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    MISTRESS OF DESIRE 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “You have corrupted my imagination and inflamed my blood…” 
 
    ― Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, Venus in Furs 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Jackie was seated in a black leather chair behind an uncluttered mahogany desk. On the other side of the desk sat a smartly dressed, darkly handsome man called Michael. The two of them had never met before. 
 
    Michael’s first impression of the woman behind the desk who he’d been told to always address as ‘Mistress’ was that she was beyond stunning. She had lustrous jet-black hair cut to the shoulders, almost Slavic cheekbones, and large piercing blue eyes. Her shapely body was enhanced by the red leather minidress she had on, which was as tight as a sheath.  
 
    They were in Jackie’s high-ceilinged office, which was on the ground floor of a detached three-story Regency house. The house was set back from the anonymous city road beyond and shielded by a high brick wall topped with metal railings.  
 
    As well as being Jackie’s home that elegant, secluded house was the place where she ran short intensive one-to-one residential slave training courses. These were for carefully selected male candidates destined to be owned by one of the Mistresses who with equally scrupulous care she’d chosen for them.  
 
    No money passed hands at any stage of this process. Jackie didn’t charge the prospective slave for her service to him nor did she charge the dominatrix she selected to take over his ownership. She wouldn’t have come cheap if she’d charged for such services. But she didn’t charge for them.  
 
    That was because she regarded what she did as not only a labor of love – a way of giving something back to the world of BDSM, which had brought her such fulfilment – but also as a total blast! It was a classic win-win situation, from her point of view.  
 
    Anyway Jackie wasn’t into money, didn’t need to be. She’d inherited a fortune in stocks and shares. So in financial terms she was sitting pretty and didn’t want or need any additional funds. Indeed she was generous to a fault with the funds she had, regularly donating large sums to charity.  
 
    Michael had been told on very good authority that Jackie was superb at slave training: the very best of the best. That was why he was here today courtesy of that same source, a woman who was a close mutual friend of them both and who’d set up the meeting at his request. 
 
    “Why do you want to become a slave, Michael?” Jackie gave him a searching look. “What motivates you to want to take your life in such a wildly unorthodox direction?” 
 
    Michael looked across at the dominatrix intensely, his brown eyes shining. “I don’t want to lead a normal vanilla life any more, Mistress,” he said. “I’ve lived a life like that for far too long, and it just isn’t me. It’s not who I really am.” 
 
    “Give me some idea of what that life is like,” Jackie said. 
 
    “It’s a fundamentally unfulfilled one, Mistress,” Michael replied, his handsome, sensitive face as intent and serious as ever. “For years I’ve drifted into one relationship after another, none of them ever lasting any length of time. It’s been the same story when it comes to the workplace where I’ve had a succession of half-assed jobs. I’m currently between jobs, as they say. ” He paused, momentarily lost for words. 
 
    Jackie gave a tilt of the head and prompted, “Go on.”  
 
    “I feel stifled living the way I do, Mistress,” he said. “The idea of carrying on that way for the foreseeable future in a world of normality where I feel I simply don’t belong, one empty day after another, is intolerable. I want something very different to at last give my life real meaning.” 
 
    “I can appreciate that.” Jackie sat back in her chair. “But explain to me how that sentiment has brought you to my door? You’ve fairly recently discovered our thriving local Fetish scene, as I understand it. Isn’t that enough for you?” 
 
     Michael dwelled on the question a moment. “You’d think so, wouldn’t you, Mistress,” he started to explain. “And certainly as soon as I found that scene I came alive for what felt like the first time. It gave me a secret life and a secret self. The thing is I’ve come to realise that secret self is my true self. And that’s whetted my appetite for so much more. In short, it’s whetted my appetite to be trained by you to become a slave – if you’ll have me that is, which I desperately hope you will, Mistress.” 
 
    Michael had asked for this appointment to be arranged for him expecting the sort of conversation they were having. It was why he’d requested it in the first place, but that didn’t change how intimidating he found the experience – how intimidating he found Jackie, a woman so formidable she had a charge around her like a force field.  
 
