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    MISTRESS OF DEPRAVITY 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
    “Why are you so determined to keep your wild silently inside you? Let it breathe. Give it a voice. Let it roll out of you on the wide open waves. Set it free.” 
 
    Jeanette LeBlanc 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Flashing lights illuminated the dancers in the crowded nightclub Selena had just entered. She began to watch from the sidelines, her eyes sliding back and forth across the packed dance floor. Her gaze was quickly drawn to one of the throng in particular. Selena gave him the once-over and very much liked what she saw.  
 
    His lithe lean body was dressed all in black: thin sweatshirt, snug-fitting jeans that left little to the imagination, ankle boots. He had white-blond hair, high cheekbones, and gentle green eyes. Selena felt her nipples harden, her sex moisten. She couldn’t stop looking at him now, her salacious gaze following his every move.   
 
    He was physically her type for certain, she said to herself. Maybe she’d get exceptionally lucky tonight and he’d turn out to be exactly her type.  
 
    Moving his body sexily to the pulsing music, the blond object of her lustful interest looked like he was in a trance. He looked very much like he was on his own too. But Selena decided he wouldn’t be for much longer. She was going to go for it straightaway.  
 
    Selena didn’t believe in cosmic signs or anything like that but she had a sixth sense about this guy. She danced into the crowd and went up to him. Still moving her body to the throbbing music, she curved her fingers round his waist.  
 
    And like that it began for Dominic. 
 
    Just the touch of Selena’s fingers made him shiver with excitement and caused a stiffening in his tight black jeans. And when he’d come out of his dance-trance a little and looked at her properly he was electrified. Dominic had never felt such an immediate attraction to another person before.  
 
    It was so instant and powerful it was like a bolt of lightning. As soon as that bolt hit his skull something that had been in his brain all along without him being aware of it jumped to the front. Dominic didn’t quite know it yet but he was already completely in Selena’s thrall.  
 
    What he did know straightaway was that the woman with glossy shoulder-length dark brown hair who’d started dancing with him was devastatingly beautiful. She was the most luminescent woman he’d ever seen in his entire life – and sexy as hell.  
 
    Dressed all in black like him, she had a lovely figure, her short dress molding itself perfectly to the contours of her voluptuous body. He glanced down. Her stiletto-heeled shoes made her already long legs look even longer. 
 
    As for her face it was model-perfect with flawless skin, strong features and incredibly sensual lips that were soft and full. But it was her eyes that did it for Dominic most of all. They were almond-shaped, the darkest blue he’d ever seen – almost black – and totally hypnotic.  
 
    Wordlessly, the two of them began to dance together. They danced so close they could feel the heat from one another’s bodies. Soon they were really grinding against each other. 
 
    They dry humped to the pounding music like this for a decent, correction, indecent interval. Then Selena asked, “What’s your name?” 
 
    “Dominic,” he replied. “Yours?” 
 
    “Selena,” she said.  “Want to go somewhere we can be alone?” 
 
    Dominic’s mouth opened, then closed, then opened again. 
 
    Selena looked at him and raised an eyebrow.  “Well?”  
 
    “Wow!” he exclaimed. “You don’t waste time.” 
 
    “I like to get straight to the point as a general rule, that’s for sure,” she responded. “Also I never play hard to get when I’ve already made up my mind. I just cut straight to the chase.” 
 
    He gave her a crooked smile. “Clearly.” 
 
    “Well?” Selena prompted. “Do you or don’t you want to go somewhere we can be alone?” 
 
    “You bet I do,” Dominic enthused, his eyes alight with excitement.  
 
    “Let’s get going then,” she said.  
 
    They left the dance floor and headed for the exit. Once in the street, Selena hailed a taxi and told the cabbie where to take them. 
 
    When they were settled in the back of the cab she turned to Dominic. “You OK with all this?” she said. “It isn’t happening too fast for you, is it? Not having second thoughts, I hope.” 
 
    Dominic crossed his leg over his knee. “Not at all. I’m more than OK with all of it.” He paused a beat. “And thank you so much.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “Picking me,” he said. “I’ve always wished something like this would happen in my life.” 
 
     “Careful what you wish for,” she replied sardonically, adding, “We’re going to my place as you’ll have doubtless gathered.” 
 
    “I had.” 
 
    “Where do you live yourself, by the way?” she asked.  
 
    “Nowhere really,” he replied with a shrug.  
 
    Selena shot him an exasperated look. “What sort of answer is that for God’s sake? You must live somewhere.” 
 
    Dominic held his hands up, palms towards her as if in surrender. “Sorry,” he replied quickly. “Airbnb. Just round the corner from the nightclub.”  
 
    “Anybody waiting for you there?” 
 
    He uncrossed his legs and leaned forward, hands now clasped between his knees. “Nobody waiting for me anywhere,” he said. “I’m travelling light and very much on my own.” 
 
    “You’re a loner are you?” she said.  
 
    Dominic gave a nod. “Always have been, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “What, no other friend or confidant?”  
 
    “I’m not one for making friends.” He paused, smiled. “Present company excepted of course.” 
 
    She returned his smile. “Are you on social media?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Nope.” 
 
    “No Facebook page or Instagram account, that sort of thing?” 
 
    “Nothing like that, no.”  
 
    “You like to fly under the radar where the internet’s concerned, do you?” 
 
    “That’s right.” He glanced out the window at the nightime cityscape as it flashed by, the bright lights playing against the surrounding darkness. 
 
    Selena continued to probe, “Any groups you belong to?” 
 
    “I’m not a joiner,” he returned.   
 
    Selena pursed her lips. Dominic was like a wind-up toy car, she thought. The only way he could move was if she wound him up with a question.  
 
    She asked another. “Anyone waiting to hear from you?” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    She tried again. “Anyone you can fall back on?” 
 
    “Not a one,” he said. 
 
    “Anybody know where you’ve gone?” she nudged. “There must be someone surely.” 
 
    Dominic sat back in his seat. “Nobody at all.” 
 
    Selena shook her head. “Jesus, seriously?” 
 
    “Seriously.” 
 
    “Or know where you’re going?” 
 
    “Even I don’t know that.” 
 
    Selena wound up that proverbial toy car yet again. “Man of means, are you?” 
 
    He chuckled. “Hardly.” 
 
    “Strapped for funds, huh?” 
 
    “I barely have a dime to my name, to be honest,” he said. 
 
    “Where do you work?”  
 
    “Nowhere at the moment.” 
 
    Selena rolled her eyes. “Well, you’ve certainly been incredibly forthcoming haven’t you, Dominic,” she said sarcastically. “I mean, you’ve laid it all out in the open for me. I already know pretty much everything there is to know about you, don’t I?”  
 
    “Yep.” His eyes crinkled with a smile. 
 
    “Anything you’d like to add to your story, you know, to fill in some of the small gaps you may possibly have left?” 
 
    His answer came out in another monosyllabic bite. “Nope.”  
 
    “You’re enjoying this game, aren’t you?” said Selena, letting out a throaty laugh. 
 
    He smiled again. “Yep.” 
 
    “Where you from?” 
 
    He slumped a shoulder. “Nowhere in particular.” 
 
    “What a huge surprise you should give me that illuminating reply.” She huffed another laugh. “So what was the nowhere place you came from like, Mister Nowhere Man?” 
 
     “It was eminently forgettable, as dull as ditchwater. The words ‘tedious’ and ‘depressing’ come most readily to mind.” 
 
    “How have things been working for you since you left that dull, depressing place?” she asked 
 
    “Before you danced your way into my life, you mean?”  
 
    She nodded. “Yeah.” 
 
    “Pretty much ‘same old, same old’, I was disappointed to find,” he mumbled in reply. “The grass is always greener and all that.” 
 
    “You were looking for something different and hadn’t found it,” she suggested. 
 
    “I’d not even come close.” 
 
    “Which had left you?” 
 
    “In limbo,” he said. 
 
    “Or Nowhere Land, you might say,” she suggested. 
 
    He grinned. “I might.” 
 
    Selena rested her hand on the inside of Dominic’s thigh, felt the outline of his long thick cock and gave it a squeeze. “I can give you something very different, you know,” she said huskily. 
 
    He looked at her, his eyes burning with desire. “I’ll bet you can.” 
 
    Selena glanced at the back of the cab driver’s head. He appeared to be oblivious to his passengers. She lowered her voice anyway. “Up for a walk on the wild side, are you, Dominic?” 
 
    He felt a tremble working through his body. “More than up for it.”  
 
    Shortly after that libidinous exchange the cab stopped. Selena paid the driver and waited as Dominic got out. 
 
    He craned his neck to look up at the high-end apartment block that stood above them. The elegant art deco structure was about ten stories and almost perfectly square. 
 
    “You live here?” Dominic asked.  
 
    “Only when I’m in town, which is rare,” Selena replied, adding mysteriously, “Most of the time I live somewhere such a contrast to this place you wouldn’t believe it.”  
 
    “How fascinating,” Dominic said. “Where’s that?” 
 
    Selena shook her head. “Not going to tell you.”  
 
    He looked at her quizzically. “Why?” 
 
    “Why should I?” she retorted. “I know nothing from nothing about you because you won’t tell me anything worth a damn.”  
 
    “There’s nothing worth a damn to tell you, believe me,” Dominic said. “I only wish there were.” 
 
    Selena pressed her hand against the small of his back. “There soon will be, I promise you,” she said, and guided him to the entrance of the apartment block. 
 
    When they got there she pressed a code into the keypad beside the main door. The lock clicked and the door slid open. Selena took Dominic directly to the elevator and pressed the button. The elevator opened and they got in. Soon Selena would be delivering on the promise she’d given Dominic – with a vengeance. She could hardly wait. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    They ascended in the noiseless elevator to the sixth floor. Selena ushered Dominic down the corridor to her apartment. Once there she led him straight into a spacious living room that was expensively furnished in an understated minimalist style.  
 
    “I would ask you to make yourself comfortable but I don’t want you to be.” Selena’s tone was suddenly hard as steel.  
 
    Dominic felt a tightness in his chest.  Where’s this come from right out of left field, for Christ’s sake? What’s going on?  
 
    He stared at Selena in confusion. “You don’t want me to get comfortable?” 
 
    “No, I don’t,” she said. “I want you to get naked. Take off all your clothes, pronto.”  
 
    That’s more like it, Dominic said to himself in relief as he got on with quickly removing his clothes. I seriously thought she had a problem with me for a moment there. 
 
    One thing Selena definitely didn’t have a problem with was the sight of Dominic’s body now he was naked. He looked fantastic: the smooth pale athletic frame, the taut ass, the thick length of his shaft hard and straining.   
 
    “Masturbate for me,” she directed. 
 
    Dominic obeyed her, grasping his swollen cock and starting to gently stroke it.  
 
    “Faster,” Selena demanded. 
 
    Dominic again did as he’d been told, and began pulling on his shaft in a regular rhythm. He could feel electric sensations ripple up through his fingers as he continued to push his fist up and down himself. Pre-cum was beginning to leak from the tip of his cockhead and trickle over his hand. 
 
    “Faster still,” Selena insisted. 
 
    Dominic began rubbing fast. Harder and harder he masturbated, pumping his fist urgently up and down until he was perilously close to climaxing. 
 
    “Stop!” Selena ordered before it was too late. 
 
    Relief, oh, relief. 
 
    Dominic let go his hard-on. His face was flushed and his breathing ragged. Hell, that was a close call. 
 
    Finally he’d calmed down sufficiently. But he didn’t stay that way for long. 
 
    “Something tells me you’re begging for a good beating,” Selena suddenly announced. 
 
    Dominic felt himself startle. She’d blindsided him again, and on this occasion big-time. His pulse quickened at the thought of what she’d just said. But he remained silent, confusion clouding his brain.  
 
    “Ever been beaten on the ass?” she went on. 
 
    Dominic shook his head and muttered, “No.” 
 
    Selena had a glint in her eye. “Want to be?” 
 
    “Um…”  His erect cock waved.  
 
    “Want to be?” she said again. 
 
    Still unable to think straight, he said nothing. His chest was beating hard in his chest. 
 
    Selena narrowed her eyes. “Admit to me you’re simply gagging to get your ass beaten by a cruel bitch like me.” 
 
    Dominic gazed at Selena in alarm, his eyes wide. She was really freaking him out now. “Jesus Christ, what is this?” 
 
    Selena gave him a withering look. “That wasn’t an answer. It was a question. Get dressed. We’re done here. We’re through. Consider yourself dismissed.”  
 
    “What?” Dominic’s heart banged into his throat.  
 
    “You heard what I said,” she snapped. “Get your clothes back on and your ass out of here. Fast.” 
 
    “But,” he said, pointing to his erection. “What about this?”  
 
    Selena crossed her arms. “Go back to your Airbnb and finish yourself off,” she replied curtly. “That would be my suggestion.” 
 
    “But I want to stay here with you.” Panic cracked Dominic’s voice. “I’ve never met anyone anything like you before. My life before I met you was for shit and that’s a fact,” he continued in a rush. “It was like I was waiting for something to happen and it never did. Then you came along, Selena. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me by a million miles. I felt it the moment I first set eyes on you that…”  
 
    Selena decided she’d heard quite enough of the panic-stricken speech Dominic was blurting out, and cut in. “If you don't want me to beat you, you don't belong with me, Mister Nowhere Man,” she told him. “No fucking way, no fucking how do you belong with me. Got it?” 
 
    Dominic gave her a quick nod. Selena was clearly deadly serious, he thought frantically, and had meant every word she’d just said. And that meant he’d screwed up badly. What a dumbass he’d been. He had to retrieve the situation and quickly, he decided. It was now or never and he had to go for broke.  
 
    “I’ll let you beat me or do anything else you like to me,” he said urgently, his chest heaving up and down. “And I will do exactly what you tell me to do as well, exactly how you want me to do it.” She had the upper hand here. He wanted her to have the upper hand too, he really did. The realization of that came suddenly to him, a wild jolt. 
 
    “Sure?” she said.  
 
    He forced himself to take a deep breath. “Yes.” 
 
    Selena’s face was stone. “That’s ‘Yes, Mistress’ to you,” she told him. “You hear?”  
 
    Dominic looked at her nervously. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Do you want to be my slave?” she asked. 
 
    He listened to those words echoing in his head. Do you want to be my slave? 
 
    Well, did he? Dominic felt his heart start to jackhammer. He was lightheaded. Her slave? That wasn’t him surely. Or was it? Deep down inside he knew it most categorically was. That was the exquisite truth. He was surprised he’d admitted it to himself so readily. 
 
    But he hadn’t admitted it to Selena yet. 
 
    She stretched out her arms and pinched both of Dominic’s nipples hard. It made him gasp, his face contorted with pain. 
 
    “I asked you a question.” She pinned him with her gaze as she squeezed his nipples hard once more. “Do you want to be my slave?” 
 
    He sucked in air and gasped again. “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Selena let go his nipples. Motioning with one hand, she directed, “Stand facing that wall, hands up against its surface, legs spread.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Dominic replied through trembling lips. His bare feet padded against the shiny dark hardwood floor as he went up to the blank wall. He braced his hands against it, his legs splayed. He held his breath, trying to calm himself. 
 
    “Extremely well insulated, these apartments,” Selena remarked matter-of-factly. 
 
    Her words set Dominic’s imagination racing. What exactly was she going to do to him for fuck’s sake? She was going to give him a beating; she’d already made that perfectly clear. But what was she going to use on him for that purpose in this “extremely well insulated” apartment of hers? He was shaking with excitement and fear, psyching himself up for whatever it was that was to come.  
 
    Which proved to be nothing more than a noisy hand-spanking.  
 
    It was painful, it was true, but was also like magic right from the very start: black magic. When Selena slapped her palm across Dominic’s backside the first time he felt his whole body shudder and he moaned with pain that, weirdly, felt more like pleasure.  
 
    “Ah, that’s nice, slave,” Selena announced approvingly. “Your skin colors right away. And I liked that noise you just made.” 
 
    After that she spanked Dominic with greater vigor. She struck the cheeks of his rear forcefully, sending darts of sensation through his body. His erection bobbed and twitched as he moaned and gasped in response.  
 
    Selena peppered Dominic’s backside with harsh spanks until he was completely tenderised. The pleasure-pain he experienced while she was tanning him like this was mind-blowing. It was nothing short of an epiphany. But now she’d stopped.  
 
