round nipples into his mouth one after  the other. He 

began gently pulling the dark, enticing orbs with his lips.  From the soft moans of pleasure 

that escaped from Clara’s mouth it was clear she was very  much enjoying what he was doing 

to her nipples, which he knew were acutely sensitive. He con-  tinued sucking hard and long 

on the erect objects of arousal until she told him to stop.  “Now finger-fuck me,” Clara 

demanded. “Go slowly at first.”  Mark slipped his middle finger into her sex, and was not 

surprised to find she was already  wet. Gently he began to explore her there. He slid his finger 

in and out slowly, and then inserted a  second one. He crooked them both upwards to 

stimulate her g-spot. Clara moved under him, eas-  ing his entry and delighting in the delirious 

tremors of pleasure he was giving her.  Her breathing was quickening all the time. “Now do it 

harder,” she gasped. And Mark did,  moving his fingers faster and faster.  Clara started to 

buck under the rapid thrusting of his fingers. And in no time, crying out ec-  statically, she 

was taken by the storm of the orgasm that engulfed her.  Once that storm had passed Mark 

removed his fingers from her sex and said, “See what  you’ll be missing when you send me 

away.”  “Dee can do all that for me and so much more,” she teased.  “Point taken,” he said 

weakly, and looking up, saw that Dee had now re-entered the room.  “I think we ought to play 

to your strengths?” said the ash-blonde beauty, gazing at his puls-  ing erection with desire in 

her eyes.  “I’m in your hands.” Mark smiled.  “Interesting turn of phrase,” Dee quipped. She 

knelt on the floor before him, reached out  and took hold of his stiff cock, squeezing the base 

gently.  She closed her grip, enjoying the smooth solid feel of his hardness in her hand. Very 

slowly  she stroked his shaft, passing her fingers over the entire length and letting them linger 

on the silky  smoothness of the softly sensitive head.  Clara shifted into the middle of the bed 

and lounged back. “Why don’t you suck his cock,  Dee,” she suggested. At the same time she 

pressed her fingers into herself, stimulating her sex into  a renewed state of arousal.  “Why not 

indeed,” replied Dee before taking Mark’s length between her lips. She sucked his  shaft 

hungrily, wrapping her tongue around it. He groaned with desire, sexual excitement 

coursing  through his veins, as she worked him expertly with her lips and tongue.  Clara 

became increasingly excited under the swift play of her own busy fingers as she  watched Dee 

suck Mark’s hard cock with ever-increasing urgency. She was wildly licking and suck-  ing, 

from the base to the tip in a single mad movement of desire.  Dee continued to blow Mark 

voraciously, taking his cock deep into her warm inviting  mouth. Both he and a now 

frenziedly masturbating Clara, watched Dee move up and down, playing  her tongue over the 

full length of his erection, almost letting go then drawing back down in a bliss-  ful sweeping 

motion. 

Dee was taking Mark even more fully into her mouth now so the head worked right into 

the  back of her throat. She drew her cheeks in with each thrust. She had the faint taste of 

semen in her  mouth already and, from the frantic pulsing and throbbing of Mark’s flesh, 

knew he was fast ap-  proaching release.  That wouldn’t do. Time for the shortest of breathers, 

she decided. That was all Mark ever  needed in her and Clara’s experience. She extracted his 

hard cock from her mouth.  “Now you fuck me while I pleasure Clara with my tongue,” she 

directed after he’d calmed  down a little.  Dee got onto the bed and knelt before Clara, 

regarding her wetly exposed sex with a look  both licentious and adoring. Mark also got on 

the bed and positioned himself behind her.  Dee eased her face between Clara’s inner thighs 

and pressed her lips onto her glistening  labia. As she began to spear her wetness with her 

tongue, pressing it deep inside, Mark took Dee’s  soft rear cheeks in his hands and pushed his 

shaft into her oh-so-inviting sex. As the wet slippery  warmth of her pussy enveloped his 

hardness he closed his eyes momentarily and gave himself to  the blissful sensation.  Dee 

moaned softly into Clara’s pussy and moved her ass backwards, allowing Mark to 

gain  deeper access into her own sex. He felt the juices of her desire flowing onto his erection 

with each  of his powerful thrusts. At the same time she licked deeper and deeper, letting 

Clara’s hot sticky  juices fill her mouth with their familiar delicious taste.  Clara moaned with 

pleasure and wriggled with one rush of satisfaction after another as Dee  lapped up her sex 

juices with even more fervor. This had the effect of propelling Clara to the edge of  climaxing. 

She and Mark had simultaneously reached the exact same state too. And then it 

arrived.  Suddenly all motion ceased. The three bodies froze for a long moment, seized by the 

final  wave that swept them into a single powerful mutual orgasm that was overwhelming. 

Convulsions  shook their bodies, the spasms going on and on.  Afterwards, their hearts still 

thrumming, the three of them lay together on the bed in silence,  wrapped in the same aura of 

satisfaction.  “Won’t you please reconsider your decision to send me away,” Mark said, 

eventually break-  ing the silence.  “No, we won’t,” said Dee. Her voice was soft and tender 

this time, and she squeezed Mark’s  hand gently.  “It’s for the best, you’ll see,” Clara added, 

stroking his chest.  “When’s all this going to happen?” Mark asked, his voice trembling 

slightly.  “We part company with you tomorrow,” Clara said. “You’ll go your way and we’ll 

go ours.”  “I’m going to miss you both so much.” There was a wistful look on his handsome 

face. “I’m  just glad it was such an enjoyable end.”  “It’s not the end, Mark,” Dee said softly. 

“Or if it is it’s only the end of a chapter for you. The  new one starts tomorrow.”  Mark 

suddenly felt very unsettled, his head filled with apprehension again. “May I ask you  both to 

do me a favor before that happens?” he asked.  “You may,” replied Dee and Clara in 

unison.  “I don’t want to be on my own tonight. Can I sleep here with you two? I know 

you’ve never  let me before but…”  “Yes,” interjected Dee.  “We were going to ask you to 

anyway,” added Clara.  It wasn’t long before Mark drifted off to sleep. As he slumbered he 

found himself deep in a  strange dream that was extremely erotic and yet close to being a 

nightmare. He couldn’t remember  the details of it when he awoke. All he could bring to mind 

was that Clara and Dee featured heavily  in the highly arousing dream and that it was subtly 

overlaid with a dark shadow of unknowing and  trepidation, which felt almost demonic. 










Chapter Three  

 

   Clara’s Volvo, as shiny black as her shoulder-length hair, was parked in the drive of the 

se-  cluded garden. She and Mark got into the car so she could take him to his mystery 

destination. Dee  remained in the house doing some last minute packing for the two women’s 

vacation. As for  Mark’s packing, Clara had handed him a black leather holdall a little earlier 

and told him to put the  clothes he’d arrived in the previous day into it and bring that with 

him.  Clara wore a snug-fitting maroon T-shirt, skintight dark-blue jeans and flat-heeled black 

can-  vas shoes. She had insisted Mark himself be naked in the car – a practical proposition as 

it had  darkened windows. Once he was sitting beside her she covered his eyes with a soft 

black leather  blindfold. “Look, is all this really necessary?” Mark asked testily, all light now 

absent from his  world. “Making me go to this mysterious place bare-assed naked and 

now…”  Clara interrupted him. “Might as well start as you’re meant to go on.”  She put the 

car into gear and drove out of the drive, waiting a moment for a gap in the traffic  before 

driving across the road.  “Start as I’m meant to go on, you say.” Mark’s voice was dripping 

with sarcasm. “What, am I  going to be blindfolded the whole time I’m there as well as being 

naked?”  Clara had been caught by the lights at the first junction. She ignored him.  “Well, am 

I?” he repeated irritably. “Am I going to be blindfolded the whole time I’m there?”  Traffic 

began to move again and Clara moved with it. “Don’t be obtuse,” she said in a sharp  voice. 

“Of course you’re not, nothing remotely like that, as you must be perfectly well aware. But, 

as  you are also well aware, Dee and I don’t want you to know where it is you’re going. Now 

be quiet,  will you,” she added, staring hard ahead of her through the windscreen. “Let me 

concentrate on the  driving. When I want to talk, we’ll talk, but not before then.”  Obediently 

Mark said nothing more.  Why am I putting up with all this shit?  he asked himself  in dismay, 

staring into the pitch-darkness before his blindfolded eyes. He was a dynamic individual,  a 

person to be reckoned with, as he’d proved conclusively in the way he’d handled his high-

flying  career.  He’d not been Mister Important in his old job, nothing self-regarding like that. 

Indeed, he  reminded himself, he’d come to regard his work with contempt. Lucrative though 

it had been and  very good at it though he’d also been, he had seen it as little more than 

misdirected energy and had  badly wanted to pack it in. But he’d certainly been a serious 

player while doing it, a high achiever, a  mover and shaker. And by a combination of that and 

a large measure of luck when it had mattered  most, he’d played the odds and won, making 

himself a small fortune in the process.  Out there in the marketplace, rightly or wrongly, it had 

been a man’s world. He’d triumphed  in that macho world and then got out of it: mission 

accomplished. Six months afterwards his life  had turned a completely different direction. 

He’d entered a woman’s world then – Clara and Dee’s  world. They were the ones in charge, 

not him. OK, fair enough. But why was he being such a  pushover? Why was he letting them 

get away with doing what they were doing to him now? Why for  fuck’s sake?  He told 

himself why: Because he was head-over-heels in love with the two women and they  hadn’t 

given him any choice in the matter whatsoever – unless he was willing to let them ditch 

him.  And that was the very last thing he wanted. They’d found his ultimate weak spot. That 

was the  essence of the matter. Everything in life came down to choices in the end, he mused, 

and he’d  made the only one he could.  Also Clara and Dee very much had what was best for 

him at heart, they’d said as much. Why  should he doubt them in that? This was going to be 

three weeks out of his life, that was all. That  was no time in the grand scheme of things. In 

short what was there to fret and worry about?  Whatever was going to happen would happen 

and everything was going to be fine just like  the two women had assured him it would be. 

Although, God Almighty, all this cloak and dagger  stuff was a bit much. It couldn’t help but 

piss him off. Nobody could blame him for feeling dis-  gruntled.  Clara drove in silence for 

some while – how long a while, though, Mark had no idea. Gazing   

into the blackness behind his blindfold and with his mind absorbed in thought, he’d long since 

lost  all sense of time.  Finally she announced, “Nearly there.”  “May I speak again?” Mark’s 

tone was sullen. “I think I’ve waited long enough.” Grumbling  seemed to be the only weapon 

left in his armory and he knew that was pathetic.  “Yes, you may speak.”  “How about telling 

me the name of my mystery destination? Surely you can let me know that  much since we’ve 

almost arrived at the bloody place.”  “Well, I’m not going to,” she said, her tone as tetchy as 

his. “All I’ll tell you is it’s a very old  building. It’s stood where it is pretty much forever in 

one guise or another.”  “And how secret is its location?” he asked. “Very, I suppose.”  “You 

suppose right.” She slowed the car down. “It’s obscured from the main road both by  distance 

and by a dense forest of trees, thick brambles and other foliage. It’s approached by a sin-  gle 

track lane and exited by another. It is also enclosed by a very high wall. Anyway, keep quiet 

again  while I get us in.”  Soon all will be revealed, Mark told himself, staring into the 

darkness before his eyes. And  soon it was because it wasn’t long before he heard Clara say, 

“You can have a look at the place now.  Take off your blindfold.”  Mark felt a rush of relief. 

At last he was going to get to see this mysterious building that was  meant to be his home for 

the next three weeks while Dee and Clara cavorted sexily in the nude in  the sunny South of 

France.  He removed the blindfold, blinked his eyes to refocus his vision, and took his first 

view of  the building. And the bottom seemed to fall out of his stomach. It was a grim flat-

faced Gothic  structure built of dark-brown brickwork. The severe impression it presented was 

only underlined by  the regimented narrow rectangular windows that dotted its stern façade at 

regularly spaced inter-  vals.  Mark shook his head in disbelief.  Jesus God, what is this? What 

 the hell do Clara and Dee  think they’re up to? What’s their game?  His disbelief rapidly 

turned to outrage.  What a fucking awful  thing for them to do to me.  This is nothing less than 

 betrayal, a complete breach of trust.  Clara pulled the car to a halt not far from the entrance to 

the dour, uninviting premises. “Out  you get, Mark,” she said briskly, starting to get out of the 

car herself. “Don’t forget your bag.”  Just then the large black front door of the building 

opened and a woman emerged. She was  strikingly beautiful with luminescent white skin, 

hazel eyes and silky auburn hair cut to the shoul-  ders. Her shapely figure was enhanced by 

what she wore: a high-collared tight black leather jacket  and a matching miniskirt. Her 

already long legs were made longer still by the tall stiletto-heeled  shoes she had on.  “That’s 

Freya,” Clara explained, keeping her voice low. “She’s in charge here. So do your  best to 

make a good first impression on her, OK, Mark?”  “I’ll try,” he whispered back.  Looks like I 

 jumped to conclusions and completely misread the situ-  ation,  he said to himself . She’s 

 stunning, gorgeous, even if this grim building is anything but. What’s  that saying? Don’t 

 judge a book by its cover.  Clara strode towards the woman with Mark in tow and when they 

arrived before her directed,  “Say hello to Freya, Mark. She’s the boss here as I’ve just 

informed you.”  He gave her a friendly smile. “Pleased to meet you.”  There was a long 

pause  “Welcome,” she eventually replied, sounding anything but. Her voice was as cold as 

her icy  demeanor.  Looks like I didn’t misread the situation after all, not one bit,  Mark said to 

himself in alarm.  Looks like my good luck’s finally all used up and no mistake.  He could feel 

his features go stiff. Then  he felt something else go stiff as Clara grasped his cock and began 

working it up and down with her  fist.  When she’d made his shaft fully erect she said, “He’s 

all yours now, Freya. I’m off.”  Mark gave Clara a look of puzzlement.  Going so soon?  But 

all she did was squeeze his cock  one last time while staring at him stony-faced. Then, without 

another word she turned, strode  smartly back to the car and began to drive off.  Mark brought 

his gaze back to Freya and found her as icy in her manner as ever. She didn’t  bat an eyelid at 

his erection either, which appeared to leave her completely unmoved. He swal-  lowed, 

opened his mouth and tried to speak but no words came out. He’d been rendered 

literally  speechless.  “Follow me,” Freya ordered coldly.  And he did, leather holdall in hand. 

He followed her through the dimly-lit lobby of the build-  ing, then along a stone-flagged 

corridor lined with a number of doors. They passed through one of  these into a wood-paneled 

office. Mark’s heart was throbbing and so was his erection. What was  going to happen now? 








Chapter Four  

Freya took her seat behind a large mahogany desk. She waved a hand airily in the direction  of 

an upright chair in the corner of the office. “Put your bag on there. We’ll let you have it 

back  when you leave here and not before.”  Once Mark had done what she’d told him to do 

she ordered him to stand in front of her  desk. He stepped into position and peered anxiously 

at her.  Freya raised an eyebrow. “What do you know about this place?”  “Nothing,” he said 

honestly.  God knows, nobody could have been kept more in the dark than I  have, blindfold 

 and all. “You must know something,” Freya declared. She paused and studied him. “What do 

you  know?”  Mark shrugged. “That it’s a very old building. Clara told me that just before we 

arrived and  then she took off my blindfold and I witnessed it for myself. And that’s the sum-

total of my knowl-  edge.”  “You’ve been kept right out of the loop, yes?”  “Right out, 

yes.”  Freya nodded approvingly. “As it has to be,” she remarked. She tilted her head. “What 

do  you think of the place?”  “It’s pretty forbidding,” Mark said.  “And you must like that.” 

She glanced at Mark’s erection. “Otherwise you wouldn’t be stand-  ing there in that priapic 

condition.”  “You saw what Clara did to me,” he retorted, “which had the inevitable 

result.”  “There’s been plenty of time for the effect to have worn off,” she said shortly. “Why 

hasn’t  it? You’re still as hard as a rock.”  Mark gave her a crooked smile. “You turn me on a 

lot, I guess.”  She looked at him, her face unreadable, impassive. “Is that so?”  There was a 

gleam in his eye. “It is so.”  “A woman looking like me running a forbidding place like this 

enflames you, does it?” she  said. “It leaves you – what – overcome with lust?”  “I’m getting 

that way.”  “Interesting.”  Mark wasn’t sure where all this was going. “Look, no disrespect, 

but could you please let me  know what the deal is at this establishment?” he asked. “I’m 

dying to know.”  “OK.” She looked him full in the eye. “I’ll reduce things to the bare 

essentials for you. Clara  and Dee have told you if you fuck things up while you’re here 

they’ll finish with you for good. Your  relationship with them will be all done with. It’ll be the 

end, finito. That’s right, yes?”  Mark bit his lip. “Yes,” he said quietly.  “Fuck what up? You 

might well ask,” she continued. “So I’ll tell you, and you’d better brace  yourself for this. I’m 

in charge here, as you already know. The ultimate authority between these four  walls is mine, 

but as far as you’re concerned it’s an authority I share with all the women who work  here. To 

succumb to any and all of us, to submit to any and all of us, to obey any and all of us:  those 

are the only options open to you while you’re here.  “You won’t get even one warning either 

if you don’t do that. There’ll be no leeway. One strike  and you’ll be out, no messing. 

Defiance or indeed a show of disrespect of any kind on your part in  any instance will result in 

your summary dismissal with all that implies when it comes to your fu-  ture  non-relationship 

with Clara and Dee. That’s the heavy price you’d have to pay.”  Mark listened with open-

mouthed astonishment as she continued to outline how things  were going to be for him at this 

bleak establishment of hers. “If you ever have the temerity to stick  your neck out by 

answering back, anything stupid like that, you now know very clearly the dire  consequences 

that will follow. And you know this because I’ve spelled them out for you virtually in  words 

of one syllable, have I not?”  “You have.” His voice was strained, hoarse. “You’ve left me in 

no doubt at all.”  Freya went on: “Any transgression by you of the rules we have here by 

perhaps an oversight  on your part will be punished. By which I mean you will be 

disciplined.” 

Mark interjected, his lips trembling, “I don’t follow. What sort of discipline are you 

talking  about?”  “Physical discipline, chastisement,” Freya replied. “You know: spanking, 

caning, whipping,  punishment of that sort. Get it?”  He got it. He just couldn’t bring himself 

to quite believe it.  “Got it?” she repeated sharply.  “Got it.” He began breathing hard. “What 

sort of rules might I be in danger of breaking?  Give me an example please.”  “Here’s a 

simple one for you,” she responded. “You will address me and indeed all the  women working 

here as ‘Mistress’. Failure to abide by this rule or any others given to you will mean  you will 

be punished. Are you clear on that?”  “I am,” Mark whispered, his voice barely staining the 

quiet air. Noting the look of expec-  tation on her stern face, he added in a louder voice, 

“Mistress.”  “I mean every word of what I’ve told you,” she said. “Or do you think its 

bullshit, empty  threats… or one great big ridiculous joke perhaps, a giant wind-up?”  He 

didn’t answer.  “I’ll ask you again,” she snapped. “Do you or don’t you believe me?”  “I 

believe you, Mistress,” Mark assured her nervously. He added, giving her a hopeful 

look,  “But as a new inmate here, if that’s the right term, surely you’d be prepared to cut me 

some slack  for a little while, give me a chance to settle in, so to speak.”  Freya looked at him 

for a moment or two before sighing and shaking her head. “Not on your  life,” she said, her 

voice harsh. “That’s not going to happen. You’ll receive no special favors at the  start of your 

stay here or at any time while you’re with us. I promise you that.”  Mark felt stunned by all 

he’d heard. He thought he needed his head examined for allowing  himself to get into such a 

diabolical situation. Freya’s words twisting and tumbling inside his head,  he blurted out, 

“This is like some kind of bad dream…eah… Mistress.”  “I wonder if that’s really true,” she 

replied coolly.  He gave her a blank look. “…Mistress?”  “What I find very telling is that after 

hearing all this ‘dreadful’ news you still have a raging  hard-on. In my experience it’s the little 

things that give a person away – or in your case the big  thing. See what I’m getting at, 

Mark?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he muttered.  Freya suddenly changed track. “Time for you to meet 

someone else,” she said and picked up  the phone on her desk. 








Chapter Five 

A few moments later there was a knock at the door.  “Enter,” said Freya, and Mark turned his 

head to watch another woman come in.  As drop-dead gorgeous and formidable-looking in her 

own distinctive way as Freya, she had  skin that was pale and soft, full sensuous lips and 

piercing blue eyes. Her hair, cropped to a buzz,  was so blonde it was almost colorless. Like 

Freya the woman bore herself with all the casual self  assurance of one used to the wielding of 

authority.  The tight black mesh singlet she had on clearly revealed the stiff nipples of her full 

firm  breasts, and her flared black leather skirt was cut obscenely short. She also wore knee-

high black  leather boots with stiletto heels.  “This is Mistress Stephanie,” Freya announced. 

“And, let me tell you, she’s a woman who  really loves her work. Not a soft woman, are you, 

Stephanie?”  “Not at all,” she confirmed.  “Care to elaborate on the subject for the new boy 

here?”  “Sure.” Turning towards Mark and gazing at him scornfully, Stephanie said, “I am 

seriously  not-to-be-fucked-with, trust me on that. I expect the utmost respect from the likes of 

you. Any inso-  lence, even if it’s only a look, will not be tolerated. Got that?”  “Got that, 

Mistress,” he replied anxiously.  “Any rule breaking, even the slightest, will result in 

punishment,” she added. “Got that too?”  “Yes, Mistress.” If anything, Mark felt even more 

intimidated by her than he did by her fear-  some boss.  “And how typical of the women who 

work here are you, would you say, Stephanie?” asked  Freya.  “Extremely,” she replied. “We 

are all tarred with exactly the same brush.”  “I want you to go now, Mark,” said Freya, bluntly 

dismissing him. “Follow Mistress  Stephanie and she’ll take you to your room.”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” Mark responded at once.  “Open the door for me,” Stephanie ordered, and he did 

that straight away too.  Once they’d stepped outside the office Mark padded along, following 

Stephanie down the  long corridor. It gave him a chance to study her some more. She was tall 

and shapely and the ultra-  short leather skirt flapped over her round bare behind with every 

stiletto-heeled step she took in her  long boots.  “Are you the one that’s going to be in charge 

of me while I’m in this place, Mistress?” Mark  ventured to ask.  “Shut up,” she replied 

sharply without glancing over her shoulder or slowing down.  Mark obediently shut up. 

Christ, it was so demeaning to be treated this way. But what alter-  native did he have? He 

was between a rock and a hard place. Mark glanced down at his erection. He  was between a 

rock and  his  hard place.  The building was a maze of long stone corridors, winding steps and 

short connecting pas-  sages. And Mark, who didn’t have a great sense of direction at the best 

of times, found it disori-  enting. Lost and without bearings now, he continued to follow 

Stephanie. Eventually she turned a  corner and opened a door.  She ushered him into the room 

beyond it, which had bare floorboards and was sparsely fur-  nished. There was a single bed, a 

small bedside table, a wooden chair, and not much else. The  room had no dressing table 

because there was no need for one. There was an en suite bathroom,  though, which Stephanie 

showed him next. It had modern fittings and was well supplied with tow-  els, shampoo, 

shaving kit, soap, toothpaste, deodorant and the like.  Stephanie took Mark back out of the 

bathroom and they returned to the monastic-looking  space where the main article of furniture 

was his bed. “Think of this room as your cell-cum-haven,”  she advised him.  Mark cleared 

his throat. “What do you mean by that, Mistress?”  “What I mean,” the tall comely crop-

haired blonde explained, “is that when you’re in here  you’ll only be allowed out if 

accompanied by one of the Mistresses. Hence it will effectively be your  cell. It will also be 

where you’ll consume the rations you’ll be provided with. Cordon blue, they   

won’t be. Meager, they will.”  She continued, “You’ll be imprisoned in here, to all intents and 

purposes, and in solitary  confinement. But when you’re on your own here this cell will be 

your haven too, your sanctuary. It  will be a place not only of solitude but of reflection – 

particularly bearing in mind the sort of things  likely to happen to you when you’re  not  on 

your own in here.”  “What sort of things, Mistress?” he asked in a nervous voice.  “Punishing 

things,” she replied. “You’ll be punished every time you break a rule. By pun-  ished do you 

know what I mean?”  “In general, Mistress,” he said. “Mistress Freya’s given me a rough 

idea.”  “But you haven’t much idea of the specifics, huh?”  He nodded. “That’s right, 

Mistress.”  “Sit down and I’ll tell you what to expect.”  Mark sat on the side of bed and 

looked up at Stephanie, waiting to hear what she had to say.  She smiled gleefully, preparing 

to tell him all about the painful process that awaited him. “A  breach of the rules might earn 

you a spanking, caning, strapping, whatever – you know, six of the  best...”  “Only six,” Mark 

interrupted. “Doesn’t sound so bad, Mistress.”  “You should have let me finish.” Stephanie 

laughed. “Six of the best as a bare minimum but  as many more as the Mistress delivering 

them likes.”  Oh, she was having a little joke, thought Mark caustically.  Hah, hah, fucking 

 hah! “In fact a Mistress can do anything she wants when chastising you, within reason I 

sup-  pose,” she added mockingly. “No sense in getting completely carried away.”  “Jesus,” 

he said under his breath.  “And frequently you will be publicly displayed during this 

punishment,” she went on.  Mark rubbed his face in his hands. He felt as if the world was 

slipping from under him.  “Don’t I have any say in all this, Mistress? Isn’t there some sort of 

right of appeal, that kind of  thing?”  “No way.” She snorted with derision. “So, you accept 

what I’ve told you?”  “No it’s not right,” he said without thinking about the words tumbling 

from his mouth. “It’s  not right,” he repeated, shaking his head.  Stephanie snapped, “Do my 

ears deceive me or were you actually disagreeing with me there?  And when you reply to that 

question, make sure you address me properly this time – unless you  want some of that 

punishment right now.”  “I was thinking aloud. I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said quickly, 

frightened by the clear menace  in her voice. He knew it was not an idle threat. He looked 

away, averting his gaze from her hostile  glare.  “Right or not, you have to accept it,” she said. 

“Is that not the case?”  Mark took a breath. “I have no choice, Mistress,” he said, still not 

meeting her gaze. He  could feel a bead of sweat twist down his back.  There was a 

silence  Looking at her again, Mark saw that Stephanie was studying him closely. The hostile 

glare  had all but gone.  At length she said, her tone now noticeably less abrasive, “You’re 

going to love it here, you  know.” She paused. “A man like you is built for a place like 

this.”  He gave her an inquiring look. “What makes you say that, Mistress?”  “You’re 

eminently suited for it, that’s all,” she said cryptically. “I know what makes you tick,  you 

see.”  “If you say so, Mistress.”  “I just did,” she said. “And you’re ready too. I can feel it in 

my bones.”  “Ready for what, Mistress?”  “Ready to let go,” she said. “Do you get that?”  He 

shook his head. “No, Mistress.”  The woman talks in riddles. “Well, here’s something else for 

you not to get.” Her voice was harder again and the sadistic  smile had returned to her face. 