    After a silence the dominatrix said, “You’ve come here looking very smart in your sharp gray suit. It’s almost like you’ve come for a job interview.”  
 
    Michael licked his lips nervously. “Well, it kind of is one, isn’t it, Mistress?” 
 
    “Tell me what you mean by that,” Jackie said, leaning forward slightly in her chair.  
 
    “I thought the idea was you’d interview me, Mistress.” Michael tried to keep his voice steady. “And on the basis of that you’d decide whether I was good slave material and whether you wanted to take on my intensive training for the role.” 
 
    Jackie waited a few moments before responding. “The idea behind this interview is as you describe it,” she said. “But that doesn’t make it a job interview in the slightest. The fact is, Michael, becoming a slave isn’t like getting a new job at all. If you become a slave it will change your life forever. There are many other pathways to finding fulfilment. Maybe you should be trying to discover yourself as a person and working out what you really want in life, instead of trying to find an escape from yourself by becoming a slave.” 
 
    Michael tried to keep his gaze even, although his heart was hammering in his chest. He was greatly in awe of Jackie. She was a powerful and charismatic dominatrix with a way of looking at him with her penetrating blue eyes that made it seem like she knew everything about him. But he felt strongly she was reading him all wrong. He realised he had to fight his corner before she dismissed him out of hand and sent him on his way. It was now or never. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Michael swallowed hard and tried to iron out the quaver in his voice. “I’m not embarking on all this lightly, Mistress,” he told Jackie. “I’ve given it a very great deal of thought. You have my word on that. I know I won’t find what I’m looking for elsewhere,” Michael went on vehemently, “I want – I need – to become a slave to a demanding Mistress. I want to be owned, collared, twenty-four-seven, the whole works. And I want to do it as soon as possible. I eah…” He trailed off. 
 
    Jackie leaned back in her chair again and looked up at the ceiling as if she were deep in thought. Then she looked back at him. Their gazes met, locked. “Do you understand what the dominatrix I personally select to own one of the slaves I’ve trained would expect of him?” 
 
    Michael nodded. “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “She would expect his body to be available to her in any way she wishes.”  
 
    There was a pause. Jackie kept her gaze on his, still focused and intent. 
 
    “At least you have the basic idea of what you’d be getting into if you put yourself in my hands, I’ll grant you that much.” Her tone was dry. “But I wonder how much more of an idea than that you actually have. Ever since you came on the local Fetish scene you’ve been part of Amelia Fox’s retinue. That’s right, isn’t it?” 
 
    He nodded. “It is, Mistress.” 
 
    “Amelia has told me you are someone she thinks very highly of.” 
 
    “And I think very highly of her, Mistress,” Michael responded.  
 
    Jackie went on, raising a sculpted eyebrow, “And after you’d told her how much you wanted to be a twenty-four-seven slave and she’d gone on to get my say-so first she discussed with you the possibility of being trained by me to be such a slave, yes?” 
 
    Michael nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “And when she did that she emphasised to you, didn’t she, that the course I provide is brief, intensive, and extremely full-on right from the start? 
 
    “She did, Mistress,” he replied with another nod. 
 
    “She also emphasised, did she not, that the standards I expect are very high because the Mistress my trainee ends up with at the conclusion of the process will have similarly high expectations of him?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “She explained all that to me too.” 
 
    “Don’t get me wrong,” Jackie continued. “I’ve known Amelia a long time and count her a very good friend. I also respect her a lot. If I didn’t I wouldn’t have agreed to this meeting, that’s for damn sure. But while she is certainly a sexually dominant alpha woman she’s not a real dominatrix. Amelia dresses and acts the part and can administer a decent hand-spanking – as I believe you’ve experienced on several occasions. But she’s not remotely a serious player when it comes to S&M, and she’d be the first to admit it.” 
 
    Jackie paused a moment before continuing, “Again, don’t misunderstand me. Amelia is a serious player on the local Fetish scene without doubt – a very serious one – as a woman with a major fetish for latex. It’s essentially all about skin-tight rubber with her. The clubs Amelia frequents, as you’ll know from having been to some of them with her, are sophisticated, classy and dead sexy. But they very much cater to the more fashion oriented contingent of the Fetish crowd. I highly doubt you’ll have gained much of an idea from Amelia about what it’s like to be one of the slaves trained by me. And without some understanding of that it would be wrong of me to allow what you’re requesting to go ahead.”  
 