    Selena leaned in close behind Dominic, her breath hot in his ear. “That was the easy bit, slave,” she told him ominously.  
 
    Dominic tensed his muscles at her words. His heart drummed. His hard-on pulsed. 
 
    Selena moved away from him. Her stiletto heels clicked sharply across the floor as she strode over to a mahogany sideboard. There she opened one of its top drawers and extracted a black leather whip. 
 
    “This disciplinary tool is practically brand new, slave,” Selena informed Dominic as she strode back. She felt a ripple of anticipation along the back of her whipping-hand as she spoke. “Just like you, it’s barely been broken in yet.” 
 
    Dominic’s chest heaved with each shallow breath as he waited for Selena to whip him. His teeth were clenched so tight he could feel it in his jaw. His eyes had started to blur. He dreaded what was to come, anticipated it, ached for it.  
 
    When the whipping came he found he loved it even more than the spanking, delighting in the feel of the rhythmic stroke of the whip on his behind. And the more Selena beat him, his rear cheeks shuddering at every harsh stroke, the more he moaned with that weird type of pain that felt like pleasure.  
 
    Hearing Dominic moan in mixed pain and pleasure made Selena redouble her sadistic efforts. Her arm rose and swung and rose again, as she sent the whip singing through the air over and over.  
 
    She flayed his rear unrelentingly again and again until it was positively ablaze and he was trembling without control. Selena beat Dominic with such relentless harshness, the whip cracks growing fiercer and more rapid all the time, that eventually she made him whimper and brought tears to his eyes.  
 
    Finally, it was all too much for him. Oh God! Oh Jesus! Oh, Fuck! He arched his back to meet Selena’s remorselessly harsh blows as the agony and lust merged into an all-encompassing sensation of ecstasy.  
 
    Dominic cried out when he reached his apex, rough ragged breaths spilling out of his throat at the same time as thick creamy spunk spilled from his shaft. It shot like a geyser, pumping out streams of ejaculate onto the floor beneath him. 
 
    Once Dominic had started to come down from his earth-shattering orgasm Selena told him to turn and face her. Obediently he straightened up and did so, wiping the tears from his eyes with the back of his hand. 
 
    “You’ll do, slave,” she told him, touching his arm. “You’ll do very nicely, I think.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” Dominic panted. 
 
    “Some men are born to be disciplined and some women are born to discipline them,” Selena went on, “and they’ve got these magnets inside of them that pull them together. That’s you and me in essence, isn’t it, slave? Am I right?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he agreed. “You’re dead right.”  
 
    There was a silence, and then she said, “Want to live with me at my other place, slave – the one I mentioned to you earlier?” 
 
    His face lit up. “Yes please, Mistress.” 
 
    “Sure about that?” 
 
    Dominic nodded his head up and down eagerly. “Yes, Mistress, I’m certain.” 
 
    Selena flashed him an incongruous look. “You’re taking a big risk, aren’t you?” 
 
    “Mistress?” 
 
    “You don’t know anything about the place I’m talking about. It’ll be tougher for you there, considerably tougher; I can tell you that for free.  You’ll be tested to the very limit. What happened here tonight was just the start. It was entry-level stuff in the world of BDSM, a place where you’re nothing more than a fresh-faced newbie. Am I making myself clear?” 
 
    He nodded again. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “It’s going to be extremely daunting for you from now on… if we go on,” Selena continued. “So I’ll ask you once more and I’ll do it this time in a slightly different manner, one that might make you seriously reconsider your decision.” She paused a few moments. “Are you certain you want to come and live with us there?” 
 
    He looked at her quizzically. “Us, Mistress?”  
 
    She smiled back a non-answer. Which after a few more moments became clear was the only one she was going to give him.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress, absolutely certain,” he said. “This has been a truly life-changing experience for me and I think you are a Goddess. I’d follow you anywhere quite frankly – to the ends of the earth and back again if that was what you wanted.” 
 
    “Good boy,” she said. “Now turn round again, get down on your hands and knees and lick up and swallow that deluge of cum you spilled on my nice clean floor.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did.  
 
    Gazing down on her beautiful blond acquisition as he conscientiously carried out this most humiliating of tasks Selena felt triumphant. She now knew her hunch about Dominic when she’d spotted him at the nightclub had been right on the money. He was exactly her type. He was also exactly what she wanted at this time. In fact he was perfect. 
 
    He was raw talent with bags of potential. He was a sparkling diamond in the rough. He was a fast learner: It had been most satisfying the way everything had escalated so quickly with him. It proved to her beyond reasonable doubt that he was an absolute natural.  
 
    He was very obedient and quickly followed orders. He was extremely eager to please and delightfully obsequious when being sexually dominated, a real lapdog. He was already addicted to her.   
 
    Selena was confident she could continue to use S&M sex to manipulate and control Dominic. This was very important because she knew she had a way to go with him yet. She was playing the long game here.  
 
    But what would the end point be? It would be when he belonged to her completely. His mind. His body. His soul. It would be when he was the type of helplessly dependent, depraved and debauched sex slave she wanted him to be. That was when.  
 
    And the place she proposed to take and keep him, her secluded country home, was ideal for that purpose. Shortly, just as long as everything went according to plan, here is what would be happening. He would be suffering there at her hands and those of her select community of kindred spirits as they used him to satisfy their darkest and most deviant desires for sexual domination and power. There could be no going back for Dominic, not after that. 
 
    But wouldn’t someone miss him eventually, start nosing around, asking questions; someone who’d have had no idea where their doted upon brother, their son, their lover, whatever, had gone; someone who’d have called hospitals and police stations and whoever else would listen, trying to find him? Not in Dominic’s case, it would seem. Because why? Because he was Mister Nowhere Man. That was why. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. Selena had arrived to collect Dominic from outside the Airbnb where he’d been living for the last week. Her shapely figure was outlined by a close-fitting minidress of dark purple, the swell of her ample breasts stretching its fabric taut across the chest. Her long legs were bare and she had on strappy black sandals. 
 
    She pulled her silver Mercedes to the side of the road, slid the gear into park and turned off the ignition. Everything was coming together exactly as she wanted with Dominic. Even so, there were still a number of critical issues that needed to be clarified with him before they set off together. And if they weren’t clarified to her full satisfaction they wouldn’t be setting off together at all. It was as simple as that.  
 
    Selena liked to control every last detail when organising anything important to her, where under normal circumstances she was not someone to leave anything to chance. To do otherwise under these far-from-normal circumstances would, in her unequivocal view, be to court disaster. 
 
    Leaning over, she opened the front passenger door for Dominic to get in. He was wearing a thin white T-shirt, jeans of faded blue denim, espadrilles. Dominic slid into the passenger seat beside her and shut the door.  
 
    Selena turned to him. “Done what I told you to and put all your affairs in order, slave?”  
 
    “I have, Mistress, such as they were,” he replied, his tone deferential.  
 
    “And you’ve disposed of all your worldly goods too?” 
 
    “What few of them I had, Mistress,” he said. “As you know, I’ve been travelling light. I only had what I could fit into my backpack.” 
 
    “Which you’ve also gotten rid of, have you?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, Mistress, just as you told me to.” 
 
    “So all you have left are the clothes on your back, so to speak?” 
 
    “That’s right, Mistress.”  
 
    Selena studied Dominic. “Drastic stuff, all this,” she said. 
 
    “It is, Mistress,” he agreed. 
 
    “You’ve left yourself so vulnerable, haven’t you?” 
 
    “I have, Mistress.” He struggled to keep his voice from wavering. 
 
    Selena didn’t speak for a few moments. “Let me put this point of view to you before we take things beyond the point of no return,” she finally said. “You’re so hell-bent on escaping your dismal non-life as you perceive it that you don’t even remotely see what it is you’ve signed up for with me, do you?” 
 
    Dominic shook his head. “No, that’s not the way it is, Mistress,” he insisted. “That’s not why I’m doing it.” 
 
    “Tell me why you are doing it then,” she said. “What’s your motivation? Why are you playing Russian roulette with your life on the say-so of an outrageous woman like me: a hard-hearted control freak and raging sexual sadist who feeds on pain the way I do.”  
 
    She continued, warming to her theme, “You’re doing it on the say so of a woman so unreasonable she won’t even tell you who else will be part of your kinky life when we get to where we’re going? I mean, it might work fine for you there – wherever there is, slave; you certainly have no idea where it is. But you never know. What if you’ve made a truly dreadful choice? The worst case scenario is it could go like the Devil’s favorite part of hell for you there, right?” 
 
    Dominic went silent as he let her words sink in. His heart thumped in his chest. Jesus Christ. 
 
    Selena repeated, “Right?” 
 
    He nodded. “Right, Mistress.” 
 
    “So I say again,” she went on. “Why are you doing it?”  
 
    Dominic mulled over her question, trying to put his thoughts together as coherently as he could. He took a deep breath before answering. “Because I don’t have a choice, Mistress,” he said. “I’m absolutely crazy about you and if I don’t do exactly as you say I know I’ll lose you. That’s the very last thing I want. If I lost you I’d be inconsolable, devastated beyond words. So the bottom line is I’ll do anything you want. Anything at all, drastic as you like. You have all the power and that’s how I want it.”  
 
    He paused. “Also it’s because I want to reinvent myself this way, Mistress, I honestly do. I was an empty shell before I met you. I drifted from place to place, job to job. Wherever I supposedly settled I always had one foot out the door, I was so restless and discontented. I can’t think of one thing that had meaning in my life. At last I have something to really live for thanks to you.” 
 
    “I’m your savior, you might say,” she suggested, her face breaking into a sardonic smile. 
 
    He looked at her with a sense of awe. “I do say that, Mistress,” he replied euphorically. “I don’t want to be in charge of my life. I want you to be in charge of it. I want to do your bidding all the time. I want you pulling the strings, you beating the shit out of me whenever you feel like it, and while you’re about it, involving as many other people in all that as pleases you in whatever permutations you choose. And I want it always. Always. You call me Mister Nowhere Man. But actually you know who and what I am, what I was always meant to be.” 
 
    Selena was silent for a few beats, her expression unreadable. “And who and what is that?” 
 
    “Your slave, Mistress, your slave.” He felt his heart lift in his chest.  “It feels so right for me, Mistress, all of this does.” He looked down at his hands, which were clasped between his knees. “It feels so right.”  
 
    It seemed to Selena that Dominic in all his blind enthusiasm had gone off into his own little world in that last emotional outpouring. “Look at me, slave,” she directed. “Watch my mouth. Listen to my words because this is the stage of the game where if you do as I want there will be no turning back – you will be right out of options. Think of it as your get-out-of-jail-free card should you choose to play it.” 
 
    Dominic’s eyes fixed on hers. “When you say ‘jail’ you’re not talking literally, of course, Mistress.”  
 
    Selena gave a derisive snort. “I’m not sure if that was a statement or a question. But either way I’m not going to respond to it. All I’m prepared to say is that even at this, the eleventh hour, it’s not too late for you to change your mind. It’s not too late to decide that you’ve realised how foolish – no, insane – all this is. You do get how mad it is surely?” 
 
    Dominic felt his mouth moving but he had no words. 
 
    “Well?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he acknowledged. “I do get how mad it is.” 
 
    “Well then, that being the case,” she went on, “what I’m saying is it’s not too late for you to decide that for a while you’d gotten so carried away you temporarily lost your marbles but that thankfully some small part of your brain held on to a modicum of sanity. It’s not too late for you to let that sanity take hold of you again, not too late for you to pull yourself back from the brink. It’s not too late to conclude that on reflection you can’t do it, that you’re not cut out for such reckless madness when it comes to the crunch.” 
 
    She paused. “Should you come to such an eminently sane conclusion I will gift you a generous amount of money before we go our separate ways today. As you’ll have worked out, I’m a rich woman – extremely rich actually. This gift will ensure you’re well set up to start again with your itinerant way of life or whatever else you decide to do for that matter. It will enable you to put all this madness behind you. Give it a week or so and it’ll be like none of it ever happened. What do you say to my offer?” 
 
    Dominic was quiet a long moment. Then he said. “Thank you very much, Mistress, but no thank you very much.” 
 
    “Because?” 
 
    Dominic shifted in his seat. “Because I embrace the madness you’re talking about, Mistress,” he told her. “I want to do this crazy thing. I’m desperate to do it.” 
 
     “Let me tell you this then,” Selena continued. “My place is some distance away, deep in the countryside, literally in the middle of nowhere. It would be ideal for a Nowhere Man like you, come to think of it, ha, ha.” 
 
    “When you say in the middle of nowhere…” he started to say. 
 
    Selena interrupted, “It is extremely isolated, not another structure for miles. Large trees forest the areas on either side of the house for a long way. Getting there involves quite a lengthy drive and I don’t want you to know the details of any of it: not the journey, not the location, none of it. I want you to think of the highly secret and secluded place I’m taking you to as the ultimate undisclosed location, one you will never, ever know. Are you prepared to go along with that too, slave?” 
 
    He nodded. “I am, Mistress.” 
 
    “Could be a huge mistake,” she suggested. 
 
    “I’ll take the risk, Mistress.” His voice caught. “My only fallback is that I trust you.” 
 
    “Could be your biggest mistake of all,” she said. “Maybe your judgement can’t be trusted because I can’t be trusted.” 
 
    Dominic frowned. He felt a quiver of panic. “I’ll take the risk, Mistress,” he repeated, his heart in his throat. “I’ve made my choice and I’m sticking to it.”  
 
    Selena leaned forward and opened the glove box in front of the passenger seat, took out a pill case and flicked it open. She picked out a small gray pill, which she handed to him. “If you swallow this it’ll put you out for the duration. I’ll bring you round once we’ve arrived. You OK with that, slave?” 
 
    “I am, yes, Mistress,” he replied without hesitation.  
 
    “On your head be it then,” she pronounced. “I gave you every possible chance to back out, and I laid it on with a trowel didn’t I, slave?” 
 
    “That you did, Mistress,” he agreed. 
 
    “And you decided to go ahead anyway, didn’t you.” 
 
    “That’s right, Mistress,” he confirmed.  
 
    “Swallow the pill then,” she urged. 
 
    Obediently Dominic put the pill on his tongue. He let saliva fill his mouth and, his throat flexing, swallowed the pill. 
 
    “It’ll take a few moments to fully take effect,” Selena informed him as she started the engine. “So just sit back and relax while it does.” 
 
    He settled back into his seat as she put the gear into first, checked the mirrors and pulled the Mercedes away from the curb into the afternoon traffic.  
 
    Already Dominic was getting tired. He covered a yawn with the back of his hand. He rubbed his face. His skin felt slightly rubbery. He could feel his eyelids relax, his face, his shoulders. A peaceful silence settled in.  
 
    Soon he could barely keep his eyes open. His eyelids felt heavy and became half-closed. His head started to swim. His breathing got deeper. He was floating, losing control. Then there was nothing but darkness as he fell into a deep, sweet sleep.  
 
      
 
    Some indeterminate time later Dominic became dimly aware that Selena was trying to get his attention. “Yo. Time to wake up, slave. Yo.” 
 
    He stirred but was still too far gone to do anything but roll his head to the side. 
 
    She pulled his head towards her and snapped her fingers in front of his face once, twice, three times. “You in there, slave? Earth to planet Dominic, you in there? You listening to me? You hearing me, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled as he began to come round. He blinked slowly. He blinked again faster to clear his vision, his eyelids fluttering. 
 
     Night had fallen and the instrument panel cast Selena’s beautiful face in white tones. “We’ve arrived, slave,” she said. “Take a look.” 
 
    Gazing out of the car window into the starlit night, Dominic saw they were parked in the densely tree-lined driveway of a large three-story period dwelling.  It was built of stone and had a flat roof on top of which were set a number of small domed towers. The property had mullioned windows, and all the ones he could see had shutters on the front that were currently closed. 
 
    Dominic looked back at Selena who nodded towards the passenger door. “Get out of the car, slave.”    
 
    She did likewise and took him up the steps of the forbidding structure looming above them. She unfastened the front door and held it open for Dominic, gesturing to him to go inside. 
 
    Selena began to take Dominic down the hallway, which was long, panelled in dark wood and empty. It was quiet as the grave. There was no telling who else, if anyone, was in the house.   
 
    They hadn’t progressed far down the hallway when Selena stopped at a door and opened it. Dominic followed her along the short corridor behind it, which led to another door. She walked to that door and stopped there but didn’t open it. Instead she turned and looked at Dominic. “Strip off, slave.” 
 