“What if I told you you’re going to be punished day in and day out  while you’re here whether 

you break any of the rules or not?”  Oh, God. Mark closed his eyes, feeling his mind slip even 

further out of focus than it had al-  ready gone. Just when he’d thought things couldn’t get any 

worse – that this bizarre twilight zone  he’d been forced to enter by Clara and Dee couldn’t 

reveal itself to be any more unreasonable, more  over the top, more fucking outrageous and 

demented – that’s exactly what it did.  He opened his eyes again. “But why, Mistress?” he 

said, his voice cracking. “Why punish  me for nothing?”  There was another long moment of 

silence, this one stretching nearly to breaking. Then  Stephanie shrugged. “Why not?”  Mark 

waited but she clearly wasn’t going to enlarge on that. Instead she patted him fairly  hard on 

the cheek – it was almost a slap but not quite. “Finally here’s another rule for you,” she  said. 

“You speak to a Mistress only when spoken to. Clear?”  “Clear, Mistress.”  “Get up,” she then 

ordered.  Mark climbed to his feet and was surprised to find his cock was still erect. It was as 

if his  body was admitting he craved all this madness, all this darkness, even if his mind 

couldn’t.  Stephanie took hold of Mark’s erection. She began squeezing it and brushing her 

thumb  over the head, making him shudder with desire.  “I’ve wanted to do that from the 

moment I first cast eyes on you,” she purred, sliding her  hand eagerly up and down his shaft. 

“What commendable self-restraint I’ve shown. And now,” she  added, “I’ll allow you one last 

question.”  “Um…er…” he mumbled.  “Come on,” she rasped, still stroking his erection. 

“There must be something else you want  to ask me.”  “Sorry, I’m not thinking straight, 

Mistress.” Then it came to him. “When you said what you  did about punishment frequently 

being publicly displayed, Mistress” he said softly, “what did you  mean? Can you tell me 

that?”  “I’ll do better than tell you. I’ll show you,” she replied, letting go of Mark’s hard-on. 

“Follow  me,” she added, striding purposefully to the door and opening it. 






Chapter Six  

Mark followed Stephanie through another confusing maze of corridors. She stopped outside  a 

door, knocked and waited a moment before entering with Mark close behind her.  The room 

they’d entered was long, broad and dimly-lit. And by this stage he was not exactly  surprised 

to find it full of dungeon equipment. This included a horse, a horizontal and a vertical 

tor-  ture chair, a metal cage, a couple of whipping benches and a St. Andrew’s cross.  There 

was also an open cabinet of polished dark wood against one of the walls upon which  hung a 

large collection of disciplinary instruments and other BDSM items. They ranged from 

sim-  ple straps to tawses, crops, whips, paddles, canes, gags, chains, handcuffs, nipple 

clamps, hoods  and gags.  Mark was not the only naked male sporting an impressive erection 

in that sinister S&M dun-  geon, and Stephanie was not the only stunningly beautiful and 

formidable woman there either. Half  a dozen men – all of them good-looking, athletic and 

self-evidently virile – knelt in a row before a  sculptured beauty with dark-brown hair cut to 

the shoulders and shining eyes that were as black as  coal.  The woman was every inch the 

dominatrix in the black leather catsuit she wore, the shiny  material covering her body like a 

second skin. It fitted incredibly snugly over her shapely form,  accentuating every curve and 

swell of her figure, from the contours of her magnificent breasts and  erect nipples to the slit 

of her pussy. They were all delineated and defined by the gleaming black  leather. The erotic 

effect was heightened further by the long shiny black boots she had on, which  were finished 

with metal-tipped heels.  “Sorry to interrupt, Rebecca,” said Stephanie. “Thought I’d let the 

new boy here observe you  at work. Would that be OK with you?”  “Perfectly OK,” Rebecca 

replied with a nod. She turned her dark eyes on Mark. “Come for-  ward, slave,” she told 

him.  So I’m a slave now, am I?  Mark’s heart was pounding and he felt full of apprehension. 

 It fig-  ures somehow. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied obediently, finding it difficulty to meet her 

penetrating  gaze as he padded over to her.  “What’s your name?”  “Mark, Mistress.”  She 

gestured with her hand. “Go and kneel beside the other slaves – on the end there.”  Eyes 

downcast and cock upstanding, Mark padded towards the row of kneeling men who  stared at 

the new addition to their ranks with undisguised interest.  “I’ll leave you to it, Rebecca, OK?” 

said Stephanie.  “OK.”  “I’ll be back before long,” she added before turning and exiting the 

dungeon.  Getting onto his knees, Mark looked up and watched Stephanie leave. When he 

gazed to-  wards Rebecca he found her staring directly at him again. He took the gaze for a 

second, looking  back with darting eyes. But then he turned away, avoiding her cold searching 

stare. He looked down  instead at her long glossy black leather boots, their sharp tips aimed 

directly at the floor.  “Attention, slaves,” Rebecca commanded. “It’s punishment time.” She 

folded her arms  across her ample chest, placed her long lithe legs apart, and cast her steely 

gaze over the tumescent  males kneeling before her.  “Who, I ask myself, should I select to 

receive his due punishment first?” She waited, delib-  erately letting the tension build up, 

before adding, “I’m spoilt for choice, as always, needless to  say.”  Rebecca began to walk 

from side to side with a slow elegant stride, her stiletto heels clicking  on the hard dungeon 

floor. The aura of erotic menace that followed her around seemed almost pal-  pable to 

Mark.  “I’m in an exceptionally sadistic mood today so whoever’s destined to be my first 

victim is  in for a very rough ride,” she continued slowly, prolonging the tension. She carried 

on striding back  and forth, back and forth.  Mark felt intimidated by the severe presence of 

the catsuit-clad Mistress let alone what she  had to say. But another part of him felt a fearful 

attraction to the woman, dazzled by the menacing   

sexuality that emanated from her like a force-field.  Mark held his breath.  Maybe she’ll 

 choose me, he said to himself excitedly.  But that’s ridicu-  lous. I’m here to observe. Mistress 

 Stephanie made that clear.  Why was he having such thoughts? Mark asked himself in 

dismay. Was he just going to roll  over and accept all this kinky Mistress and slave stuff? He 

didn’t have any choice, he reminded  himself yet again. His obeisance at all times in this 

godforsaken place was vital. Resistance was fu-  tile because he was at the mercy of forces 

beyond his control.  He was starkly aware of this. But would he resist even if he could? Now 

there was a ques-  tion. He had a feeling he’d passed a fork in the road, and there was no 

turning back now, not ever.  The thing was he’d found himself so powerfully attracted to all 

these fearsome women in turn –  Freya, Stephanie, and now Rebecca – it was starting to feel 

like an escalating addiction.  His eyes eagerly followed the contours of Rebecca’s curvaceous 

body beneath the skintight  catsuit. The stiff nipples of her large breasts were firmly 

impressed on the black leather. The tight-  ness of the material had not only gently parted her 

labia but had done the same to her ass cheeks,  emphasizing the deep rear valley between the 

firm globes.  Mark briefly glanced over at the other slaves and saw them looking at Rebecca 

with the same  excited combination of desire and fear written all over their faces that he felt 

sure was written over  his own.  Rebecca stopped close to Mark. His heart beat faster.  Was  she 

going to select him?  Evidently not. “You’re the one I’ve selected, Russell,” Rebecca told the 

man kneeling im-  mediately beside him. He had a muscular body, a fine-featured face, misty 

gray eyes and longish  blond hair. “I wonder what could have possessed you to leave your 

room unaccompanied by one of  my colleagues when you know it’s not permitted.” She 

glared at him reproachfully.  “I was sleepwalking, Mistress. I…” Russell began to explain, 

lips quivering.  Rebecca slapped his face hard, and the retort echoed through the silent 

dungeon. “I didn’t  indicate you could speak, did I?”  “No, Mistress.” He clutched his 

reddened cheek, eyes wide with fearful anticipation of what  was to follow. She took him 

roughly by the hair and pulled him off his knees.  “Say you’re sorry,” she commanded.  “I’m 

sorry, Mistress” the slave whimpered.  She let go of his hair. “Show me how sorry you 

are.”  He immediately fell to the floor and began groveling on his hands and knees, kissing 

and  licking her glossy knee-length boots, pressing his lips to the shiny black leather.  Mark 

glanced at the other slaves watching excitedly, enjoying the sight of the man 

degrading  himself – and wishing they could be in his place. He felt the same way himself to 

his shame. He  had to snap out of this, he told himself. But could he? Being the way 

demanded of him here was  beginning to dominate his outlook. It was starting to taste like the 

very air he breathed. What the  hell was happening to him? He felt so confused, so 

dislocated…and so aroused.  Rebecca pulled Russell by the hair again to make him stand up. 

She strode towards one of  the whipping benches, her leather-covered backside wiggling 

seductively as she pulled him along  by the hair.  “Stand properly,” she demanded of the 

wincing slave when they’d arrived at the bench and  she’d let go of his hair.  “Yes, Mistress.” 

He stood upright and pushed his muscular chest out. His cock was hugely  erect.  “Hands on 

head,” Rebecca added. And he did so, pressing his elbows back so they were  parallel to his 

shoulders.  “Face the other slaves.”  He did that too.  “This man is what I’d call a recidivist: a 

repeat offender,” she explained to her assembled  audience. “Oh, he’s always got some feeble 

excuse or another for his rule-breaking but it never cuts  any ice with me. He has to be 

punished again and again, it’s the only way. Brutally disciplining  slaves like him gives me 

tremendous job satisfaction,” she added. “Now position yourself over the  whipping bench, 

Russell,”  “Yes, Mistress.” He turned toward the item of dungeon equipment and pressed 

himself low  on its leather surface.  “Part your legs,” she instructed, and the slave obeyed. 

“Now await your cruel punishment.” 






Chapter Seven   

 

Mark watched Rebecca bring her hand down hard on Russell’s backside six times in 

rapid  succession. As he did so he asked himself several questions. Was he frightened of her? 

Yes he was,  he had to confess. He couldn’t help it. Was he sexually excited by her? Yes, very 

much. He couldn’t  help that either. Finally, how come those two sensations somehow meant 

the same thing to him?  He couldn’t answer that question. It was just how things were, that 

was all. He couldn’t help him-  self feeling the way he did whether he wanted to or 

not.  Rebecca paused briefly before continuing with Russell’s spanking. She carried on 

thrashing  his ass rapidly and hard, the loud slap of flesh on flesh beating out the rhythm of 

his painful pun-  ishment. His rear was soon flamed with a deep crimson tan, the impression 

of Rebecca’s fingers  clearly marked for Mark and all the other slaves in that dungeon to see. 

His behind must be burn-  ing and stinging like mad as a result, thought Mark.  Rebecca’s 

hand continued to rise and fall sharply and with the same rapid rhythm. She var-  ied her 

strokes after a while, ensuring each rear cheek was spanked in turn. When she’d finally 

fin-  ished spanking Russell his backside was patterned with deep red finger marks and looked 

like it  was aflame.  Mark, who hadn’t been able to peel his eyes away from the spectacle until 

that moment,  looked over at the other slaves. They were clearly enjoying the sight before 

them a great deal, gazing  lustfully at Russell’s punished ass. Did they desire him? Very 

unlikely. Did they envy him and wish  they could change places with him? Very likely 

indeed.  He knew what that look on their faces meant, knew what it was like to feel 

overwhelming  lustful desire raging and pulsing hotly through his body. What he didn’t know 

yet but was able to  imagine was the stinging, aching pain Russell had to have been suffering 

and the way it had turned  into a deep red heat that was – he was sure of this – further fuelling 

the slave’s extreme sexual  arousal.  “Part your legs more,” Rebecca instructed Russell while 

selecting a bamboo cane from the  cabinet of disciplinary instruments.  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

said, and did. His thighs were stretched tight, every muscle extended.  The tight round 

punished rear cheeks were parted to reveal the puckered opening of his asshole,  which was 

displayed for all to see.  Mark and the other slaves were paying even closer attention now, 

their eyes wide and their  erections pulsing. They craned forward, enjoying the view of the 

reddened backside so temptingly  exhibited.  Rebecca prowled slowly round Russell, also 

revelling in the sight of the naked body exposed  so submissively on the whipping bench. She 

tested the mettle of the long supple cane in her hand  by swishing it through the air several 

times.  Russell looked over his shoulder at her, his expression a mixture of fear and 

excitement at  the sight and sound of the wicked cane she was playing through the air.  Mark 

was also strongly stirred by the sight of the austere and beautiful dominatrix in her  skintight 

black leather catsuit wielding and flexing the long bamboo cane. It was obvious she rel-  ished 

as much as she’d said she did the opportunity to degrade and punish the recalcitrant 

slave.  “Eyes to the front again, slave,” she ordered Russell.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and 

immediately did as he’d been told.  Rebecca looked at the assembled slaves and smiled a 

slow, sadistic smile. “A brutal caning  coming up,” she said, “but I want to position him  just 

 so  before I start.” The dominatrix used one  hand on Russell’s back to press him further down 

on the whipping bench so his rear cheeks were  raised higher.  Rebecca tapped the cane across 

his backside, causing him to tense in anticipation. Then in  one perfect fluid movement she 

raised the cane high and brought it down. The implement whistled  through the air and landed 

with a crack across Russell’s behind. The slave cried out in pain as the  sharp stroke bit deeply 

into his flesh. A thin deep red line was etched across the already blushing  globes of his 

ass.  And so Rebecca continued. Mark watched in awed fascination the painful humiliation of 

his  fellow slave, his eyes on every harsh stroke of the bamboo cane. And already he could 

feel a   

tightening in his belly, an urgent hunger: that sense of experiences like this coming his way 

very  soon, experiences he wanted, no  craved; the knowledge that he’d found the very essence 

of himself  without for one moment even knowing that’s what he’d been looking for.  His 

heart raced with excitement. It was as if he had entered a world where the perverse 

and  deviant were considered normal, a world where he instinctively felt he belonged. Every 

act and ges-  ture in that world – the world of BDSM – was loaded with a sexual significance 

he had previously  been unaware of because it had previously been absent from his life 

altogether.  Mark’s eyes widened further with sheer excitement as he took in the whole 

enticing picture  before him: Russell’s naked body knelt over the whipping bench, his taut 

heavily spanked rear  raised and now covered in the painful stripes of a bamboo cane; the 

stern dominatrix brandishing  that cane and administering such a painful yet deeply erotic 

chastisement.  He watched as Russell began to move his pelvis, piston-like, causing his 

erection to rub  back and forth against the leather surface beneath him. Mark rightly assumed 

that the slave was at-  tempting to offset one sensation –the wicked heat in his tender behind 

caused by the cruel beating  he was receiving – with another: the masturbatory pleasure of 

jerking and rubbing himself against  the whipping bench.  Mark’s heart pounded and his mind 

raced as his gaze continued to be drawn like a magnet  to the incredibly arousing 

sadomasochistic tableau he was watching. He barely even registered it  when the door to the 

dungeon opened and Stephanie entered almost on tiptoe. She was being  deliberately quiet so 

as not to distract Rebecca from the task in hand. And, once inside the dun-  geon, she stood 

sentry by the door.  Rebecca continued with her all-absorbing task with relentless brutality. 

Stinging stroke fol-  lowed stinging stroke in increasingly rapid succession, adding more and 

more vivid lines to the  flesh of Russell’s damaged backside. The slave was shuddering, his 

rear on fire. Beads of perspi-  ration fell from his brow as the punishment went remorselessly 

on.  The pain must have been unbearable by now, thought Mark. But was it though? 

Because  Russell had begun to deliberately raise his backside higher to try to meet halfway 

the swift down-  ward strokes of the cane.  Eventually it got to the point where it seemed to 

Mark that Russell had been drawn over the  edge of endurance altogether and become 

oblivious to the cane and the searing pain he was in. It  looked like Rebecca had come to a 

similar conclusion because she suddenly stopped beating him  and dramatically cast the cane 

to the floor.  “You have my permission to come, slave,” she informed Russell.  And he did 

straight away, arching his back and letting out a cry as he was overcome by a  cataclysmic 

orgasm.  He remained bent over the whipping bench, his punished ass on display to all, lying 

on top  of the pool of ejaculate he’d jetted onto the leather surface beneath him. He was 

wallowing in his  degraded condition and shivering uncontrollably with adrenaline-

overload.  “Nice work, Rebecca,” said Stephanie. “What a beautiful display of welts…and 

what a beau-  tiful outcome.”  She gave a shrug. “It’s what I do, what you do – what all of the 

Mistresses do to our slaves  here at Punishment Manor.”  So that was the name of this place, 

thought Mark. No wonder Clara had refused to tell him  when he’d asked what it was called. 

He couldn’t have taken it then. Yet now, later the very same day  for God’s sake, he could – 

and very easily too. Everything had happened so quickly that it was al-  most as if a switch 

had been flipped inside him, turning him into the man he really was.  “I think you’ve seen 

enough for now, Mark,” Stephanie told him. “Get up and thank Mistress  Rebecca for 

allowing you to watch her at work.”  He looked at Rebecca. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said as 

he dazedly climbed to his feet.  Stephanie then ushered Mark out of the dungeon and took him 

to his room. She left him  there with something to drink, a modest amount of food to eat…and 

an awful lot of food for  thought. 










Chapter Eight   

 

Sitting on the edge of the bed, Mark stared restlessly around his unprepossessing room 

and  felt its walls bearing in on him. What a dull room it was. There was nothing in it to 

betray a mod-  icum of individuality. Everything was impersonal and functional. This dreary 

room – with its bare  floorboards, its narrow bed, its one wooden chair, its small table – was 

his cell now, Stephanie had  told him. But she’d also said it would be his sanctuary too. It was 

a place for quiet reflection, a  place where he could find some kind of inner peace.  But he felt 

far from peaceful.  Must try harder, he thought, but it was extremely difficult to do  that when 

he remained so aroused. He didn’t think his libido had ever been higher. It had 

become  elevated to nearly unbearable levels since arriving at Punishment Manor. He’d had 

an almost  permanent erection since then.  Mark flopped onto the bed and lay staring at the 

ceiling for a few moments, letting the si-  lence of the room close about him. With an effort of 

will he slowed his breathing, seeking calm-  ness. He tried to relax, tried to remove the flood 

of erotic thoughts cascading through his mind  until everything became still. But everything 

didn’t become still. The thoughts kept coming and his  cock remained stubbornly erect. There 

was no calming his lust and he felt nearly driven out of his  mind by it.  He closed his eyes 

tight, blotting out the ceiling, but not the thoughts and images clamoring  in his mind. His 

rampant erection throbbed as repeatedly strong dreamlike images filled him with  waves of 

desire. He saw himself arriving at this place – a large forbidding house he now knew to be  all 

too appropriately named – and recalled how consumed by ambivalence and apprehension 

he’d  been. He remembered too how quickly that had turned to lust combined with fear when 

he’d been  introduced to the formidable Freya. He saw her in his mind’s eye in that black 

leather outfit she’d  had on and it was a highly seductive sight. He saw also the elegant wiggle 

of Stephanie’s bare ass  as she’d taken him to his room. He saw Rebecca in her skintight 

catsuit beating Russell to the point  of orgasm.  And all of it had excited him more than 

anything in his life before. But why? It was – what  was that saying? – a riddle wrapped in a 

mystery wrapped in an enigma. All he knew was that those  three authoritarian, beautiful, 

alluring and sexually cruel women – Freya, Stephanie and Rebecca –  had captured him in 

every conceivable way, mind, body and soul. But not in his heart, he reminded  himself. That 

still belonged, and always would do, to Clara and Dee. And thinking about those 

two  Goddesses now did nothing to calm his lustfulness either, quite the reverse.  With his 

eyes still clasped firmly shut, Mark surrendered to the inevitable and sank into the  indulgence 

of masturbation. He took hold of his throbbing shaft, gently squeezing it. It instantly  sent 

spasms of pure pleasure through his body, and a deep sigh escaped him.  Lazily he massaged 

and rubbed his tumescence, his fingers kneading the responsive flesh.  He set about further 

arousing himself expertly, teasing and playing with his shaft. Mark seldom  masturbated but 

when he did he liked to do it slowly, ensuring every sensation was savored, bring-  ing 

himself to the edge of climax then drawing back a little to prolong the erotic tension. By 

mastur-  bating like that he could go for ages without ejaculating.  With his eyes still closed 

shut, Mark began to push his fist up and down rhythmically. He  was consumed with the 

pleasure of his own touch but also aware always of the possibility of going  over the edge. 

Whenever he felt himself entering the danger zone he slowed his pace and kept him-  self on a 

high for several moments until the imminent urgency had abated.  But each time it got a little 

more difficult to escape the danger zone. As he urged his cock,  slow as you like, into an ever 

greater state of aching hardness he roused himself to higher levels of  pleasure. He began to 

groan and writhe and lift himself up to meet the grasp of his fingers envelop-  ing and 

massaging his shaft so insistently. All the time he wanked and edged like this his mind 

was  filled with the erotic images of the day. He saw it all in vivid detail, the details tattooed 

on his mem-  ory.  The picture foremost in his mind was the sight of Russell being punished 

by Rebecca. It had  excited him intensely at the time and it was clear it had had a similar 

effect on the rest of the naked   

slaves in the dungeon. While viewing that highly erotic spectacle he’d wondered what it 

would be  like to be punished so publicly. He wondered about it again now. The pain and the 

humiliation  must have been unbearable, but Russell had been driven to an incredibly 

powerful orgasm by the  experience.  Mark couldn’t understand the connection between 

ecstatic pleasure and severe pain, yet it  clearly existed. And it was that connection that 

essentially gave Punishment Manor its raison d’être.  Mark, who’d been very much his own 

man in the past, seeing himself as an alpha-male who could  not be tamed or controlled, had 

also never allowed anyone to punish him physically before. Why  would he? And who knew 

him better than he did?  He had to accept now that things hadn’t worked out the way he’d 

thought, that he’d not  been the person he’d believed himself to be at all. It would be good to 

say a difference had come  over him, that he’d been taken by some inner demon. But he knew 

that wasn’t true.  He was just himself and he was falling increasingly and inevitably into the 

mindset of the  submissive and masochistic slave Clara and Dee had obviously perceived he 

very much had it in  him to be. And he loved feeling that way. He was fascinated by the 

delicious punishment he’d wit-  nessed being delivered to Russell’s bare backside and wanted 

to experience something very like  that for himself and the sooner the better.  He continued to 

slide his fist along the length of his shaft, more vigorously now, his respi-  ration deepening 

all the time as his lust consumed him more and more. He could feel the onset of  orgasm and 

he was more than ready for it. His pent-up semen rushed to the base of his erection in  a 

blissful surge. He knew he was very close to the ecstasy of release and was unable to contain 

him-  self any longer.  But someone else knew that too and had other ideas. Stephanie had 

crept barefoot into the  room, careful not to make a sound, and was standing by the doorway. 

She had been watching  Mark’s masturbatory display for several moments, feeling her own 

sex begin to release the moisture  of arousal as she waited for just the right moment to 

intervene.  She timed her interception perfectly, making it coincide with the most crucial stage 

for Mark.  He was almost at the point of no return, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. 

He was about  to fall headlong into climax when…  “Stop masturbating this instant, slave,” 

Stephanie demanded sharply, “and prevent yourself  from ejaculating at all costs.”  His eyes 

flying open, a startled Mark ceased masturbating and tore his hand away from his  erection. 

He fought back the urge to climax with all his might and won – just.  Stephanie stood above 

him, her shapely thighs apart, and he found her a breathtaking sight  to behold. She was naked 

now save for a tight black leather corset, her firm round breasts and  smooth pudenda 

completely exposed.  She had her hands behind her back and appeared to be holding 

something there.  What’s she  hiding from me?  Mark wondered. He was about to find out. 








Chapter Nine 

Stephanie showed Mark the foot-long thick black leather strap she’d been holding behind  her 

back, and then threw it casually onto the bottom of the bed.  “Stand up, slave,” she 

ordered.  “Yes, Mistress.” Mark quickly climbed off the bed and onto his feet.  “You turn me 

on,” Stephanie announced, pulling him close so his erection rubbed against  her naked thigh. 

She pressed her lips against Mark’s and he eagerly accepted the long searching  kiss she went 

on to give him.  Stephanie pulled away from the kiss in due course. “Pleasure my nipples with 

your mouth,  slave,” she ordered, cupping her breasts.  “Yes, Mistress.” He leaned forward to 

take the hardened nubs in his mouth, tasting each in  turn and flicking his tongue over them 

gently.  After a time Stephanie ordered Mark to stop. She picked up the thick leather strap, 

weighing  it in her hand.  “You know, do you not,” she said, “that slaves here at Punishment 

Manor are not allowed to  play with their cocks unless expressly permitted to do so by one of 

the Mistresses?”  “Actually I didn’t know that, Mistress,” Mark replied.  “Were any of the 

other slaves in the dungeon handling themselves while you were there?”  “No, Mistress,” he 

acknowledged.  She raised a skeptical eyebrow. “So you couldn’t have put two and two 

together?”  “I suppose subconsciously I was aware…”  “That’s enough, slave,” Stephanie 

interrupted. “Do you accept you deserve to be punished  for what you did?”  Mark felt 

nervous but very excited. “I do, Mistress.”  “Get onto all fours on the bed,” she 

instructed.  “Yes, Mistress.” Mark got onto the bed and positioned himself on his hands and 

knees, legs  apart and backside raised high. His rear cheeks were spaced a little, offering a 

glimpse of the tight  asshole set in the rear cleft.  Mark waited silently, aware of what was 

going to happen and powerless to resist, not  want-  ing  to resist. He badly wanted this beating 

to happen, badly wanted to experience the feeling of  being chastised in such a way.  He 

simply  had  to experience what it was like. He felt almost as pre-orgasmic as he’d been  when 

Stephanie had interrupted him masturbating nearly at the point of no return. And she 

hadn’t  even applied the first stroke of the leather strap to his virgin backside yet.  Then she 

did. The strap whistled down and landed squarely across his ass cheeks. He  winced at the 

sharp sudden pain, which was acute. A thick red stripe was etched on his behind, a  perfect 

impression of the strap.  The sudden pain was replaced almost immediately with an aching 

stinging feeling, and then  a rosy glow seemed to spread over his rear cheeks and connect to 

his erection. It was a potently  erotic sensation.  Stephanie brought the strap down a second 

time with another heavy strike that further red-  dened his ass cheeks. After she’d inflicted a 

further six such strokes with the hard black strap much  of Mark’s rear had been tanned a deep 

crimson.  But Stephanie was just getting into her stride and the further blows she proceeded to 

deliver  impressed a searing pain across his behind that also felt like the most sublime 

pleasure. Mark held  himself as still as he could and willingly accepted the severe punishment 

the dominatrix was met-  ing out, his rear cheeks quivering under the repeated savage blows 

from the strap.  Finally unable to resist the overwhelming desires his beating had inflamed, 

Mark began to  raise his backside up, meeting the powerful downward swing of the strap. 