    Michael looked at the dominatrix in puzzlement. “Where are you going with this, Mistress? I don’t understand.” 
 
    “Let me answer your question with one of my own.” Jackie gazed at him seriously. “Ever been to a really hardcore Femdom club?”  
 
    Michael shook his head. “No, Mistress.”  
 
    “What, not even once?” She gave him a mock-incredulous look. 
 
    “Not even once, Mistress,” he said, all too conscious of the lameness of his reply. 
 
    Jackie looked over Michael’s head for a time with a distant expression on her face, and he felt a growing dread. She looked his way again and he thought he knew exactly what she was going to say next. 
 
    Michael felt his stomach dropping away. “You’re going to tell me you’re not prepared to train me as a slave, aren’t you, Mistress?” he said miserably. 
 
    “No, I’m not,” Jackie replied firmly. “What I’m going to do is to put the onus entirely on you. It’s clear to me you don’t know much about S&M, Michael, but even so I’m genuinely impressed with you. And I know what to look for in a potential slave, believe me. God knows, I’ve had enough experience! I’d like to go ahead with your training even though plainly you’ll need a lot of work. But I’m not prepared to do that until you’ve visited a club of the kind I’ve described. You can then make a far more informed decision yourself about whether you want to proceed based on what you observe there.” 
 
    “Thank you so much, Mistress,” said Michael with a sigh of relief, adding, “What club did you have in mind?”  
 
    “It’s called Club Demonic,” Jackie responded, “You can accompany me there this Saturday night. It could be all over between us after that…or only just beginning. We’ll both have to wait and see.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    There was an ideal vantage point to survey much of what went on in the delirious playground of Femdom debauchery and decadence that was Club Demonic. This was to stand behind the balcony of its slightly raised, spacious bar. Which was where Mistress Jackie and Michael were to be found that Saturday night. There they stood side by side, both of them nursing vodka tonics, as they gazed out at the deviant throng populating the club’s domed arena.  
 
    Jackie and Michael were both dressed all in black leather. She wore a plunging micro-minidress and stilettos, and he had on a short top, tight jeans and ankle boots. The couple stared around the off-the-chart outrageous club, watching a variety of Mistresses and their slaves as they unleashed their wildest, darkest, most carnal desires. Club Demonic was the ideal setting for hardcore Femdom BDSM players to shed entirely the trappings of conventional society and be true to themselves sexually in the company of other likeminded couples. How many of those couples had been brought together as a result of the specialist services Jackie provided? Michael wondered vaguely. But there was much more than that to invite his curiosity in that amazing club.  
 
    Michael sipped at his drink, the ice in his glass cracking, scanning the kink-filled cavernous space in awe-struck fascination. There was much leather, latex and naked flesh on display among the Mistresses while their male slaves were either barely clothed or not clothed at all apart from the leather, rubber, or metal collars many of them wore. Staring out over the club’s busy play area, Michael found himself transfixed by the arousing sights that met his gaze. Everything about Club Demonic appealed to him and he didn’t want to be anywhere other than where he was right now. He felt as if he’d died and gone to heaven as his gaze roamed the arena, moving from one highly erotic BDSM scenario to another.  
 
    One such scenario particularly drew Michael’s focus for a while. It involved the domination of a slave with a lean body, light brown hair, sharp cheekbones, a firm jaw line, and deep emerald eyes. What his mouth looked like was impossible to discern as it was covered by a black leather gag. He wore only a collar and backless shorts, both also of black leather, and was bent over a sawhorse having his backside vigorously beaten by a whip-wielding dominatrix with milky-white skin, straight chin-length dark brown hair, and a shapely body. She had on a figure-hugging red leather catsuit and matching thigh-high boots. Beneath the shiny material of her catsuit her pronounced nipples stuck out clearly as she gleefully delivered a relentless avalanche of blows to her slave’s rear cheeks, turning them an ever deeper shade of crimson. 
 