    When he’d done this, leaving his clothes in a heap on the floor, he stood naked and erect before her. 
 
    “You are far from being hirsute, slave,” she observed, “and since I actually want you devoid of all body hair from now on that’s not going to be any problem for you, is it.”   
 
    “That’s right, Mistress,” he confirmed with a shiver of excitement. “It isn’t.” 
 
    “I’m going to get rid of these, the very last of your personal belongings,” Selena said, scooping up his clothing. “To be precise I’m going to incinerate the lot. I’m then going to freshen up and change. While I’m doing that I want you to go into the well kitted-out bathroom you’ll find beyond that door there and perform your ablutions in what will now be the prescribed manner for you.” 
 
    She paused before saying, “That must include giving yourself a thorough enema and shaving off any trace of body hair. Clean your teeth and have a glass or two of water while you’re about it. When you’ve done all that come back out here and wait for me.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Dominic did everything Selena had told him to in the bathroom and then came back out into the short corridor outside. He stood where she’d left him and waited for her, his cock stiffly erect. 
 
    After a little while Selena came through the door that led to the hallway. The sight of her made Dominic’s erection pulse – and no wonder. She was dressed in a black leather catsuit, the shiny material covering her body like a second skin.  
 
    The catsuit fitted incredibly snugly over her shapely form, accentuating every curve and swell of her figure, from the contours of her full 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 Selena had on. 
 
    The metal-tipped heels of her boots stabbed into the hard floor like knives as the dominatrix strode up to Dominic. “Ready, slave?” she said. 
 
    He tried to swallow, his mouth suddenly gone dry. “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” he managed to croak. 
 
    “This way then.” 
 
    Selena led him out of the short corridor and along the empty hallway to a winding staircase. She took him up to the next floor and along a lengthy corridor, stopping at a big oak door.  
 
     Selena turned towards Dominic and looked him straight in the eyes. “It’s Showtime, slave,” she announced, “and you’re the show.” 
 
    “Right, Mistress,” he replied uncertainly. He felt disorientated, almost dizzy. 
 
    She opened the door and pushed Dominic ahead of her into the room beyond, which was long, broad, and dimly-lit.  
 
    The conversation in the room they’d entered hushed immediately and the three women standing together not far from its entrance turned to stare at him. Each one of them wore identical outfits to the one Selena had on: skin-tight black leather catsuits and tall stiletto-heeled boots.  
 
    They resembled Selena in other ways too. Like her each one was the sort of woman you couldn’t take your eyes off: cheekbones carved from ivory, skin as smooth as milk, dark mesmerizing eyes, and full sensuous lips. 
 
     The three women were incredibly sleek and sexy like her as well, and had a dangerous look about them, just like she did. Each of the women had glossy shoulder-length hair too. But theirs was not dark brown as hers was. One of them was a blonde, one had jet-black hair, and the third was a redhead. 
 
    Dominic managed to tear his gaze away from these three stunning women and cast his eyes round the large room they were in. He couldn’t suppress the shudder that came when he focussed properly on what it contained. He’d never seen anything like it. 
 
    The room was full of dungeon equipment, which included a couple of horses, a horizontal and a vertical torture chair, a metal cage, several whipping benches and a wall-mounted St. Andrew’s cross. There were also shackles with bolts on them to hold wrists and ankles, and several strategically placed ceiling chains, a number with metal spreader bars attached to them. 
 
    There was an open cabinet of polished dark wood against one of the walls which formed a rack. A large collection of disciplinary instruments and other BDSM items hung from brackets or sat on shelves within it. They ranged from simple straps to tawses, crops, whips, paddles, canes, handcuffs, nipple clamps, strap-on dildos, hoods, blindfolds and gags.  
 
    Selena’s voice rang out close behind Dominic, breaking the silence that had filled the room since she’d arrived with him. “Ladies, may I present our newest inmate.” As she spoke she pulled both his arms behind his back. 
 
    The dominatrix brought her free hand round to the front of Dominic and gently squeezed the base of his erection. 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. 
 
    Dominic remained standing where he was, his wrists held behind him by Selena with one hand while she massaged his hard cock with the other. The thought of being on full display and masturbated like this for the pleasure of the assembled company of gorgeous catsuit-clad dominatrices excited him greatly. 
 
    Selena muttered in his ear, “Quite the exhibitionist, aren’t you, slave.” 
 
    Dominic felt light-headed as he realised that what she was saying was the truth. “Yes, Mistress,” he admitted with a groan of pleasure at her skilful ministrations. He felt like he was in a dream: a wet dream. 
 
    Selena kept right on rubbing his hard cock. And as his body started to build towards orgasm he found himself pressing forward to encourage her thrilling touch. The prospect of ejaculating before his audience of three in this incredible dungeon at the hand of Selena was tremendously arousing.  
 
    Dominic’s breathing came in short staccatos as he contemplated what was about to happen any moment now. He pictured himself ejaculating voluminously before this trio of gorgeous women. How impressed they’d all be! How proud Selena would be of her new slave! 
 
    But abruptly Selena ceased masturbating him, letting go his shaft. 
 
    “Shit,” Dominic hissed, the expletive slipping out of his mouth before he could stop it. 
 
    The three women before whom he was standing all laughed. 
 
    “Not very polite,” said the blonde, turning to the redhead. “Wouldn’t you agree, Anita?” 
 
    “Positively rude, Laura,” she replied. 
 
    “Disrespectful, I’d say,” added the woman with the jet-black hair “Anyway the first thing a slave should know is when to keep his fucking mouth shut.” 
 
    More laughter. 
 
    Then Dominic found himself frog-marched by Selena over to the black-haired woman. “As my second-in-command here, Kerry, would you like to punish him on my behalf for his unacceptable outburst?” Selena raised an eyebrow. “Perhaps a small taster of what’s in store for him here, some sense of the cruel challenges that await him.”  
 
    “My pleasure,” said Kerry, giving Dominic a scathing look. “His pain.”  
 
    She reached forward with both her hands and grasped his nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching them brutally hard. 
 
    Dominic yelped at the pain but his yelp tailed into a moan as he felt his erection pulse. 
 
    “Note to self,” Kerry said. “Must try harder.” 
 
    With that she leaned forward and bit one of his nipples. 
 
    Dominic’s eyes bulged in his head as he cried out in pain. 
 
    She bit the other nipple, eliciting the same agonised response from her victim. 
 
    But to his amazement what she’d done had made him even more aroused, his hard-on now throbbing madly. 
 
    “Hand him back to me now, Kerry,” said Selena. 
 
    When she’d done so, Selena instantly re-commenced his nipple torture. She stretched and pinched his sore nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, squeezing harder and harder. Then she stopped squeezing his nipples although kept hold of them.  
 
    Giving him the most piercing of looks, she said, “You are going to be kept on a tight leash here at all times, slave. Be very clear about that. And you will be used in whatever manner any one of the four of us considers fit. Be very clear about that too. You will accept the treatment we mete out to you with humble gratitude. Got all that?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied nervously. 
 
    “Now say sorry for your outburst,” Selena added and pinched his nipples once more, even harder than before. 
 
    “I’m sorry for my outburst, Mistress,” he gasped, to be met with one more cruel pinch before she finally let go his nipples. 
 
    Dominic was properly contrite but was clearly more aroused than ever. His pulsing cock was hugely erect, the tip glistening with pre-cum. 
 
    “Over to you now, Anita,” said Selena. And the beautiful redhead demanded he get onto his knees. 
 
    He watched as she strode toward the rack of BDSM items. There she selected a strap-on dildo of black rubber and its leather harness into which she dexterously buckled herself. 
 
    She strode back and stood before Dominic’s kneeling form. “Suck my cock, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied before taking the length of the dildo between his lips.  
 
    Dominic sucked the rubber shaft hungrily, wrapping his tongue around it. He luxuriated in performing this humiliating task, sexual excitement coursing through his veins like quicksilver as he worked his lips and tongue with ever-increasing urgency. He was taking the dildo even more fully into his mouth now so the head worked right into the back of his throat.  
 
    Dominic was really enjoying what he was doing, his pre-cum drizzling erection still throbbing like mad as he concentrated all his energies on doing what Anita had demanded of him. He was also aware something was happening behind his back.   
 
    Black leather cuffs were being buckled to his wrists by Kerry and to his ankles by Laura. As he continued to suck Anita’s “cock”, Kerry attached his wrist cuff s together by means of a metal trigger clip. Then there was a rough tug as she strapped his arms together above the elbow with a leather utility belt. 
 
    Now Laura’s hands grasped his ankles, pulling them wide apart. He tried to bring his feet together but could not because she’d shackled his ankle cuffs to either end of a metal spreader bar by means of trigger clips. 
 
    For a moment the two women let go of Dominic. They stood and enjoyed the delightful picture he presented: on his knees, arms bound tightly behind his back, legs widely parted by a spreader bar, mouth working Anita’s rubber shaft without pause.  
 
    Then, at a gesture from Selena, Laura began spanking Dominic.  
 
    The blonde dominatrix brought her hand down hard on his behind six times in rapid succession. She paused but only very briefly before continuing with his spanking. Laura carried on thrashing him rapidly and hard, the loud slap of flesh on flesh beating out the rhythm of his painful punishment. Dominic’s rear was soon flamed with a deep crimson tan. And all the while he continued diligently sucking Anita’s strap-on dildo.  
 
    Then, at another signal from Selena, it all ceased. Anita removed the dildo from his willing mouth and its harness from her body, and Laura stopped spanking him. Dominic felt his arms and legs being unfastened from their bondage. Although his wrist and ankle cuffs were left on, the leather utility belt was dispensed with as too was the metal spreader bar. The women were going to release him, he said to himself. But that thought was short-lived.  
 
    Selena told him to stand upright and when he’d done this she reconnected his wrist cuffs, this time in front of him. She and the other women then led him towards a solitary metal chain hanging from the ceiling. Once there Selena yanked his arms up above his head and Kerry fastened his wrist cuffs to the end of the chain. Selena got him to spread his legs and Anita and Laura re-attached his ankle cuffs to the spreader bar. 
 
    Dominic was now standing with his feet flat on the floor, his legs splayed apart by the metal bar, and his arms at full stretch above him. Pre-cum was trickling constantly from his shaft onto the dungeon floor beneath him.  
 
    He felt a thrill of fear as he watched Selena pick out a black leather whip from the rack of BDSM implements. When he saw the other dominatrices following suit he took a deep breath to brace himself for what was to come 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    Kerry, Anita and Laura looked expectantly at Selena. 
 
    “Let’s get straight to it ladies,” she told them, and they did. 
 
    The four women took turns to whip Dominic. Selena gave him a dozen strokes, followed in turn by Anita, Kerry and Laura who all did the same. Then it was back to Selena. And on it went: whip, whip, whip, whip, over and over. It never stopped.  
 
    Hopelessly Dominic tried to dodge the endless rain of blows. His body wriggled frantically against his bonds, arching and curling this way and that. The chain attached to his wrist cuffs rattled from his exertions. His ankles pulled at the spreader bar. But all of it was to no avail. There was no way to avoid the ceaseless onslaught. 
 
    The cruel lashes fell first across his behind. But the women were not to be satisfied with that, and whipped his thighs, and then his chest. Soon his skin was crisscrossed with deep red whip marks and his whole body ached from all its punishment. Dominic cried out freely all the time but the pain was doing nothing to quell the sexual arousal that continued coursing through his veins – quite the reverse. 
 
    The whipping went on and on, delivering searing pain to his flesh that also felt like the most exquisite pleasure. Dominic willingly accepted the severe punishment the cruel dominatrices were inflicting on him. His shackled body trembled with pleasure-pain under the repeated savage blows from the four women as their whips continued circling constantly through the air and landing with a sharp crack. 
 
    Each of their blows sent a spasm of pure joy deep into his very being, the red heat from his punished skin spreading more and more to his throbbing, leaking shaft. He let out delirious gasps and moans, the pleasure and pain he was experiencing now completely indistinguishable.  He had never felt so physically ravaged in his life or so much on the verge of the ecstasy of orgasm.  
 
    At a gesture from Selena the whips were suddenly still. The three other women stood back from Dominic, waiting for further orders from their leader. She put her whip aside, indicating to the others that they should do the same. 
 
    Then the dominatrix came right up to face Dominic, holding his gaze for what seemed like an eternity. “Were you thinking of taking matters into your own hands there, slave?” she asked him. 
 
    Dominic was taken aback. “I d-don’t understand, Mistress” he stuttered, his brow furrowed in bemusement.  
 
    She made a derisive sound, and countered, “You sure about that, slave?” 
 
    “I…eah...yes, Mistress,” Dominic returned falteringly, still not getting it. 
 
    His face dropped. He had been looking at Selena up to this point, but she was scaring the hell out of him now and he stared at the floor instead. What was wrong? What was he missing here? Clearly he’d messed up in some way. But how?  
 
    She waited a few beats, and said, “Look at me, slave.” 
 
    As soon as Dominic had forced himself to look back at Selena she gazed into his fearful eyes and began to speak again. “You weren’t about to climax, then, just like you did when I whipped you at my apartment?” 
 
    All became clear. “Sorry, I wasn’t thinking straight, Mistress,” he apologised. “I see what you mean now. Yes, I’d been about to climax.” 
 
     “It’s not allowed any more unless you’ve been given permission,” she informed him, adding, “no matter what the circumstances.” 
 
    Dominic remained silent as he let that properly register. 
 
    “Do you hear me, slave?” 
 
    He gave a sharp nod but still didn’t say anything.  
 
    “And?” 
 
    His mouth worked but still no answer came. 
 
    “And?” she repeated irritably. 
 
    Dominic took a deep breath, and then let it go. “But what if I can’t help myself from climaxing sometimes, Mistress?” he mumbled. 
 
    “Not an option,” she insisted. “Is that clear?” 
 
    He managed to nod again. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Selena wasn’t satisfied. “Is that clear, slave?” Her tone was sharper than ever. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he repeated, giving her an anxious glance. 
 
    She slapped him, a single stinging open-palmed blow across the face. 
 
    “Ow!” He winced 
 
    “That will make it even clearer,” she said. “You listen to me carefully when I spell this out to you, slave,” she went on. “You will only ever be allowed to climax if given express permission to do so. That is one of the rules you must live by. There is no escaping that rule. It is sacrosanct.” 
 
    She paused for dramatic effect. “You are a slave in our small kinky community here: a sex slave. And an essential part of performing that function involves keeping religiously to the rule I’ve just given you. You exist only to give pleasure, you see. Your own pleasure is immaterial. You will be used constantly as a sex slave. And I do mean constantly.” She paused again. “It is true that in due course you will be allocated certain mundane duties: cleaning, scrubbing floors, washing dishes: minor drudgery of that sort. But such menial activity will always be very much a subsidiary function to your main one. You will always be a sex slave first and foremost. That is your raison d’être.” She reached out a hand, lifted his chin so he could look straight into her eyes again. “What are you?” 
 
    “A sex slave, M-mistress,” he stammered. 
 
    “Yes, you’re my sex slave primarily,” she continued. “Your body doesn’t belong to you any more. It belongs to me. But Anita, Laura and Kerry are your Mistresses too. Never forget that.” She paused. “And you want all that don’t you, utterly debasing though it is for you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his lips quivering, knowing in his heart it was true.  
 
    Selena reached out again and this time brushed her fingers through his hair, smoothing it back off his forehead. “You crave such debasement, wouldn’t you agree, slave?” There was a seductive glint in Selena’s blue-black eyes. 
 
    When Dominic failed to respond immediately she tugged sharply at his hair. He let out a yelp of pain. “You crave such debasement, wouldn’t you agree, slave?” she repeated in a clipped tone. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, grimacing with discomfort. “I didn’t understand how much I craved it until now. It’s like it’s feeding a natural hunger inside me I hadn’t even known was there before all this happened to me. ” 
 
    “Glad to hear you admit it so readily.” There was a change in Selena’s voice, something softer. 
 
    The dominatrix then pulled Dominic’s face towards hers. 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.  
 
    All of a sudden she tightened her grip on his hair until it hurt and pulled him away from her. 
 
    Letting go his hair, Selena reached to take hold of his erection instead.  Her gaze bored right into him. “Let’s see if I actually can trust you to do what you’ve been told, slave, even under the most exacting of circumstances.” 
 