Each blow sent a spasm  of pure joy deep into his very being, the red heat from his ass cheeks 

spreading even more to his  throbbing shaft. He let out delirious gasps and moans, the 

pleasure and pain he was experiencing  now completely indistinguishable.  Stephanie finally 

stopped beating Mark, set the strap aside, and studied the raised ass in  front of her. She had 

covered the previously unblemished flesh with a series of deep crimson weals   

and was proud of the work she’d done. The crop-haired dominatrix felt the contours of his 

rear  cheeks with her hands, tracing her fingers along the strap marks covering the tight hot 

flesh.  “Turn over and lay flat, slave,” she told Mark.  “Yes, Mistress.” As he got onto his 

back his pulsing erection reared into the air.  He flinched as his aching wounds touched the 

sheets, and Stephanie asked unnecessarily,  “Your ass hurt, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

answered.  She eyed his mammoth erection. “You like the feeling?”  “Very much.”  “Very 

much, Mistress,” she corrected.  “Very much, Mistress,” he said. “Sorry, Mistress.”  “You’re 

forgiven, slave.” she replied. “I’m going to ‘queen’ you now. Know what that is?”  “No, 

Mistress.”  She smiled and then climbed onto the bed, standing with her bare feet either side 

of his  face. His throbbing erection and the rest of his body was behind her. “Prepare to be 

educated.”  Stephanie squatted down over Mark’s mouth, squirming herself into position. Her 

sex and  his lips were locked so tightly together he could hardly breathe. “Lick me, slave,” she 

ordered.  Mark flicked his tongue over the folds of the labia that enveloped his lips so closely. 

He  pressed his tongue inside Stephanie’s wet pussy and drank deeply of her delicious love 

juice.  The dominatrix began to wriggle, moving down hard onto the mouth clamped between 

her  thighs. Soon she was riding wildly, bucking her hips back and forth. She clamped Mark’s 

head  more tightly with her thighs, a continuous flood of arousal oozing from her and into his 

mouth. Fi-  nally, panting wildly, she cried out with release.  “Now bring yourself off, slave,” 

she gasped.  And he did, grabbing hold of his erection and arching his back. He rubbed the 

fingers of his  right hand frantically over his pulsing tumescence until a jet of creamy cum 

spurted from it in a del-  uge.  Once Stephanie had climbed off Mark’s face he stretched 

luxuriously. He felt wonderfully  alive. His body, especially his rear, tingled with a glorious 

feeling of vitality.  Even if he’d been told he was allowed to leave Punishment Manor now 

and there’d be no  repercussions – that he could make his escape from the frightening place 

and go back to what  passed for the normal world – he’d have politely declined.  Mark had 

crossed a line, and he knew it and didn’t want to go back. He realised he had so  much to learn 

about being the person he was at the core, and that over the next three weeks this  was the 

place he needed to be to learn it. 










Chapter Ten 

Rebecca looked smart and business-like in a form-fitting gray minidress and black high  heels. 

Her guest, a handsome young man called Jack with thick blond hair and an athletic 

frame,  was equally smartly dressed. This was only to have been expected since he was about 

to be inter-  viewed by her for a job.  She ushered him into the room she used as an office in 

the elegant third-floor apartment  she owned. The office was a neat space and had a net-

curtained window that overlooked the quiet  street below. Taking the seat behind her desk, she 

invited Jack to take the one in front of it.  Rebecca got straight to the point. “You of course 

appreciate the job I’m offering mainly in-  volves housework, running errands and the like, 

don’t you, Jack. It’s all about washing and ironing,  cleaning, scrubbing and polishing, 

shopping for basics, tedious chores of that kind.” She leaned  back in her seat. “Do you have 

any problem with the essentially menial nature of the work you’d be  doing?”  Jack shook his 

head, smiling an engaging smile. “Not at all.”  “Good.”  There was a brief silence and Jack 

filled it.  “Mind if I ask you a question?” he asked in a slightly halting voice. “Or would you 

prefer me  to leave any questions I might have to the end?”  “No, that’s fine,” she assured 

him. “Go ahead.”  “It doesn’t bother you I’m a male?”  She gave him an inquiring look. “Why 

should it?”  “It’s a live-in position,” he replied, “and the employment agency tells me you 

currently live  here alone.”  Rebecca shrugged. “Not a problem as far as I’m concerned. I 

assume you’re a gentleman.”  With his kind blue eyes and modest, likable manner Jack 

looked to her very much like he was just  that: a “gentle man”. He looked like a nice man too, 

a good man even…and something else besides  too, Rebecca’s instinct told her. She was 

extremely adept at reading a certain type of male. “Are you  a gentleman?”  “I like to think 

so.”  “And you’d always behave like one with me?”  “You have my word on that,” he replied 

sincerely. “I’d always treat you with the utmost re-  spect.”  “That’s OK then,” Rebecca said, 

and went on, “Let me cut right to the chase and tell you  this. I gave the agency a detailed 

person specification for what I was looking for in applicants for the  job, telling them to send 

me the pick of the bunch – and, well, basically you’re it.”  “Wow, that’s encouraging. 

I…”  “Hold on a minute before you get too carried away,” she cut in. “You’re not home and 

dry  yet by any means. You raised an interesting point a moment ago. Is the fact it’s a live-in 

position the  main reason you applied for the job? I’d be worried if it was.”  Jack looked away 

before replying, “No, it’s not the main reason by a long way, and I say that  in all honesty. But 

I must admit it’s one of the reasons.”  She looked at him thoughtfully. “Explain.”  “This is the 

thing.” He paused for a second, chewing his lip. “I’m an actor or rather I used to  be as, you’ll 

have seen from my résumé.”  “Yes I did but you didn’t provide much information on that,” 

she pointed out.  “I was in a long-running daytime TV soap that paid quite well, enough for 

me to afford the  high rent on my apartment.”  “So, what happened?”  Jack shifted position on 

his seat. “In brief, they killed off the character in the series, which  meant I lost my job. I’d 

never been much of a saver, truth be told. And I also had a tax debt I need-  ed to pay off. 

That wiped out most of what money I had left and I couldn’t afford my rent.”  He went on, 

“I’m currently living in quite a ropey month-to-month sublet because I had to  give up my 

apartment. I always kept the place in pristine condition, incidentally,” he added with  obvious 

pride. “That’s because, peculiar though it may sound, I really love housework.” 

“And I really hate it,” she said. “Maybe we’re made for each other.”  “Maybe we are.” Jack 

smiled.  After a beat or two Rebecca said, “Going back to the subject of the acting job you 

lost,  couldn’t you get another gig?”  “I didn’t even try, to be frank.”  Rebecca looked 

intrigued. “Why was that?”  “I found I’d fallen out of love with acting,” Jack explained, 

adding, “if I was ever in love with  it in the first place. I’ve got no academic qualifications to 

speak of and I kind of drifted into the act-  ing game. Over time I came to think of all that 

make-believe as a truly empty activity in my case: you  know, spouting words someone else 

had written for me as I pretended to be another person to the  one I actually am. I felt that way 

especially about the part I had. But I also felt it about the job in gen-  eral.”  He continued, 

“They say acting is an insecure profession. It’s insecure, that’s for sure. But  I’d question 

whether it’s really a profession as such. I’d call it more of a vocation. And it’s not one I  have. 

Anyway,” he concluded with an amiable chuckle, “that’s my back-story, as one of my 

old  scriptwriters might have called it.”  There was a silence.  “So, what brings you to my 

door?” asked Rebecca.  Jack gave her a sardonic smile. “Apart from the need for somewhere 

to live, you mean, and  my inexplicable passion for housework?"  “Apart from that, yes.” She 

laughed.  “You’re a very beautiful woman, you know,” Jack then said, apparently out of the 

blue.  “Yes I do know,” Rebecca replied matter-of-factly. “What of it?”  He looked at her 

nervously. “I’m very attracted by the idea of serving a beautiful woman.”  “It appeals to you, 

does it?”  “Deeply,” he replied, his voice unsteady. “I can’t really explain why.”  “As a matter 

of interest, how did you know I was beautiful?”  Jack swallowed. “The man at the agency told 

me so.”  “Did he now?” Rebecca said, an unreadable expression on her face. “And did he also 

tell you  what job I do?”  “No.”  “I didn’t see how he could have done because I didn’t tell 

him,” Rebecca pointed out coolly.  “Want to know what I do for a living?”  Jack nodded. 

“Yes, if you wouldn’t mind.”  “No holding back?”  “No holding back.” He flashed a 

reassuring smile.  “I’m a professional dominatrix.”  Jack’s eyes went wide. “A professional 

dominatrix?" he said, dumbfounded. He felt like the  floor beneath him had given way.  “You 

heard me right,” she confirmed.  “You’re not serious, are you?”  “Never more so.”  “Do you 

work out of this apartment?” Jack asked, more for something to say than anything  else. He 

still felt stunned.  Rebecca shook her head. “Uh-uh. I work at a secret place in a secret 

location, which is all  I’m prepared to tell you. You OK with that?”  He blinked. “Of 

course.”  “Still want to work for me now you know about my highly unorthodox job?” she 

asked, not  taking her eyes off him.  Jack thought for a moment and then nodded. “I do. I’m 

not a judgmental person.”  “And what if I told you I’m a person who finds it very difficult to 

switch off from her day job  – because frankly she doesn’t want to?”  His brow furrowed with 

confusion. “I’d ask you to clarify, I guess.” 

“Or demonstrate, maybe?”  Jack looked at Rebecca dubiously. After she’d blindsided him the 

way she had by revealing  she was a professional dominatrix things seemed increasingly to be 

slipping out of hand.  “Maybe,” he said, his voice not much more than a whisper.  Rebecca 

stood from her seat and stepped around the desk. “Stand up,” she said, and Jack  got 

obediently to his feet.  She reached out and brushed her fingers tenderly through his mop of 

blond hair. He felt his  cock start to stiffen.  “There’s a strong chemistry between us, wouldn’t 

you agree?” There was a seductive glint in  Rebecca’s coal-black eyes.  “It’s undeniable,” he 

replied softly.  Rebecca pulled Jack towards her. She eased her mouth onto his and kissed him 

fully on the  lips, her fingers still entwined in his hair. He kissed her back passionately. His 

pleasure in the kiss  consumed him anyway, but it was enhanced that much more by the 

highly unusual circumstances  that had lead up to it.  Suddenly Rebecca tightened her grip on 

his hair until it hurt and pulled him away from her.  Jack looked at her in alarm as, her hand 

still tightly gripping his hair, she steered him down onto his  knees.  “I’m assuming you’re as 

good as you and the agency say you are at housework and suchlike  and there’s nothing much 

I can teach you about all that boring stuff,” she told him, adding sternly,  “There are however 

a number of rules you’d need to follow if working for a strict dominatrix like me.  One is you 

must always address me as ‘Mistress’. Do you understand?”  When Jack failed to respond 

immediately she tugged sharply at his hair. He let out a yelp of  pain. “You must always 

address me as ‘Mistress’. Do you understand?” she repeated.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, 

wincing with discomfort. “I’ll always address you that way.”  Jack was finding this 

extraordinary turn of events was having a very strange effect on him.  He felt frightened and 

confused but also elated and excited – sexually exited. He felt all that and  something else too: 

a sense that Rebecca was somehow feeding a natural hunger within him he had  never even 

known was there.  He’d always adored women and felt strongly they were innately superior to 

men. His favorite  director by far on the soap had been a woman. He’d felt happiest whenever 

in her hands on the set,  seeking her advice, obeying her directions. But everything happening 

to him now at Rebecca’s  hands had taken everything to a whole different level. For a 

moment, his mind entered a dreamlike  state as though he’d briefly lost consciousness.  He 

pulled himself out of this fugue state just as Rebecca let go of his hair. “That’s excel-  lent,” 

she said. “Well done.”  “Th-thank you, Mistress,” he stammered, absurdly grateful for her 

praise.  “I want you to show your respect for me by kissing and licking my shoe when I say 

the  word,” she then demanded, presenting her right foot to him. “Press your lips to it and 

await my  command.”  Jack knelt right forward and waited excitedly, his erection pulsing in 

time with his throbbing  heart.  “Begin,” she said.  “Yes, Mistress.”  He started gently kissing 

the shiny black high-heeled shoe, the leather cold and hard against  his lips. He closed his 

eyes to give himself more fully to the task, working around the length of the  shoe with his 

mouth and tongue with increasing passion. He found the humiliating task the domi-  natrix 

had required of him an intoxicating delight to perform.  Jack felt lost in a new world of 

submissive sexuality – and he liked what it felt like, liked it a  lot. He was beside himself with 

desire for this magnificently dominant woman he was groveling be-  fore and whose shoe he 

was submissively kissing and licking.  She had taken control of him so completely and 

quickly it had amounted to nothing less  than an epiphany. His cock had become desperately 

hard by this stage and he didn’t think it would   

take much for him to ejaculate.  “Stand up.” Rebecca ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and 

did.  “Very good indeed, all that,” she said. “You’ve acquitted yourself exceptionally well so 

far.”  “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, his lips trembling with emotion.  “Still want the 

job?”  Those four words formed the most exciting question Jack had ever been asked. He 

looked at  her adoringly. “Yes, Mistress,” he said without hesitation.  “What if I told you I’d 

want you to be naked most of the time you’re in the apartment?”  A shudder passed through 

him. “That would be fine by me, Mistress,” he replied, thinking:   In for a penny, in for a 

 pound. “When can you start?”  Jack stared euphorically into the hypnotic dark eyes of his 

new employer, the radiantly beau-  tiful dominatrix who’d so utterly captivated him. “Soon as 

you like, Mistress,” he replied, his heart  racing, his stiff cock pulsing. “Tomorrow if you 

want.”  There was a pause. “We’ll make a start even earlier than that.” Rebecca’s gaze fell to 

the  throbbing protrusion in his trousers and she slid a hand down to caress it briefly through 

his fly.  “I’ll show you to your room and you can get out of your clothes. Let’s go.” 










Chapter Eleven 

Rebecca took Jack down the corridor and opened the door to a spacious bedroom-  cum-living 

room. He stepped through the door and she followed. Jack glanced around the 

well-  appointed room. There was a wardrobe and a dressing table next to the single bed. 

There were two  armchairs either side of a coffee table. There was a table and chairs in one 

corner. Rebecca pointed  to a door at one end of the room behind which, she told him, was his 

kitchenette. She gestured in  the direction of a door at the other end of the room and advised 

him it was his bathroom.  After that Rebecca told Jack to take off all his clothes, and he 

obediently did so. Once he was  naked she walked slowly around him in a full circle. She 

eyed him up and down approvingly, noting  the tautness of his body, the throbbing stiffness of 

his cock, and how well-endowed he was. She  did another slow circuit for good measure and 

then abruptly left the room without a word, closing  the door behind her.  This was the first 

time Jack had had any time to pause for thought since everything had un-  folded so rapidly 

the way it had. Was he really going to do this? he wondered, a shudder running  through him. 

Was he really going to commit himself to Rebecca in such an extreme way? Wasn’t 

he  simply being ridiculous and letting his cock do his thinking for him?  Jack closed his eyes 

momentarily and tried to calm his sexual excitement. He was aching for  relief and felt an 

almost overpowering urge to masturbate to climax right there and then, to spurt  his hot seed 

in abundance. But he resisted it, knowing that Rebecca could return at any moment.  And 

Rebecca he  couldn’t  resist. He couldn’t resist the seductive power of that wonderful, 

beautiful,  authoritarian woman.  He felt overwhelmed by the erotic experience of having paid 

homage to her the way he al-  ready had. The pain and the humiliation she’d inflicted on him 

had made him feel scared, exhil-  arated and aroused all at once. It had brought him an intense 

feeling of pleasure and  rightness  that  had worked its way into his very soul.  All those years 

he’d been acting in that daytime soap opera, playing somebody else, he’d felt  as if his real 

life had been on hold. Now it was his turn to be himself, the person he really was – not  that 

he’d known who he was when he’d come for the interview with Rebecca.  Yes, as he’d told 

her, he found the idea of serving a beautiful woman like her deeply appeal-  ing but why he 

felt that way he’d been unable to explain. The truth was it came from forces deep  within him. 

He realised that in deciding to attend today’s fateful interview he had been following a  candle 

he hadn’t even known was already lit.  Rebecca had been gone for about five minutes. How 

long before she returned? he won-  dered. And at that instant the door opened and in she 

came. The dominatrix was now as naked as  he was, and what a divine sight she was.  Her 

shapely figure was luscious, her nipples erect, her pussy as smooth as silk. Jack felt a  thrill of 

delight pulse through him. At that moment he knew, just knew, the entire purpose of 

his  existence was to serve and please this Goddess of a woman any way he could. Life had no 

greater  aim than that.  Rebecca raised an eyebrow. “What do you think?”  “That you look 

magnificent, Mistress,” Jack said with an expression of awe. His heart was  beating in time 

with his throbbing erection and he felt short of breath.  Rebecca held out her hand and he took 

it nervously. He kissed her fingers, hoping it was the  right thing to do.  She took her hand 

away. “Know what I’d like to do now?”  “Make love?” Jack suggested ardently, adoration 

beaming from his gentle blue eyes.  Rebecca gave him a short but passionate kiss “You’re 

wrong,” she said.  “What then, Mistress?” Jack whispered, trembling.  Rebecca sat on the 

edge of the bed. “Come here and I’ll show you,” she commanded, pat-  ting the space next to 

her.  “Yes, Mistress.” Jack approached at once.  “I want you over my knee for a spanking,” 

she went on.  I might have known! The woman’s a dominatrix for goodness sake. Jack obeyed 

and bent over  her lap, his erection pulsing against the warm flesh of her thighs. Inhaling 

deeply, he braced   

himself for what lay ahead.  “The apartments in this block are exceptionally well insulated,” 

the dark-haired, dark-eyed  dominatrix pointed out meaningfully. She pressed his back down 

with her left hand so his ass  cheeks were slightly splayed. Jack felt completely under her 

command, possessed by her, enslaved  by her. Her steadying arm kept him in place, and 

forced him to adopt the required position of vul-  nerability.  “Don’t make a sound,” she 

demanded. “And don’t, whatever you do, allow yourself to  come.”  Rebecca raised her arm 

and began to spank his backside. She swung her palm down hard  alternately on one rear 

cheek and then the other, pausing between each stroke to admire her hand-  iwork. The cheeks 

turned an ever deepening red, the marks bearing the distinct imprint of her fin-  gers.  Jack 

managed to stifle his cries of pain as blow after blow fell upon his backside over and  over 

again. The sharp slapping sound filled the room with a regular rhythm. He lost count of 

the  number of smacks he received, his whole being concentrated on his enflamed backside 

and his ef-  forts not to cry out in pain or lose control and ejaculate…or both. Rebecca 

continued to use her left  hand to press into his back so it remained arched and his behind 

continued to be stretched into  tight round globes that turned an even deeper shade of 

crimson.  Jack’s backside seemed to be burning, it felt red and hot. His cock was harder than 

ever  though. The pain appeared to be making it harder, so it throbbed even more powerfully, 

threatening  at any moment to spill its thick creamy load all over Rebecca’s naked thighs. But, 

driven to distrac-  tion by sexual excitement though Jack now was, he was determined not to 

let that happen. It would  involve disobeying Rebecca and he couldn’t allow himself to do 

that.  No way  would he allow that  Jack felt lost in the pleasure-pain of his spanking, in the 

steady rhythm of the perfectly aimed  blows that descended on his raised behind. His body felt 

on fire, a deep heat spread from his back-  side to his throbbing erection, and he knew he 

wouldn’t be able to stop himself coming soon de-  spite his very best efforts.  Not yet, he 

thought frantically.  Please not yet.  Then the blows stopped as suddenly as they’d begun and 

so did Jack’s desperate compul-  sion to ejaculate. Disaster averted.  Thank you, God, thank 

 you, thank you, thank you.  Rebecca sat for a moment and admired Jack’s ass cheeks, which 

were a beautiful burning  red.  “You took that beating very well,” she remarked, still enjoying 

the arousing sight of his  scorched cheeks. “Now, thank your Mistress for it.”  “Thank you for 

the beating, Mistress,” Jack responded deferentially.  He made to stand but she signaled him 

to remain bent over. Jack tensed. He assumed he  would again have to endure the exquisite 

pain of a spanking, the sweet sharp spasms of chas-  tisement across his rear.  But it didn’t 

happen. Instead she grabbed him by the arm and forced him to the ground,  onto his 

knees.  “In all your excitement you’ve covered my thighs with pre-cum,” Rebecca said, 

getting to her  feet and standing before him. “Lick it up.”  “Yes, Mistress.” Jack shuffled 

forward and pressed his lips to the warm flesh of her thighs.  He trembled as he licked up the 

colorless liquid he’d spilt on her, enjoying the sensation of caress-  ing her smooth skin with 

his mouth and tongue. The humiliation of the experience was very excit-  ing, a fitting way to 

demonstrate the devotion he felt to his Mistress.  He wanted to prove to Rebecca right from 

the start of their relationship he was obedient and  loving to her, that hers would always be his 

prime directive.  “Stop now,” she instructed after he had finished the task she’d given him to 

her satisfaction.  “Yes, Mistress.” He looked rapturously up at her.  “As your Mistress I 

require that you are submissive to me in all senses,” Rebecca said.  “Your needs must always 

be subordinate to mine. If I choose to beat you it will either be because  you have been found 

at fault and need to be punished for it, or – as was the case today – because it  pleases me to 

do so. Also you may only ever derive sexual release at my command. Do 

you  understand?  “Yes, Mistress,” Jack replied in a shaky voice.  “Stand up now and then lay 

back on the bed.”  Jack got off his knees and straightening up. He paused for a second, and 

then clambered  onto the bed, getting on his back.  Rebecca joined him there. She climbed 

lithely onto the bed and stood over him, one foot on  either side of his head, her gaze directed 

at his throbbing erection. Before Jack understood what  was happening she squatted down and 

sat astride his face. He was enveloped by the perfume of her  sex, which was 

heavenly.  “Pleasure my pussy with your mouth,” Rebecca ordered, and he touched his lips to 

her  vulva. He pressed his mouth into the folds of skin, relishing the delicious taste of his 

Mistress.  Jack played his tongue back and forth, searching for her hard pink clitoris. He 

found the  shiny nub and began to flick his tongue over it, her sweet pussy juices filling his 

mouth. He swal-  lowed these with a shiver of delight.  Rebecca began to ride Jack’s mouth, 

pressing down here, shifting there, deriving the greatest  of pleasure. She moaned blissfully, 

feeling Jack’s hot tongue work deeper and deeper into her. At  last she stiffened, letting out a 

single cry of elation as she climaxed.  Rebecca shifted slightly, lifting her pussy from Jack’s 

mouth. His face was covered in a thin  layer of sweat and love juice. Because he had brought 

his Mistress to climax he was filled with a  satisfying sense of servile pride.  “Now pleasure 

my asshole,” Rebecca commanded. She inched forward and positioned her  tight anal hole 

above Jack’s mouth. He lovingly licked along the crease before pressing his tongue  into the 

tight sheath of muscle. Jack began slowly to press in and out, each stroke of his 

tongue  probing deeper into Rebecca’s anus.  Jack’s pulsing cock was rock-hard, his balls 

ached and he knew it wouldn’t take much for  him to ejaculate. But he also knew he had to 

hold back exactly as Rebecca had commanded him to.  Raising his arms, Jack gently took 

hold of Rebecca’s backside and splayed the cheeks so he could  gain deeper entry. He inserted 

his tongue as far as he could extend it into the tight little hole, lubri-  cating its passage with 

saliva.  With his tongue pressing in deep, Jack’s whole being was focused on the single 

sublime act  of licking Rebecca’s beautiful asshole. And she loved it. She rose and fell over 

the mouth that vora-  ciously explored her anal hole, feeling layer upon layer of sensations 

building up within her into a  peak of pleasure. She gained her release in a noisy and powerful 

climax, squirming wildly on his  face, his tongue deep inside her anus.  “Stop now,” Rebecca 

ordered, shifting her ass slightly and leaning forward. “Your turn to  come now,” she added, 

taking hold of his erection and beginning to masturbate him.  Jack’s heart pounded as he 

anticipated his imminent climax. The dominatrix sensed his  ejaculation approaching as his 

erection suddenly felt even harder. She quickened the pace of her  hand until his semen 

spurted forth, a spray of thick dense spunk erupting from the slit in the mush-  room head of 

his shaft. Rebecca kept on rubbing, compulsively drawing out repeated offerings of  his seed 

until she’d wanked him dry.  She then lifted her thighs from Jack’s face, gracefully 

dismounted and stood by the side of  the bed. She felt sated and elated from the highly 

charged erotic experience.  “That was pure ecstasy for me,” she said quietly.  “For me too, 

Mistress,” Jack responded, and felt a warm glow in his heart. He felt a warm  glow in his 

spanked ass too. The twin sensations filled him with joy.  Today was the first day of the rest 

of his life, Jack felt. And he was certainly right about that.  Even so, things didn’t work out 

anything like the way he might have expected. 






Chapter Twelve   

 

The day after the amazing epiphany Jack experienced courtesy of the remarkable woman 

who  was now both his employer and his Mistress he moved into the fine and private 

apartment she  called her home and the very comfortable living space within it he now called 

his home.  As far as the job he’d been employed to do was concerned he carried it out 

faultlessly from  day one. He kept the place clean and tidy at all times, no mess tolerated. He 

was the most fastid-  ious of housekeepers and carried out all his other functions – shopping, 

running errands and so  forth – very conscientiously too.  But the job wasn’t that difficult to 

do, it has to be said. With Rebecca away much of the day  doing what she did for a living in 

the mysterious place she did it Jack was left to his own devices.  He had too much time for 

introspection during the long spells of nothing happening.  Take today for example: Jack had 

done all his chores to perfection before having a light  lunch. The shopping had all been 

packed away. It and everything else was in the right place, no clut-  ter. The bed linen had 

been straightened, the crockery and cutlery gleamed. He’d vacuumed the  apartment from top 

to bottom. He’d polished everywhere. Every shelf, every surface was impec-  cable. Now 

what? The rest of the day stretched ahead of him interminably until Rebecca got home  from 

work.  Jack knew exactly what he wanted to do some time very soon today and why he 

wanted to do  it. He wanted to wank himself off. And he was in the right place to do that. Jack 

lay naked on the  bed on his back, eyes open, cock hard. He was in the physical state in which 

Rebecca had impris-  oned him for not far off a week.  Prior to that they’d had kinky sex 

every day either in his room or more frequently in her bed-  room, which was well equipped 

for BDSM activities. During these sessions Rebecca had beaten  Jack mercilessly and brought 

him to climax – or alternatively allowed him to bring himself off –  while also ensuring she 

climaxed herself as many times as she wanted.  But these last five days things had gone very 

differently in the sex games between them the  dominatrix had orchestrated. First she’d given 

him fewer beatings than before. Secondly, and far  more challengingly, on every occasion 

she’d had him pleasure her orally to multiple orgasms with-  out allowing him his own release 

even once.  Jack had been left every time tearing his hair out with sexual frustration. It was 

extremely  difficult to handle, all this, to the extent of slowly driving him crazy. His right 

hand reached for his  erection, his eyes still fixed on the ceiling. He eased his hand away 

though.  When Rebecca spoke, he reminded himself, he jumped – and as high as she told him 

to.  That was the way it was between them. And her edict had been unequivocal on this 

particular sub-  ject. Her stern message had come through loud and clear: He was not allowed 

sexual release un-  less she specifically granted him permission.  Jack had to fight the urge to 

masturbate before it got the better of him. It was becoming  excruciating to resist the impulse 

to bring himself off. What was the very opposite of being post-  coital? he asked himself. 