    Michael took another sip of his vodka tonic and let his gaze shift, focussing it now on another amazing dominatrix in action. This one had red hair that streamed down her shoulders and framed her attractive face. Her body was smooth and graceful and the shimmering black latex corset and micro-skirt she wore showed off her curves beautifully. She wore stiletto-heeled shoes even taller and sharper than the ones Jackie had on. Seduction dripped from this alluring siren’s every sinuous move as she led a naked tumescent slave of Oriental appearance around the room on his hands and knees. She did this by means of a chained leash attached to the metal collar encircling his neck.  
 
    Michael felt a wave of arousal course through his body, his cock twitching beneath the tight leather of his jeans, as he watched this arresting couple make their way past an even more arresting sight. His gaze alighted on the exciting scenario in progress, which involved the domination of an athletically-built blond male, naked apart from his red leather slave’s collar, who had three-chained clover clamps attached to his nipples. The man’s upraised, outstretched arms were secured to red leather wrist cuffs attached to either end of a metal spreader bar that was in turn attached to two ceiling chains. He had a red leather blindfold over his eyes and the hard girth of his shaft was encased in tight circles by a red leather cock-corset.  
 
    The man was in the process of being whipped ferociously hard with a black leather cat o’ nine tails and his backside was already a mass of welts as a result. The cat was being wielded by a beautiful dominatrix with short auburn hair, a toned body and elaborate tattoos covering her shoulders and running up and down each arm. She had on a highly seductive black outfit that consisted of stilettos, thigh-high fishnets connected to a garter belt, a miniscule G-string, and a bra that barely contained her ample breasts.  
 
    Michael tore his gaze away from that mesmerising sight and let it settle instead on another extremely arousing Femdom BDSM scenario in progress. It was one that would soon give him serious pause for thought.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Completely naked except for a metal-studded black leather collar was a dark-haired slave bent over a bench to which his arms and legs had been secured by means of the buckled black leather straps  attached to it. He was being dominated by a beautiful Mistress with creamy skin and straight white-blonde hair that fell to her shoulders. She wore a catsuit and tall boots both of purple latex and sported a black strap-on dildo, which she was currently putting to skilful use.  
 
    The man’s lips were stretched in a rictus over the rubber dildo as the dominatrix pushed it rhythmically in and out of his mouth. After a time she stopped face-fucking her slave and withdrew the dildo. She strode behind him and smeared her strap-on with lubricant. She then gripped his rear cheeks and pulled them apart before pushing the dildo unceremoniously into his anus. The dominatrix plunged harder, deeper and faster into her slave with every subsequent thrust. She ground her hips as she drove the dildo in and out of his asshole, hammering the rubber shaft back and forth into him like a piston. 
 
    A thought flashed unbidden into Michael’s mind as he watched all this. That naked collared slave strapped over a bench and currently being ass-fucked with such great energy wasn’t really a person to his Mistress, was he? He was an accommodating ass, a willing mouth, and no doubt a ready cock too. He was a sex-toy to his owner, an object, and little more than that. He’d more than likely gone through much the same kind of tutelage Michael was looking to receive from Jackie and he had wound up at Club Demonic to be strapped on all fours over a bench and used this way. 
 
    That could be me not long from now, thought Michael with a shudder. He’d have surrendered his will completely to be the property of a woman like that. And there he’d be in this club being used and abused in such a manner by his owner. All his training would have come down to that.  
 
    So, what was it going to be? Michael asked himself. Was this what he really wanted? Could he handle being treated as not much more than a piece of property? Could he handle being used by the Mistress who owned him as her collared slave any way she liked sexually when she was in the mood and disregarded when she wasn’t? 
 
    Michael sighed inwardly. He didn’t know for certain whether he could handle being treated in such a way. But he was as certain as he was able to be that he could handle it. And that was even before he’d started any slave training whatsoever. Why was he so certain? Because while that man out there strapped over the bench being energetically sodomised by his Mistress wasn’t him – he was no doubt as unique an individual as he was – the two of them had one exact same thing in common.  
 