    The dominatrix began squeezing Dominic’s shaft and brushing her thumb over the wetness of its head, making him shudder with desire. She continued to rub and fondle his hard-on, sliding her fist along its length.  
 
    Selena masturbated Dominic with ever greater vigor, his respiration deepening all the time as his lust consumed him more and more. His shackled body vibrated with it. He could feel the onset of orgasm but knew it was vitally important that he contain himself at all costs. 
 
    He was almost at the point of no return, though, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. He was about to fall headlong into climax…and unutterable disaster. He must not let that happen, he told himself with steely resolve. He must not let that happen. 
 
    Then, just when he thought he simply couldn’t hold out any longer, Thank God, Selena took her hand away from his erection.  
 
    “Let’s go, ladies,” she said, and departed the dungeon with her loyal retinue following in her wake.  
 
    Dominic was left alone, naked in his bonds, shaking in fits and starts, arms stretched upwards, legs splayed, accessible, covered in whip marks, desperately aroused – and with nothing to do but wait. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Dominic was still waiting. What else was he going to do? He was completely trapped and helpless in his bonds with his arms held upright together and his legs splayed wide apart. He had no idea how long he’d been shackled there like that. But he did know how uncomfortable he now was. His arms ached from being stretched so high by the ceiling chain, and his thighs ached from being stretched so open by the metal spreader bar. 
 
    To distract himself from his discomfort he looked more closely at the open cabinet opposite him with its long rack of disciplinary implements and other BDSM items. Like the rest of the dungeon it was magnificently equipped. There were brackets and shelves for everything – the whips, the paddles, the canes, the crops, and other corrective implements. As well as everything he’d noticed earlier there were numerous lengths of bondage rope and rolls of bondage tape, a whole array of butt plugs and dildos of varying sizes and types, and a variety of  candles and spiked metal stimulators.  
 
    The sadomasochistic images viewing all these items brought to mind made Dominic shiver in delicious fear. It also brought home to him still more the realisation that what had happened to him so far here was only the beginning. This night was the first of his new life as a sex slave and he was certain his body was going to receive an awful lot of sadistic attention from Selena and the other three Mistresses. The thought caused such a wave of sexual excitement to wash over him it was almost overwhelming. 
 
    Dominic’s stiff cock twitched. He desperately wanted to touch it, rub it, bring himself to climax. He was so ready. But in his current bondage that was physically impossible. Far more to the point, though, of course was that even if he could jerk himself off he wouldn’t because it wasn’t permitted. Selena had made it frighteningly clear to him that he was only ever to be allowed to come if he was given express permission to do so. 
 
    Dominic was so preoccupied he didn’t notice he was no longer on his own. “You look like you’ve zoned out, slave.” Selena’s voice cut into his thoughts like a knife through butter. 
 
    He turned his gaze toward the dominatrix and saw she’d changed her outfit. He thought she looked more exquisitely erotic than ever in the new one. It consisted of thigh-high black leather boots, and a short black leather corset, stiffly boned and without any section to cover her naked breasts. Also exposed was her equally naked pudenda, which was silky smooth.  
 
    “What had been on your mind before I interrupted your thoughts?” she asked.  
 
    “How much I want to come, Mistress,” he answered truthfully. And seeing you nearly wearing that amazing outfit has made me want to do that even more! 
 
    Selena headed straight towards him. Dominic tensed, thinking he might have pushed his luck by saying what he’d just said, truthful though it was. He half-expected the dominatrix to slap him across the face again.  
 
    Instead he was surprised to feel her hand caressing his chest, her fingers playing lightly on the skin. He closed his eyes briefly as she traced her fingers up to his lips. 
 
    “Lick, slave,” she demanded, pressing his mouth open with two of her fingers. 
 
    He licked the tips of her fingers with his wet tongue. 
 
    “Suck them.” 
 
    Slowly, she slipped the two fingers into his mouth. And again he did as he’d been told, sucking them gently. 
 
    After what seemed to Dominic as not nearly enough time, Selena slipped her fingers out of his mouth.  
 
    Smiling playfully, she said, “So you badly want to come, do you, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    “Want me to bring you off?” 
 
    He shuddered with desire at the prospect. “Would you, Mistress?” he  said, a begging quality to his voice. “I’d be so grateful.” 
 
    Selena shook her head from side to side. “Not going to happen.”  
 
    Dominic’s face fell. “But…” 
 
    Selena interrupted, her tone sharp. “Whatever you want to say, slave, I’m not prepared to listen.”  
 
    Dominic concentrated on his breathing for a while. “But why won’t you at least listen, Mistress?” he finally managed to ask, his voice tight in his throat. 
 
    “Because I won’t, slave,” she said. “I don’t have to explain myself to you, not now, not ever.” She paused. “You think I’m totally fucking unreasonable, don’t you, slave?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he mumbled. 
 
    Selena raised an eyebrow. “Is that so?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “What do you think I am then?” 
 
    Dominic felt his heart rate quicken. “The most wonderful woman I have ever known, a Goddess,” he whispered, his expression worshipful. “That’s what I think you are, Mistress. You’re everything to me. You take my breath away every time I see you.” 
 
    “And what are you?” she asked, her dark eyes on him.  
 
    “A sex slave, Mistress,” he replied softly. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said, still holding his gaze. “You are a sex slave to be used by me and my fellow Mistresses here in this remote and isolated place entirely as we see fit.” She paused again. “You’re naked now, aren’t you?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’ll always be required to be that way, slave,” she continued. “And I’ll tell you why. It is partly so your cock and ass and chest are accessible at all times to me and your other Mistresses. But your constant nudity is not simply to make it simpler for us to use you whenever and however we please. It is also intended as a constant reminder to you of what you are for.”  
 
    She let him consider her words for a few seconds and then went on, “So no, slave, I’m not going to alleviate your no doubt considerable sexual frustration by bringing you off. You need to get your priorities right and that wouldn’t help you to do that in the slightest. It would be all about pleasing you and that is not what you’re here for.” 
 
    She continued, “You can never do anything that has any other goal than pleasing me or one or other of my entourage. You must never act to please yourself. I can’t emphasize that too strongly. You exist only for the pleasure of the women who use and abuse you, no more nor less than that. You’re not in control in any way, slave. Anything we want, you will do. Any wish we utter, you will fulfil.” She paused once more and looked at him meaningfully. “Know what I reckon you’re thinking right now, slave?”  
 
     “What’s that, Mistress?” he asked through quivering lips. 
 
    “Is all this for real?” she said. “That’s what you’re thinking. Well, the answer is yes, it is for real. It is happening. You are a sex slave with no rights. And the dark truth is you want it that way and you know it.”  
 
    Another pause. “What sort of man wants such a life? Now there’s a question. A very rare man who was destined for such a life all along. That is the answer. And you are such a rarity, Dominic, and at last you’re beginning to live the life you were always destined to live. You’re a craven sex slave to be erotically tortured as the mood takes me or any of the other three Mistresses here. You don’t have a choice, none whatsoever. It is the way I insist it be. Do you understand that, slave?” 
 
    Sweet Jesus. Dominic could only nod mutely, shocked by Selena’s words. He really did have no choice at all and that felt both deeply frightening and deeply arousing. 
 
    When he did not respond she repeated, “Do you understand?”  
 
    His heart was beating like a drum, his erection throbbed. “Yes Mistress.”  
 
    “And you didn’t see it coming did you, not all of it anyway?” 
 
    “Not all of it, no, Mistress,” Dominic agreed. He willed his voice not to shake. 
 
    For the first time he considered the full implications of what he’d done. Everything had happened so fast he had not taken the time to stop and think properly, which was typical of him. He’d always been headstrong and impulsive. Even so he’d unquestionably known what he was doing when he’d agreed to come and live as this predatory woman’s slave in this place. 
 
    This was someone who he’d known full well was clearly into S&M in a very big way and who he’d assumed from what she’d said to him lived in a community of some description devoted to such deviant activities.  
 
    It wasn’t as if he’d been abducted by a madwoman. On the contrary, Selena had been at great pains to inform him of the considerable risk he’d be taking by going along with her plans and the extremely daunting challenges that would lay ahead for him if he did. He’d be tested to his very limits, she’d told him.  
 
    Selena had given him every possible opportunity to back out before it was too late but he’d chosen not to. He could have taken the money – a generous sum, she’d promised – and run for the hills. But he’d done nothing of the sort. 
 
    He’d known broadly what might well be waiting for him when he’d decided to do the rash thing he’d done. What he hadn’t known was that in doing it he’d be forced to relinquish all control, all dignity, all right to refusal.  
 
    No, he hadn’t seen that coming for sure. The irony was not lost on him that he’d always had a problem with authority before Selena had come into his life. It was one of the reasons he’d become such an aimless drifter, why he’d never been able to hold down a job for any length of time or put down any kind of roots. Now look at him. He was owned property that Selena and the others could do just what they wanted to. And he knew he’d brought his fate entirely upon himself.  
 
    Dominic was still trying to reconcile himself to the stark reality of the situation he’d gotten himself into when Selena pinched his nipples viciously hard, making him yelp in pain. 
 
    She gazed at the vision of sexual humiliation standing before her in his bondage.  “What are you here for, slave?”  
 
    “For your pleasure, Mistress,” he gasped, “and for the pleasure of my other three Mistresses.”  
 
    “Tell me you want that,” she demanded. 
 
    He chewed his lip. “I want that, Mistress.” 
 
    “Tell me again.” 
 
    “I want that, Mistress.” 
 
    “And you mean what you say, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Selena flashed a smile of accomplishment. Things were still going very much to plan with Dominic. He was a work in progress and that work was so far progressing well. 
 
     “Good boy,” she said, and immediately turned her attentions to sexually torturing him again. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Seven  
 
      
 
    Selena strode away from Dominic and over to the rack of BDSM items where she picked out a set of chained clover clamps. Upon returning she attached the clamps to his nipples, making him cry out in pain. 
 
    The dominatrix went on to tug repeatedly at the chain between the clamps, causing Dominic to squeal and moan in response. The pain was excruciating but it was nothing compared to the pleasure he was experiencing at the same time. Her actions carried him helplessly on a roller coaster of pleasure and pain until the two sensations blurred entirely into one. 
 
    Selena stopped yanking at Dominic’s nipple clamps and removed them. The brief agony it caused him as the oxygen rushed back into his punished nubs made him let out another cry. 
 
     Just as Selena was returning the clamps to the rack the three other Mistresses came back into the dungeon. They’d all changed out of their catsuits, like Selena, and once again the outfits they had on were identical to hers. 
 
    Taking charge as always, Selena marshalled her small pack of she-wolves. “Release him, ladies,” she told them. 
 
    “Will do,” the three women replied in unison.  
 
    Anita and Laura knelt down and removed Dominic’s ankle cuffs and the spreader bar to which they’d been attached while Kerry reached up and unfastened his wrist cuffs from the ceiling chain and then removed the cuffs themselves. Once Dominic had been released his knees went weak. He could barely keep his legs under him at first and Selena helped him stand, offering her arm.  
 
    “How’s it feel to be unfettered, slave?” she asked. 
 
    “It feels good, Mistress,” he replied hoarsely. 
 
    “Don’t get used to the feeling,” she told him. 
 
    “I won’t, Mistress.” 
 
    “Onto your knees before me, slave,” Selena then directed, letting go his arm. “Lick my feet.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Dominic immediately replied, dropping to his knees. 
 
    He began kissing the feet of her thigh-high boots, lapping at the cold smooth leather. Dominic lost himself in the sensation of demonstrating his adulation in such a groveling manner to this woman he regarded as nothing less than a Goddess.   
 
    He  showed he worshiped her by doing what he was doing now and it was only one of the multitude of demeaning ways he’d have been delighted to be able to also demonstrate it. 
 
    When Dominic had completed his foot worshipping task to Selena’s satisfaction she told him to crawl over to a whipping bench on the other side of the dungeon. 
 
    He wasn’t moving fast enough for her liking though. The dominatrix clapped her hands. “Get a move on, slave.”  
 
    He crawled as fast as he could and when he got to the whipping bench she positioned him over it.  
 
    Dominic realised with a shiver of pleasure that he was perfectly displayed for the four women observing him so closely. And that brought out the exhibitionist in him again. He forced his stomach down, his backside up and his thighs apart.  
 
    “Let’s harness up, ladies,” said Selena. 
 
    The four dominatrices went to the rack and each selected a double-dildo strap-on. Selena took hold of a bottle of lubricant as well, resting it temporarily on top of the metal cage next to the whipping bench. 
 
    Each woman climbed into her strap-on harness, slowly pulling it up from the knee. Each one took the internal dildo in one hand and with the other parted the opening to her moist sex. Each one eased the dildo deep into herself, feeling a delicious thrill of pleasure at its penetration.  
 
    Each one pulled the straps of her harness tight so it was firmly positioned. Each one began masturbating her big black “cock”, feeling the one inside her play up and down simultaneously while also rubbing directly against her clit.   
 
    Selena then took hold of the bottle of lubricant she’d left on top of the cage and went behind Dominic. She squeezed out a thick wad of lube and began to smear the clear translucent jelly over the external dildo of her strap-on from its head to the base where the lubricant mingled with the love juice leaking from her tightly filled pussy. 
 
    The dominatrix positioned herself behind Dominic 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. 
 
    Selena leaned forward to start to guide the rigid tool into him. To aid her Anita and Laura each took hold of one of his thighs with one hand, then with their other hand tugged at one of his rear cheeks to spread them more.  
 
    Little by little Selena pushed her external dildo into his asshole. Dominic knew if his body tried to fight the dildo’s penetration it would hurt more. So he concentrated on trying to relax that part of his anatomy as the pressure gradually stretched him open. But still it hurt a lot as she pushed into his body. Finally the tip of the dildo was fully inside him.  
 
    Anita and Laura let go of Dominic’s thighs and rear cheeks when Selena paused for a moment. He thought the worst was over, but of course all she had done so far was to penetrate his sphincter. The length of the dildo was still outside him. The real ass-fucking was about to begin. 
 
    Selena thrust forward steadily into Dominic and he cried out in pain. As she drew back the pain receded. But again she thrust forward, penetrating a little deeper this time. Once more he cried out. Then it happened again and again.  
 
    The dominatrix wasn’t rough, but she was firm. He was going to take every inch of that dildo; there was no doubt about it. With each short slow thrust she went slightly deeper into him until finally the dildo was buried up to the hilt. It filled Dominic tightly, a cool hard presence deep in his anus. 
 
    Selena halted when she’d pushed the dildo as far as it would go. She rested momentarily. Dominic’s rear cheeks were spread apart, his asshole gripped tightly around the base of the dildo.  
 
    She began to pump it in and out in long fluid strokes that were initially quite slow. Selena savored the feel of fucking Dominic fully in the ass and began to pump ever harder. Gyrating her pelvis, she thrust the dildo faster and faster. 
 
    Dominic could hear Selena 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 thickness. Each time she plunged it into his anus he felt an aching thrill of pleasure that made his body writhe and shudder. 
 
    Dominic began to move with the rhythmic motion of the Goddess fucking him in the ass with such skill and vigor. He pushed his thighs more fully apart and pressed himself back to meet Selena’s every thrust, raising his behind to make himself as open as he could to the dildo’s constant penetration. Each of her thrusts, each of her rapid piercing drives, brought him ever more erotic pleasure.  
 
    Then Kerry came over and stood before him, the external dildo of her strap-on in his face. “I’m going to face-fuck you now, slave,” announced the black-haired beauty. “Open your mouth and take my cock all the way in.” 
 
    Obediently Dominic opened his mouth and passed his tongue over the tip of the dildo and then inched closer and pressed his lips and tongue over its length. Holding his head firmly she started to thrust deep into his mouth.  
 
    Kerry moved in and out between his lips in a swift regular rhythm with her strap-on while Selena continued to rise and fall over his behind, fucking him hard in the anus with hers. The pain from his ass-fucking was diminishing all the time and in its place a dark arousal was steadily growing in intensity.  
 
    Dominic lifted his hips to meet the dildo in his anus. The pain had subsided further. It still hurt, but only in a way that added to his arousal. Faster and faster Selena penetrated Dominic, using her hands to force his rear cheeks further apart so she could gaze at the wet dildo she was sliding in and out of him with such energy. 
 
    Kerry was penetrating his mouth in rhythm with her. Dominic was overwhelmed with sensations and so were the two women. He was taking the length of the dildo being pressed into his mouth by Kerry while its twin pressed excitingly into her sex. From behind Selena was ass-fucking him vigorously, impaling him with the double dildo that pleasured them both.  
 