Being in the frantic state he was in at the moment, was the answer. Oh  Christ!  It was like 

holding a door shut against an incoming tide, this effort to stop himself jerking  off. Think 

about something else, he told himself.  Do  something else. Enforced incarceration wasn’t  one 

of the conditions of his relationship with Rebecca, was it? Of course it bloody well wasn’t. 

Get-  ting out and about and performing tasks for Rebecca was all part of his job. Only that 

morning he’d  gone out to do some shopping for her.  So get out of this place again for a little 

 while and this time for  God’s sake do something for yourself for a change   At the very least 

he could head for the nearest pub, that big popular one down by the river,  and have a well-

earned drink. Yes, that’s what he’d do, he decided. In fact, thinking about it, it was  what he 

had to do. It was what he needed to do. And fast.  Propelled into action by this urgent thought, 

Jack moved from the bed. He went into the  bathroom and took a freezing shower to kill his 

hard-on. Then he slipped into some clothes and  out the front door.  He went down in the lift 

and exited the main door of the apartment block. Once on the pave-  ment outside he took a 

deep breath. He felt positively light-headed. He’d slipped his leash for a bit   

and it felt good.  He strode down the quiet street, crossed the cobbled entrance to a pleasant 

little mews, and  then went right. Crossing at the lights, he headed towards the river down a 

street with a tidy strip of  grass lining its pavement. Cars hurried past him all the while in this 

far busier neighborhood. The  sky above was clear, a few high clouds banking on the 

horizon.  Jack walked as far as the river, pausing for a moment to watch a lone swan drift 

regally by.  He went over the iron bridge that crossed the river, its graceful arc reflected in the 

lapping water.  When he reached the other side he walked a short distance along a street 

thronged with pedestrians  to The Star Inn.  Jack pushed open the door and walked into the 

large busy pub. For a couple of moments he  stood watching people clustered round tables, 

laughing and chatting, alcohol oiling the wheels of  their conversation. Others milled about 

the crowded bar and he went to join their number to buy  himself a drink.  As soon as he got 

there someone touched his elbow. “Sorry to accost you like this,” said a  soft female voice, 

“but have we met before?”  Jack turned to see an exceptionally good-looking young woman. 

She had short brown hair  and an open, intelligent face. The smile she gave him was wide and 

bright, and immediately put  him at ease.  Her pale skin was smooth as milk and her oval eyes 

were a liquid brown. Over her shapely  figure she wore tight blue jeans and a white collarless 

blouse, open at the neck to reveal a pendant  on a thin silver chain resting between voluptuous 

breasts.  “No, I don’t think we have met before,” he replied, adding with a wry grin. “I’m sure 

I’d have  remembered you if we’d met.”  “What’s your name if you don’t mind me asking?” 

she said.  “Jack, " he replied. “Yours?”  “Carrie,” she said. "What do you do, Jack, again if 

you don’t mind me asking?”  “For work?”  She gave him a straight-eyed look. “For work, yes. 

How do you earn a living?”  Just then the barman arrived to take Jack’s order.  “Can I get you 

one, Carrie?” Jack asked.  “Thanks very much,” she said. “A gin and tonic with ice and lemon 

please. That’s my tip-  ple.” She then gestured towards a row of booths in the back that 

allowed more private conver-  sation. “I’ll bag one of those. Why don’t you bring the drinks 

over there and join me?”  So he did, her gin and tonic in one hand, and his vodka tonic in the 

other, the ice cubes  clinking in both. He sat down opposite her and handed her the 

G&T.  “Cheers, Carrie.”  “And to you, Jack.”  He took a sip of vodka. “Where were 

we?”  Carrie looked at him over the top of her drink. “You were going to tell me what you did 

for a  living.”  I work as a general dog’s body for a professional dominatrix. Now, that would 

be a conversation  stopper. “You first,” he said, stalling for time.  “I work from home 

designing jewelry,” she said, “pieces like this,” she added, waving the  pendant gracing her 

impressive décolletage at him.  “Very nice too,” Jack said.  “Thanks,” she said, looking 

pleased. She raised an eyebrow. “So what do you do?”  “Why do you want to know as a 

matter of interest?” he asked, trying not to sound cagey.  “I thought it might help me work out 

where I know you from.” She took a sip of her drink.  “I’ll tell you what I used to do,” he 

said. “That might help.”  “Yes it might.”  “I used to be an actor in that daytime soap,  Medical 

 Center. I was in it for ages.”  “All becomes clear.” She beamed. “I remember you in that 

although I stopped watching it a  while back, I must be honest. You made a very convincing 

doctor in my view. Why aren’t you still in  the series?”  “They killed me off.”  “That’s a damn 

shame.”  “Actually it isn’t,” Jack replied. “I was sick and tired of the acting game. I came to 

think of it  as shallow and uninteresting. My part was for sure.”  “Must have been a nice 

regular earner that job though?” she suggested.  “Money isn’t everything,” he 

responded.  “You’ll get no argument from me on that. What are you up to at the 

moment?”  Jack shrugged. “Considering my options,” he lied.  “Might one of them include 

me, do you think?” she breathed.  Jack opened his mouth, closed it, opened it again and said, 

“You making a pass, Carrie?”  “I am,” she said simply, flashing him an inviting smile. “You 

interested, by any chance?”  He gave that some thought. “I might be,” he said at last.  If it 

 wasn’t for Mistress Rebecca, he  silently added.  “Well, are you interested or aren’t you?” she 

persisted, leaning across and putting her soft  hand on his. He liked the way it felt.  “Yes,” he 

said, silently adding this time:  Because of what Mistress Rebecca’s done to me re-  cently and 

 the frantic state it’s left me in. “Want to come back to my place?” Carrie said. “It’s just round 

the corner. We can be there  in no time.”  Jack gazed at his glass for a moment and said 

nothing. Then he took a breath. “OK.” 






Chapter Thirteen   

 



Within five minutes of that exchange they’d arrived at the entrance to Carrie’s 

apartment  block. She punched in the access code and the main door swung open. The door 

closed behind  them and they made their way to the waiting lift. They got in and Carrie 

pressed the button for the  sixth floor.  Jack leaned back against the lift wall, his heart beating 

fast. A pulse in the erection he’d  developed thrummed.  I need to put a stop to this right now. 

That thought lasted no more than a cou-  ple of seconds. There was no changing the course 

Jack was set on now, no turning back.  Carrie gazed down at the pronounced bulge in his 

jeans. “I don’t need to ask if you’re look-  ing forward to what’s coming next,” she remarked 

with a raunchy laugh. “Some things speak for  themselves.”  The lift door opened and Carrie 

led Jack down the corridor and into her apartment. She took  him into the living room, a smart 

uncluttered space with a view of the neighboring block. Carrie  drew the blinds and turned on 

a couple of lamps, which bathed the room in a warm glow.  She stepped in front of Jack and 

kissed him passionately on the lips. At the same time she  placed his hands on the voluptuous 

swelling of her breasts. The nipples were hard against his fin-  gers.  Jack could also feel the 

contours of the rest of her shapely body pressing firmly against him.  She in turn could feel 

his raging erection pressing into her tightly denim-covered groin.  In due course Carrie broke 

their clinch and fell gracefully to her knees before him. She  pressed her soft cheek against the 

throbbing rod that bulged in his jeans.  “You want me to take you in my mouth and blow you, 

don’t you, Jack?” she said, looking up  into his glowing blue eyes.  He nodded 

enthusiastically. “You’ve no idea how much.”  Carrie smiled as she unbuttoned his fly. She 

fumbled for a second and then withdrew his  desperately hard cock. It ended a mere inch 

away from her face. For a moment she gazed at it lov-  ingly, using her fingers to caress its 

length. “It’s so large and stiff,” she remarked lustfully. “I love  the look of it.”  Carrie loved 

the feel of it too, the hardness of the flesh in her hand. It gave her a sense of  power, knowing 

she could use Jack’s erection to give him that exultant moment of transcendence  when he 

would unleash his seed into her mouth and throat. It was all down to her. She might be on  her 

knees before this handsome, desirable man. But she had the power here, she had the 

control.  What he so feverishly desired was entirely in her gift. And it was an invigorating 

feeling.  As she moved her lips closer to Jack’s erection he trembled with desire and his 

breath began  to come in short shallow bursts. He closed his eyes momentarily as she flicked 

her tongue over the  bulbous dome of his hard cock, licking around to search for the most 

sensitive spot. She briefly  rested her tongue underneath his cockhead to collect a dribble of 

pre-cum.  Then her lips closed around his shaft in earnest and she took it into her mouth. First 

she  sucked the head, rubbing the inside of her cheek against its smooth glistening surface. 

She rolled  her tongue around it in a wonderful sensuous movement, building up speed 

gradually. While doing  that she played her fingers up and down the rest of his erection, 

skillfully wanking him. The twin  sensations made him tremble even more with desire  When 

Carrie heard Jack’s first ecstatic moans she fell fully onto his hardness. She took it  right into 

her mouth, sliding her tongue up and down its thick-veined length, and skillfully 

deep-  throating him. She rose and fell rhythmically and with increasing voraciousness, her 

mouth warm  and tight. Carrie threw herself at this task vigorously, all the time rolling her 

tongue around the  shaft.  Given the days and nights Jack had suffered the ordeal without 

relief Rebecca had imposed  on him, his arousal was at its height. He made sharp thrusts in 

response to Carrie’s oral minis-  trations, moving back and forth with his pelvis. His libido 

was raging under the power of her sen-  suous mouth, his senses drowning in delight.  The 

couple were moving fluidly together now, engaged in a single unit of erotic motion. It  was a 

duet of sensuality that brought Jack closer all the time to his sorely needed outlet, the 

inde-  scribable delight of too long denied ejaculation. And then it started to happen, all that 

pent-up   

semen surging to the base of his erection.  He closed his eyes as the ecstatic sensation gripped 

him, his long-awaited climax coming in  a paroxysm of release. He grabbed Carrie by the 

shoulders and with rapturous force pumped spurt  after spurt of thick rich semen into her hot 

mouth. Carrie adjusted her movements, determined to  drink down every drop of his 

sperm.  Jack’s spending continued in repeated spasms for some time, tremors convulsing his 

body.  And she kept on sucking, not stopping until his ejaculation came to an end and she’d 

lapped the  last drops of cream from his still-hard cock. Eventually Jack’s rigidity started to 

slacken and Carrie  took his cock from her mouth. Then she rose slowly up. Her face was 

flushed pink and her liquid  brown eyes shone.  Jack was overcome by the aftershocks of 

delight that came with his colossal orgasm. But he  gradually returned to his senses. He 

relaxed and stepped back.  Carrie asked unnecessarily, “You enjoy?”  “It was wonderful,” he 

said, reaching for the fly of his jeans and gingerly tidying himself up.  “Beyond doubt, the 

finest blow job I’ve ever experienced.”  “You are very much to my taste, Jack, if you know 

what I mean,” Carrie said, ostentatiously  licking her cum-glistening lips. “I’m extremely 

attracted to you.”  Jack took a breath. “The feeling’s mutual, Carrie.”  Even in his relaxed 

post-orgasmic state he couldn’t help but be aware that in giving that re-  sponse his life was 

about to get considerably more complicated. And it did. Jack very soon became  a man living 

two lives and acting all the time with duplicity. It didn’t suit him at all. 








Chapter Fourteen 

Soon after Mark had embarked on his torrid affair with Clara and Dee he’d fallen deeply 

in  love with both of them. It had been a kind of madness. He had loved the two achingly 

gorgeous  women equally and with acute, all-consuming passion. He’d been dizzyingly, 

overwhelmingly in  love with them, crazy for them. He couldn’t get enough of the two 

incredibly seductive women.  He’d wanted them constantly, unable to contemplate being 

without either of them for any length of  time.  Then they’d broken news to him that had 

arrived like a sledgehammer blow. Christ, how dis-  gruntled and bewildered he’d felt when 

they told him they’d decided to send him away to some  mysterious location for three whole 

weeks while they went off on a sex-drenched vacation in the  South of France’s famous 

“naked city”.  They’d been so unequivocal about what they were going to do to him too and 

everything had  happened so fast, moving far too quickly for his liking. It had all seemed 

extremely unfair to Mark.  He had however quickly adapted to his sojourn at the dark and 

deviant place Clara and Dee had se-  lected for him and he no longer felt unhappy about the 

situation in any respect.  After all the regular chastisement and humiliation he’d received at 

the hands of one or other  of the amazing Mistresses at Punishment Manor the once vanilla 

Mark felt he had come to know  himself so much better. During his time there so far he’d 

willingly allowed the control of his life to  be subsumed totally to the power of the 

extraordinary group of women who were currently in  charge of him.  He delighted in the 

exhilarating sense not only of certainty but also, ironically, of freedom it  had brought him to 

be at their mercy. His had been a startling metamorphosis, of that there could  be no doubt. 

But it had not detracted from his adoration of Clara and Dee, which was even stronger  than 

before. That was because he’d become so much more self-aware. He understood 

essentially  why they’d decided to send him to Punishment Manor and completely agreed with 

that decision.  Mark felt his training was going very well. He had ceded complete control to 

the Manor’s  formidable dommes and was submissive to them twenty-four seven. He’d 

yielded to regular bouts  of painful punishment from the women and from these had derived 

immense erotic gratification.  He realised that he’d always had the strong potential to be the 

pain junkie he’d now undoubtedly  become – that it was a fundamental part of him, hardwired 

there all along.  He delighted in the knowledge that the vivid marks and bruises his 

chastisements raised on  his skin represented something important. They were the physical 

evidence of his devotion to the  wonderfully powerful women who currently had him in their 

thrall as they schooled him in a whole  new way of being. He was the ultimate willing 

pupil.  The two Mistresses who’d dominated him the most to date had been his original 

mentor  Stephanie – she of the full sensuous lips, piercing blue eyes, and blonde hair cropped 

to a buzz –  and a dominatrix called Tessa. She had shiny dark-brown hair cut to the 

shoulders, and was as tall  and shapely as Stephanie.  Like her too, Tessa had both a bone 

structure that suggested lifelong beauty and very strik-  ing eyes. Hers were wide, electric-

green, and rimmed with long lashes and perfectly shaped eye-  brows.  Whereas Stephanie’s 

sex was entirely depilated Tessa’s pubic hair had been waxed to a neat  brown strip. She was 

luscious and sexy as they come. Both women were.  Mark had never been dominated by both 

of them together as yet but he’d been told today  was to be different. He’d also been told to 

prepare for their session in a very specific way…  Sitting, bright eyed and expectant, on the 

edge of the bed, Mark felt his already semi-  tumescent cock fill even more and grow harder. 

Fuck, he was turned on. He waited and waited and  at last heard voices outside the door. His 

heart beating wildly, he got down on his knees, his pose  so much that of a supplicant it was 

almost religious. The door was opened and Stephanie entered  with Tessa. They both strode 

towards him.  Stephanie wore a shiny off-the shoulder black rubber latex micro-minidress so 

tight it  looked like it had been painted on. It clung sensuously to her delectable body, 

accentuating the de-  lightful contours of her breasts and backside. The riveting effect was 

heightened by her knee-length  black latex boots, which were finished with shiny spiked 

heels. 

By contrast the equally gorgeous Tessa was dressed all in kid-soft red leather. She had on 

a  bustier that presented an enticing view of her round breasts and a minute skirt that ended 

just this  side of indecency. Her feet were clad in red leather stilettos to match the rest of the 

outfit.  Mark knelt a few feet away from where the two women now stood, staring up at them. 

There  was erotic hunger in his gaze and his erection had become stone-hard.  “Before he 

came to Punishment Manor this slave was used to being with two very dominant  women who 

are in love with each other like we are, Tessa,” Stephanie said, giving her a 

seductive  smile.  What the… Mark was amazed. The thought Stephanie and Tessa – or any of 

the other Mis-  tresses at the Manor for that matter – would be lovers like Clara and Dee 

hadn’t occurred to him.  “I know he was used to being with two such women,” answered 

Tessa as she moved closer  to her. “Let’s give him a shot of déjà vu.”  “Yes, let’s,” agreed 

Stephanie, taking the beautiful brunette gently by the shoulders. She  pulled her closer, 

planting soft loving kisses on her mouth and neck. In response Tessa squeezed  Stephanie’s 

latex-covered breasts softly, gently rubbing her thumbs over the hardening nipples 

con-  stricted by the shiny skintight garment.  Mark looked up, his eyes fixed on the two 

stunning women caressing and fondling one an-  other in this way. He continued to watch 

excitedly as they went on to kiss each other on the lips. It  was a long, deep, smoldering kiss, 

their tongues entwined, stroking and sucking. Soon the evidence  of their excitement began to 

trickle down their inner thighs. It was clear they were both soaking wet.  The two women 

stopped kissing and turned their eyes towards Mark, looking at him for a  long 

moment.  Tessa was the first to speak. She smiled and tilted her head at him. “Been enjoying 

the  show, slave?”  He gave a throaty groan. “Very much, Mistress.”  “Crawl to our feet and 

raise your backside, slave,” Stephanie demanded.  “Yes, Mistress.” Mark obeyed and crawled 

into position.  “Look at those fading bruises and stripes on his ass,” Tessa 

commented.  “Beaten often, aren’t you, slave,” said Stephanie.  “Yes, Mistress.” There was a 

quiver in his voice.  “Not often enough for our liking though,” said Tessa.  “Lick this boot, 

slave,” Stephanie ordered, presenting her right foot to him. And Mark im-  mediately leaned 

forward and set to. He licked the full length of the black latex boot fervently. in-  cluding its 

stiletto heel and pointed toe, which he took eagerly into his mouth. Finally Stephanie  told 

him to stop.  What now?  Mark knew he was at the absolute mercy of this sadistic woman and 

her equally  sadistic “significant other” and the thought of that caused lust to pump through 

his veins even  harder.  “Stand up,” ordered Tessa.  “Yes, Mistress.” Mark got to his feet, his 

erection raging more powerfully than ever.  “We need to be somewhere you can receive a 

sound thrashing and where we can take our  pleasure of you and of each other, slave,” said 

Stephanie. “This room would suffice for that pur-  pose I suppose.”  “But we’ve lined up 

somewhere much better,” added Tessa. “We’re reliably informed it’s a  room very similar to 

one in the house of the two dominant women we referred to earlier. That one,  we’re also told, 

is usually kept locked to avoid the prying eyes of the uninitiated – certainly not a  category 

you remotely fall into anymore.” 








Chapter Fifteen 

Mark followed Stephanie and Tessa along the corridor and up some stairs to the next 

land-  ing. The two women stopped at the second door they came to there and ushered him 

into the large  room beyond.  In the middle of the room was a queen-sized bed with high posts 

at its four corners. Its  sheets and the covers for its pillows were of black satin. Close to one of 

the walls was a whipping  bench and next to it a metal cage. Tipped back and bolted to the 

same wall was a St. Andrew’s  cross.  Along another wall was a cabinet containing various 

BDSM items, including several different  types of nipple clamps, strap-ons, butt plugs, 

collars, blindfolds, gags, hoods and masks. There  was also a long rack upon which hung a 

substantial collection of canes, whips, leather straps,  crops, paddles and the like.  Stephanie’s 

eyes flared wickedly as she surveyed the numerous kinky items decorating the  wall. “Spoilt 

for choice, aren’t we, Tessa,” commented the crop-haired blonde beauty. “How would  you 

like to play this?”  “I’d like you to deal with him while I watch,” she replied. “Do you 

mind?”  “Hell no.”  Tessa slipped out of her stilettos and lounged on the bed, pushing a 

couple of pillows be-  hind her back. “How are you going to discipline him this time?” she 

asked.  “I’m certainly not going to start lightly.” A sadistic smile curled Stephanie’s lips. “I’m 

going  to go in hard straight away and then get even harder.”  The lovely brunette smiled 

back, her green eyes gleaming. “We know he can take it.”  “Exactly.”  The black latex micro-

minidress stretched tight over her swaying hips, Stephanie strolled  over to the rack of 

disciplinary implements with feline grace. There she selected a heavy paddle of  black rubber 

with a serrated surface either side of its business end.  She weighed the cruel implement in her 

hand. It had the right heaviness about it, she de-  cided. She brushed her fingers across one of 

the serrated surfaces and smiled wickedly. “An excel-  lent choice to start with, I 

think.”  “And to follow?” asked Tessa.  “One of the more vicious of the canes,” she replied, 

fishing out a long flexible bamboo cane.  “Great couple of choices,” enthused Tessa, 

squirming excitedly on the bed.  “I want you bent over that, slave.” Stephanie pointed to the 

leather-covered whipping bench.  “Go.”  Mark’s breath was racing. “Yes, Mistress.”  He 

padded quickly over to the bench, stepped up on it and bent over, waiting for Stephanie  to 

start paddling him. He heard her stiletto-heeled boots clicking on the floor behind him.  The 

dominatrix put the bamboo cane down on top of the metal cage but kept the rubber  paddle in 

her hand. She stood in position to start beating him. Tessa sprawled luxuriously on the  bed, 

watching the unfolding ritual with great interest, the heat of lust pooling between her 

thighs.  Stephanie took aim with the heavy paddle and struck Mark hard on the left ass cheek 

with a  loud thwack. He let out a yelp at the suddenness and intensity of the attack. It hurt, 

really hurt. The  pain, however, was exquisite and he immediately lost himself in the 

sensation.  “Good start,” Stephanie remarked, pausing to contemplate the result of her first 

strike. She  was pleased with the effect of the patterned scarlet weal on Mark’s left rear 

cheek.  Stephanie then let loose a succession of further fierce strikes. She beat Mark 

methodically,  each rear cheek in turn, and he winced and cried out with every blow. The heat 

burned his backside,  and every strike was more acute than the one that preceded it. He felt 

the burning pain spread as  the distinct impression of the rubber paddle’s serrated surface 

deepened with each blow, etched in  brilliant red on his skin.  Stephanie continued to beat his 

ass with accuracy and velocity. She ceased at last, pleased  with the deep color she had 

brought so painfully to Mark’s rear cheeks.  “Thank Mistress Stephanie for your paddling, 

slave” ordered Tessa from the bed.  Mark gasped for air, swallowing hard. “Thank you for my 

paddling, Mistress,” he said   

obediently. His backside ached all over, spasms of pleasure-pain shooting through its 

flaming  cheeks.  Stephanie moved to the front of him and brought the end of the paddle under 

his chin.  “Ready for your caning, slave?” she said.  “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” he whispered 

in fear and anticipation.  Stephanie put the paddle down on top of the cage and picked up the 

thin yellow cane. She  flexed the savage implement expertly, testing its strength, and 

positioned herself behind Mark  again.  The cane whistled through the air and cracked against 

his skin with a sound that split the  air. Mark let out a loud agonized cry as it bit deep into the 

raw red skin of his behind.  “Silence!” Stephanie demanded.  The second and third strikes 

swished and cracked across Mark’s rear cheeks leaving distinct  red lines. He gritted his teeth 

to keep silent. After a half dozen such strikes his body began trem-  bling without control. He 

was breathing fitfully, gasping for air. After six more strokes he felt him-  self momentarily 

black out, a strange delirium seizing him and pulling him beyond the pain barrier.  The harsh 

strikes continued to fall rhythmically, a steady whistle of air, a sharp retort and a  molten 

sensation of pleasure-pain. Mark tried to go inside himself and block all extraneous 

impres-  sions. He focused instead on Stephanie’s skilled application of the bamboo cane to 

his aching be-  hind and let the feeling flow through him.  His breathing more ragged than 

ever, Mark arched his back as far as possible to raise his  behind higher to meet the swift 

downward play of the cane. Each strike sent erotic spasms through  every cell of his body. His 

swollen shaft throbbed as it drooled translucent drops of sticky fluid  onto the leather surface 

of the whipping bench.  Eventually Stephanie stopped beating him and put the cane aside. 

“It’s time for some anal  play now, slave,” she said, her voice husky.  The dominatrix strode 

toward the cabinet of BDSM gear. There she selected a strap-on double-dildo and 

harness.  “Let me help you get into that,” said Tessa, climbing lithely from the bed. 