    All the equally unique men currently being dominated by their female owners in this extraordinary place had that one thing in common with him too. And it was this. Their sexual submissiveness and masochism was locked inside their DNA. It was the way they were made. It was deep-seated in them, in their marrow, in every single part of them. The simple fact was they couldn’t help the way they were because it was the way they were hardwired to be. And what a great way to be that was, he said to himself euphorically.   
 
    Still lost in thought, Michael let his eyes begin to trace another slave’s path as he crawled across the floor, naked and tumescent, behind another seductively clad dominatrix. This one had straight blonde hair cut in a bob and was in a skin-clinging minidress of silver-blue latex, her long legs tapered in stiletto heels. What was she going to do to her slave? he wondered.  What… 
 
    Jackie abruptly brought his overexcited reverie to an end.  
 
    “Planet earth to Michael,” she said, snapping her fingers. 
 
    He turned towards her distractedly, but quickly composed himself. “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    The dominatrix sipped the last of her vodka tonic and looked directly at him. “I think you’ve seen more than enough to serve my purpose tonight, Michael,” she said. “We’ll be leaving shortly.” 
 
    “Whatever you say, Mistress,” he replied, draining his glass. 
 
    Jackie looked at Michael again. “So, now you’ve checked out Club Demonic what did you learn here?” she wanted to know. 
 
    “That it’s most definitely my kind of club, Mistress,” he enthused, his eyes glowing.  
 
    Jackie cocked her head. “Any questions you’d like to ask about giving up ownership of your body to me for a short while so I can train you to be the sort of slave you’ve observed in this club tonight?” 
 
     “Only the one, Mistress.” Michael gave her a crooked grin. “How soon can we start?” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    A couple of days later Jackie was again at the desk in her office with Michael seated opposite her. But this time he was about to start his training. “Bring nothing at all with you,” the dominatrix had told him. “I don’t want you to arrive with a suitcase or anything like that. In fact don’t even bring a toothbrush,”  
 
    So, apart from a few essential items – his wallet, keys and the like – which he’d tucked into the pockets of the midnight-blue cotton jacket he was wearing, all Michael had brought with him were the other clothes he had on. These consisted of a plain black T-shirt. and the leather jeans and ankle boots he’d worn to Club Demonic.  
 
    This time Jackie wore a high-collared tight black leather jacket and a matching miniskirt. She also had on knee-high black leather boots with stiletto heels.  
 
    Michael tried to keep his heartbeat calm as he stared across the desk at the stunning dominatrix, waiting for her to make a start. Then she did, cutting straight to the chase. 
 
    “There are a number of important skills it’s necessary to develop in order to be a good slave,” Jackie said. “If I had to single out only one it would be this: exceptionally strong self-control. And it is that I’ll start to teach you about from the very beginning. Makes sense, wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    Michael gave a nod. “I would, Mistress.” 
 
    “During your training I want you to always obey my commands immediately and accept what I say without question” Jackie’s expression was now stern. “If you don’t do that you will be punished.” She paused. “And just to be clear, Michael, there’ll be no gentle lead-in period where I let you have some slack. This is a short intensive course and we don’t have time for such luxuries. I will begin punishing you from the beginning for any failures, understood?”  
 
    His throat constricted. “Understood, Mistress.”  
 
    “Right from the start as well,” Jackie went on, “I will own your body and do what I want with it. You will submit to my every desire, catering to these to the very best of your abilities. A good slave is a very adaptable one, so learning such adaptability will be an important part of your training from the outset. You need to be aware too that you will never be allowed to come unless I give you permission.” She paused again and held his gaze for a few moments before saying, “Do you accept all that?” 
 
    Michael took a deep breath and answered, “Without reservation, Mistress.” 
 
    A few further moments of silence passed before Jackie said, “Get to your feet and take off all your clothes right away. You won’t need any of them while you’re being trained by me. Until that training is over I’ll keep them safe for you.” 
 
     “Wait a minute, Mistress,” Michael said without thinking, his voice slightly hoarse. “I don’t understand. Are you saying you want me to be naked the whole time I’m here, no matter what?”  
 