    He got closer and closer to climaxing but knew he must exercise maximum self-control to prevent this from happening. Selena and Kerry didn’t need to exercise any such constraint. They were suddenly seized by a wild spasm of elation as together they rushed headlong into the ecstasy of orgasm. Both women stopped pumping into him once they’d finally ceased climaxing. 
 
    Dominic felt a huge sense of relief. They’d come. And he hadn’t but only by exercising almost herculean self-control. 
 
    His relief only lasted a few moments. 
 
    “Our turn now,” said Anita, exchanging a licentious look with Laura. 
 
    And so his ravishment continued...  
 
      
 
    When that ravishment was finally, finally over Selena accompanied Dominic out of the dungeon and down the corridor to his slave quarters. These consisted of a sparsely furnished room with by contrast a well-equipped bathroom attached. She told him to stay in his quarters until further notice, leaving him to get ready for bed and to sleep as best he could.  
 
    For a while Dominic thought sleep would never come. He lay there in the dark with his eyes open and practically crawling out of his skin with sexual frustration. His heart was pounding and so was his hard-on. He wanted to stroke his erection, was desperate to climax, but knew he could not do that because it wasn’t allowed.  
 
    However while he was incredibly aroused he was also utterly exhausted as well, the bed was soft and warm, and in due course his exhaustion won. A long heavy sigh came from Dominic’s chest as he finally closed his eyes. Then he started to doze off, surrendering to the dark. Soon he’d fallen into a deep, dreamless sleep.  
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Dominic’s first thought when he opened his eyes the next day was not how sexually frustrated he still felt but how hungry and thirsty he was. He was relieved to find on his bedside table a metal tray containing some much needed sustenance: a couple of sandwiches, yogurt, fruit, and a tall glass of milk.  
 
     After consuming this modest but very welcome meal and allowing himself some time to digest it he padded into the bathroom. It was almost identical to the one Selena had directed him to when he’d first arrived. There he took himself through the regime she had prescribed for him then.   
 
    When Dominic had come out of the bathroom, smooth shaven all over and as clean as a whistle, he stood at the door of his room. He listened for any sounds of life but heard nothing. Dominic realised it was back to playing the waiting game for him. So he sat down on the bed and waited, his cock half-way rigid. 
 
    He didn’t have too long to wait before the door opened and Selena entered, holding his black leather wrist and ankle cuffs in one hand. The dominatrix was as naked as Dominic was. He felt a current of excitement ripple through him at the very sight of her. A surge of blood throbbed through his shaft, making it rise to full erection. 
 
    “You look hornier than ever, slave,” said the dominatrix, a smile twitching at the corners of her mouth. “Is that how you feel?” 
 
    He smiled back. “That’s how you make me feel, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good answer, slave,” she said drily. “Buckle these on,” she added, handing him the wrist and ankle cuffs. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    “Kneel before me,” she ordered next. And Dominic instantly did as he’d been told, dropping to his knees like a felled tree. 
 
    Selena gave him a salacious look. “Want to play, slave?”  
 
    “I’d love to, Mistress,” he enthused, beside himself with excitement at the prospect. 
 
    The dominatrix came closer, held her full firm breasts in both hands and demanded, “Worship my breasts with your lips and tongue, slave. Concentrate on the nipples.” 
 
    She shivered with delight when Dominic took her stiff nipples into his mouth one after the other. He began gently pulling the dark, enticing orbs with his lips. Soon he was sucking and licking them voraciously and they tightened further under such enthusiastic attentions. 
 
    “I think I’m as horny as you are now, slave,” Selena moaned in delighted arousal.  
 
    She pulled her breasts away from Dominic. “Get to your feet, slave,” she told him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Selena moved in close and soon she’d enfolded him in the most passionate of embraces. He could feel her heart beating against his as their mouths locked in a long, lingering kiss. Dominic’s breath caught when their tongues first touched.   
 
    As they continued kissing, tongues really probing now, Dominic found it a truly wonderful experience. Selena scared him witless but she’d also taken over his heart completely and was undoubtedly the love of his life. Maybe, just maybe, she felt as strongly about him. The way she was being with him at present gave him some reason to hope.  
 
    Selena eventually broke the clinch and lay on the edge of the bed. She spread her thighs wantonly wide to reveal her pussy lips and swollen clit. 
 
    “Onto your knees on the floor before me, slave, and worship my sex with your mouth,” she commanded, her dark eyes heavy with lust. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Dominic knelt down and nuzzled into her pussy, breathing in its sweet musky aroma. When he went on to lick her clit for a time he was rewarded by the sound of passionate moans from the dominatrix as she delighted in the delirious tremors of pleasure he was giving her. 
 
    Encouraged by this response, Dominic started to work his lips and tongue all over her vagina. He was licking and lapping like a man possessed, diving his tongue into the hot warmth of her sex over and over.  
 
    Selena’s breathing quickened all the time and her moans got louder until she grabbed his head and climaxed. She pressed her dripping pussy into his face, rubbing against his mouth in ecstasy as the orgasm engulfed her. 
 
    When Selena had come down from her orgasmic high she disengaged her body from Dominic’s and stood up. He was left on his knees and burning with unsatisfied desire, the tip of his achingly erect cock wet with pre-cum. His chest rose and fell with each breath he took. 
 
    Selena was determined to deny Dominic the release of orgasm. To her way of thinking he would need regular reminders that his pleasure was unimportant before he fully got the message. 
 
    “Stay right where you are, slave, but stretch your arms in front of you on the bed,” she told him before sashaying out of his quarters. 
 
    When she returned, she had a flogger gripped in her hand. It was of thick black leather and looked like it could do some damage. She tested its weight. It had a real heft to it as Dominic was soon to find out. 
 
    Selena stood behind his kneeling form. “Tell me you want me to give you a good flogging, slave,” she ordered. 
 
    Swallowing hard, he said, “I want you to give me a good flogging, Mistress.” 
 
    “Once more with feeling,” she insisted. 
 
    “I want you to give me a good flogging, Mistress.”  
 
    And want that this innately most masochistic of men certainly did. 
 
    The flogger hung in the air for a moment before coming down hard, delivering an explosion of pain to Dominic’s rear cheeks. He huffed as the breath was knocked out of him.  
 
    With a sadistic smile on her beautiful face Selena continued to lay into him. He yelped and groaned and wriggled as the blows rained down not just on his rear cheeks but on his back and thighs too. But he could do nothing to escape them. 
 
    All of Selena’s expert lashes landed at the precise spot she intended. And by the time she’d finished he was panting and his erection was pulsing constantly. 
 
    The dominatrix had ramped Dominic’s flogging up to a crescendo and again left him hanging. The beating had made him even more aroused than he’d already been, which was saying a lot. He could have wept with frustration and would have given almost anything for sexual release. But no such release was at hand. 
 
    Selena looked down at his vulnerable body, the skin glowing red and marked by many welts from the heavy leather flogger. She traced a number of the welts on his behind with her fingers, making him shiver in pleasure-pain. The dominatrix then told him to get to his feet and follow her out of his quarters and along the corridor to the dungeon. 
 
    As they got closer to the dungeon Dominic observed that its door was already open. When they got there he could see the dungeon wasn’t empty. He’d never laid eyes on its occupant before. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Standing in the dungeon was a naked man, his head bent submissively down, his hands held meekly behind his back, and his cock sticking up proudly erect. He had dark hair and was exceptionally good-looking with fine features. He had a fine physique too: toned, with broad shoulders and hard muscles in his abs. Like Dominic, he had pale smooth skin that was close shaven all over.   
 
    Selena was still holding the heavy leather flogger she’d beaten Dominic with while he’d been knelt over his bed.  
 
    “Kneel down again, slave,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Dominic immediately got to his knees. 
 
    “I shall want you to suck off Paul over there in a few moments,” Selena then informed him in a matter-of-fact tone. 
 
    Dominic stared up at her uncomprehendingly. He could feel his chest constrict.  This cannot be happening. 
 
    She gazed at him in mock-surprise. “You don’t want to suck off another slave?” 
 
    “God no, Mistress.” Tension filled his voice. “I don’t want to suck off any man.” 
 
    She raised her eyebrows, still feigning surprise. “No?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” His body gave an involuntary shudder at the thought.  
 
    “And yet that is what I want you to do,” she said. “I want you to suck off Paul.”  
 
    Dominic shook his head, panicking. “I can’t do it, Mistress.” 
 
    “But I insist.” 
 
    He shook his head again, his panic ratcheting further with each passing second. “Jesus, Mistress,” he whispered hoarsely. “I really don’t want to.” 
 
    Selena shrugged. “Tough.”  
 
    “Couldn’t I just, I don’t know, give him a hand job or something?” he suggested desperately.   
 
    “No dice, slave, a blow job it is,” Selena told him. She turned to Paul. “Stand in front of him, slave.’  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    “Blow him, slave,” Selena instructed Dominic, speaking in a low controlled tone. 
 
    But could he do it? He asked himself frantically, gazing at Paul’s great big hard-on waving in his face. Should he do it? Wouldn’t it lead him down a path of no return? Then again, wasn’t he already way too far down that path already to really have any choice in the matter?  
 
    He loved his new life of sexual degradation under Selena’s ownership and didn’t want it to ever stop. In truth he just wanted more, more, more of such treatment. There was no way he could ever bring himself to go back to his old unhappy existence. For far too long he’d been nothing more than a piece of flotsam that had washed up on one lonely shore after another.  
 
    No, he wanted, scratch that, craved what he had now. But despite what Selena had told him yesterday it didn’t mean he had no choice whatsoever here. There was always choice in life, even in the deliriously depraved life he’d lucked into, wasn’t there? Wasn’t there? 
 
    Panic and confusion threatened to consume Dominic altogether. His body tensed. His palms were sweating. The sound of rushing blood pulsed in his ears.  
 
    But he made no move to do as he’d been instructed.  
 
    “Do it, slave.” Selena’s tone had become strident. “I’m not fucking around here.” 
 
    Dominic hugged his arms to his body and shook his head vehemently, his mouth closed. 
 
    Selena’s eyes blazed with fury. “As my sex slave are you entirely at my command? Do I have complete control over you? Do I own you?” 
 
    The dominatrix waited for an answer. 
 
    He managed a short nod of agreement. 
 
    “Answer the fucking question,” she snapped. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Dominic tried to keep the fear out of his voice, but demonstrably failed. His lips quivered as he said the two words Selena had been waiting to hear from him. 
 
     “I think you need a serious reminder of what that actually means,” she said. “Get to your feet and stand under there with your arms raised.” She pointed towards a metal spreader bar attached to either end of two ceiling chains. 
 
    When Dominic had done as the dominatrix had demanded she put the heavy leather flogger aside and quickly secured his wrist cuffs to either end of the spreader bar above his head. 
 
    Selena took hold of the flogger again and raised her arm. Dominic braced himself for her first strike but it did him no good. He heard the rush of air and then the harshest blow he’d received so far since entering Selena’s sadomasochistic world landed upon his rear. It was agonising and he let out a loud cry.  
 
    He continued to cry out in full voice as the dominatrix lashed him savagely again and again, not holding back. Indeed she was beating him with every ounce of her strength. She carried on using the flogger on him with relentless brutality. Beads of perspiration fell from his brow as the punishment went remorselessly on.   
 
    All Dominic’s stubborn pride had long since deserted him by now. “I’m so sorry, Mistress. I’m so sorry, Mistress,” he whimpered in between her vicious strikes. 
 
    He was trembling uncontrollably and realised to his horror he was extremely close to orgasm as a result of her ruthless onslaught. 
 
    Thankfully, and not a moment too soon, Selena stopped beating Dominic and put the flogger aside again. She reached up, unfastened him from the spreader bar, and he fell to the floor defeated. 
 
    “Crawl back to where you were before, slave,” she ordered.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied humbly, and did as instructed. 
 
    Selena knew she had Dominic right where she wanted him again, and that was exactly where she intended to keep him. 
 
    The naked dominatrix put her hands on her hips. “Now, get to work, slave,” she told Dominic. “But don’t let him come in your mouth any time soon.” 
 
    Obediently, and still shaking, Dominic lapped and sucked at his fellow slave’s hard, throbbing cock. He was taking him into his mouth, sucking him in, licking with his tongue, squeezing with his lips. 
 
    Dominic worked away at Paul exactly as Selena required of him, ensuring he held him at a burning high point without release for the longest possible time. Then the moment arrived and his bucking member discharged voluminously into Dominic’s throat. Paul writhed as his spasms shook him. When he had finally stopped ejaculating he slipped his spent shaft out of his mouth. 
 
    Dominic’s own cock was more hugely swollen than ever and drizzling pre-cum in an endless stream. Selena could tell he was utterly desperate for orgasm. And she knew she could so easily make that happen.  
 
    She imagined herself telling him she was going to take pity on him; imagined getting him to stand before her for that purpose; imagined taking hold of his shaft and squeezing it; imagined his body shuddering and his voice moaning as she went on to stroke his hard-on back and forth; imagined telling him he could come any time he liked, knowing he’d do that straight away and in colossal volume. 
 
    But Selena did none of these things. Instead she left him where he was, scrabbling pitiably on all fours beneath her, apologising over and over for disobeying her and abjectly begging her forgiveness.  
 
    When Dominic raised his head from all this grovelling he saw that Paul had been spirited away and that Kerry, Anita and Laura had replaced him. All three of them were stark naked like Selena. No surprises there. They were totally in cahoots with her too. No surprises there either. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Selena put a dental gag over Dominic’s face and buckled its leather strap behind his head. The gag, which was coated with black PVC, held his mouth wide open.   
 
    She told Dominic to get to his feet and when he had done so Laura stepped in front of him. The blonde dominatrix attached a black plastic clasp to his left nipple. He couldn’t stop the yelp of pain that came out of his gagged-wide-open mouth. He yelped again when her redheaded partner in crime Anita stepped forward too and attached an identical clasp to his right nipple. The clasps clamped down on his nipples like vices.  
 
    But worse was to come when Selena got back into the act, aided this time by Kerry. Selena produced a short chain from which a metal weight was suspended. The dominatrix attached it to the left clasp. Kerry attached an identical weighted chain to the clasp clamped to his right nipple. The weights made the clasps dig into the skin tissue even more agonisingly. 
 
    Worse still was to come though when Selena ordered, “Onto your hands and knees, slave.”  
 
    Once positioned like this the chains pulled down more fully on the metal-weighted clasps, increasing Dominic’s torment even further. But at least he could move. 
 
    That didn’t last. 
 
    Laura gripped his left ankle, then the right one and pulled his legs wider. She used trigger clips to attach his ankle cuffs to either end of a metal spreader bar. Anita attached his wrist cuffs to another spreader bar in the same manner. 
 
    Dominic’s mouth was gagged wide open and he was locked on all fours. His nipples were stretched by the weighted black clasps and ached like mad. And he knew there was to be no respite. That thought made his cock even harder, made him even more desperate for sexual release.  
 
    Dominic’s heart was pounding as hard as his shaft. The four women could do anything they liked with him now, he told himself. They had all the power. He had none. He was helpless, totally at their mercy. What now? he wondered in fearful excitement. 
 
    Another exceptionally harsh flogging was the answer and it started almost immediately. Laura and Anita stood either side of his rear and began beating it, each delivering alternate blows. For this purpose they used identical heavy leather floggers to the one Selena had already used on him so viciously that day.  
 
    They quickly picked up pace too. The sound of each of their floggers crashing down ever faster on his already severely punished behind echoed like gunshot in Dominic’s ears. He let out one desperate cry after another from behind his gag. He was trembling within his bonds too. He couldn’t stop. 
 
    He would have begged for mercy as the two women continued to take it in turns to beat him without pause. But with the gag in his mouth he couldn’t use words. All he could do was to carry on crying out inarticulately, cries that pierced the air and wouldn’t cease. 
 
    Dominic reared in a futile attempt to escape the furious lashing the blonde and redheaded Mistresses were giving him, each now vying with the other to do more damage to his blazing flesh. He tensed his body, pulling uselessly at his restraints.  
 
    Dominic breathed hard through his gag and bucked in agony against his bonds as the two sadistic women continued to gorge themselves on his pain. He was a pain-slut, yes, but he didn’t want this anymore. It was too much. His rear burned like hellfire. He wanted the pain to go away. 
 