Chapter Sixteen 

Stephanie groaned with arousal, the muscles of her pussy clamping onto the internal dildo  as 

she buried it to the hilt inside the glistening channel of her sex. While she was engaged in 

this  delicious task Tessa dexterously buckled her into the leather harness of the strap-

on.  There was a bloom of pleasure on Stephanie’s cheeks and her piercing blue eyes shone 

with  desire. “I’ll pause to show my appreciation for that the best way I know how.”  She gave 

Tessa a lust-filled kiss and at the same time brought her hand beneath the pelmet-  length of 

her red leather micro-miniskirt to her pussy, which was as wet with love juice as was 

her  own.  She began masturbating her, moving her fingers in tight little circles over her 

clitoris. Tessa  moaned softly, letting out wordless exclamations of delight, every time 

Stephanie teased the hard  nub of her clit.  Stephanie started to work her lover’s pussy with 

more vigor, pushing her fingers in and out  faster. Soon she was finger-fucking her really 

hard, making her wetter and wetter still. Tessa was  ravenous, her juices churning. Stephanie 

continued to push her fingers in and out of her hard and  fast until she came in spasms.  After 

a brief interval Stephanie removed her fingers from the sopping wetness of 

Tessa’s  pussy.  “There’ll be more of that later, slave,” she told Mark who’d been excitedly 

viewing all this  from his position knelt over the whipping bench. “But now to the matter at 

hand.”  She strode over to the cabinet of BDSM gear, extracted a bottle of lubricant and 

applied a  generous amount of lube to the external shaft of her strap-on.  As she did this Tessa 

moved back to the bed and lounged back on it to watch what came  next. She gazed at the 

brightly reddened cheeks of Mark’s splayed backside, the tight rosebud open-  ing exposed, 

and found it an extremely arousing sight.  Stephanie positioned herself behind Mark, the 

external dildo of her strap-on glistening with  lube. His rear hole flexed responsively as she 

touched the tip of the sleek wet black rubber dildo  against its entrance. Then she sunk the 

dildo slowly inch by inch deep into the hole. She stretched  and filled it, the tight anus 

gripping invitingly.  Tessa watched with lascivious interest as Mark’s anal hole tightened and 

relaxed with the  slow movement of the dildo in and out. She watched too Stephanie’s fingers 

pressing firmly on the  reddened flesh of his heavily chastised behind.  Mark had known full 

well what was going to happen to him at some stage in this session  with the two redoubtable 

dommes – that he was going to lose his anal virginity. He’d wanted that to  happen and had 

prepared for it as Stephanie had instructed him to by giving himself a thorough  enema. Even 

so, he’d at first found his body instinctively wanted to resist the probing invasion of  the strap-

on dildo as she’d begun to slide it in. But that resistance didn’t last more than a few 

mo-  ments.  The pain he already felt to his punished rear cheeks as a result of the heavy 

beating  Stephanie had given him had subtly altered his sensibilities. He now felt an explosion 

of erotic plea-  sure at every touch whether on his aching behind or inside his narrow ring. As 

Stephanie kept push-  ing in and out he found himself opening himself for her more and 

more.  Wallowing in the degrading debasement he was receiving from the tall, comely, crop-

haired  dominatrix thrusting into him, he began moving with her. The action grew faster and 

faster, the  lube-smeared dildo easing entry deep into his rectum. Each thrust made him gasp 

and groan with  desire.  Mark loved what was being done to him by Stephanie, adored it. The 

ache in his erection  grew ever stronger, charged by her 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.  Stephanie continued pressing urgently at the walls of his inner passage with her 

strap-on.  The hole alternately tensed and relaxed as she made the lube-smeared dildo 

penetrate further. At  the same time she built up even more momentum. His rear cheeks rose 

and fell to meet the esca-  lating thrust of the dildo she was moving in and out of him with 

such skill.  Stephanie’s fingers were gripping his ass cheeks so hard they were indenting the 

punished   

flesh. She was pumping hard, pistoning ceaselessly into him like a jackhammer. There 

were  tremors in his body every time she thrust and he was getting ever more frantically 

aroused.  The dominatrix suddenly brought her hand round to Mark’s shaft when he pushed 

himself  back. She took its pulsing pre-cum spilling length in her palm, caressing the wet 

smooth skin. This  complemented the now even more pronounced up and down motion of 

Mark’s rear cheeks and the  energetic ass-fucking she was giving him, which continued 

unrelentingly.  Mark could feel the explosion of orgasm coming, the flexing of his erection 

and tightening  of his balls. He was breathing short gasping breaths and thrashing his backside 

wildly, engrossed  in the delirious feeling of being expertly fucked in the ass and masturbated 

by this amazing domi-  natrix.  He gasped with each thrust into his anus, each stroke of his 

shaft, as Stephanie continued  pounding into him and wanking him with a relentless pace. 

Mark 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.  Stephanie leaned into his ear. “You badly want to come, don’t you, slave.”  He gave 

an erotic throaty groan. “Yes, Mistress! Yes!”  “But am I going to allow you to? Ask yourself 

that.”  The dominatrix stopped stroking her fingers up and down his shaft but kept hold of it. 

She  also stopped ass-fucking him but left the dildo inside his anus.  Silence.  Finally: “No, 

you can’t come. I absolutely forbid it.”  “Oh God,” he breathed desperately.  “Delayed 

gratification is good for a slave,” Stephanie announced. “For a Mistress it’s not 

an  issue.”  With that she went back to buggering Mark with a vengeance, slamming the dildo 

into him  again and again. Simultaneously the pulse between her legs became fervent as she 

contracted her  pussy round the internal dildo of her strap-on. Then she climaxed hugely with 

a cry of ecstasy be-  fore slumping against him.  When Stephanie had recovered from her 

orgasmic high she let go of Mark’s erection and  pulled the dildo from his anus.  “Thank 

Mistress Stephanie for ass-fucking you, slave,” Tessa demanded curtly from the bed.  “Thank 

you for ass-fucking me, Mistress,” Mark said immediately, still bent over the whip-  ping 

bench in the same position of abasement.  “My pleasure, slave,” she said as she unbuckled 

and removed her strap-on. Then she took  off everything else she’d had on.  Tessa climbed off 

the bed and stripped completely naked too. “Get off the whipping bench  and go down onto 

your hands and knees on the floor beneath us, slave,” she ordered. 








Chapter Seventeen 

Mark knelt on all fours before Stephanie and Tessa who both now had their backs to the  four-

poster bed. He was acutely aware of the pain he was still suffering from the brutal 

beating  Stephanie had given him and the soreness he felt from the energetic ass-fucking she’d 

given him  after that. But he was even more aware of the hardness of his cock pressing against 

his belly. He  ached with desire, his erection twitching and drizzling pre-cum, as he gazed 

worshipfully at the two  delectable naked women standing above him.  He accepted without a 

trace of resentment that, while he’d not been allowed sexual release  so far this session and 

maybe wasn’t going to be at all this time, they’d already both climaxed mas-  sively. He loved 

the fact that the domination he received from the Mistresses of Punishment Manor  was so 

complete any of them had it in their power to allow him to climax or not.  He suddenly felt 

seized with a desire to lean right forward and shower with kisses the beau-  tiful bare feet of 

the two naked Goddesses he was kneeling before. But he resisted the impulse. He  knew that 

to act on it would be wrong because he’d already been told what to do and he’d done it.  To 

go further and do what he was tempted to would be to invite punishment. And because  he’d 

put his own desire before that of the two Mistresses it would invite the  wrong  type of 

punish-  ment for him. They’d undoubtedly see to that if he made such a stupid mistake.  His 

own pleasure was intimately bound up with being humiliated and disciplined, as had  been 

demonstrated to him over and over again during his time so far at the Manor. He 

understood  that for him to deliberately invite punishment would mean to actively seek 

pleasure and that was  out of the question.  Anyway the very essence of the punishment he 

sought lay in its arbitrary use as a method for  the imposition of a Mistress’s will. The 

perverse pleasure he experienced in being treated this way  was as much a result of that as in 

the depth of physical pain he suffered. You couldn’t have the one  without the other...  Mark 

lost his train of thought when he heard Stephanie’s voice.  “You enjoyed watching me doing 

what I did to Mark, didn’t you, Tessa,” she remarked.  Her lover gave her a seductive smile. 

“Very much.”  “Nice to watch sometimes, isn’t it,” Stephanie went on.  “And to be watched,” 

replied Tessa, licking her lips.  The two Mistresses began caressing and kissing, gently at first 

and then much more pas-  sionately. Their bodies were entwined, their mouths locked. They 

broke their clinch, turned round  and, hand in hand, padded toward the bed. It was clear to 

Mark they were thoroughly wrapped up in  each other.  Remaining on all fours, he watched as 

they carried on where they’d left off, their hands and  mouths probing excitedly. He watched 

as they tongued each other’s breasts, watched as Stephanie  began sliding her fingers towards 

Tessa’s sweet wet pussy. She first sought out her clitoris with the  fingers of one hand and 

began gently circling. Stephanie worked two fingers of her other hand in  and out of Tessa’s 

sex while continuing to massage her clit until her body trembled to a strong 

cli-  max.  Breathing deeply, Mark carried on watching as Tessa slipped her full luscious lips 

down  over Stephanie’s belly toward the dampness of her sex. Stephanie raised her knees and 

parted her  thighs, opening herself to Tessa’s penetrating tongue until she too shuddered to a 

powerful climax.  Mark remained in position on his hands and knees, his shaft throbbing and 

spilling pre-cum  in a constant stream. He was extremely aroused by the alluring view of the 

two Mistresses making  love so passionately, and the sound of their accompanying panting 

and moans.  He was also beginning to more clearly understand what his life would be like in 

the future  with Clara and Dee. He could see his role would be one of selfless devotion to the 

couple com-  bined with regular bouts of discipline and degradation – often in the room they 

had that was appar-  ently decked out in much the same manner as this one.  There would be 

no guaranteed reward of sexual release on his part when they had their kinky  sex sessions 

with him either – just like there wasn’t with Stephanie and Tessa or any of the 

other  Mistresses at the Manor. He understood and accepted that, appreciating such relief 

would be inci-  dental to the deeper satisfaction of devotedly serving the two women he 

adored so much and of   

bringing them constant pleasure.  Mark watched as Stephanie and Tessa shifted position so 

Stephanie’s wet sex was over her  lover’s mouth. Tessa started to reciprocate, licking her 

pussy too, and both women began thrashing  wildly under the onslaught of each other’s 

darting tongues. They sucked and licked like their lives  depended on it, tasting each other 

voraciously. Their bodies were entangled as they brought each  other to quivering, shuddering 

mutual orgasm.  The two voracious women switched positions altogether soon after that. They 

both rolled  side by side onto their bellies on the edge of the bed before Mark, knees pulled up 

towards their  breasts, and their backsides raised high. They arched their backs so their rear 

cheeks were round  spheres of fleshy perfection and their equally perfect openings were 

invitingly exposed. Each rubbed  her hand between her own thighs, pressing her fingers 

between the soaked pussy lips, and began  rubbing.  “Crawl over and tongue our assholes, 

slave,” Tessa commanded over her shoulder. Both  women parted their thighs even more so 

their rear holes were ready for the deepest penetration by  his tongue.  Mark took in the 

delicious vision before him. His erection throbbed wetly with anticipation.  The thought of 

mouthing deep into the two anal holes while the women masturbated made his  head swim 

with delight.  He got into position, held the cheeks of Stephanie’s rear still further apart and 

flicked his  tongue over her exquisite asshole. He then did the same to Tessa while both of 

them rubbed and  rubbed at their sopping wet pussies.  Going deep into one or other asshole, 

Mark began to lose himself in purest sexual sensation  as much as the two masturbating 

dommes were doing.  “Get to your feet and bring yourself off over our assholes, slave,” 

Stephanie demanded when  the time was right. “Do it now!”  Mark stood upright and 

masturbated quickly to climax, ejaculating thick wads of white cum  over both anal holes in 

the most intense orgasm of his life. Both women climaxed at the same time,  their bodies 

shivering in ecstasy.  Stephanie and Tessa both looked briefly behind them. “Back onto your 

knees and lick all  your cream out of our assholes, slave,” Stephanie demanded.  “Swallow it 

too,” added Tessa.  And Mark did, delighting in the sheer joy he felt at his total submission to 

the two stunning  dominatrixes it was his immense privilege to be currently serving. He could 

feel his future life with  Clara and Dee beckoning to him and found it a glorious prospect. 










Chapter Eighteen 

Mark was in bed but couldn’t sleep. It didn’t matter to him though because he was 

feeling  really good. The lion’s share of his allotted time at Punishment Manor had now 

passed, he re-  minded himself. He felt that pretty much right from the start he’d adapted 

extremely well to the  Manor’s dark and deviant regime of pain and submission. And each 

new day had brought unortho-  dox new challenges he’d responded to well.  Within the walls 

of Punishment Manor many of the assumptions he’d had about himself  had been found 

completely wanting. This had happened during the course of his emerging dis-  covery of the 

perverse and – to him now – incredibly appealing world of BDSM. Nowadays the con-  stant 

pleasure and arousal Mark took in being punished and humiliated seemed utterly natural 

to  him. This was because he’d been taught at the Manor to truly understand and accept his 

innermost  motivations: his true self.  Mark heard a noise at the door to his room and, looking 

over, saw it open.  “You awake?” It was a woman’s voice that he didn’t recognise.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he replied, rubbing his eyes.  “I’m not a Mistress. I’m nothing.” She paused. “Just 

like you.”  Then she switched on the light.  Mark’s heart beat faster as he studied the beautiful 

naked woman padding towards him. She  had shoulder-length blonde hair, fair skin and 

sparkling blue-green eyes. Her figure was curvaceous  and her hips and breasts swayed sexily 

as she moved.  “Who are you?” asked Mark in confusion, pulling his covers aside and sitting 

on the edge of  the bed. “I don’t understand.”  “My name is Selena and I’m the personal slave 

to Mistress Stephanie and Mistress Tessa.”  She stood still about a foot away from him. “They 

have a very nice apartment here at the Manor.  Did you know that?”  He shook his head. 

“No.”  “Well, they do,” she said, “and I live there with them.”  Mark hesitated, no less 

confused, and then said, “What are you doing in my room?”  “Does it matter?” she said, 

twisting a lock of hair round her finger. “Just look at me.” She  came closer and pressed her 

lips against his cheek. He could smell her perfume, the scent of her  hair.  “No, seriously,” 

Mark persisted. “Why are you here?”  Selena sat beside him, reached a hand to his thigh and 

squeezed it. Then she began gently  stroking him there. “Because my Mistresses told me you 

were really dishy,” she said. “So I decided  to come and see for myself … when I was certain 

they were otherwise engaged.”  He tilted his head to one side and smiled. 

“Disappointed?”  “Hardly.” She worked the hand markedly higher.  “Hey, what the fuck are 

you doing?” he said, alarmed by the development. Mild flirtation  was one thing. This was 

something quite different.  She snorted. “What does it look like I’m doing?”  “Well, could you 

stop doing it please?”  Selena parted her full lips and murmured seductively, “Why, don’t you 

fancy me?”  Silence.  This was all a dream, Mark decided, a crazy wet dream. He’d wake up 

soon.  “Don’t you fancy me?” she repeated. There was a tinge of impatience in her 

voice  “Not particularly,” he lied, averting his eyes to avoid her questioning stare. He stared at 

the  floor, a point somewhere in the middle of the room.  Selena laughed. “Nonsense.”  “It’s 

true,” he said weakly, raising his head.  But it wasn’t true. He felt a strong physical attraction 

to her and was undeniably stimulated  by her gently feminine touch. It felt good. His cock had 

grown hard. His breathing came deeper.  “Please stop, Selena,” Mark said, his tone pleading. 

He gazed into her sparkling eyes. He  imagined kissing her soft lips, their tongues engaging 

sensuously. “Please stop,” he said again, try-  ing to pull himself together. 

Selena ignored his plea. “Let’s fuck, right here, right now,” she said urgently.  Mark took a 

deep breath. “No.”  “Why?”  There was a hint of uncertainty in his eyes, and then he replied, 

“We haven’t been given per-  mission by one of the Mistresses.”  “And if we had been?”  He 

didn’t reply.  “You listening to me?”  “I’m not deaf.”  “So answer me then, Mark. Answer the 

question. If we’d been given permission would you  have sex with me?”  “I’d do it in a 

heartbeat.”  She breathed on his neck and brought her hand to his erection, holding it there. 

“Please  reconsider,” she said, panting lightly. “It’ll just be the two of us. No Mistresses, no 

domination, no  punishment, no submission – just two people who’ve seriously got the hots 

for each other making  love.”  Mark clenched his teeth. “I can’t,” he insisted.  “I think you 

can.” Selena started masturbating him, rubbing her fingers lingeringly over his  shaft.  “I said 

no,” he replied, pushing her hand away. “Get off me.”  “Please change your mind.” She 

brought the tip of her tongue between her lips. “Come on.  We can be quick.”  “Even so, what 

if we’re caught?” he whispered, his eyes scanning the door in case one of the  Mistresses 

came in.  “I’d be punished on my own in a harsh and cruel manner by my two owners,” she 

said.  “Nothing new there.”  “And what about me?”  “In all probability you’d be displayed in 

front of a group of the other slaves here and severely  disciplined. And the prospect of that 

excites you even more than it frightens you, doesn’t it?”  “Yes it does,” Mark admitted 

quietly. “But something else frightens me a million times more  and excites me not in the 

slightest.”  “What’s that?”  “That it would be all over for me,” he said vehemently. “I’d be 

kicked out of this place, and  the two women I worship and adore would be lost to me. It 

would be irreparable as well. I’d have  lost them forever, I swear. It’s an utterly desperate 

prospect.”  Selena smiled. “So dramatic,” she remarked sarcastically.  “It’s not a joke,” he 

chided. “My whole world would collapse.”  “OK.”  “Look, it’s not funny,” he said, tight-

lipped, frowning.  “I know.” Her voice had lost its sarcastic edge.  “Anyone who finds true 

love and throws it away like I’d have done is an idiot,” he went on.  “They deserve everything 

they get, which in my case would involve being left all alone, drowning in  despair. You think 

I’m exaggerating but I’m not.”  Selena stared at him and sighed. “Well, if that’s the way you 

see things,” she commented  sardonically.  “It is.”  She brought her index finger to her mouth, 

kissed it and ran it over his lips. “Want me to  turn out the light when I leave?” she 

asked.  “Yes please.”  When Selena had disappeared, Mark got back into bed and pulled the 

covers around him.  He lay on his back and stared at the darkness she’d left behind, trying to 

slow down his heart. He  could still smell her perfume, feel her touch. In the dark he imagined 

what it might have been like if  he and Selena had come together the way they’d both wanted. 

He briefly considered masturbating. 

 Oh no you don’t, he told himself sternly.  It’s not allowed.  He turned to face the wall and was still, his erection slowly fading. Then he fell asleep. 








Chapter Nineteen   

 

It was a very different Selena who arrived at the door to Mark’s room the next day. 

She  stormed in, taking him by surprise, and it was not just because of the dramatic abruptness 

of her  arrival. She was not naked this time but dressed in a skintight purple latex catsuit and 

matching  stiletto- heeled boots. Mark wasn’t in his bed this time but standing with his back to 

it.  Selena marched straight over to him and forcefully swung her arm at his face. The 

slap  caught him on the cheek with a loud smack. It was so hard it almost brought tears to his 

eyes. He  cried out in pain and clutched at his face.  Mark gazed at Selena, his openmouthed 

expression one of shock and bewilderment. Ren-  dered temporarily mute, all he could do was 

stand, rooted to the spot, unable to make any re-  sponse.  “Let’s get a few things straight,” 

Selena told him, filling the silence. “First, I’m not the per-  sonal slave of Stephanie and 

Tessa, contrary to what I told you last night. It is however true they live  here at Punishment 

Manor – as do I, incidentally, but not with them.”  She continued, “I am not anybody’s slave, 

anybody’s property, and never have been. What I  am is a professional dominatrix and the 

newest recruit to the Manor. I was sent to your room last  night by Mistress Freya to act as an 

agent provocateur to see if you could be tempted into disobe-  dience.  “She felt it had to be 

done but sincerely hoped you wouldn’t succumb to my blandishments.  Thankfully you didn’t 

disappoint. Now follow me to the main dungeon for your reward, which will  be a heavy dose 

of the correction you’ve grown to crave. Your audience of fellow slaves awaits.”  Mark, his 

cock erect now, followed Selena out of his room and directly to the main dungeon.  Upon 

entering it Mark saw there were a number of naked slaves already there, ten in number 

this  time, all of them sporting hard-ons. They were waiting patiently on their knees in a semi 

circle  around the leather-covered horse.  “Position yourself over the length of the horse, 

slave, with your arms and legs either side,”  Selena ordered Mark, pointing to the item of 

dungeon equipment.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, and immediately did as he’d been directed, 

resting his erection  against the soft leather surface of the horse. The muscles in his thighs 

were pulled tight and his  backside was exhibited completely to reveal the tight folds of his 

asshole.  “Fetch me that black heavy leather paddle third from the right at the end of the 

rack,” Selena  ordered one of the slaves who leapt to his feet to select the implement for her. 

Having done so, he  knelt back down with the others.  The heavy leather paddle now in her 

right hand, Selena stroked the inside of Mark’s leg with  her left hand, sliding its palm 

smoothly over the flexed muscles of the upper thigh.  She turned towards the other slaves. 

“Enjoying the spectacle so far?” she asked them.  “Yes, Mistress,” they replied as one.  Mark 

clenched his rear cheeks in readiness for his beating. Even so the first blow landed  with such 

force it made him yelp in agony.  “Keep your cries of pain to yourself, slave,” Selena told him 

briskly.  The blows she delivered after that came down repeatedly and with great rapidity, 

each one  short, sharp, and intensely painful.  Mark could feel his backside quickly turn a 

flaming red, the smarting pain spreading a blaz-  ing heat through his body. The dominatrix 

landed blow after agonizing blow on his quivering, tight-  ly stretched ass cheeks. She placed 

each stroke expertly to inflict a regular and even pattern of pun-  ishment on his behind.  He 

bit his lip to stop himself crying out in pain. The heat seeped from his rear cheeks to 

his  aching shaft. He was becoming ever more excited by the constant infliction of such 

extreme pain  on his behind.  Gradually Mark began to lose himself in the sublime pleasure-

pain of the experience. Every-  thing seemed to drift away other than the essentials of the 

demeaning and painful situation he was  in. The only thing that retained meaning for him was 

his deliciously exposed position and the cru-  elty of the beautiful Mistress administering his 

savage chastisement.  Mark began to breathe rapidly. His shaft remained aching with desire, 

each of Selena’s   

powerful blows with the black heavy leather paddle sending another spasm of sensation 

pulsing  through it.  Overwhelmed by the pain, degradation and humiliation Selena was 

inflicting on him, Mark  could feel himself building up to orgasm. He was acutely conscious 

of the sexual tension mounting  up and waiting for release.  The raw erotic energy surging 

through his naked body was like nothing he had ever experi-  enced before. No other 

punishment he’d received at the Manor had ever had such an electric effect  on 

him.  Suddenly the rain of blows ceased. At some level Mark felt disappointed, wanting his 

in-  tense punishment to continue.  He had become completely absorbed by the rhythm of his 

chastisement, raising his ass  cheeks to meet the downward stroke of the paddle, feeding on 

the abrupt spasms of painful impact  to swell the torrent of erotic pleasure pulsing through 

him.  But Selena had been right to stop when she had because he was now teetering right on 

the  very edge of orgasm.  “Come for me, slave,” she demanded, and he instantly did so, thick 

creamy cum erupting  from his erection in an explosion of pure bliss.  Mark remained in 

position over the horse because Selena had not told him he could move.  He could still very 

much feel the smarting, searing ache she had applied to his rear cheeks. He’d  been punished 

and humiliated in front of ten of his fellow slaves and had delighted in the 

expe-  rience.  Those ten slaves knelt behind him in a semi-circle and salivated at the 

spectacle before  them. Their eyes feasted on Mark’s glistening red ass cheeks and the cum 

trickling down his thighs.  He didn’t need to look over his shoulder to see them. He simply 

knew they were gazing  hungrily at him like this and it gave him a deliciously exhibitionistic 

feeling. He savored that feeling  as much as the bittersweet pleasure-pain that continued to 

permeate his abused behind, which car-  ried on blazing like an inferno.  Mark felt in a daze. 

The punishment he’d received so publicly displayed over the horse,  would sear his backside 

for days to come. And the thought of that made him inordinately happy.  He closed his eyes 

and let his mind drift to dreamy thoughts of his future life with Clara and Dee. 










Chapter Twenty 

Jack sat in one of the rear booths at The Star Inn, nursing his vodka tonic. The G&T 

he’d  bought for Carrie was on the table in front of him but she’d yet to arrive. The thought 

occurred to  him she might have stood him up. If that was so, he mused, it would be for the 

best. He’d been liv-  ing in fantasy land to believe he could live a double life like this, with no 

collision, no conflict.  As if!  Jack shook his head at his own foolishness. Rebecca would 

doubtless allow him to climax  before too long. All he needed to do was be patient. How 

absurd to think he could remain the de-  voted slave of that Goddess, give himself completely 

and utterly to her – whenever she was around,  that is – while also having a love affair with 

Carrie. She was a different person in every sense with  entirely different needs and desires. 

That wasn’t a plan. It was the very opposite of a plan. How  could it possibly work? What it 

was more than anything else was a double betrayal and that made  him a terrible person.  Jack 

decided Carrie would have done them both the ultimate of good turns if she’d stood  him up. 

A clean break and quickly too; that was what they needed, plain and simple. And that 

was  one way of achieving such an outcome. Then he spotted her coming into the large busy 

pub and he  was immediately reminded why he’d come here to meet her in the first 

place.  She gave him a little wave accompanied by a bright smile and he waved and smiled 

back. He  sat back in his seat and watched her weave her way elegantly across the room. 

Carrie had shiny  black stilettos on and over her well-shaped figure she wore a tight midnight-

blue sleeveless  minidress.  Jack gazed at her with longing and desire. He couldn’t stop 

himself from being extremely at-  tracted to the beautiful short-haired brunette and if things 

had been different would unhesitatingly  have done anything to be her lover. Carrie had a real 

glow about her. If the circumstance had been  other than the way they were he would have 

been thoroughly taken up with her. She’d have been his  happy ever after. She was bright, 

vivacious, intelligent, fun, and dead sexy.  As Carrie continued to make her lithe and graceful 

way in his direction he had the oppor-  tunity to appreciate the full beauty of her sculptured 

features, her oval liquid brown eyes, her full red  lips, her voluptuous breasts, her curvy hips 

and long shapely legs. My God, she was gorgeous. Jack  could see other women eyeing her 

with jealousy and men with unconcealed lust. He felt a deep  pang of regret that things were 

so complicated.  Carrie slid into the seat beside Jack. “Sorry I’m a bit late,” she told him, her 

honeyed voice  slightly breathless. “I had to take a last minute phone call. You know how it 

goes.” She sounded  wonderful, smelled wonderful too.  “Of course.” He smiled. “No 

problem.”  “It’s really good to see you.” She leaned across and kissed Jack affectionately on 

the lips.  “Likewise, Carrie,” he said. “And here’s a gin and tonic ready and waiting for you.” 

He hand-  ed her the drink, the ice cubes clinking.  “My favorite tipple.” She took a sip. “You 

remembered.”  “I remember everything about first meeting you here.” He smiled, adding 

meaningfully,  “And what followed afterwards. How could I possibly forget?”  There was a 

silence  “You know what?” Carrie said.  Jack took a sip of vodka. “What?”  “You got to know 

quite a lot about me then, didn’t you?”  “I did,” he agreed.  “You know I design jewelry and 

work from home and you know where I live. You came in my  apartment.” She paused, 

grinned wickedly. “And you came in my mouth too.”  “Not so loud,” Jack said, afraid they 

might be overheard although the booth they were in af-  forded perfectly adequate 

privacy.  “Sorry,” she apologized in a theatrical whisper. “That was awful of me, I know. But 

I couldn’t  resist it.”  “That’s OK,” he replied, slightly embarrassed by his overreaction to 

what she’d said. The  memory of her soft sensuous mouth, warm and tight on his erection, 

came vividly into his mind.  He remembered the way she’d rolled her tongue around his shaft 

in a way that caused his   

libido to go through the roof. He remembered too the intensity of his climax as he’d pumped 

spurt  after spurt of thick semen into her hot mouth and the way she’d determinedly, thirstily, 

consumed  every last drop.  “Anyway,” Carrie went on, bringing him back to the here-and-

now, “the point I was trying to  make was that you know a fair bit about me already while I 

know next to nothing about you.”  “You know I used to be a doctor for quite some time,” Jack 

said with straight face.  She giggled. “Yeah, in a TV series. But you’ve given up acting, you 

told me. So tell me some-  thing I don’t know.”  Don’t tell the exact truth obviously,  Jack 

instructed himself . But tell as few lies as possible. In  fact don’t offer up much of anything and 

 Carrie will fill in the gaps, hopefully to my advantage. “I’m actually gainfully employed,” he 

told her.  True. “It’s a live-in post.”  Also true. “But be-  yond that I can’t tell you much.”  Or rather, won’t tell you much.  Her eyes were wide and serious but her tone unchallenging when 

she asked, “Why’s that?”  Keep it simple but vague. “My boss is rich and exceptionally 

secretive,” he said. “My condi-  tions of employment require I don’t divulge who I work for, 

where I work – and where I live, need-  less to say, given the circumstances.”  “Oooh, all very 

hush-hush.” Carrie gave him a mischievous smile. “Is that a gun in your  pocket, Mister Bond, 

or are you just pleased to see me?”  She’s treating it as if it’s all a joke. Good. I can work with 

 that. The important thing is not to re-  veal too much of myself.  He grinned back. “Always 

pleased to see you, Miss Moneypenny.”  Carrie raised an eyebrow, serious again. “Can’t you 

tell me anything about this mystery job  of yours?”  He sipped his drink. “Only that my boss 

is the ultimate control freak.”  True. “And – here’s  something you didn’t know about me, 

Carrie, and frankly I’m not especially proud of it – I’m the  ultimate neat freak.”  Also true. 