    “I am.” She cocked an eyebrow. “I also just gave you a command. And you know what happens if you question what I tell you – which you just did, incidentally – or fail to do what I’ve told you to do straightaway, don’t you?” 
 
    “I get punished, Mistress.” He immediately pushed himself up from his chair so as to comply with her command. At the most fundamental level that was what a slave was expected to do wasn’t it, Michael said to himself. He was expected to comply, to submit. 
 
    Michael got out of his clothes in double-quick time. Then shivering ever so slightly with fear and sexual excitement, he stood before Jackie.  
 
    The dominatrix raked her eyes over his naked body for a few seconds: the broad shoulders and strong chest, the tight abdomen, the lean cut of his muscular legs… his raging hard-on. Very nice! 
 
    Without a word she rose to her feet, came out from behind the desk and strode to the door of her office. “Come with me,” she directed, opening the door. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    Once they’d stepped outside her office Michael padded naked and erect behind Jackie as she led him along the corridor. She came to a door, which she opened. Beyond it was a brief length of corridor leading to a winding staircase that descended to the basement. He followed her down the stairs and along another corridor. After a short way she turned a corner and stopped outside another door.   
 
    “These are your quarters,” said the dominatrix, pointing towards the door. “While you’re under my roof I’ll provide you with a couple of modest meals a day only, which you’ll consume on your own in there. You also won’t be permitted to leave those quarters at any time unless accompanied by me.”  
 
    Jackie turned the handle, pushed open the door and ushered Michael into the room beyond. He looked around the room, taking it all in – such as there was to see. The room had bare floorboards and was sparsely furnished. There was a single bed made up with white sheets, a small table, a wooden chair, and not very much else. It was positively monastic. There was however a state-of-the-art bathroom attached to the room, which Jackie showed him next. It had a range of modern fittings and was well supplied with towels, shampoo, shaving kit, soap, a toothbrush, toothpaste, deodorant and such like.  
 
    Jackie took Michael back out of the bathroom and they returned to the spartan space adjoining it where the main article of furniture was his bed. Jackie then removed her leather jacket, miniskirt and boots, which was all she’d had on. 
 
    As Michael gazed at the exquisite sight of the dominatrix in all her naked glory – the full breasts, the erect nipples, the pink slit of her smooth sex, the long shapely legs – adrenaline rushed through his body and blood through his hard-on.  
 
    Jackie raised an eyebrow at him. “Like what you see?” 
 
    “Love what I see, Mistress,” Michael replied breathlessly. 
 
    “The feeling’s mutual,” said the dominatrix, grasping him firmly by the waist. Jackie’s hands then moved downwards and gripped Michael’s backside instead. She pulled him towards her briefly so his throbbing erection pressed against her stomach. 
 
    Then she instructed, “Get on the bed and lie flat on your back.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Michael said, and did, his blood-flushed cock rearing into the air. 
 
    “Know what being ‘queened’ is?” asked Jackie, hovering seductively over him. 
 
    “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Let me demonstrate.”  
 
    The dominatrix climbed onto the bed, kneeling with her thighs either side of Michael’s face. His erection and the rest of his body were behind her. Jackie squatted down over his mouth, squirming herself into position. Her sex and his lips were locked so tightly together he could hardly breathe. 
 
    Michael had been emphatically told his training would be extremely full-on from the outset. Well, you couldn’t get much more full-on than this, he thought excitedly 
 
    “Lick me,” Jackie ordered. 
 
    Michael flicked his tongue over the folds of the labia that enveloped his lips so closely. He pressed his tongue inside Jackie’s wet pussy and drank deeply of her delicious love juice.  
 
    The dominatrix began to wriggle in ever mounting excitement, moving down hard onto the mouth clamped between her thighs. Soon she was riding wildly, bucking her hips back and forth. She clamped Michael’s head more tightly with her thighs, a continuous flood of arousal oozing from her sex and into his mouth. Finally, panting loudly, she cried out in orgasmic ecstasy. 
 
    But Jackie wasn’t through yet. After allowing herself a few moments to calm down a little she moved down Michael’s body and straddled his thighs, his hard cock pressed against her pussy lips. 
 