     Please, please stop, Dominic begged them desperately, the words only in his head of course because his mouth was gagged wide open. What continued to come out were his inarticulate cries of agony. 
 
    Dominic’s knees hurt. His nipples were screaming.  His rear felt like a mass of red-hot coals. Sweat dripped from his scalp… and pre-cum from his pulsing erection.  
 
    Suddenly Selena appeared at his front, having harnessed herself into a double dildo strap-on.  
 
    “You resisted having Paul’s hard cock in your mouth, slave,” she said, her tone rasping. “The very special gag I fitted you with has put paid to the possibility of any such further insubordination and what I’m about to do will put paid to any more futile cries from you.” With that she stuffed the external dildo of her strap-on into his helplessly open mouth and began to move it back and forth. 
 
    A sadistic smile broke across Selena’s face and she sighed in satisfaction as she continued to thrust in and out of Dominic’s mouth. She was enjoying having this beautiful man totally in her power, being most cruelly treated for her depraved pleasure and that of the two of her disciples frantically beating his already severely punished behind. And then there was her second-in-command Kerry who she knew – because, as was invariably her wont, Selena had orchestrated it herself – had imminent plans of her own. 
 
    Dominic prayed desperately that Anita and Laura would stop beating him soon. But still they kept on, testing his endurance to the limit. Then all of a sudden they stopped. But he only had a second of relief. Because Kerry had selected and lubricated a large butt plug, which she began to push into his asshole.  
 
    “I think you’re going to like this, slave,” announced the black-haired dominatrix gleefully, “but not at first.” 
 
    She was right on both counts The black rubber item was both hard and thick and therefore, despite all the lube she’d smeared over it, was excruciatingly painful as she inserted it. Once the butt plug was inside Dominic, though, it became a different story. He became awash with waves of pleasure as Kerry pressed rhythmically on the end of the plug while Selena continued to pump the external shaft of her double dildo strap-on full bore into his forced-open mouth. 
 
    Dominic delighted in the dark, perverse pleasure he experienced at being cruelly abused like this. Being reduced to the lowest possible form of servitude and used as a fuck-toy for the debauched pleasure of Selena and her sadistic entourage aroused him as nothing had ever done before. 
 
    Then Selena climaxed, her orgasm huge. And that was enough for Dominic to climax too. Or it could have been. His spasming erection could so easily have spilled out thick wads of cum at that moment. But, No he said to himself. No, no, no, I won’t let it. And, shaking heavily against his restraints, he continued not to let it as Selena’s orgasm roared on and on.  
 
     Dominic strained so hard in his efforts not to come that the muscles in his neck stood out. His heart pounded as he held himself back from that great threat. Instead of letting go and giving in to his frantic desire for sexual release, as it would have been terrifyingly easy to do, Dominic carried on holding out to the bitter end.  
 
    And in doing that he knew he’d crossed a line. That was when he knew for certain, if he hadn’t before, that a life of sexual slavery was what he wanted more than anything else in the world. The disaffected man he’d once been, drifting disconsolately from one place and job to another, didn’t exist any more. That man had gone, to be replaced by his real true self. 
 
    Dominic loved the way his newfound transformation made him feel. He liked the person he’d become. He hadn’t liked the one he’d been before. The knowledge of all that gave him a sense of euphoria that was almost orgasmic in itself. 
 
    Hell, he thought elatedly, if this was what not coming felt like he would never come again if that was what Selena wanted of him. 
 
    Eventually Selena withdrew the strap-on dildo from Dominic’s mouth, removing its harness from her body, and Laura and Anita released him from the spreader bars. Selena helped him to his feet. His knees felt weak. He almost stumbled but she assisted him in steadying himself. Kerry then removed the weighted clasps from his nipples – an agonizing experience as the blood flooded back into the punished nubs – and Selena removed his uncomfortable gag. 
 
    Dominic’s nipples were red and aching from their cruel treatment. His skin was covered in innumerable welts from the savage floggings he had received that day. His jaw ached from the dental gag that had now been removed.  And his asshole ached from being stuffed by the thick, invasive butt plug, which had not yet been removed. 
 
    The women lead him to a whipping bench, positioned him over it on his knees with the hard shaft of his cock resting on its leather surface and with his wrist cuffs now secured together behind him.  
 
    Selena squeezed his shoulder. “Have a rest, slave,” she said. “You’ve earned it.” With that the four naked women, their soft footsteps padding across the floor, went to the dungeon door, shut it behind them, and were gone. 
 
    Dominic thought sceptically, Have a rest. Yeah sure. But soon he felt the tension draw from his muscles, his body slackened, and he did indeed have a rest.  
 
    In fact he did more than that. Succumbing temporarily to adrenaline overload, he lost control of his senses entirely. The first sign was a faint dizziness. He closed his eyes and it wasn’t long before he drifted into a stupor.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    As Dominic had started to drift into his stupor, his last thoughts had been comforting ones. He had no control over his destiny any more and so there were no difficult choices or worrying decisions to be made ever again. As long as he always did what he was told to by Selena or any of the other Mistresses at this amazing place he didn’t have to worry about anything.  
 
    Dominic’s first thoughts as he began to drift out of his stupefied state, though, were the very opposite of comforting. Instead all he could think about was how incredibly frustrating it was to have a thick butt plug lodged up his ass and his arms held behind him, considering how overwhelmed  with desire he felt.  
 
    Still semiconscious, he began to rub his swollen cock against the leather surface of the whipping bench beneath him. He was so sexually aroused already that almost instantly he could feel an orgasm start to build. 
 
    Suddenly the door to the dungeon was flung open and Selena stormed in accompanied by Kerry, both women still completely naked. Their abrupt arrival startled Dominic out of what remained of his stupor. It brought him to his senses in an instant, putting paid to what had been his imminent climax in the very nick of time. He cursed himself for subconsciously losing control the way he had. 
 
    Selena and Kerry marched over to him.  
 
    “How dare you, slave!” Selena barked before pulling Dominic’s head up by the hair, hauling off and slapping him hard across the face. He cried out in pain, to be rewarded with another hard smack across the face from the furious dominatrix. 
 
    As soon as she’d delivered that second blow Selena unclipped Dominic’s wrist cuffs, ordering him to climb off the whipping bench and then kneel down before her and Kerry. He immediately did as he was told. Then he dropped his head and looked at the floor, waiting for whatever else was to come his way. His face was on fire where Selena had slapped him. 
 
    “Look at me, slave,” she directed. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    The look Selena gave him back would have cut glass. 
 
    She jabbed her index finger in his face, saying, “Thought I’d already made it extremely clear I won’t tolerate insubordination, none of us will, slave. What the fuck were you thinking?” 
 
    “But it’s all a mistake, Mistress,” Dominic said in a shaky voice, “a…a... misunderstanding.” 
 
     “How’d you work that out?”  
 
    Sweat had begun to form on his forehead. “I’d drifted into a stupor and was still not really with it, Mistress,” he explained, his voice still shaky. “Before my brain had caught up with what my body was doing it was too late.” 
 
    Selena shot him another scathing look, and then turned to Kerry. “What a convenient explanation, huh.” 
 
     Kerry tsked her tongue. “What a pathetic one too.”  
 
    Dominic was getting more panicked with every second that ticked by. He looked at Kerry and said in a pleading tone, “But it’s true, Mistress.”  
 
    “So it could happen to you any time, slave,” she said, her dark eyes peering at him. “That seems to be what you’re telling us.” 
 
    Selena snorted a laugh. “Poor boy. He couldn’t help himself.” 
 
    “Yeah,” added Kerry, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “That’ll be our reaction every time.”  
 
    “Let’s pose a what-if, slave,” Selena said. “What if I or any of the other Mistresses here allowed our slaves to get away with the sort of stroke you’ve just tried to pull? What kind of control would we have over them? It would be hopeless. You want to be given the benefit of the doubt this is so not the place to be.” 
 
    Wiping the sweat off his forehead with the back of his hand, Dominic conceded the point. “I see that, Mistress,” he whispered. 
 
    “Big of you,” responded Selena sarcastically. 
 
    Dominic had never hated himself more nor felt so ashamed than at that moment. How could he have allowed himself to screw everything up like this? How could he have been such a stupid bastard? 
 
    His Adam’s apple bobbed as he swallowed. “I’ve messed up badly, haven’t I, Mistress?” 
 
    “No shit, Sherlock,” Selena retorted. 
 
    Dominic took a deep breath. “I’m so very sorry, Mistress,” he declared with great sincerity. 
 
    For a while Selena was quiet. She just stared at him in disapproval, Kerry doing the same.  
 
    Dominic felt consumed with fear. “I can’t apologise enough, Mistress,” he offered again, his bottom lip trembling. 
 
    Selena scowled at him. “No amount of apologies from you, no matter how profusely expressed, will hack it, slave.” 
 
     “It won’t happen again, Mistress,” he assured her, desperation in his voice.  “I swear it.” 
 
    Selena crossed her arms over her chest. “You’re damn right it won’t, slave,” she snapped. The dominatrix paused, smiled sadistically, and added, “You accept you must be punished for what you’ve done by being severely tested?” 
 
    Oh Jesus. “Yes, Mistress.” The voice that came out of Dominic’s mouth didn’t sound like his own. 
 
    “Wondering what we’re going to do to you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He felt his heart start beating double time in his chest. 
 
    Selena narrowed her eyes. “Whatever the fuck we want to, is the answer, slave. Whip you black and blue, ass-fuck you six ways to Sunday. It’s for us to know and you to find out.” 
 
    She pointed to two ceiling chains set a couple of feet apart that hung all the way to the floor. “Crawl over to those chains and lie on your front with your feet between them and your arms behind your back, slave.” 
 
    Once Dominic had positioned himself in this way she clipped his wrist cuffs together again and told him to roll onto his back. When he’d done this she got him to part his legs after which she attached his ankle cuffs to the base of the two chains, one to each chain. Then Kerry operated a wall-mounted pulley linked to the chains. And Dominic’s whole world turned upside down – literally. 
 
    He hung there, defenceless, his legs spread by the two ceiling chains. His head was just above the floor, his bound arms behind him, and his groin at the level of the women’s waists. Selena stood to his front and Kerry behind him. 
 
    The position had been chosen to afford the two women an excellent view of his cock, which despite his panicked state remained swollen with desire, and of the thick butt plug still firmly lodged in his anus. 
 
    “That big plug’s stretching him nicely,” Kerry remarked approvingly. 
 
    “As intended,” said Selena.  
 
    She started to stroke Dominic’s erection, then without warning grabbed his ball sack instead and squeezed it hard for a moment. 
 
    Dominic yelped in shock and pain, his eyes watering with the sensation. But he didn’t lose his erection. In fact the brief but brutal treatment Selena had just delivered to his balls caused his hard-on to pulse. Standing where they were the two Mistresses had a perfect vantage point from which to watch every shudder and tightening of his erection. 
 
    “Go get Michael, Kerry,” Selena told her second-in-command. “I want to make him a part of Dominic’s punishment.”  
 
    Who’s Michael? thought Dominic.  
 
    Kerry’s eyes lit up at the prospect. “Sure,” she said and immediately left the dungeon. 
 
    A few moments later she returned, delivering a beautiful black man who was naked but for red leather wrist and ankle cuffs.  
 
    So this is Michael, thought Dominic as he let his eyes do a once-over of his fellow slave: dark cocoa skin, big brown eyes, domed bald head, no hair anywhere else either, broad shoulders, broad chest, flat stomach, fat cock fully erect. 
 
    Dominic held his breath, his eyes following the slope of Michael’s muscular body back to his handsome face. When Michael briefly glanced his way he saw the gaze of a kindred spirit. He also saw his tongue slip out between his full lips.  
 
    Dominic could almost feel what it would be like to have his own hard cock in that soft mouth, getting a blow job from him, getting desperately needed release that way. Any port in a storm! He found the image playing in his head deeply arousing despite himself. 
 
    Selena could read the look on Dominic’s upside-down face. “You like the idea of this black Adonis sucking you off just like you sucked off Paul, don’t you slave? You know, going down on you.” She chuckled. “Or should I say up in your current state of suspension? You’d like that to happen, wouldn’t you?” As Selena spoke Kerry adjusted the chains that held him suspended in the air, shortening them by means of the pulley system so that his hard cock was at the height of Michael’s face. 
 
    Dominic shook his head. “No, Mistress,” he lied, his voice barely more than a whisper. 
 
    “Try again, slave,” Selena said sharply. “This time tell the truth.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he admitted. “Yes, I would like that to happen. But…” 
 
    She raised an eyebrow. “But what?” 
 
    “But I know I mustn’t come unless you say so, Mistress.” 
 
    “Then you’d better make fucking certain you don’t.” She turned to Michael. “Get into position and blow him, slave.” 
 
    Michael nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    He closed the space between himself and Dominic and immediately got on with what he’d been told to do, lapping at his slippery erection. No other man’s mouth had ever touched Dominic’s cock before. He would have given anything for it to have been otherwise. But the truth was that the sensation was exquisite and electrifying…and therefore frightened him to death. He knew he was going to have to be ultra-careful from now on. 
 
    “Do the same to Michael, Dominic,” Selena ordered, and he got on with it too, his pink tongue flicking up and down his erection. 
 
    Kerry reached out and lightly drew her nails over the weals that crisscrossed Michael’s rear from an earlier beating she’d given him. “Same rule applies to you, Michael, as does to him,” she said. “Don’t you fucking dare come.”  
 
    She then told him to put his arms behind his back and his legs together, going on to clip his wrist cuffs to one another and to do the same to his ankle cuffs. 
 
    After that Selena and Kerry stood side by side and watched the two excited but terrified cock-suckers at work, their heads bobbing obediently to their task.  
 
    “Depraved couple of bitches aren’t we, Kerry.” remarked Selena, a wicked gleam in her eyes. 
 
    “So are they.” Kerry laughed. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    She took her own sweet time in getting round to doing it but eventually Selena told Dominic and Michael to stop what they were doing. Neither man had allowed himself to climax, a feat as incredibly difficult for Dominic to achieve as he was certain it must have been for Michael.  
 
    Kerry released Michael’s arms from behind his back and removed his wrist cuffs. She knelt down and unclipped his ankle cuffs before removing the cuffs themselves. She then lowered the ceiling chains, enabling Selena to carefully position Dominic on his back on the dungeon floor.  
 
    Selena freed his ankles from the chains, going on to remove his ankle cuffs as well. After that she got him to roll onto his front so she could release his arms from behind his back. Lastly she removed his wrist cuffs. 
 
    “Get to your feet, slave,” she said and Dominic pulled himself off the floor.  
 
    The two men were then positioned over adjacent whipping benches – Dominic by Selena and Michael by Kerry – and put back into bondage. Their arms were buckled into leather straps at either side of the bench at the front. Their legs were strapped to the base of the bench in a manner that lifted and spread their thighs wide. 
 
    Selena started to remove Dominic’s thick butt plug and he breathed a sigh of relief as she eased it all the way out. But his relief turned to panic a few moments later when he looked over his shoulder. His eye’s widened in alarm when he saw her approaching him holding a black rubber anal dildo – because it was a monster.  
 
    Dominic began moaning and writhing in his bonds. “No, Mistress,” he whimpered. “Please, Mistress. It’s too big, I can’t take it.” But there was excitement in his voice as he begged. 
 
    Selena gave him a sharp look. “Can’t or won’t, slave?”  
 
    “C-can’t, Mistress,” he stuttered. 
 
    “Oh, I’m sure you can, slave,” Selena told him, squeezing the flexible rubber of the huge dildo. “I’m extremely well-practiced in such matters, you see,” she added, and started lavishly dousing the dildo with lubricant. 
 
    Dominic groaned and whimpered as she pushed the great dildo into his already stretched anus. But he was unable to stop himself sighing with pleasure once it was inside. He didn’t care that it hurt, he loved being full this way. 
 
    There were no similar protestations from Michael when he received exactly the same treatment from Kerry. There wasn’t a sound from him but as she pressed the huge anal dildo in her hand into him the look of agonized ecstasy on his handsome face told its own tale. 
 
    A few moments later Kerry pulled a black leather hood over Michael’s head. Then Selena did the same to Dominic. He stared into the blackness of the hood, which was thick and impenetrable. It had no eye or nostril holes but had a hole for the mouth. As he panted into that opening he could feel the hood grip the front of his face tight. 
 