“So in that respect we’re a pair well met. And actually it’s working out  pretty well so far.” 

 Apart from the fact that I’m there day in, day out, and she certainly isn’t, he felt like  adding. 

 Also she hasn’t allowed me to climax for too damned long.  He turned away from Carrie, 

hop-  ing she would leave the subject alone now.  There was another silence.  “I suppose we 

all have our secrets,” she said at last, almost whispering to herself.  “Anything you want to tell 

me?” he asked gently.  You’ve got a bloody cheek asking that, you de-  ceitful son of a 

 bitch. “Something I must tell you,” she admitted. “It’s why I met with you today 

basically.”  “Want to tell me now?”  “It would be much better doing it back at my place, I 

think,” she suggested.  “I’m happy to go along with that,” Jack replied, seizing the suggestion. 

 Anything to draw  attention away from me and the big secret I’m trying to cover up. “Let’s 

go do it,” she said.  “Like right now?”  “No time like the present.” 










Chapter Twenty-one  

 

Carrie and Jack walked round the corner to her apartment block. They got into the lift 

there  and she pressed the button for the sixth floor.  “This secret of yours,” Jack said. “You’re 

about to tell me what it is, right?”  “When we get to the apartment I will, yes.” Carrie looked 

at Jack and smiled. “It’s not an ‘it’,  by the way, it’s a ‘her’.”  “I thought you lived alone?” he 

said, surprised.  Carrie continued to smile and gently touched his hand. “You thought wrong,” 

she told him.  “I’m not who you think I am.”  The lift door opened and she led an increasingly 

mystified Jack down the corridor and into  her apartment. “Are you there, Marion?” she called 

out.  “Yeah, heard the door,” a woman's voice replied “I’m in the kitchen, opening a bottle 

of  champagne.” There was the sound of a cork popping.  Carrie turned to Jack. “Champagne 

OK for you?”  “Champagne would be lovely,” he told her.  “Bring the bottle into the living 

room if you would, please, Marion,” Carrie said as she led  Jack into the same room. There 

were three champagne glasses sitting on a silver tray upon the  table.  Clutching the 

champagne bottle, a beautiful woman with copper-colored hair as short as  Carrie’s and a 

figure as curvy as hers too, came into the room swaying her hips sexily. She had on  red high-

heeled shoes and a short dress of the same color. Several of the buttons at the front of 

her  dress were undone and Jack could see the fullness of her breasts as she sauntered towards 

them.  The woman positively oozed sex appeal, thought Jack.  “This of course is the guy I’ve 

been hearing so much about from you, Carrie,” she said with-  out preamble. “This is 

Jack.”  He was struck both by Marion’s beauty and her casual self-assurance. There was, 

however,  something rather predatory about her. It was hard to put a finger on quite what it 

was but it un-  nerved him.  “The very same,” said Carrie.  Marion stood at the table, poured 

three glasses of champagne and handed them round. “On  first impressions you don’t 

disappoint,” she told Jack, handing him his glass.  “Thank you,” he replied quietly.  “For the 

drink or the compliment?” She edged just a bit closer to him so he was bathed in  her musky 

perfume and even more aware of her physical presence.  “Both.”  She smiled. “Just 

checking.”  “Got something to celebrate?” he asked, raising his glass to her.  “Remains to be 

seen,” she said. “Let’s sit down. Park yourself over there, Jack.” She pointed  to a black 

leather armchair.  He sat down in that and Carrie and Marion sat down opposite him on a 

couch, also of black  leather. They all sipped their drinks silently for a moment.  Carrie looked 

pensive, her eyes darting back and forth. “I guess you’re wondering what this  is all about, 

Jack,” she said at last.  He nodded, replying coolly, “You could say that.”  “Marion and I live 

here together,” she started to explain.  “And it’s not a simple flat-share by any means,” 

Marion added significantly.  “Sorry for not being up-front about it with you from the start, 

Jack,” Carrie apologized. “It  was very wrong of me. Can you forgive me?”  Jack waited a 

beat. “Nothing to forgive,” mumbled the man with absolutely no leg to stand  on.  I’m the bad 

 guy here. “Honestly, I don’t mind, Carrie. What’s done is done as far as I’m con-  cerned. No 

harm, no foul.”  Mister Magnanimous, that’s me. Yeah, right, you dissembling son of a  bitch.  

“You’re being very understanding about this, Jack,” said Marion, taking a sip of 

champagne.  “So are you,” he retorted. “How come?”  “I’m confident of Carrie’s love for me, 

that’s how come,” she said. “She didn’t choose you  over me or anything like that. That’s not 

what’s going on here.”  Jack looked uneasy. “What do you mean?”  He saw the two women 

exchange a look of complicity. Then Carrie said, “The thing is Mar-  ion and I like to try new 

things sexually.”  Jack sipped his champagne. “What sort of things?” he wanted to 

know.  “We are up for almost anything,” Carrie said, adding, “within reason.”  “Up for 

anything, within reason,” he repeated. “What do you mean by that?”  Marion took a sip of 

champagne. “We are both bisexual,” she said.  “And we want to have a threesome with a 

man,” added Carrie, a look of hope in her eyes.  “With the right man,” Marion further 

added.  “And you think that man might be me?”  “We know it,” Carrie said excitedly. She 

took a sip from her glass and added, “We do, don’t  we, Marion?”  “We do,” she confirmed 

with a nod. “The idea appeal to you, Jack?”  “Very much,” he admitted without hesitation. He 

couldn’t help being extremely curious.  Over the years he’d often fantasized about having a 

threesome. What would it be like in reality?  “Didn’t take you long to deliberate on the 

matter.” Marion laughed. “Ever had a threesome  before?”  He shook his head. 

“Never.”  “This won’t work if you only fancy one of us,” she pointed out.  “I don’t,” he said 

and shrugged.  “Not sure I entirely believe you.” Marion moved to the edge of the couch, and 

her red dress  rose up slightly so an expanse of her smooth pale thighs was visible.  “Well, 

you should believe me,” Jack replied.  The sight of Marion’s exposed thighs, and the plunging 

neckline couldn’t help but draw his  gaze. He found himself drawn by her sheer magnetism as 

well. She was like some kind of femme  fatale. He realised with a slight shudder of 

excitement that she would have made an excellent domi-  natrix. She had a similar kind of 

commanding sexuality as Rebecca. “I can’t resist a woman like you  and that’s the 

truth.”  “And a woman like me?” Carrie interrupted.  He looked at the lovely brunette. “Need 

you ask?”  “Want to get this show on the road?” Marion lowered her voice huskily.  “Can’t 

wait,” he said, shifting in his seat. He’d developed an erection that was 

pressing  uncomfortably against the tightness of his jeans.  “Me neither,” Carrie agreed.  “You 

won’t regret this, Jack,” Marion promised, a seductive light in her eyes. “I promise  you.”  Oh 

 yes you will, he thought.  Shut up, shut up, shut up, shut up, he said to that thought.  Just  shut the fuck up, will you.  “Maybe you’ll be the ones that regret it.” He smiled in self 

deprecation.  “Not a chance,” Carrie responded breathlessly.  “Drink up and we’ll go into the 

bedroom,” Marion said. And, silent and intent, that’s what  the three of them did. 


















Chapter Twenty-two  

 

The bedroom curtains were already closed and the room was softly illuminated by a 

couple  of lamps. As soon as they entered Marion pulled Carrie toward her and kissed her on 

the mouth, a  long slow kiss that brought a flush of pleasure to both their faces.  Jack stood 

where he was, silently watching the two beautiful women kissing passionately.  His hard-on, 

hot and aching, pressed against his jeans and he badly wanted to free it and have sex  with 

them.  The two women stopped kissing and Marion began to undress. She kicked off her 

high-  heeled shoes and slowly unbuttoned her dress, letting it fall carelessly to the floor.  Her 

full breasts were displayed to perfection in a black lace half-cup bra. Through the thin  lace of 

her matching high-cut panties the slit of her sex was visible. Then Marion unclipped and 

re-  moved the bra and shimmied out of the panties.  Carrie waited until then to follow her 

into nudity, removing her stilettos and pulling her  dress off to reveal she’d been naked 

beneath it all along. “You now, Jack,” she said breathily.  He’d checked out his body in the 

mirror that morning. It had been some days since Rebecca  had beaten him – although, God 

knows, she’d found other ways to torment him to distraction –  and the bruises and welts on 

his body from previous chastisements had faded to nothingness in  the interim.  Jack began to 

undress, taking off his shoes and socks first.  He removed his shirt next. “Very nice,” said 

Marion and rubbed her hand across the muscu-  lature of his chest for a moment or two.  Jack 

then stripped off completely, pulling his jeans and pants off.  “Nicer still – and I should 

know,” cooed Carrie, gazing at his hard cock. She added, “Sit  down on the edge of the bed 

please, Jack, legs apart.”  When he’d done so Carrie dropped down to her knees and took hold 

of his erection. She  flicked her tongue over it, kissing it softly and lovingly all the way from 

its base to just below its  dome. Then she slid her tongue smoothly over that and on down, 

beginning to blow him rhyth-  mically and deep.  “While Carrie continues doing what she’s 

doing,” Marion whispered hotly in his ear, “I want  you to kiss and suck my breasts.”  “Love 

to,” Jack replied excitedly.  Marion moved in closer and he pressed his mouth over her fleshy 

breasts. She cupped  them with her hands, feeding her enlarged nipples into his mouth. He 

kissed and sucked deeply,  sending tingling waves of erotic pleasure through her just as the 

kneeling Carrie was doing to him  with the up and down motion of her mouth.  “Let’s get on 

the bed now,” said Marion, taking the lead again.  Once there the three of them kissed, 

exploring one another’s mouths voraciously. At the  same time they caressed and stroked each 

other’s bodies. Their hands were everywhere, searching,  touching, seeking, finding.  Jack had 

a hand on each woman, roving over their long silky thighs and the soft white skin  of their 

breasts. He stroked at the pale yielding flesh, marveling at the delight of making love to 

two  such incredibly beautiful women at the same time.  “Want both of us to suck your cock 

now, Jack?” Carrie asked, her breathing heavy.  Like I’m going to say no! “Please,” he 

gasped. And the two women shifted their bodies,  pulling away from him and wriggling down 

the bed to seek out his erection and each other’s  mouths.  Jack sat up on his elbows to watch 

Marion and Carrie kissing and sharing his hard cock with  their soft mouths. He shivered with 

pleasure and sighed. It felt wonderful. He could feel the two  tongues searching for each other, 

pressing and rubbing over the glistening head of his cock. At one  point Marion had his 

erection fully in her mouth, deep-throating him. At another Carrie was doing  the same.  Then 

one of them massaged his cock back and forth while the other sucked its head… be-  fore they 

changed places again. In the end it became almost impossible for Jack to tell who was  doing 

what to whom. It was a glorious confusion of the senses the like of which he’d never   

experienced before.  Eventually the cock sucking and stroking stopped and the two women 

edged up his body  and sought his lips again. The three mouths began to share hot ardent 

kisses once more.  After that Marion and Carrie lay either side of Jack, all of them on their 

backs. “We want you  to finger-fuck us, Jack,” Marion informed him. “Put your fingers inside 

me first.”  He moved the fingers of the hand nearest Marion to the entrance to her sex. She 

was very  wet and moved herself into place, parting her thighs fully so his fingers plunged 

right into the depth  of her.  “Now me,” said Carrie.  Her pussy was tight and hot and so damp 

with arousal she seemed to melt onto him when  he pressed his fingers inside her.  “Now 

start,” Marion instructed, and he began to masturbate them together, thrusting his  fingers in 

and out. Both women became increasingly frenzied with lust as he built up 

momentum.  Marion brought a hand down in order to force his fingers deeper into her, 

gripping him  tightly. She was the first to climax, moaning ecstatically. Then it was Carrie’s 

turn. She froze for a  second, and cried out before sliding into the oblivion of her own ecstatic 

orgasm.  Jack removed his fingers, allowing the two women to recover their senses 

sufficiently. When  they had, they collapsed happily onto his chest and gazed at each 

other.  “Good choice, huh, Marion?” said Carrie deliriously.  “And a good start,” she replied, 

a sultry smile on her lips, “full of promise.” 








Chapter Twenty-three  

 

Marion and Carrie both ached for Jack’s shaft inside them. But it was Marion who was 

the  first to express it. She turned over onto her stomach and lifted her backside up, her thighs 

parted.  “Get into position to fuck me from behind,” she told him, and he did.  Marion felt his 

hard cock rubbing against the inside of her thighs and, taking it in her hand,  guided it towards 

her pussy. “When you’re ready,” she said.  Jack waited for a moment, enjoying the feel of his 

erection pressing at the entrance of Mari-  on’s sex. When he thrust inside her she caught her 

breath for a second and sighed softly. He began  to pump his hardness in and out of her, 

seeking the rhythm that would bring her the greatest erotic  pleasure. And she pushed her rear 

back to meet his every thrust.  Carrie lounged back for a while and watched Jack fuck Marion. 

She looked at his broad  shoulders and tight masculine backside and thought he looked simply 

divine. The beautiful  brunette moved behind him and began kissing his neck and shoulders. 

She also stroked his back,  caressing the rippling muscle tone, and feeling his masculine 

energy.  And all the while Jack continued fucking Marion from behind, sending blissful 

pulses of  sensation deep into her sex. She began to writhe, rising and falling with the 

continued thrust of his  erection as she let the feeling fully take hold of her.  Jack felt Carrie’s 

kisses on his neck and shoulders and the sensuous play of her hands over  his back as he 

carried on thrusting in and out of Marion. She raised herself higher, opened herself  as far as 

she could.  “Please, please…” she moaned, wanting the rush of penetration to go on and on as 

it drove  her to ever greater heights of ecstasy.  When Marion’s orgasm arrived she went rigid 

momentarily, a look of bliss on her face. She  let out a long, slow cry of release. Time 

disappeared for her then, leaving only the endless ecstasy of  climax.  Jack removed his hard 

cock from the wetness of Marion’s sex when she’d shuddered to the  end of her orgasm.  “My 

turn now,” Carrie told him, whispering huskily into his ear. “Lie on your back.”  Once Jack 

had done this she rolled on top of him. Carrie drew back a moment before strad-  dling him. 

She sat astride his lap, taking his stiff cock in her hand and carefully guiding it into 

place.  She let herself down on his shaft and moaned with pleasure as she felt it enter 

her.  Carrie edged right down so it fitted her tightly. The feel of his hard cock lodged inside 

her  sex was delicious. It gave her a thrill of power, knowing she could ride him at will. Jack 

closed his  eyes, delighting in the feel of her pussy warm and tight over his hardness.  Then 

Marion was back in the action. Facing towards Carrie, she stood over Jack before sit-  ting 

down slowly over his face, using her fingers to open her pussy lips. His breath was hot on 

the  sensitive folds of skin there and she let out a sigh of satisfaction as she felt his sinuous 

tongue  snake into her.  Jack let the sensations flood his consciousness. He was lapping and 

licking at Marion’s  tight wet sex, drinking in her love juice. At the same time he could feel 

Carrie squirming above him,  her hips moving up and down as she rose and fell around the 

stiffness of his erection.  As the two women rode Jack, both building towards orgasm, they 

leaned across and their  mouths joined. They shared the same breath, just as they shared 

Jack’s body.  Then Jack climaxed, forcing himself as far as he could into Carrie, at the same 

time pulling  her further onto him. He pumped his seed in long ecstatic surges. The two 

passionate women  came moments later, both wrapped up in their joyous simultaneous 

orgasm.  They and Jack remained on the bed, their bodies conjoined in the same position as if 

they  might never part. Carrie and Marion said nothing for a while, each of them unwilling to 

break the  spell. Jack could say nothing whether he’d wanted to or not. This was because 

Marion’s sex re-  mained firmly planted over his mouth, her thighs pressing down hard.  “Do 

you feel the same way about Jack as I do, Marion?” Carrie finally asked.  “And what way is 

that?” Marion asked.  “Don’t sidestep the question,” she said and repeated, “Do you feel the 

same way about him  as I do?” 

“He’d be hard to give up, I must say.”  Carrie swallowed hard. “You know what I’m really 

getting at,” she persisted. “You want me  to spell it out?”  Marion waited a moment. “No, I’ll 

do that myself,” she replied quietly. “I think I’ve fallen for  him as much as you have.”  “We 

didn’t plan for this to happen, did we,” Carrie said. It wasn’t a question “We wanted 

a  threesome with a really hunky guy. I picked one out when he appeared out of nowhere at 

The Star,  too sexy to resist – and recognizable too although I couldn’t for the life of me work 

out where from  at first...”  Marion interjected, “From a daytime TV soap, it turned out. So 

you decided to audition him  for his new part here at the apartment when I wasn’t home. Now 

look where that’s taken us.”  Carrie looked concerned. “Does what’s happened make you care 

less for me?” she wanted  to know.  Marion leaned across and kissed her, a single brief kiss. 

“Absolutely not.”  Jack, his face pinioned down beneath Marion’s thighs the way it was, was 

unable to insert  himself into their discussion. And he listened to it with increasing 

consternation.  “Really, you’re as much in love with me as ever?” Carrie asked.  Marion 

stroked her arm reassuringly, letting her know everything was all right between 

them.  “Really, I am.”  Carrie’s face lit up. “Thank God for that.”  Flushed and happy, the two 

women shared an intense feeling of joy. They could sense every-  thing was going to work out 

with Jack.  Jack however, breathing fitfully between Marion’s fleshy thighs, could sense 

nothing of the  sort. He’d enjoyed the best vanilla sex he’d ever had thanks to these two 

stunning women and he  undeniably had feelings for them. But a black cloud of apprehension 

hung over those feelings.  This latest turn of events in his increasingly complicated love life 

made things even messier.  Quite a situation you’ve created here, Jack, you stupid idiot,  he 

berated himself. Carrie thought he had  nothing to hide but his mysterious job. Marion didn’t 

even know about that yet.  Neither of them knew anything about his strongly masochistic and 

submissive yearnings.  Nor did they know anything about the highly-skilled professional 

dominatrix who catered so bril-  liantly to those cravings – and who both employed and 

accommodated him while she was about it.  And she knew nothing at all about Carrie, let 

alone Marion. He cursed himself for having been so  duplicitous.  Oh! What a tangled web we 

 weave when first we practice to deceive,  Jack said to himself rue-  fully. His muddled head 

was as weighed down by the thought as his supine body was by the two  shapely women sat 

astride him, the one over his thighs and the other over his face – his Janus-face .  










Chapter Twenty-four  

 

Once again Mark found himself in the main dungeon at Punishment Manor. And once 

again  he found himself in the company of a number of naked slaves, this time eight, sporting 

hard-ons.  They were all waiting on their knees in a semi circle for whatever was to happen 

next. There was no  dominatrix there at the moment though.  The slaves had been in the 

charge of that blue-eyed blonde-haired beauty Selena, looking se-  vere and perfect in a 

skintight black leather catsuit and matching stiletto-heeled boots. But she’d re-  cently left the 

dungeon for whatever reason, she hadn’t said. She’d told them they could talk 

among  themselves in her absence. And that was what they’d begun doing.  Mark was on one 

end of the semi circle of kneeling slaves and next to him was a slave he’d  not set eyes on 

before today. He was a good-looking young man with a head shaved as smooth as a  nut, a 

pale gym-toned body that was also completely hairless, and a monumental erection. Mark 

felt  a jolt from the strong current of sexual energy that flowed from the man.  “New to 

Punishment Manor?” Mark asked him.  “Yes, extremely new,” he replied. “I’m guessing 

you’re not.”  He nodded. “That’s right.”  “My name’s Greg. Yours?”  “Mark,” he said. “Been 

punished yet?”  “No,” he admitted. “I only got here a couple of hours ago. I haven’t even been 

spanked. I as-  sume you’ve had a lot more than that done to you here.”  “I have,” Mark 

confirmed, “an awful lot more.”  Greg stared at him, a sly grin sliding across his lips. “Know 

what this reminds me of right  now without any Mistress here?”  “I can’t imagine,” Mark told 

him.  “Haven’t you got any thoughts?” Greg urged him to answer.  “Not really, no.”  “I mean, 

a bunch of hot, horny guys in a group like this, all with raging hard-ons. What does  that put 

you in mind of? Here’s a clue: one half of a circle…”  Mark shrugged. “Not sure.” This was 

not a topic he wanted to explore . “Come on,” Greg pressed.  Mark opened his mouth but 

hesitated visibly before saying, “Oh, I don’t know. A circle jerk?  Is that what you’re getting 

at?”  “It is,” he confirmed. “Ever been in one of those?”  “Why do you want to know?” 

Having allowed himself to be drawn down this particular road,  Mark didn’t quite know how 

to exit.  “Because I have, quite a few times,” he said. “So, have you or not?”  Mark hesitated 

before saying, “Yes, when I was younger.”  That sly grin from Greg again, something more 

than a little playful. “That can’t have been  too long ago.”  “You flatter me,” Mark 

responded.  “I’ll go out on a limb here and say I reckon it involved actual mutual 

masturbation.” Greg’s  hand was suddenly on Mark’s thigh, the palm moist. “I’ll bet it 

did.”  “It did, yeah,” he agreed.  “I used to love all that,” Greg told Mark and began to rub his 

hand up and down his thigh.  “Did you?”  Mark’s pulse accelerated. “Yes, I did, I must 

admit,” he replied softly.  Mark’s mind drifted back to when he and the others used to go deep 

into the dark woods,  off the beaten path and down by a pristine stream. There he’d strip 

naked with the rest of the guys  to indulge that overpowering sense of guiltily pleasure he 

experienced in mutual masturbation with  them, succumbing to an uncontrollable force that 

was undeniable, irresistible... He looked at Greg  gazing back at him, smiling, eyes bright with 

pleasure and obvious enjoyment.  Time to call a halt to all this, thought Mark. Because the 

further it went the more sexually  stimulated – and for all the wrong reasons – he was 

becoming despite himself, the closer to losing  himself in the sensation. His heart was 

pounding faster and his cheeks were suffused with a pale   

pink excitement. Blood was rushing into his already erect cock at a rate of knots.  “Want to do 

a bit of that now?” Greg asked, sliding his hand up and down Mark’s thigh  slowly and 

bringing the palm round to stroke his erection. It felt good to Mark, reminded him of…  Mark 

knew he had to gather his wits quickly now. “No I don’t,” he said firmly. “So please  take 

your hand away.”  At that moment the door flew open and there stood Selena with a face like 

thunder. Mark’s  indecisiveness had lasted only a few seconds, but long enough for this to 

happen.  “Mark, Greg, what the fuck do you think you’re doing?” demanded the dominatrix 

angrily,  her eyes boring into them.  Neither man answered but Greg did at least move his 

hand away from Mark’s cock.  Selena took a step forward and pulled the door closed behind 

her.  “I asked what you two slaves were doing but actually it’s perfectly obvious what that 

was,”  she said. “It looks to me like you instigated it, Greg.”  “No, I didn’t, Mistress,” he lied, 

shaking his head and assuming the best look of innocence  he could muster. “Mark asked me 

to play with his cock.”  “Right.” Selena mugged a dubious look. “And you thought that was 

perfectly OK, did you?”  The cunning slave smiled at her weakly. “I’m extremely new at 

Punishment Manor, Mistress,  as you know,” he responded, his tone ingratiating. “I thought if 

it wasn’t acceptable he wouldn’t  have asked me.”  Selena inclined her head at Mark. “And 

what have you to say to that, slave?”  This could be the finish for me,  thought Mark 

frantically . I’ve avoided all the pitfalls here, over-  come all the obstacles until now, right as 

 I’m approaching the very end.  His panic was rising alarmingly  but he was determined to 

stand up for himself. “I say he’s lying through his teeth, Mistress,” he  told the dominatrix, 

trying to breathe normally. “It’s complete fabrication.”  “Interesting,” she said. “One slave’s 

word against another’s. At the very least I think you  should both be punished harshly for 

what I walked in on,” she added, then smiled sadistically and  admitted, “I’ll enjoy inflicting 

such a punishment immensely. Do you accept my decision, Mark?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

responded.  What else can I say, for Christ’s sake?  She arched an eyebrow at Greg. “You, 

slave. You accept my decision, don’t you?”  “Yes, Mistress.” Selena could see the fear in his 

eyes. This was one very inexperienced slave,  she’d been told. He’d been sent here by a 

skeptical Mistress to establish if he had it in him to make  the grade as a slave and properly 

inhabit the alternative universe of BDSM that was her life. Her  close friend Freya would soon 

let her know one way or the other whether that was a vain hope.  Selena turned to the 

remaining slaves. “Want to watch them being punished?”  They nodded automatically, 

replying in unison, “Yes, Mistress.”  “Mark,” she barked out, pointing to one of the leather-

covered whipping benches. “Lay over  that.”  “Yes, Mistress.” His heart raced, his breath 

coming quick and shallow.  Mark lay across the bench, pressing his face and chest flat on its 

leather surface. He felt the  inevitable feelings of stimulation and excitement that came 

nowadays with the prospect of immi-  nent physical chastisement. But he found his strong 

sexual response was merged with a much  stronger sense of outrage. This was all so 

incredibly unfair. Greg had tried it on with him. And he’d  resisted… but not soon enough, he 

had to admit. That was ultimately the point. Oh Christ!  Selena paused to admire the view of 

Mark’s ass. The swelling of the cheeks at the junction  of the thighs clearly delineated the 

perfect roundness of the tight behind. The anal hole was nicely  displayed too with his thighs 

parted like that.  “One of the wooden paddles, that’s what I’m going to use,” she said, and 

picked out the  cruel dark hardwood implement she’d had in mind from the rack.  The 

dominatrix positioned herself behind Mark, raised the paddle and brought it down with  a loud 

thwack onto his rear cheeks. The blow was well aimed and powerful and instantly the flesh 

of  his behind was clearly marked with bright red.  Selena brought down a second harsh blow 

and Mark jumped, reflexively trying to move  away, but the third blow followed instantly and 

with as much force. 