    No light bled through the thick hood anywhere to allow Dominic to see a thing. Under the tight black leather he had no idea what was going on other than that a huge dildo had been pressed into his anus by Selena and another had been pressed into Michael by Kerry.  
 
    Selena pushed the dildo in her hand deeper into Dominic and then started to rhythmically sodomize him with it. The dominatrix took it slowly for a time before building up momentum. Soon she was thrusting the anal dildo in and out of him energetically.  
 
    Dominic started to shake, his muscles turning to liquid, tremors wracking his body as he strained uselessly against his bonds. He felt so violated, so ravaged, so despoiled… so fucking turned-on. 
 
    Dominic was in great discomfort, but amazingly aroused. Every inch of his skin tingled with excitement. He was extremely happy to be brutally abused this way for the pleasure of his beloved Selena. 
 
    He was so full, she was so rough. It was as though the dominatrix was not only ass-fucking him but also beating him too as again and again she drove the dildo into his hole. And while this was going on Kerry, he rightly assumed, was simultaneously driving her dildo into Michael’s anus with equal vigor. 
 
    “You are permitted to come now, slaves,” Selena pronounced when she judged the time was right. 
 
    It was Michael who started to come first. And it was hearing his ecstatic cry of release that brought Dominic tumbling over the edge into his own orgasmic abyss. As he started shuddering to the climax that had seethed within him for so long his asshole spasmed against the mighty dildo within it and he shot his load copiously. 
 
    As Dominic began to come down from the cataclysm that had been his extremely long-delayed climax he felt the great dildo being eased from his asshole.  
 
    He could hear the sounds of Michael being released. At least he thought that was what he could hear. He could have been wrong.  
 
    There was the sound of whispered voices, discussing he knew not what. He couldn’t catch a word.  
 
    He got the distinct sense Selena, Kerry and Michael were moving away but because the three of them were barefooted it was difficult to be certain. He was pretty sure he heard the door to the dungeon click shut.  
 
    Silence. 
 
    “Hello, Mistress?” called Dominic. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    He strained his ears. 
 
    Still nothing. 
 
    Nothing but silence. 
 
    The minutes passed, and Dominic became acutely and uncomfortably aware of every aspect of the recent use and abuse his body had been subjected to. He was equally aware of how constraining was his current bondage, which rendered him barely able to move a muscle. The hood was still tight over his head.  
 
    Against the leather surface of the whipping bench his stomach was sticky with ejaculate. His nipples were sore from being tortured. His skin was blazing in all the places it had been beaten. His asshole was burning from the stretching and pounding it had received. A trickle of lube worked its way out of his anal hole and down his inner thigh.  
 
    The silence was broken by the click of the dungeon door opening. Dominic felt nimble fingers unbuckling the straps that secured his arms and legs to the whipping bench. The leather hood was pulled from his head, and he blinked in the dim light. 
 
     His gaze met Selena’s. “There’s nothing more I want to do to you today, slave,” she told him briskly. “Get to your feet.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Dominic stood up, his legs shaky. 
 
    Now his limbs were freed he struggled to stay upright, still unsteady after so much dark torment. Suddenly he felt everything catch up with him. He found it difficult to breathe. His knees began to buckle. His head started swimming. He squeezed his eyes shut momentarily, trying to find some strength. 
 
    Selena thought he looked ready to fall over any second. She put both her hands on his shoulders and looked him in the eyes, her own gaze having softened to one of genuine concern.  
 
    When she spoke her tone had changed completely. It felt almost like a caress “Easy there, Dominic,” she soothed. “Take your time. You’ll soon get your balance back. And until you do you can trust me to be right here to support you.” 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he said, leaning against her like a crutch. “I’m so very sorry I pissed you off today.” 
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” she told him. There was a pause. “And, slave?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, gazing back at her. 
 
    She flashed him a smile. “You’re getting there.”   
 
    Dominic felt a lump rise in his throat. “Thank you, Mistress. That’s very encouraging.” 
 
    “Let’s hear less from you from now on though, huh,” she added wryly.  
 
    “Anything you say, Mistress.” 
 
    “In fact from now on you should do as your two fellow sex slaves here do,” she went on. “Other than in exceptional circumstances you should only speak if spoken to by me or one of the other Mistresses. You able to do that, you think?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “If it’s what you require of me it’s what I’ll do.”  
 
    She put her hand to his cheek, brushed her lips against his. “Good boy.” 
 
    There was a silence between them. Then, with a slight jerk of the head, Selena indicated the door. “I’ll take you to your quarters as soon as you’re ready.”    
 
    “I’m ready, Mistress,” he said. “I’ve got my balance back.”  
 
    She squeezed his arm. “Let’s go then.” 
 
    Selena kept her hand on Dominic’s arm as she walked with him out of the dungeon and along the corridor towards his quarters.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. Dominic was back in the dungeon, standing meek and obedient before Selena. What little the pair of them had on was of black leather. She wore nothing but long high-heeled boots and a tight corset that pushed up her breasts and left her sex exposed. He was naked except for his wrist and ankle cuffs.  
 
    Selena took hold of Dominic’s nipples, which were still deep pink from the torment they’d endured the previous day. She could tell how tender they still were from the way he held his breath as she stroked them.  
 
    When Selena went on to cruelly pinch both nipples she enjoyed the way he trembled but held back from crying out or even whimpering slightly. Instead he remained silent and docile, fully accepting her right to sexually torture his body any way she saw fit. There was just the slightest sound of his indrawn breath as she deliberately twisted the hard nubs. 
 
     This is all good, the dominatrix said to herself, enjoying the whole new level of submission to which she’d brought him. But she also regarded it as a challenge. Let’s see how long it’ll take him to squeal. 
 
    Selena went over to the rack, returned with a purple box, and stood facing Dominic. She opened the box to reveal that it contained a number of black plastic clasps. The dominatrix selected one of these and, smiling sadistically, let its jaws sink into one of Dominic’s ravaged pink nipples. He grimaced in pain but still did not make a sound.  
 
    Selena noted this with approval, wondering how much more pain he would be able to suffer in silence. She attached a clasp to his other nipple, deliberately letting it bite into the flesh with a sudden snap. That did it. He gave a piteous yelp of pain and another one when she proceeded to pull hard on both clasps. 
 
    She was not yet finished with this current bout of torture though. There were six more black clasps in the box. Reaching down beneath his legs she carefully attached each of the clasps to the base of his ball sack. Dominic moaned every time the open jaws of a clasp bit into the skin. 
 
    But with the pain came undeniable sexual pleasure for this most masochistic of men. Dominic’s arousal was not entirely from the pain either but also from the knowledge of his helplessness and Selena’s total power over him. He was so subject to her every cruel whim that he could not help worshiping her as a Goddess. The one went with the other in his mind.  
 
    He had let Selena get right into his head; let her have total control over him. Shut off from the outside world, safely cloistered here in her big house in the middle of nowhere, she toyed with him unmercifully every time they were together. She tugged his strings whenever and however she felt like it, just like she wanted – just like he wanted as well. It was what he’d desired in the darkest shadows of his mind from the first moment he’d set eyes on her. 
 
    Aided and abetted by the three Mistresses who did her sadistic bidding here Selena would keep on hurting him because she enjoyed it, and also because it was an essential part of teaching him his lowly place as a sex slave in this deliriously depraved household of hers. Dominic was proud of the lacerations and other cruel marks that now riddled his body.  
 
    He also felt sure being regularly chastised and humiliated the way he was helped to reinforce his appreciation of the fact that his feelings and desires were irrelevant. Pleasing his Mistress and her retinue of likeminded sadists was his sole concern. The very thought of that sent an uncontrollable tremble through his body. 
 
    Dominic was extremely aroused now and knew that in his old incarnation he would, given half a chance, have stroked his swollen cock to orgasm and delighted in the experience. But he knew full well his body was his no longer. Never again would he masturbate to climax or achieve sexual release in any other way without first receiving permission. And somehow the thought of that made him feel deeply peaceful. 
 
    He stood there – his nipples and ball sack clamped, his arms slack, his cock erect – and watched Selena as she went back over to the rack where this time she selected a bamboo cane.  
 
    When she returned she told him sternly, “You’re about to receive two dozen strokes of the cane, slave. And let me make this clear. Throughout the duration of that caning you must not utter a single sound.” 
 
    Having issued this edict she moved behind him.  
 
    Would he be able to keep dead silent during that painful caning? Dominic wondered, his heart beating fast. He was just going to have to, he decided with steely resolve. The cruel Goddess who owned him had told him this was what she wanted of him and that was that. He was determined not to utter a single sound during his ordeal. 
 
    Dominic gritted his teeth as he heard the sound of the cane flying through the air. It landed with a hard crack, followed by another one, and another, every strike burning across his ever more aching backside. Each stroke of the cane made him cry out loudly…inside.  He felt his jaw tighten more and more as he forced himself to keep utterly silent. 
 
    Selena kept applying the stinging stripes, playing the bamboo rod faster and harder each time now. And every one of her escalating strikes served to increase Dominic’s resolve. The set of his mouth remained resolute and his chin firm.  
 
    Selena paused after the twelfth strike and the stinging sensations subsided slightly although Dominic’s rear still felt extremely sore. He braced himself for her next dozen strokes. But Selena didn’t resume caning him. Instead she began slowly stroking his backside.   
 
    She started running the fingers of her right hand across the welts she’d delivered with the cane, which she was now holding in her left hand. It was all Dominic could do not to gasp whenever her fingers and nails followed the line of one of the cruel stripes she’d just delivered across his rear cheeks. But he willed himself with grim determination to endure it in total silence.  
 
    Dominic’s erection began to pulse like a metronome as Selena carried on stroking her fingers and nails slowly over his rear cheeks. He felt her thigh brush against his own as her fingers caressed his backside and her fingernails scratched across the welts on his behind. He kept his mouth firmly shut, all too aware that he mustn’t utter a solitary sound. 
 
    Selena remained in no hurry. Her fingers carried on exploring the smarting welts on his backside with excruciating slowness. Belatedly she switched the cane back into her right hand and at long last resumed caning him. 
 
     Selena’s final twelve strikes were delivered with even more force than her first dozen. As the blows landed, all Dominic’s senses were concentrated on the mantra now running feverishly through his head: Don’t make a sound, don’t make a sound, don’t make a sound.  
 
    Suddenly it was all over. Selena stopped caning him, having delivered her twenty-fourth and final strike. Dominic felt a great wave of relief. His chest rose and fell as he panted for breath.  
 
    After replacing the cane in the rack the dominatrix returned to where he was standing. She stood in front of Dominic momentarily before turning her back on him, placing her legs apart and arching her back.  
 
    “On your knees and worship my asshole with your mouth, slave,” Selena commanded. 
 
    Dominic fell to his knees and within seconds she felt the cool of his hands spreading her rear cheeks. Then the sweet warmth of his hot pink tongue was lapping at her anal hole. He started to move his tongue in a circle, making Selena squirm. He then pressed it right in, eliciting a guttural moan of pleasure from her. 
 
    The dominatrix pressed back in response to Dominic’s enthusiastic efforts, pushing her backside even further into his face. She then brought her right hand down to run across her hip and brush against the inside of her thighs before arriving at her smooth wet pussy.  
 
    Selena started to circle two of her fingers over her shiny clit before pushing them deep between the lips of her vagina. Her dark eyes glistened and she sighed with pleasure as she used her fingers on herself, pressing them into the wetness of her sex. 
 
    “Tongue my anus harder, slave,” Selena told Dominic, her fingers continuing to rub at the slippery folds of her sex. And he did. His tongue was taut and wet and hot as he thrust it hard between the cheeks of Selena’s backside, probing her anal hole.  
 
    “Lick it faster, slave,” the dominatrix further instructed, her breathing now short and shallow. The sound of her labored breathing and of her fingers working frenziedly at herself filled Dominic’s ears. Finally she moaned in ecstasy and her body spasmed as a huge climax cascaded through her. When it had subsided Dominic snatched his tongue away from Selena’s palpitating anus and dropped the palms of his hands to the floor.  
 
    He looked around him… to see that at some point during the time he’d been worshipping Selena’s asshole so ardently Kerry, Anita and Laura had quietly entered the dungeon. As expected they were attired identically to their leader. 
 
    At a nod from Selena, her three deviant devotees got to work: Laura attaching Dominic’s ankle cuffs to either end of a metal spreader bar, Anita doing the same to his wrist cuffs with another spreader bar, and Kerry pulling a black rubber latex hood over his head. This hood had holes at the nostrils as well as one at the mouth. However, as with the leather hood that had encased his head the day before, there were no holes for the eyes. 
 
    “OK, ladies, let’s harness up,” he heard Selena say. 
 
    “Will do,” replied her eager band of followers as if as one. 
 
    Before long the ass-fucking began. All Dominic could do was kneel there on his hands and knees – shackled to the spreader bars, painful clasps attached to his nipples and ball sack, his rear cheeks marked and blazing from the ferocious caning Selena had given them, and his face covered by the rubber hood – as dildo after dildo pounded into him. He had no idea who was fucking him in the ass at any one time. But inside his head it was always Selena. 
 
    Each woman was using him entirely at Selena’s behest. That was the point. It was another reminder to him of how much he loved to be abused in such ways. The purpose of being used like this was not his pleasure; that was irrelevant. The purpose was Selena’s pleasure and that of her retinue. He existed to give such pleasure. It was his reason for being. Dominic was extremely clear about that by now. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Nothing else was clear for him anymore though. His mind was unable to focus properly and the next few days and nights seemed to blur into one. It was like he’d left the mortal world, his memories of which were dissolving ever more completely, and now inhabited quite another.  
 
    This one was a bizarre dream world filled with darkly seductive sadomasochistic imagery: all restrictive bondage, sensory deprivation, thrusting dildos, and lashing whips. It was a world in which Dominic wanted to live and dream forever. It felt like the ultimate freedom to him, that world of deviant dreams... 
 
      
 
    As Selena walked Dominic down the corridor towards the dungeon his mind flashed on the arousing tableau that had met his gaze upon their arrival the last time she’d taken him there. The other three Mistresses had been in the dungeon, cruelly toying with his two fellow slaves. All of them, Mistresses and slaves alike, had been as naked as Selena and Dominic had been themselves.  
 
    Michael had been strapped spread-eagled on his back to the wall-mounted St. Andrew’s cross, his shaft jutting erect and vulnerable, and Kerry had been yanking hard at the chain between the clover clamps attached to his nipples.  
 
    Paul had been bound hand and foot over a whipping bench where Anita had been plunging her strap-on dildo into his mouth with a firm rhythm. At the same time Laura had been ferociously beating him on the behind with a riding crop, the marks of her blows showing red against his pale muscular rear cheeks.  
 
    There had been no fight in either man, rather a complete acceptance of the pain and humiliation the women were inflicting on them. 
 
     Dominic remembered looking at the scene before him and wondering what cruel new torment Selena had in mind to inflict upon him on this occasion.  
 
    He’d gotten his answer when she’d turned to him and said, “You want to suck Michael off, don’t, you, slave?”  
 
    Dominic had shaken his head back and forth, vehement. “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “You know you want to really,” she’d said, her voice coaxing. “Admit it, slave.” 
 
    His heart had been thumping hard enough to press against his ribs. “No, Mistress,” he’d mumbled.  “But, but…” 
 
    She’d rolled her hand, gesturing for him to continue. 
 
    “I’ll do it if you tell me to.” His voice had cracked. 
 
    “You’d do anything I told you to, wouldn’t you, slave,” she’d said, “anything at all, no matter how degrading.”  
 
    He’d nodded. “Yes, Mistress. I’m willing to debase myself in any way for you.”  
 
    “I would accept nothing less, slave,” she’d told him imperiously. “Now get down on your knees and blow Michael.” She’d paused. “And make sure you take it nice and slow.”  
 
    And he had done just that, no fight in him either by now, he and the other two slaves all painted with exactly the same brush.  
 
    And while he’d been sucking Michael off “nice and slow” as instructed, Selena and Kerry had stood either side of him and masturbated languorously to orgasm after orgasm, glistening streams of love juice running  down their thighs… 
 
      
 
    The dungeon was empty when they arrived there this time. Selena was dressed in a shiny black rubber micro-minidress matched with thigh boots.  Dominic was naked but for his wrist and ankle cuffs.  
 