Greg watched wide-eyed, trembling with apprehension. He could see Mark’s parted 

thighs  tense in response to the pain, the muscles standing out firmly. Greg was painfully 

aware he was  next for this treatment.  The fourth blow struck home as powerfully as the 

others, and Mark cried out with the pain  of its impact. The next two strikes came down in 

quick and noisy succession, one for each rear  cheek.  Selena stood back and admired the 

bright red pattern etched upon the quivering ass of the  naked male laying over the whipping 

bench.  “That’ll do for the time being,” she told Mark. “Kneel with the other slaves while I 

deal with  your partner in crime.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied hoarsely.  As he clambered off 

the whipping bench Selena turned to Greg.  “Do you think you deserve this, slave?” she 

asked.  “No, Mistress,” he whispered, studiously not meeting her eye.  “Nonsense,” she 

sneered.  “It’s not, Mistress,” he dared to reply – even if he still didn’t dare actually meet her 

gaze.  “Don’t ever contradict a dominatrix in this place, slave,” she told him coldly. “You’ve 

already  had that explained to you by Mistress Freya in very explicit terms and that should 

have been more  than enough, shouldn’t it?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said quietly. “I’m 

sorry.”  “Get over the whipping bench immediately, slave.”  Once he’d done so, Selena eyed 

his backside for a second, noting that its white cheeks bore  no marks of punishment 

whatsoever. She’d soon put that right, she thought gleefully.  Greg cried out with the first loud 

stroke of the hard paddle that burned his backside. She  beat him a second time, an exact 

replica of the first, with exactly the same result.  He turned briefly to look over his shoulder 

and saw all eyes were fixed firmly on his backside  other than those of Mark who was glaring 

back directly into his eyes, daggers-drawn. Greg quickly  looked away from his accusatory 

gaze.  “You color up beautifully, I’ll give you that, slave,” Selena complimented him, 

massaging the  reddened skin softly with her fingertips.  Unused to anything but 

comparatively mild chastisement before this, Greg found he was  aroused by the first two 

harsh strikes he’d received.  Selena returned to the beating, delivering ten strokes in all, each 

of them powerful and on  target. Greg meekly accepted each withering stroke on the once 

smooth white skin of his ass, which  now burned a deep red. He liked the way it felt.  Waves 

of red heat sent ripples of sensation from his punished ass to his pulsing erection.  He was 

becoming more and more sexually aroused by the pain. He felt a great erotic hunger fired  by 

his heavy chastisement.  I could seriously get into this, he said to himself excitedly.  Selena’s 

last stroke felt as strong and sharp as her first. She’d put great power into each  heavy blow. 

She paused to admire the object of chastisement: the shuddering body, the perfect  rounded 

and scarlet-patterned backside, the pouting anus.  “You’re not far away from climaxing, are 

you, Greg?” she said. “I can always tell when a slave  gets to that point.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

whispered.  “Don’t you dare do that unless I say so,” she ordered. “Clear, slave?”  He sighed 

resignedly. “Yes, Mistress.”  “I’m going to beat you more severely,” she told him, “simply 

because I’m unwilling to let the  opportunity to punish you pass so quickly. Once I’ve done 

that you’ll get your release. Under-  stood?”  “Yes, Mistress.” He could feel dewdrops of pre-

cum trickling out of the head of his throb-  bing shaft.  “More strokes with the wooden paddle 

coming up for a man who has already revealed him-  self to be a true sexual masochist if 

nothing else,” Selena announced, stepping back again to get   

her aim right.  She raised her hand high and brought the hard paddle down with a resounding 

thwack on  one of the cheeks of his already smarting backside. He felt an erotic thrill pulse 

through his body in  response. The second blow was aimed at the other rear cheek, the thwack 

as gratifyingly loud as the  one that preceded it.  Selena paused again to admire the punished 

behind before her, the red heat suffusing the  flesh.  Greg let out a soft wordless moan, half 

pleasure and half pain when she went back to beat-  ing him. And she carried on doing it 

again, again, again with ever heightened urgency. His head was  swimming and he felt 

overwhelmed by the conflicting sensations he was experiencing. Tremors of  pleasure merged 

with equally powerful tremors of pain as the paddling continued remorselessly…  until it 

abruptly stopped for good.  There was a moment of silence after the punishment had 

ended.  Greg was charged with sexual energy and tension and on the verge of what he knew 

would  be an incredible earth-moving orgasm. There’d been the investment of all that 

pleasure-pain, which  he’d discovered was a stunning experience in itself. And now there was 

the ultimate promise of ec-  stasy when he finally exploded with the spine-shuddering release 

that was only moments away. All  he needed was for Selena to say the word.  The dominatrix 

moved to the front of the whipping bench. “Look at me, slave,” she de-  manded.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” Greg said, and did.  “I told you you’d be allowed release after this last bout of 

punishment,” Selena went on.  “And you will be allowed release… from Punishment Manor, 

that is. And a thoroughly ignominious  one it will be, too. Mistress Freya didn’t like your 

attitude one little bit when she interviewed you  today, and told me to give you your marching 

orders if you misbehaved with me.  “So that’s what I’m giving you, you lying sack of shit. It’s 

sickening the way you tried to put  the blame on Mark the way you did. So, you’re getting 

what you deserve. And you, Mark.” She  turned towards him and stared, holding his gaze for 

a time-stopped eternity. “You should be ex-  tremely grateful I’m leaving things at that. 

You’re not the guilty party here by a long chalk but you’re  not completely innocent either, 

I’m guessing. Yes?”  Mark took a deep breath. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied honestly and in a 

voice filled with the  utmost relief and gratitude. “Thank you so very much.” 










Chapter Twenty-five 

Mark, his head lowered submissively and his cock raised proudly erect, stood 

before  Stephanie and Tessa who were as naked as he was on this occasion. They were in the 

dungeon the  two stunning Mistresses favored and that they’d informed him closely resembled 

the one he’d  never seen in Clara and Dee’s home. He wondered whether that room was 

dominated by a four  poster bed with black satin sheets like this one and whether it was as 

well equipped with BDSM  gear as this one too.  Individually Stephanie and Tessa delighted 

in making outrageous and humiliating demands  on Mark, each of them inflicting an 

imaginative array of degradations and sexual torture on him. To-  gether they treated him in 

an even more extreme manner. And he wondered with a mixture of fear  and excitement that 

made his heartbeat accelerate and his erection throb what devilish delights they  had in store 

for him this time.  “Shall I tell you something, slave?” Stephanie exchanged a significant 

glance with Tessa.  “We think Mistress Selena let you off rather too lightly over all that 

business with that ghastly piece  of work Greg she told us about.” She rolled her eyes. 

“Giving you six of the best and leaving it at  that? I don’t think so.”  Tessa interjected, 

“We’ve been completely frank with her on the subject without being rude.  You know: no 

offence intended, blah, blah, blah. And put it this way, slave. She didn’t disagree with  our 

viewpoint.”  He looked on as Stephanie padded over to the rack and picked out two whips of 

braided red  and black leather, one of which she handed to Tessa on her return.  Mark gazed at 

the two naked Mistresses, clutching their identical cruel whips and waving  them menacingly. 

This was a pretext for inflicting deliriously excessive pain and humiliation on  him, he 

reckoned. Any excuse would have done. Although the excuse they’d chosen was 

consid-  erably better than most, he had to acknowledge.  “Let’s get on with this.” Tessa 

smiled sadistically, her eyes sparkling with anticipation.  “Onto the bed on your front, 

slave.”  “Yes, Mistress.”  When Mark had climbed on the bed and turned onto his belly he 

looked over his shoulder  to see both women gazing admiringly at his muscular 

backside.  “Now get on all fours, slave,” Stephanie directed.  Mark got onto his hands and 

knees, parting his thighs slightly so his ass cheeks were prop-  erly displayed. He brought his 

chest down flat and raised his behind.  Stephanie moved to the other side of the bed. “Keen 

aren’t you, slave, like the pain slut  you’ve become.” The crop-haired blonde laughed.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he had to agree.  The dominatrix raised her whip high. Then she brought it down 

with all her might, the  implement landing with a loud crack.  “Aaaah!” cried Mark at the 

excruciating pain.  “Silence, slave,” Stephanie ordered, looking at the bright red imprint of the 

braided whip  now burned into Mark’s flesh.  Tessa then raised her whip and gave Mark an 

equally resounding strike on his rear cheeks.  And so it went on.  Standing either side of the 

bed, Stephanie and Tessa beat out a relentless and intensely  painful rhythm on Mark’s 

backside.  Whip, whip, whip, whip.  They spread the sadistic rain of blows  from their braided 

red and black whips over every inch of flesh on his behind and down over the  tops of his 

thighs.  Mark sighed deeply as the fire spread from the punished areas of his body to his 

erection.  He forced his rear cheeks even higher, desperately seeking the source of the acute 

pleasure-pain he  was experiencing by this stage.  Then the beating stopped and Tessa handed 

her braided whip to Stephanie. She replaced  both whips in the rack, returning with a black 

double-dildo strap-on and a bottle of lubricant.  “Would you like me to ass-fuck you, slave?” 

she asked.  Mark replied excitedly, “One hundred percent, Mistress.” 

“And me after her, slave?” asked Tessa.  “Same answer, Mistress.”  As Mark watched 

Stephanie start to harness the dildo on he suddenly felt overwhelmed by a  deep sense of the 

rightness of everything the Mistresses of Punishment Manor had been putting  him through 

during his stay there – particularly the two naked ones dominating him right now. It  was the 

perfect way to prepare him for the life that awaited him with Clara and Dee in the near future. 

Or so he profoundly hoped. 








Chapter Twenty-six 

It was late and the night air was warm. Jack was sprawled naked on top of the bed, his 

mood  gloomy. He’d put the light on, having decided there was no point in trying to get to 

sleep any more  because it just wasn’t working. He asked himself how his life had got so 

horribly complicated. How  had he let it get so out of control? He had intended none of 

it.  He’d had a surfeit of erotic experiences recently, all of them secret one way or another. 

But  there are good secrets and bad ones. And it was exclusively the ones surrounding his 

latest vanilla  sexual activities that were the bad ones. They’d left him feeling awful, like the 

biggest heel in the  world.  He wished things could go back to the way they’d been before 

Carrie and Marion had insin-  uated themselves into his life. But that was not how it worked, 

lying. All it had achieved was to leave  him with suffocating secrets and a gnawing sense of 

remorse.  There was no escape from the barrage of fears and worries assailing Jack’s mind. 

He felt  drained and afraid, dreading the moment when everything collapsed around him. No 

way could it  be avoided. It was an eventuality as certain as night following day.  Jack’s 

angst-ridden thoughts were interrupted by a tap on the door. “Saw your light was on,”  said 

Rebecca as she entered his room, gloriously naked. “So, how are you doing?” she added, 

flop-  ping down beside him.  He arranged his features into the most innocuous look he could 

manage. “I’m not bad, Mis-  tress. You?”  “Worried about my slave,” she said. “What’s 

wrong, Jack? You don’t seem like you any-  more.”  He pretended he didn’t know what she 

was talking about. “Come again, Mistress?”  “You’ve been acting strangely: withdrawn, quiet 

and distant, evasive even. What’s going on?  Do we have a problem?”  “No, Mistress,” he 

assured her. “And I’m sorry if I’ve given you the impression we might  have. It’s just that… 

uh… I’m overtired.”  “And the reason for your fatigue?” she asked.  “I’ve not been sleeping 

well, Mistress.”  Rebecca looked at him suspiciously. “You haven’t been bringing yourself off 

in my absence,  leaving you all tired out – all  wanked-out?”  “No I haven’t, Mistress,” he told 

her.  “Truthfully?” There was still more than a hint of suspicion in her gaze.  “No, I haven’t 

been doing that, Mistress,” he replied, managing a weak smile. “Truthfully.”  “How’d you 

like it if I beat the shit out of you now and then brought you off?” she inquired.  “An excellent 

prelude to a good night’s sleep, don’t you think?”  Jack brightened. “I do, Mistress.”  “And 

perhaps somewhat overdue?”  “That’s not really for me to say, Mistress, but…well… 

yes.”  Jack watched Rebecca rise to her feet and go over to the chest of drawers. Her bare ass 

was  surely one of the Seven Wonders of the World, he said to himself in awe.  When she 

turned back she held his hairbrush in her hand. “The reverse side of this will  make a 

serviceable paddle, slave,” she announced, her coal-black eyes shining. “Turn over onto  your 

stomach.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  She immediately launched in, her first blow 

sounding a sharp smack that echoed around the  room. Jack winced, the pain a tight 

concentration of red heat on the left cheek of his backside.  Rebecca brought her hand to the 

cheek she’d just paddled, feeling the pronounced mark  she’d raised on the flesh. She 

delivered a similar blow to his right ass cheek. And that remained the  sequence for many 

such blows.  Jack stayed flat on his stomach, driving himself into the unyielding mattress as 

the blows  continued, each one a painful imprint of punishment.  “Your ass is so red, slave, it 

looks like an angry sunset,” Rebecca commented, continuing to  wield her makeshift 

disciplinary implement with determination. Her face was a picture of sadism   

and sexual desire. The delicious view of her slave’s brightly reddened rear cheeks was 

intensely  erotic to her.  Jack had become very aroused too, unable to resist the flame as it 

spread. His backside was  burning and his cock stiffly erect against his belly. He caught his 

breath with each impact and felt  his hard-on pulse. Overcome with pain and pleasure he 

began to push back, his behind blushing  fiercely, as Rebecca carried on applying her chosen 

implement of chastisement without mercy.  The punishment stopped as suddenly as it had 

started and Rebecca cast the improvised  paddle aside, its job done.  “Sit on the edge of the 

bed, slave,” she ordered, and he obeyed.  “Feeling better than you did?” she asked, sitting next 

to him.  “Without doubt, Mistress.” Jack was full of sexual potency, his worries and woes 

temporarily  forgotten. His backside was alive with a smarting sensation and his erection 

raged.  Rebecca leaned closer and brushed her lips against his.  “I’m the only woman for you, 

aren’t I, slave,” she whispered, her breath hot on his face.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. 

“You’re absolute perfection.”  Their two mouths met again and their lips locked savagely, 

tongue exploring tongue with  great passion.  Rebecca pulled her lips away from Jack’s 

hungry mouth. “Want me to bring you off now,  slave?”  “Please, Mistress,” he gasped, 

feeling half-mad with want.  They swapped fervent kisses as she masturbated him, using her 

pumping fist to bring him  to the peak of bliss. At the moment of climax he froze, ejaculated 

over his thighs and then col-  lapsed against her.  He felt calm at last. But it was the calm 

before the storm. “So why have you gotten yourself  in such a dreadful state, slave?” Rebecca 

demanded to know.  “I’ve not been sleeping well, Mistress.”  “Yes, but why?”  Fuck, is she 

 really going to pursue this again now? This is not good, not good at all. “I asked why you’ve 

not been sleeping well,” she persisted  Jack was scared out of his wits but trying desperately 

hard not to show it. “Insomnia, Mis-  tress.”  She looked at him, waiting a few moments for 

more. But nothing was forthcoming.  “And that’s it?”  Give me a fucking break, Mistress, 

 please, please.  “What can I tell you, Mistress? Why do you want to know?”  “Because I do,” 

she said. “Indulge me.”  “It’s not because I don’t love you, Mistress, because I really, really 

do.”  “That’s not an answer to my question,” she told him coldly. “It’s an evasion.”  The color 

drained from Jack’s face. With a terrible sinking feeling he could foresee all that  was to 

come.  “I don’t know what to tell you, Mistress,” he said at last, adding after another pause, 

“be-  cause there isn’t anything to tell.”  “What an utterly hopeless response,” she sneered. 

“Time and time again you keep denying  anything’s wrong.”  “Because there isn’t, Mistress,” 

he insisted. “Why would there be? I worship you.”  “I expect nothing less from a slave.” She 

laughed a short scornful laugh.  “I don’t know what else to say, Mistress,” Jack said 

quietly.  Rebecca got to her feet. “Stand up, slave.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and 

did.  “You’ve cheated on me, haven’t you?" She narrowed her eyes and stared at him 

angrily.  “Admit it.”  He shook his head. “No I won’t because I haven’t, Mistress.”  “I’ll get 

the truth out of you, so help me God,” Rebecca threatened, catching him by the arm   

and squeezing it tightly while gazing directly into his eyes with that same look of 

anger.  “You’re a cheat,” she hissed.  “No, no, Mistress.”  There was a strained silence.  She 

released Jack’s arm. “Yes, yes.”  “What can I say to make you see I’m not, Mistress?” he 

wanted to know.  She ignored this.  “Everything I’ve told you is true,” he went on.  “No it 

hasn’t been. It’s been a gigantic lie. You’re a liar, Jack, a liar and a cheat”  “Please stop all 

this, Mistress,” he pleaded miserably.  Rebecca ignored that as well.  “I’ll give you until seven 

tomorrow evening to tell me the truth,” she said. “I don’t want to  see you until then. But 

when I do the heat will be back on – full blast.”  Like it isn’t already, thought  Jack 

desperately. Rebecca continued, “If you don’t tell me the truth then or if you tell it to me and 

I  don’t like what I hear, that’ll be that. You can leave and, I assure you, I’ll never take you 

back.”  She brushed past and slammed the door behind her.  Jack collapsed onto the bed, his 

heart beating a rhythm of fear. It was the worst possible  situation. He knew he was trapped 

and there was no way out. Everything had gone disastrously  wrong.  Rebecca was the woman 

he wanted and only her. He saw that with crystal clarity now. But  when she heard what he 

had to say tomorrow at seven she’d treat him with the contempt he so  richly deserved and 

kick him out – and permanently too, she’d made that very clear. He’d be fin-  ished. Jack 

closed his eyes. The dread of what was to come was displaced by the heartbreaking  thought 

of what might have been if he hadn’t allowed himself to get into this hideous mess.  He felt 

alone and isolated, with no one to turn to. Then it dawned on him there was some-  one, two 

people actually, he could – or rather should – turn to. These were the two people he’d  agreed 

to have another assignation with tomorrow at a time he’d known Rebecca would be at 

work.  It was essential he try to put right at least some of the damage he’d done with his 

infernal lies. 








Chapter Twenty-seven   

 

“Jack.” Carrie’s eyes glowed like a beacon as she opened the front door of the apartment 

to  him. She had on a short red shift dress and was barefoot. “Come on through.”  He followed 

her into the living room where Marion was sitting on the black leather couch in  a purple T-

shirt and painted-on dark blue jeans. She too was barefoot. She didn’t speak, but she did  gaze 

at him with a seductive look that said,  I am so looking forward to this.  Carrie sat next to her 

on the couch and offered the leather armchair opposite to Jack.  He sat down slowly, warily, 

his shoulders tensed, his face set in a frown. He waited a few  seconds before saying, “I’m 

sorry but I can’t do this anymore.”  Both women looked puzzled.  “What was that?” said 

Marion.  “I can’t do this anymore,” he repeated.  “Sure you can,” Marion told him 

confidently.  “Yes, of course you can,” added Carrie, giving him a reassuring smile. “There’s 

nothing to  be nervous about.”  “Here’s how it’ll go.” Marion interjected, letting out a husky 

laugh. “The three of us will go  into the bedroom where we’ll undress urgently, frantically 

grabbing body parts because we’re all so  fucking horny, and we’ll climb onto the bed. Then 

your face will disappear between my thighs –  you’re exceptionally skilful with your tongue, 

by the way. Mine will disappear between Carrie’s as  well once she’s sat right on top of it.” 

She paused. “And that’ll be just the start. We’ll get up to all  sorts after that. It’ll be really 

hot.”  “When we finish I think I might want you to come in my mouth again,” added Carrie 

with a  wicked smile. “Or maybe I won’t. Let’s just see how things develop.”  Jack shook his 

head. “No,” he said emphatically. “Nothing like that is going to happen.  Look, I’m extremely 

sorry but it’s over.”  There was a silence. Then Carrie asked worriedly “Is it because I 

deceived you? Is that what  this is all about, Jack? Look, I know what I did was 

indefensible.”  “It’s totally not about that,” he replied without hesitation. “And I don’t blame 

you for it at  all.”  Marion cocked her head “So, what’s going on? You owe us an 

explanation.” There was a  pause, then she continued, “And it had better be a bloody good 

one.”  “I don’t know where to start,” Jack replied. “I think if I tell you all the facts you’ll find 

them  shocking. You’ll think I’m one extremely fucked up individual.”  “We are very difficult 

to shock,” Marion told him with more than a touch of annoyance in  her voice. “Just tell us 

your version of events and be done with it.”  “OK, I’ll do that.” Jack took a deep breath. “The 

first thing to say is that I’m in a serious rela-  tionship and it’s a sadomasochistic one.”  Carrie 

raised her eyebrows. “You’re into pain, punishment, humiliation… all those kinds of  kinky 

things?”  He nodded. “Uh-huh”  “Elaborate, please,” said Marion in a rather sarcastic tone. 

“Are you the dominant and sadist  in this ‘serious relationship’ of yours?” She made quotation 

marks with her fingers. “Or are you the  masochist and submissive? Or do you switch 

maybe?”  “There’s no switching involved,” he replied. “I’m the masochist and submissive. 

I’m the one  who’s dominated and receives all the pain and punishment. That’s right. I derive 

pleasure – a great  deal of pleasure – from being spanked and caned and whipped and so 

on.”  Jack flushed slightly. He didn’t like talking so openly to Carrie and Marion about his 

sexual  masochism. But he knew he had to do it, had to express himself clearly on the subject. 

Being hon-  est and candid about it was the only way he had any hope of parting with the two 

women without  considerable rancor on their part – especially as the last time he’d been here 

they’d both declared  they’d fallen for him in a big way.  Hell hath no fury like a woman 

 scorned…or worse still, two. “Despite all the women I’d slept with in the past I was sexually 

repressed without even  knowing it before meeting Rebecca – that’s the name of my Mistress, 

my dominatrix. She helped  me enormously to come to terms with my previously hidden 

desires and become so much more   

self-aware.  “I felt secure as Mistress Rebecca’s slave, certain of my place in the world she 

inhabits: the  world of BDSM. She liberated me, gave me the freedom to discover and explore 

the dark secrets  locked away in the depths of my being. I worshiped her from the 

start.”  Carrie gave him a highly skeptical look. “So why did you let me come on to you the 

way I  did? None of this would have happened if you hadn’t done that.”  “Yes seriously, 

why?” added Marion incredulously. “I’m finding this very difficult to believe.”  “Because I 

was bored, lonely, and incredibly frustrated,” Jack tried to explain. “I was abso-  lutely 

desperate for sex.”  Marion glared at him when she heard this. “That makes no sense 

whatsoever,” she re-  marked tersely. “In fact frankly it sounds preposterous. It’s utter 

bullshit, I’d say.”  Jack gave an exasperated sigh. “I know it sounds implausible, Marion. But 

it’s true, I tell you,  every word of it. Could you please let me finish explaining?”  “Hmm.” 

She crossed her arms, not looking any less dubious or annoyed. “Go on then.”  “Mistress 

Rebecca leaves me on my own an awful lot and it was starting to really get to me,”  he said. 

“She’s also been training me intensively in orgasm control.”  “Enforced chastity, look-but-

don’t-touch: that kind of stuff?” asked Marion.  “Exactly that kind of stuff,” Jack confirmed. 

“And I’ve turned out to be a lousy pupil. The  man you met in The Star, Carrie, was suffering 

from an acute case of blue balls. The rest – what can  I say? – you know only too well.” He 

paused for a second or two. “That involved cheating on Mis-  tress Rebecca and lying to her 

and I regret both from the bottom of my heart. I’m also sorrier than I  can possibly say for 

leading you two on the way I did. Everything I’ve done has been terribly stupid  and there’s 

no way in a million years I’m ever going to do anything like it again.”  “You’ve learned your 

lesson?” Marion looked him in the eyes.  Jack nodded. “I’ve learned my lesson.”  And almost 

 certainly too late,”  he thought ruefully .  That’s the tragedy of it. “So this is the end of us?” 

said Carrie sadly, her voice almost a whisper.  “Enough already, Carrie,” said Marion 

impatiently, cutting the conversation dead. “Of  course it is.” There was a hint of sadness in 

her voice too though.  They all sat in silence for a moment.  “I think you’d better go, Jack,” 

said Carrie softly.  And he did.  It had been a highly uncomfortable exchange but he felt it had 

been a reasonable success,  all things considered. It had brought to an end a brief and torrid 

vanilla relationship he should  never have allowed to happen in the first place. And it had 

done so without too many recrimi-  nations. That had been lucky.  His luck held out too. Boy, 

did it hold out. Because after all the nerve-racking tension, all the  fear and trepidation, when 

seven o’clock came and he gave the same explanation of his actions to  Rebecca, she took it 

remarkably well.  Seated behind the desk in her neat home-office and looking magnificent in 

a form-fitting  black minidress and tall black leather boots, the dominatrix listened intently to 

what the utterly con-  trite slave sitting naked before her had to say for himself.  Rebecca 

didn’t take her eyes away from Jack’s for a moment, watching him closely through-  out his 

account. There were no interruptions while he spoke, none of the anger and rage he had 

ex-  pected.  And when he’d finished talking she didn’t ask anything but said simply, “I can 

fix this.” 










Chapter Twenty-eight 

“Working at a job I’m passionate about at the fantastic place I do has many advantages,” 

Re-  becca told Jack. “One of them is I’m very well paid. Another is the flexible working 

arrangements  open to all of the Mistresses there. Some live-in. Others, like me, don’t. Some 

work part-time. Oth-  ers, like me again, work full-time. Or I did. I’ve had a good look at my 

finances recently. And, you  know what, slave?”  He looked at her inquiringly. “What, 

Mistress?”  “I could continue to live very comfortably working half the hours I currently do. 

And that’s  the way it’s going to be from now on, I’ve decided.” She paused. “So how would 

you like me to  spend twice the amount of time with you I’ve been spending to date?”  Jack 

could hardly believe his ears. “I’d be over the moon, Mistress,” he replied. “But are 

you  actually prepared to do that for me?”  “Absolutely.”  He furrowed his brow. “But why 

don’t you kick me out like I deserve, Mistress?”  “And for good, like I told you?”  “Yes, 

Mistress.”  “Because I don’t want to,” she said. “That’s why.”  Jack stared at her a second, 

still stunned. “What, even after the appalling way I behaved,  Mistress?”  “Yes, because what 

I’ve decided to do instead of doing that I’ll be doing for both of us,” Re-  becca told him. 