    Selena immediately began to put Dominic into bondage. She reached towards two chains that hung from the ceiling side by side and attaching his wrist cuffs to them above him. She told him to spread his legs and then fastened his ankle cuffs to either end of a metal spreader bar. Now he was standing in an inverted Y with his feet apart, and his arms together straight above his head.  
 
    She went to the wall and brought a hand to the pulley system. Slowly, with a rattle of iron on iron, the chains began to wind out, wrapping around spools that were out of sight above the ceiling. 
 
    As the chains attached to Dominic’s wrist cuffs shifted left and right in this manner his arms were forced apart. With his ankles already pulled apart by the spreader bar he was soon stretched in his bondage into a wide X. At that point Selena brought the chains to a halt. 
 
    She then went to the rack and selected a black leather-fronted dildo gag, a black leather blindfold, and a whip of black and red braided leather. Selena returned with the three items and stood in front of Dominic. Putting the whip and blindfold aside, the dominatrix stuffed the gag in his mouth and buckled its strap behind his head. She squeezed a bulb that hung from the gag and he felt the rubber dildo grow to thick life in his mouth. 
 
    Reaching for the braided whip again she went behind Dominic and lashed his backside just the once but with full force. An open-mouthed cry escaped past the gag. She moved to the front of him briefly and squeezed the pump, inflating the dildo further. His mouth now felt as stuffed as if a huge cock was inside it. 
 
    The dominatrix went behind Dominic again and lashed his backside a second time with the braided whip. He could only moan piteously. Satisfied that he could not cry above a whisper, she put the whip aside and covered his eyes with the blindfold. Once it was on he couldn’t see even a sliver of light from under it. All he could see was pitch-blackness. 
 
    Selena’s pussy grew moist as she looked at Dominic, his arms and legs splayed in his bondage, dildo-gagged, blindfolded, rear cheeks marked by the braided whip, shaft rock-hard, naked body stretched and fully accessible. He was totally under her power, helpless to hinder her using his flesh to satisfy each and every whim she might have.  
 
    Dominic was unable to see and unable to utter more than a pathetic mew. He could only wait in fear and excitement for Selena’s next move.  
 
    This was to go back to lashing his rear with the braided whip, which she did like a demon. 
 
    As the dominatrix carried on beating Dominic, each lash of the fearsome black and red braided leather whip made his rear cheeks smart in searing agony. She continued to crack the whip mercilessly on his behind, her blows growing ever more rapid… before abruptly ceasing. 
 
    It again left Dominic waiting for Selena’s next move. It seemed an age that he waited. What she was doing he had no idea. Maybe she was just watching him, enjoying his degradation and helplessness within his bonds, savoring her power.  
 
    Maybe she was masturbating as she luxuriated in the sight of his blindfolded and dildo-gagged face, his shackled body and flayed behind. He did not know. Then he felt her hand slide down his belly to touch his hard cock.  
 
    Selena went on to masturbate Dominic, doing so with vigor from the start. As she jerked and jerked him he could feel desire pulsing hotly through his body, making him writhe against his bonds. Despite his incredibly high level of sexual excitement, though, he managed to keep his climax at bay. It was very far from easy. Only when Selena had tested his overwrought libido right to the limit and brought him to the very edge did she stop masturbating him, letting go his erection.  
 
    What now? Dominic wondered in excited trepidation. What did the sublimely cruel and depraved dominatrix he loved more than life itself want to do to him next? 
 
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    A streak of liquid fire shot through Dominic’s right nipple as Selena attached a clamp to the tender flesh. Then she subjected his left nipple to the same sadistic treatment.  
 
    He felt a flash of pain that made his body tremble when Selena took a metal weight and attached it to the right clamp. She went on to do the same to the left clamp with an identical weight. 
 
    Selena smiled to herself at the muffled cries that emerged from Dominic’s dildo-gagged mouth when she added another weight to the right clamp and another to the left one as well. She took pleasure in his feeble attempts to pull away, stretched as he was into spread-eagled helplessness by his bondage.  
 
    The dominatrix adjusted the ceiling chains again with the pulley system, this time keeping Dominic’s arms outstretched but lowering them so he was bent at the waist. This had the effect of making the four weights pull even harder on his nipples.  
 
    When Selena had him positioned to her satisfaction, she reached for the braided black and red whip once more and laid into him with full force. The impact of the blows made Dominic’s shackled body sway and the suspended metal weights swing, maximising his torment.  
 
    The dominatrix let the lashes from the braided whip she was wielding with such ferocity snake viciously over his thighs as well as his rear cheeks, stinging the flesh into a myriad of red welts. She enjoyed his dildo-muffled yelps of pain as she beat him and beat him and beat him. 
 
    Selena was firmly of the opinion that the lesson that his body was there purely for the pleasure of the woman or women dominating him was one that needed to be constantly drummed into a sex slave until his acceptance of it was as automatic to him as breathing.  
 
    And the more such a sex slave was erotically aroused by pain, the harder he must be pushed to make that lesson perfectly clear. Fortunately the profoundly masochistic Dominic got aroused at extremely rough treatment. That meant it was necessary to be exceedingly cruel in order to teach him how irrelevant his feelings were. It was the ultimate win-win, some might say – and she certainly would. 
 
    The dominatrix smiled to herself some more. Dominic wouldn’t forget this particular session in the dungeon. That was a stone cold certainty. And this was for the very best of reasons. From the time she’d first begun dominating Dominic she’d subjected him to a series of trials that had one thing in common. This was that each one had involved more chastisement and humiliation than the last. He’d been increasingly pliant as these trials had continued, getting ever closer to being the finished article she had been working so assiduously towards making him.  
 
    Selena was convinced she was there now.  She’d broken Dominic into his new role completely, ensuring she’d made him explore his own sexuality to the very limit in the process. From here on he’d just need to be given occasional reminders that his pleasure was unimportant, as he continued his life here as a sex slave.  
 
    Eventually deciding she’d beaten Dominic enough, Selena put the braided whip aside. What better way to round things off than a piece de resistance like this, she said to herself gleefully as she tugged on a single black latex glove.  
 
    Having smothered the glove copiously with lubricant, she pressed a finger into Dominic’s anus, his hole hugging it tight. She promptly brought a second finger to join its fellow. And then in went a third, his hole now hugging all three of them tightly. 
 
    Dominic felt very full now and liked the feeling a lot. He couldn’t help pushing against Selena’s invading hand in pure lust. A fourth lubed-up digit was pressed in. Only when Selena pressed her thumb against his stuffed hole did he suddenly understand what was about to happen.  
 
    He let out a muffled moan of panic and arousal as he felt Selena’s whole hand hard now against his stretched anus. He could feel himself being opened wider than ever before as the dominatrix eased her hand way inside his anus. By the time it was all inside him his anal entrance was tightly hugging Selena’s latex-covered wrist.  
 
    Dominic had never felt so overwhelmed with fullness. The sensation was incredibly erotic. The combination of the width of the invader he had no choice but to accept and the delicious humiliation of his total acceptance of the situation brought him right to the edge of orgasm. Selena had known very well it would. 
 
    “Come for me now, slave,” she said, all of a sudden flexing her fist within him, and he immediately did. Shuddering in ecstasy, his anus over-full with the possessing fist, Dominic spilled a deluge of glutinous cum onto the dungeon floor beneath him.  
 
    There in the midst of the spasms of his tumultuous climax, impaled on Selena’s arm in all his restrictive bondage, he was the very vision of a man completely subject to the will of a dominant woman.  
 
    Once Dominic had eventually stopped ejaculating Selena gently pulled her hand out of him. His sigh of relief was audible despite the dildo-gag.  
 
    Selena snapped off the black latex glove. Then she unclipped the heavily weighted clamps from his nipples, causing him to gasp in pain behind the gag. After that she deflated the gag’s internal dildo and off came the gag itself, followed swiftly by the blindfold. The dominatrix released Dominic’s ankle cuffs from the spreader bar and lastly released his wrist cuffs from the ceiling chains. 
 
    “Kneel before me, slave,” she demanded.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Dominic said, and immediately did as he’d been told. 
 
    He was where he felt he belonged most of all – at Selena’s feet. 
 
    The dominatrix remained silent for some moments before saying, “I have thoroughly broken you in as a sex slave now, Dominic.” She paused, and then raised an eyebrow. “Have you anything to say about the arduous process I’ve inflicted on you to get you to this point?” 
 
    “Only that I thank you from the bottom of my heart for all of it, Mistress.” Dominic was having trouble talking and the words came out interspersed with little gasps as he tried to control his emotions. “I’m really sorry about all my screw ups along the way though,” he added ruefully. “So damn stupid, huh?” 
 
    “You’re forgiven, slave.” Selena shrugged. “Anyway they weren’t major transgressions, you know. In fact they were entirely to be expected under the extreme circumstances you’d found yourself in. I had to give you a really hard time over them though because it would have taken a hell of a lot longer to break you in if I hadn’t.” She paused again before asking, “Any regrets apart from those screw ups as you describe them, slave?” 
 
    Dominic took a moment to gather his thoughts. There was a slight tremble in his voice when he replied, “None, Mistress. All I feel is deep gratitude to you. I was born to be a sex slave but didn’t know it until you arrived as if by magic in my life and showed me my true nature, my true self. I reckon somehow you knew as soon as you saw me in that nightclub what I was at my core.” 
 
    “I hoped I did,” Selena responded. “I wouldn’t put it much stronger than that. It was a hunch, you might say, a gut feeling. But before the evening was up I was certain I’d gotten it right. I mean, it may have been only entry-level BDSM stuff I put you through in my apartment but you picked it all up like this...” She snapped her fingers. “And now, after a great deal of very much not entry-level BDSM stuff under this roof, well, here we are.” She paused again. “So, slave, tell me what your sole purpose in life is.” 
 
    Dominic did not stop to consider his answer. “To give you pleasure, Mistress,” he supplied unthinkingly. 
 
    Selena stared at him with such intensity it sent a jolt through him. “And your other Mistresses?” 
 
    “It amounts to the same thing, Mistress.” Dominic’s voice started to tremble again. He stuttered when he added, “I h-hope I’ve got that right.” 
 
    “You have, slave,” Selena reassured him, adding with a sardonic smile, “After all, I’m nothing if not autocratic.” She went on, looking at Dominic enquiringly, “And if it gives me pleasure to continue to use your body with ferocious cruelty when it suits me, sometimes on my own, sometimes with one or more of the others?” 
 
    “Then it pleases me too, Mistress.” He stared into the fathomless darkness of her eyes. “I’m not a free man. I’m owned property and belong entirely to you. There is nothing I would not do for you or let you do to me, Mistress, because I worship you. Your pleasure is all that matters to me. I only want to please you. ” 
 
    “Well, let me tell you this, slave.” Selena reached out and tucked a stray strand of hair behind his ear. “You please me very greatly. In fact you please me so much I don’t ever intend to let you go. What do you say to that?” 
 
    Dominic gazed up rapturously at the sadistic Goddess who owned him mind, body and soul, and who he knew now always would.  “That I could want for nothing more, Mistress,” he said.    
 
      
 
    The End 
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    Alex Jordaine is the author of numerous works of Femdom erotica and is one of the foremost writers of that genre. He is the author of the highly acclaimed “Mistress” series of novels. In all of these entertaining, fast-paced and highly erotic books sexy powerful women are very firmly in charge. They control the pleasure and men are there to serve and obey them.  
 
    Cara Sutra who edits the award-winning online magazine, carasutra.com, is a big fan of the series. “As a dominatrix and Mistress on the fetish scene I have a strong personal interest in all things Femdom,” says Cara. “So it was genuinely thrilling some years ago to find an author who wrote first-rate erotic fiction around the power dynamic of female domination.  
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    “I’ve stuck with it ever since because I’ve found it works so well for me as a story teller: all those strict rules, all that seething emotion and sexuality. Something’s got to give and when it does the story kicks in with a vengeance.”  
 
    All of Alex’s novels are dedicated to Mistress G. The author explains: “Mistress G is my long term partner, dominatrix, muse and the love of my life. We have been serious players on the fetish scene for quite a long time. My books are escapist fiction – wild flights of imagination, but they have an authenticity about them based on my personal experience of Femdom BDSM with Mistress G. I think readers pick up on that at some level and it enhances their enjoyment of the books.” 
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    RULE OF THE MISTRESS 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Five-Star Review Published on Amazon.com 
 
    Read this book!! And then you will re-read it, as I did, for it is another wonderful experience in the Femdom BDSM genre written by the master storyteller, Alex Jordaine, as part of his superb “Mistress” series, every one of which is a gift to the reader.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Punishment Manor is run by Angelica on behalf of its owner Donna, a lifestyle dominatrix. It is where wealthy Mistresses send their slaves when they need more extreme discipline. Things go wrong at the Manor when Angelica’s second-in-command, Monique, runs off with one of its inmates, Kit who happens to be the slave of Donna’s close friend, Corinne. 
 
    Fortunately it doesn’t become the disaster it might have been for Donna. This is because Corinne is actually pleased to see the back of Kit. Indeed she already has his potential replacement squarely in her sights. Corinne gets to work on mild-mannered lawyer Simon convinced of his innate sexual submissiveness and that she’ll be able to mold him into a far better slave than Kit has ever been.  
 
    Meanwhile Angelica and her kinky cohorts begin a relentless regime of disciplining the latest batch of inmates at Punishment Manor: the disobedient and recklessly self-indulgent Paul, faint-hearted Jake and a nervous novice called Ewan. Donna’s lying slave Adam is sent to join their number after she tricks him into revealing just how untrustworthy he’s capable of being. 
 
    But after a while sparks begin to fly between Angelica and Adam. Is history about to repeat itself at the Manor, this time disastrously? At the same time Corinne is finding Simon less compliant than she’d hoped. She is not prepared to budge an inch with him though. It’s all or nothing with her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt from RULE OF THE MISTRESS 
 
      
 
    Ewan was back in his dark sparsely-furnished room. He lay on the bed, flat on his back with his erection pointing at the ceiling. What Angelica and Lana, both of them clothed in those amazingly seductive outfits of power and pleasure, had done to him in the dungeon had been mind-blowing.  
 
    Images of it were circling through his head endlessly: the way they’d strapped him spread-eagled to the St. Andrew’s cross and beaten his ass so severely, so exquisitely too; the foot worship demanded of him by Angelica and the pussy worship by Lana. Then there’d been that final thrilling homage from him that Angelica had wanted. He could see himself on his knees tonguing her anal hole, pressing his tongue deep into the tight sheath of muscle. The thought of it made him tremble with excitement.  
 
    Involuntarily, he reached down and touched his hard cock, almost climaxing right there and then. The images inside his head were incredibly vivid and strong, the desire raging within him powerfully erotic. Ewan immediately snatched his hand away from his erection. He knew he wasn’t allowed to masturbate at Punishment Manor unless instructed to do so by one of the Mistresses. Lana had made a point of emphasising that particular rule to him when she’d given him his initial briefing. There was no way he would disobey… 
 
    He didn’t complete the thought. At that moment the door to his room was flung open and there stood Angelica. The dominatrix was still in the skintight black leather micro-minidress and long high-heeled boots she’d had on in the dungeon. She closed the door behind her and strode across the room. 
 
    Gazing accusingly in the direction of his huge erection, she asked, “Have you been masturbating, slave?”  
 
    “No I haven’t, Mistress.” He started to get up.  
 
    “Stay where you are,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said and put his head back on the pillow. 
 
    Angelica sat on the edge of the bed and looked at him. “You haven’t even touched your erection since you’ve been back in your room, slave?” she probed, her lips pursed 
 
    Ewan tried to swallow but found his throat was dry. He gave a little cough. “I did just touch it once, Mistress,” he confessed. “I did it without thinking and once I’d realised what I’d done I immediately stopped.”  
 
    Angelica reached across the bed and let her hand find his erection. “Don’t let it happen again,” she told him sternly, slapping hard the bulbous head of his cock. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan said, wincing at the biting pain. 
 
    There was a silence for a few seconds. Then she said, “But I haven’t come here to punish you, slave.”  
 
    He blinked. “No, Mistress?” 
 
    “No, I’ve come here to reward you for the most impressive way you conducted yourself in the dungeon earlier,” Angelica said with a smile. She reached out and touched her cool fingers to his brow. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, resisting the impulse to grab her hand and shower her fingers with worshipful kisses. 
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    “THE END!” 
 
      
 
      
 
    YOU CAN BUY MORE ALEX JORDAINE TITLES ON AMAZON 
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