“You see, I’ve been missing you as much as you’ve been missing me and for ex-  actly the 

same reason. And that reason – the L-word – is the only thing that matters in life when 

all’s  said and done, isn’t it?”  “Yes it is without doubt, Mistress,” Jack replied softly. His 

mind was reeling. He couldn’t  believe this wonderful thing was happening and not the 

wrecking of his entire life, which he’d been  worried sick would be the outcome of all his 

foolishness.  “But let’s be clear,” said Rebecca in a firm clear voice. “You’ll be severely 

punished for your  recent transgressions.” She got to her feet and came out from behind the 

desk. “Now, on your  hands and knees before me, slave.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, 

immediately doing as he’d been told. His heart was racing  and his cock had become 

hard.  Jack looked up at Rebecca, his gentle blue eyes shining with love. He knew he had no 

other  function in life than to serve and obey without question this wonderfully dominant 

woman and the  thought of it filled him with delight.  “Remain on all fours and follow me into 

my bedroom, slave.” Rebecca turned on her heels  and strode out of the room and down the 

hallway. Jack followed her, crawling on hands and knees.  When they’d arrived in the room 

Rebecca went straight to the top drawer of a mahogany  chest from which she extracted four 

black leather utility straps, four metal trigger clips, and a set of  black leather wrist and ankle 

cuffs. She buckled the utility straps to the four corners of the bed.  Then she told Jack to stand 

up so she could buckle on his wrist and ankle cuffs.  Once she’d done that she demanded that 

he get on the bed on his back with his arms and  legs outstretched. When Jack was in position 

Rebecca slapped his erection several times, making  him grimace with pain.  The dominatrix 

then attached his wrist and ankle cuffs to the four trigger clips and the other  end of these in 

turn to the utility straps by means of the rings encircling them. She buckled the  straps further 

so Jack’s spread-eagled limbs were held tightly. Her slave thus secured, the domi-  natrix 

stripped completely naked.  Jack’s eyes were drawn hypnotically to Rebecca’s beautiful body. 

He stared at her full  breasts, the nipples erect. He gazed too at her smooth naked sex, the 

sweet flesh glistening invit-  ingly between her pussy lips.  Rebecca sat on the edge of the 

bed, leaned over towards Jack and gave him the most loving  and passionate of kisses. The 

slave closed his eyes and luxuriated in the delirious feel of her sen-  suous lips on his. He was 

full of longing, his heart and his hard-on both beating with the ache of  desire as she kissed 

him and kissed him for a blissful age. 

Jack tried to prolong the kiss even more but Rebecca pulled away. She went to the chest 

of  drawers again and after a moment or two found what she was looking for. She extracted a 

thick  black leather three-tongued tawse and a soft blindfold also of black leather. “I’m going 

to unclip  your cuffs for a moment so I can secure you on your stomach, slave,” she told him, 

putting the  tawse and blindfold aside. “Then I’m going to blindfold you.”  Having done both, 

Rebecca took hold of the leather tawse again. She paused for a few sec-  onds to look at 

Jack’s firm behind while at the same time feeling the heft and weight of the 

harsh  disciplinary implement in her hand. The dominatrix waited for another few seconds. 

And another.  Then she began Jack’s severe chastisement. The dominatrix raised her arm high 

and brought  the tawse down with all her might. There was a loud retort as the thick leather 

implement made  contact, and Jack let out an agonized cry.  “Silence, slave!” Rebecca 

snapped. “That’s the very last time I want to hear from you during  this session.”  She applied 

several equally harsh blows in quick succession after that, slicing a pattern of  vivid red lines 

across his rear cheeks. There was no escape for Jack. His leather restraints bound  him firmly 

into place, he wasn’t allowed to make a sound, and he couldn’t see even a sliver of 

light  because of his blindfold.  The savage beating continued relentlessly, each forceful strike 

from the tawse a source of  white-hot pain to the tightly bound and spread-eagled slave. For a 

moment Jack seemed to lose  consciousness. But the blows continued, their percussive rhythm 

echoing around the bedroom. Re-  becca continued to deliver the cruel chastisement to his 

smarting ass remorselessly, pain atop  pain, again, and again, and again. Then all of a sudden 

her blows ceased.  Jack couldn’t look round to see anything because he was blindfolded. He 

listened instead,  turning his head this way and that, aiming his ears at who-knew-what. He 

heard nothing. He felt  sure he’d been left alone in the empty, silent room. The beating had 

stopped but his body was alive  with sharp daggers of pain that made him tremble. He was 

extremely excited too, his erection puls-  ing like crazy beneath his bound form.  After a while 

Jack lost all track of time, his mind a blank. He couldn’t move because of his  tight restraints, 

couldn’t see anything but pitch-black because of his blindfold, heard nothing but  complete 

silence, and wasn’t permitted to utter a sound himself.  He lay on his stomach in a sort of 

daze, both conscious and unconscious, aware but obliv-  ious to everything. He felt like he 

was falling through space. He closed his eyes behind his blind-  fold, still in free fall, and 

descended into a near-dreaming state, somewhere between sleep and  wakefulness.  He was 

yanked back from semi-consciousness when his beating began again. Rebecca once  more 

used the thick leather three-tongued tawse to deliver stroke after fierce stroke with great 

vigor.  She aimed not only at Jack’s rear cheeks but down over his thighs as well, leaving 

more scarlet  stripes over his flesh.  The beating stopped once more, leaving Jack trembling 

without control within his restrictive  bonds. There was no sound for him to hear. And there 

was nothing for him to see, only the dark-  ness behind his blindfold. He was as certain as he 

could be he’d been left alone in the room again.  Adrenaline coursed through his body, a 

fierce heat permeated his being, and he was incredibly  aroused, his shaft pulsing more 

insistently than ever.  Jack was desperate to come, wanted to free himself from his bondage, 

turn over and bring  himself off. He felt mad with the desire to do this. Knowing full well that 

even if he could he  wouldn’t because his Mistress hadn’t allowed it made him still more 

insanely aroused. He strug-  gled against his wrist and ankle cuffs to no avail, the pull of his 

bonds simply serving to excite and  frustrate him even more.  Rebecca made her presence felt 

again. This time she unclipped his wrist and ankle cuffs, got  him to turn onto his back again, 

and re-secured him. Then she climbed on the bed and sat astride  his face, facing towards his 

mighty erection.  “Worship my asshole, slave,” she demanded.  Jack lifted his blindfolded 

face and pressed his tongue into her tight anal hole. At that  moment she attached clover 

clamps to his nipples, causing him to struggle against his bonds in  withering pain. She 

yanked on the chain between the clamps, forcefully stretching, squeezing and  abusing the 

erect nubs  Jack wanted to cry and holler and scream. But he wouldn’t have been able to even 

if it had  been allowed because Rebecca’s ass cheeks were pressed firmly against his mouth 

and his busy  wet tongue was lodged in her anus. Then she took hold of his shaft with the 

hand not pulling at his  nipple clamps and began to masturbate him. “Don’t you fucking dare 

come, slave,” she told him.  And he didn’t – although it took every single modicum of his 

self-control not to ejaculate.  Mercifully Rebecca soon let go of Jack’s erect cock and the 

clamps attached to his punished  nipples. She climbed from his face and wandered off again, 

leaving him alone. He remained in  bondage, blindfolded, and nipple-clamped, and silent. He 

struggled hopelessly against his wrist  and ankle cuffs in a feverish frenzy.  The torment was 

unbearable and his pulsing cock remained achingly erect. All he wanted  was sexual release, 

to bring himself off or for Rebecca to bring him off. Instead after a while, know-  ing this was 

completely impossible, Jack did something else entirely and zoned out of reality 

alto-  gether.  He let his conscious mind close down and went right within himself, entering a 

heightened  form of consciousness. The frenzied struggling ceased, the desperate need to 

climax disappeared  and he drifted into a trance so complete he felt entirely at one with the 

universe. It was nirvana, the  ultimate state of being. What he was experiencing was so 

limitless and beautiful he wanted it to last  forever.  It felt intensely sexual too. It was as if his 

whole body was being caressed sensuously, end-  lessly. He found himself ascending the 

heights of sexual bliss time and again without any thought  at all of ejaculating. Jack wanted 

what was happening to him to vibrate through his body forever,  every cell united in an erotic 

ecstasy that rippled and echoed through him without end.  “The lousy pupil came good at last 

… by not coming,” said Rebecca, bringing him out of his  ecstatic trance. She sat astride 

Jack’s blindfolded face again, this time placing her sex over his  mouth. “Worship my pussy, 

slave.”  Jack immediately planted a kiss there, feeling so overwhelmingly thankful for this 

further  honor the Goddess who owned him body and soul had permitted him. Slowly, 

deliberately, savor-  ing every moment, he kissed and licked, exploring every fold of skin at 

the wetness of her opening,  treasuring each sublime sensation.  Rebecca pressed herself down 

further onto Jack’s mouth. She was flushed with both incred-  ible erotic arousal and the 

intense pleasure of this most personal of successes. She had trans-  formed Jack completely, 

made him the man he’d always been at the core.  Feeling the first signs of impending orgasm 

building inside her she fell forward. “Come in  my mouth, slave,” she panted.  Keeping her 

sex firmly over Jack’s mouth, Rebecca wrapped her lips round his erection. The  dominatrix 

felt the ripple of pre-orgasmic pleasure reflected back into her pussy by her wonderful  slave’s 

sinuous tongue. She knew the very split-second their mutual climax arrived they would 

be  locked together for all time. Oh God, and here it came…     






Chapter Twenty-nine   

 

Mark sat on the edge of the bed in his room. His cock was hard, twitching and aching 

with  anticipation. This was it, the big day he’d been working towards for three whole weeks. 

The pres-  sure had been growing, building into an unbearable force that filled his every 

waking moment.  The door opened and Stephanie stepped inside. The arrival of the blonde-

cropped beauty  was followed immediately by that of her lover, the equally beautiful brunette 

Tessa. The two women  might just as well have been naked, dressed as they were in identical 

outfits that consisted of only  shiny black stilettos and black latex tops that clung to them from 

the waist up to the neck as glossy  second skins. Their breasts, stiff nipples foremost, asserted 

themselves against the rubber material  which gleamed with a polished radiance.  “Follow us 

to the main dungeon, slave,” Stephanie instructed.  “Yes, Mistress.” Mark climbed to his feet 

and followed the two dommes into the hallway. He  gazed at the arousing site of their bare 

backsides in motion, the cheeks so firm and well-shaped.  The round globes clenched and 

relaxed as they moved, and their pointed heels cracked on the floor  in a regular 

rhythm.  When they arrived at the door to the dungeon Tessa ordered Mark to get onto his 

hands and  knees and follow them inside. He crawled into the dimly-lit cavernous space, 

shuffling along sub-  missively behind the two women.  Clara and Dee were in there and as 

delectably near-naked as Stephanie and Tessa. And, like  them, they wore – or nearly wore – 

identical outfits. In their case these consisted of only a black  leather and diamante choker and 

knee length black leather boots with steel-tipped heels. Clara’s  black shoulder-length hair 

shone radiantly and so did Dee’s short ash-blonde locks. The two  women looked even more 

tan and glowing with health than usual as a result of their three weeks in  the sunny South of 

France. Words could not express how overjoyed Mark was to see them.  Tessa told him to 

crawl to the front of Clara and Dee. When he’d done that, the bruises set-  tling on his ass 

plain for the two women to see, she said, “Sit back on your heels, slave.”  Mark did so, letting 

his arms drop to his side and keeping his head bent down a little. He  sat as still as he could, 

wanting to show Clara and Dee how utterly servile he’d become. He wanted  above all to 

show how very well he’d been trained by the Mistresses of Punishment Manor during  his 

time there and how fully transformed he was.  “You’re a sight for sore eyes, Mark,” remarked 

Clara, noting his throbbing erection. “Are you  pleased to see us?”  Mark peered up at her 

with shining eyes. “Utterly delighted, Mistress.”  “Sure?” asked Dee, taking a cool measure of 

him.  Mark switched his adoring gaze to her. “Positive, Mistress.”  “I see you address both of 

us as ‘Mistress’,” said Clara, a slight edge to her voice. “Does  that mean you regard yourself 

as our slave?”  “I regard myself as  a slave, Mistress,” Mark replied respectfully. “Whether 

you want me as  your slave is entirely up to you. You’ve no idea how much I hope and pray 

you do. But I fully under-  stand it is your decision, both of you, and yours alone.”  Clara and 

Dee looked over at Stephanie and Tessa. “Do you think we should take him on as  our slave?” 

asked Clara. “We gather you’ve both been heavily involved in his training.”  “I speak for both 

of us when I say we do think you should,” replied Stephanie. “There was a  little resistance 

from him at first when he came here, which was only to have been expected. But  that 

changed very quickly, especially as he was clearly desperate not to be ditched by you two 

lovely  ladies.”  Tessa interjected: “He’s shown himself to be an extremely good slave – a real 

natural.”  “So his stay here has been a case of one success after another,” Clara said. “Is that 

what  you’re telling us?”  Tessa and Stephanie both shook their heads.  “We wouldn’t go that 

far,” said Stephanie. “There have been a few near-misses – one in par-  ticular springs to mind 

– but at the end of the day they amounted to nothing of any real conse-  quence.”  “Put it this 

way,” Tessa said. “Like the two of you, Stephanie and I are a couple. We’ve   

become awfully fond of Mark over the last three weeks. So if you decide you don’t want him 

we’d be  glad to take him off your hands, wouldn’t we, Stephanie.”  “We would,” she 

confirmed. “We have an apartment here at the Manor as do a few of our  other colleagues 

because, as you know, the service we provide here is twenty-four-seven. The idea  of having 

our very own personal slave in the apartment to serve us hand and foot and cater to our  every 

kinky whim is a very appealing one.”  “An interesting proposal,” said Dee, looking 

thoughtful. “Before we finally decide one way or  another, please demonstrate to us the sort of 

slave we’re looking at here.”  “Please feel free to use him as you wish in order to do this,” 

added Clara.  “Anything in particular you’d like us to demonstrate?” asked Tessa.  “His 

orgasm control,” said Clara. “Yes, Dee?”  She nodded. “Yes. It was always very good, we 

found. Have you been able to improve it here  at the Manor?”  “We have,” said Tessa. “It’s 

just got better and better. Let me show you what I mean.” She  turned toward Mark. “Stand up 

and face me, slave.”  As soon as he’d risen to his feet before her she dropped onto her knees 

and began to lap  her tongue over the glistening head of his erect cock. She pressed her lips 

firmly to the base of the  shaft, rubbing her lips up and down several times.  Tessa pressed the 

tip of her tongue into the moist opening of Mark’s cockhead so the  gleaming jewel of seminal 

fluid there was drawn into her mouth. Then she got on with giving him  the most expert of 

blow jobs, working her lips efficiently over his erection. He could feel it pulsing  and flexing 

in her mouth.  Tessa paused, extracted Mark’s shaft from between her lips, and said. “Now 

work with me,  slave. Make it as difficult for yourself as you can.”  With that she took the 

glans of his hard cock in her mouth again, passing her lips and  tongue over it, and 

immediately began sucking voraciously. Mark quivered with pleasure and urged  his cock 

forward. Tessa took the full length into her mouth, moving her head up and down 

fast,  licking and sucking.  Simultaneously Mark pumped into her mouth. He moved ever 

faster, trying to press his  hardness as far as he could. He was keeping the same rhythm as 

Tessa who was sucking deeply,  cheeks drawing in over his pulsing erection.  Finally, biting 

back a strangled cry, Mark clutched Tessa’s head.  The dominatrix withdrew his still-hard 

cock from her mouth. Mark steadied his breathing,  calming himself as best he could.  Tessa 

opened her mouth and stretched out her tongue, which was wet with saliva and pre-  cum … 

but nothing else. Then she spoke. “I’ve not swallowed his cum because there’s been no  cum 

to swallow,” she announced, climbing to her feet.  “That’s impressive, I’m sure Dee would 

agree,” said Clara before turning towards Stephanie.  “Now, let’s see what you’ve got to show 

us, my dear.” 










Chapter Thirty 

Stephanie pulled Mark by the arm to the nearest whipping bench and positioned him over 

it.  He realised with a shiver of pleasure that he was perfectly displayed for the women 

observing him  so closely. He forced his stomach down, his backside up and his thighs apart, 

wanting to show  himself off to best advantage. It was another opportunity to impress Clara 

and Dee and he wanted  to make the most of it.  “Here we have a sexual masochist just 

brought to the very edge of climax and about to be  severely chastised,” said Stephanie, 

gazing at Mark’s enticingly hoisted behind. “Surely that will  bring him to orgasm, you might 

think. And that is certainly what I'll be aiming to achieve, make no  mistake.”  Mark’s heart 

was hammering. He knew he had to be ultra-careful. It would be very difficult  not to climax 

if this was the way Stephanie was determined to play it – very difficult indeed after the  erotic 

ordeal Tessa had put him through immediately beforehand. But he told himself it would 

not  be impossible surely  as long  as he remained extremely focused and determined. The set 

of his  mouth became resolute, his chin firm.  The dominatrix went over to the rack, the metal-

tipped heels of her shoes clicking against  the hard dungeon floor as she moved, and there she 

selected a thick red leather paddle. She hefted  it in her hand, nodded her approval, and 

announced ominously, “This will do for starters.”  Her first blow seemed to use all her 

strength. It landed with a deep resounding thwack, the  sound cruel and telling. A volley of 

rapid blows of equal strength followed, each one resonating  round the dungeon. Mark winced 

and he wriggled, his rear cheeks shuddering as they became ever  more covered with broad 

red marks.  Stephanie came to an abrupt stop. “One of our nastiest canes now,” she decided, 

returning  the heavy red leather paddle to the rack. She replaced it with a ferocious black 

fiberglass cane,  which hissed with cruel promise as she tested it through the air.  There was 

another cruel hiss, this time followed by a sharp crack as she brought the cane  down violently 

across Mark’s rear. He let out a strangled cry as the thin black rod scorched his be-  hind. 

There was a pause and Clara and Dee murmured appreciatively at the sight of the bright 

red  streak that stood out against the already reddened skin.  Mark felt his erection throb even 

more as that first vicious strike of the fiberglass cane sent  spasms of sensation through his 

body. The searing pain was almost unbearable and yet acutely  pleasurable. There was a 

second, third and fourth stroke. The four distinct weals marked separately  and in parallel on 

his burning flesh.  Stephanie paused to admire the perfect lines of punishment on his scorched 

and trembling  rear cheeks. When she returned to caning Mark she aimed her strokes lower, 

concentrating them  on the sweet spot between his ass and thighs. There was red-hot searing 

pain followed by a pulsing  heat that diffused over his rear and connected directly to his 

throbbing erection.  He could feel himself moving ever closer to ejaculating. The steady hiss 

and crack of pun-  ishment was building up to an uncontrollable frenzy of pleasure and pain. 

Pre-orgasmic delirium  was etched on his handsome face as plainly as the cane marks etched 

on his punished rear.  Mark raised his ass higher, wanting to meet the black fiberglass cane on 

its swift journey to  administer his sadistic correction. He was moaning softly, wanting the 

pain, aching for the biting  impact of the cane, desperate for the release he knew he wouldn’t 

permit himself, come what may.  Then the caning stopped.  “Get off the whipping bench, 

slave,” Stephanie ordered, and he immediately did so. She  turned toward Clara and Dee. 

“You saw how close he came to coming,” she told them, pointing to  his throbbing, pre-cum 

drizzling erection. “But you can also see he didn’t.”  Mark’s rear cheeks were painfully sore 

and aflame, pulsing with a delicious pleasurable  rhythm. He felt a rush of pride. It had been 

extremely difficult – Stephanie and, before her, Tessa  had made certain of that. But he’d 

forced himself not to come despite both their best efforts.  “End of demonstration if that’s OK 

with you,” Stephanie said politely. “Tessa and I will leave  you on your own with Mark now, 

if we may.”  “Sure,” said Clara. “And thanks very much for everything.”  “Yes, thanks a lot,” 

said Dee. “The pair of you are a great credit to this amazing place.” 

Stephanie and Tessa strode towards the door, then both half-turned. “Good to have met 

you  both,” said Stephanie.  “And if you do decide you’d like us to take Mark off your hands, 

the offer’s very much still  open,” Tessa added, pushing down on the handle of the door.  The 

two women then departed the dungeon. The sexual tension between its three 

remaining  occupants was electric.  “Demonstration recommenced, slave,” announced Clara 

curtly. “On your knees and worship  my boots.”  Mark immediately got onto all fours and 

scrambled across the dungeon floor toward Clara.  He began urgently to kiss and lick her 

boots, lapping at the cold smooth leather. He rubbed his lips  along the long sharp length of 

one heel and then the other, pressing his tongue onto the cool rigid  hardness.  “Worship my 

boots now, slave,” ordered Dee, and he immediately moved to obey, scram-  bling over to 

her.  He paid homage to Dee’s tall shining boots, passing his lips over the surface of both in 

turn  and testing the hardness of the heels in his mouth.  “Mine again,” said Stephanie. And so 

it went on, Mark scurrying back and forth beneath  them as if he was their well-trained 

puppy.  He lost himself in the demeaning sensation of demonstrating his adulation in this 

groveling  manner to these two women who to him were nothing less than Goddesses. He 

worshiped Clara  and Dee, loving them more than life itself. To Mark they’d become the sole 

purpose of his existence  and doing what he was doing now was only one of the myriad of 

ways he’d have been delighted to  be able to demonstrate it.  Then they told him to stop but to 

remain on all fours.  Mark’s erection was throbbing more insistently than ever and drizzling 

pre-cum more insis-  tently too. His backside was raised high, exposing fully the roundness 

and tightness of its severely  punished cheeks.  “Are you thinking what I’m thinking, Dee?” 

asked Clara, smiling at her lover salaciously.  “You bet I am,” she replied, returning her 

lascivious smile. “Get back over the whipping  bench, slave.”  As soon as he’d done that the 

two women went to the rack and selected a double-dildo  strap-on each. Clara took hold of a 

bottle of lubricant as well, resting it temporarily on top of the  metal cage.  Mark’s ass was 

still smarting and alive with a tingling ache. His erect cock was throbbing  wildly and he felt 

hardly able to contain himself. But contain himself he knew he must. Christ, his  whole future 

was at stake here. He’d come this far, withstood every conceivable challenge. If he al-  lowed 

himself to fall at the final hurdle it would be devastating.  Clara climbed into her strap-on 

harness, slowly pulling it up from the knee. She took the  internal dildo in one hand and with 

the other parted the opening to her moist sex. Very slowly she  eased the dildo deep into 

herself, feeling a delicious shiver of pleasure at its penetration.  While Clara was so thrillingly 

engaged, Dee – her slender fingers, nimble and efficient –  pulled all the straps of its harness 

tight for her so it was firmly positioned. Then Clara assisted Dee  in exactly the same 

procedure, helping her into her strap-on by buckling its harness tightly.  For a few moments 

Clara posed provocatively before Mark with the external dildo of her  strap-on jutting out like 

a large erect black penis. She began masturbating her big black “cock” and  feeling the one 

inside her play up and down simultaneously while also rubbing directly against her  clit. “This 

feels  so  good,” she moaned.  Clara then took hold of the bottle of lubricant she’d left on top of 

the cage and went behind  Mark. She squeezed out a thick wad of lube and began to smear the 

clear translucent jelly over the  dildo from its head to the base where the lube mingled with 

the love juice leaking from her tightly  filled pussy.  She positioned herself behind Mark’s 

heavily marked backside and rested the head of the  dildo at the entrance to his anus. He froze 

when he felt the wet hardness of the rubber shaft press  against his puckered anal hole. Clara 

leaned forward and guided the rigid tool into him. It filled  Mark tightly, a cool hard presence 

deep in his anus.  The black-haired beauty halted when she’d pushed the dildo as far as it 

would go. She rested  momentarily, her heart beating like a drum. Mark’s rear cheeks were 

spread fully apart, his asshole  gripped tightly around the base of the dildo.  Clara began to 

pump it in and out in long fluid strokes that were initially quite slow. She sa-  vored the feel of 

fucking Mark fully in the ass and began to pump harder. Gyrating her pelvis, she  thrust the 

dildo faster and faster.  Mark could hear Clara panting, releasing short gasps of delight with 

each push. She glided  the oiled shaft smoothly in and out of his asshole, which expanded and 

contracted over its thick-  ness. Each time she plunged it into his anus he felt an aching thrill 

of pleasure that made him  writhe and shudder.  Mark began to move with the rhythmic 

motion of the woman fucking him in the ass with  such vigor. He pushed his thighs more fully 

apart and pressed himself back to meet Clara’s every  thrust, raising his scorching behind to 

make himself as open as he could to the dildo’s constant  penetration.  Each of Clara’s thrusts, 

each of her rapid piercing drives, brought him ever more pleasure.  His rear cheeks were still 

extremely painful from the severe beating Stephanie had given them, but  that only added to 

the excitement he was experiencing at being so expertly ass-fucked by Clara. He  could feel 

the heat of his punished backside on the base of her belly whenever she impaled him.  Then 

Dee came and stood before him, the external dildo of her strap-on in his face. “You  know 

what to do, slave.” Her emerald-green eyes shone with excitement.  Obediently Mark passed 

his tongue over the tip of the dildo and then inched closer and  pressed his lips and tongue 

over its full length. Dee began to move in and out of his mouth in a  swift regular rhythm with 

her strap-on while Clara continued to rise and fall over him, fucking him  hard in the ass with 

hers. Faster and faster she penetrated Mark, using her hands to force his rear  cheeks apart so 

she could gaze at the wet dildo she was sliding in and out of him with such energy.  Mark was 

overwhelmed with sensations and so were the two women. He was sucking at the  dildo being 

pressed between his lips by Dee while its twin pressed excitingly into her sex. From be-  hind 

Clara was ass-fucking him vigorously, impaling him with the double dildo that pleasured 

them  both. He got closer and closer to climaxing but used almost superhuman self-control to 

stop that  from happening. All his senses were concentrated on the mantra now running 

feverishly through  his head:  Don’t climax, don’t climax, don’t climax.  Clara and Dee needed 

no such mantra, had no such constraints. They were suddenly seized  by a wild spasm of 

elation as together they rushed headlong into the ecstasy of orgasm, crying out  loudly with 

joy. Both women stopped pumping into Mark once they’d finally ceased climaxing.  By this 

point Mark could barely contain himself any longer. His mantra was becoming less  and less 

use to him. Beads of sweat were standing out on his forehead. The orgasm he was trying  to 

prevent with every atom of his being was becoming ever more likely with each passing 

moment.  His anal hole was still wedged over the dildo that Clara had used to ass-fuck him. 

His mouth was  still wrapped around the dildo Dee had fucked him with there.  “Come for us 

now, slave,” said Clara in the nick of time.  And an instant later Mark did, his cock gushing 

out a deluge of sticky wetness over the  leather surface of the whipping bench beneath him. 

As his rapturous climax raged on, he remained  firmly impaled front and rear.  Finally his 

orgasmic spasms diminished and he looked up at Dee.  Their eyes met for a second and she 

gave him the hint of a smile before switching her gaze  across to Clara. “Mark’s just come for 

us. But will he be coming with us?” she said. “That’s the  question.”  Clara raised a quizzical 

eyebrow. “And for good, as we discussed?”  “Forever, yes,” Dee said. “What’s your answer 

to the alternative we’ve been offered by  Stephanie and Tessa?”  Clara looked back at her and 

grinned. “Over my dead body.” 

“They’d have to climb over mine first.” Dee laughed. 



 The End    . 
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