     “I want you inside me now,” she announced.  
 
    Jackie sank down until his shaft was completely sheathed inside her and began to move up and down, but slowly. She was in no rush – or so it seemed to Michael, as she continued to undulate over his body nice and easy. And he delighted in the languorous sensation. He didn’t have to worry about anything, he told himself elatedly. All he had to do was be there in the moment.   
 
    But as the moment stretched Jackie began to move herself more insistently over his hardness, joining their bodies closer and deeper. Before long she was riding him vigorously over and over, faster and faster. Michael’s respiration deepened all the time as the strong desire within him surged towards the imminent mutual orgasm he fervently hoped Jackie would permit him to share with her.  But the dominatrix had other ideas. 
 
    “I’m going to come now but you’re not allowed to,” she gasped before climaxing powerfully. And as she did Michael clamped down on himself with all his might just in time to avoid passing the point of no return. 
 
    Jackie rode the orgasmic waves of ecstasy that continued to engulf her until her climax drew to a close. Then she pulled her body apart from Michael’s. He groaned in frustration as he felt his hard cock slip out of her. 
 
    “I said I’d teach you about exceptional self-control from the beginning, Michael,” Jackie said after climbing lithely off the bed. “So far, so good. You did very well there. Credit where it’s due. But that was just your first lesson, don’t forget. We’ve only just begun.” She paused a second. “There’s also another first lesson you need to receive as soon as possible and I’ll be back shortly to deliver it.” 
 
    With that the naked dominatrix turned on her heels and left the room, closing the door behind her. 
 
    What lesson was this going to be? Michael wondered, alive with sexual anticipation tinged with apprehension. He levered himself off his back and sat on the edge of the bed to wait for Jackie’s return.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Jackie returned to the room almost as quickly as she’d departed. When Michael saw the fearsome-looking strap of thick black leather she had in her hand a heady mixture of desire and dread shot through him.  
 
    “You know I’m going to give you a thorough thrashing now, don’t you,” said the naked dominatrix, looking down coldly at him. “And as for the spankings Amelia has given you from time to time,” she went on dismissively, “you know this beating is going to be in an entirely different league to those tame sessions, don’t you, and that you run the risk of being totally out of your depth this time?” 
 
    “Yes I do, Mistress,” Michael replied, struggling to keep his breath steady.  
 
    Jackie arched her head to one side. “Managed to work out why I’m going to beat you?” 
 
    “Is it to punish me for being tardy when you told me to stand up and strip naked in your office earlier, Mistress?” 
 
    “It is… in part,” she said mysteriously. “Now get to your feet and make sure you’re much quicker off the mark this time.” 
 
    Michael stood up with all speed, trembling slightly with fear. Tellingly, though, his erection remained rock-hard. 
 
    Jackie gestured with the hand holding the strap. “Stand with your palms against the wall there, your feet spread apart and your ass pushed outward.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Michael said, and did.  
 
    He was tense – as stiff as the hard column of his cock. And his breathing was rapid, shallow. 
 
    The dominatrix whistled the strap through the air twice to test it before saying, “You will count each of the first half dozen strokes of the strap as you receive them. If you miss one I will start over from the beginning again.” 
 
    Jackie didn’t wait for him to acknowledge the instruction before she swung the strap, launching in with a vengeance. That first strike landed and the crack of leather on flesh rang out, the sharp sound filling the room. A bright red welt appeared across Michael’s rear cheeks that felt like a burning brand on his flesh. The flaming agony of it made him let out a loud “Ahhh!” At the same time he reflexively put one of his hands behind his backside to protect himself.  
 
    “You should have counted. So you’ll receive an extra strike for that.” Jackie said tersely. “I did warn you.” 
 
    She immediately swung the strap again, expertly missing Michael’s hand and landing the implement hard on his upper thighs instead. He cried out once more at the intense pain that racked his body, but the instant afterwards gasped, “One, Mistress.”  
 
    Jackie paused momentarily, and without needing to be told Michael put the flat of his hand back against the wall. He braced himself for the impact of her next strike. But his attempt to prepare himself like that did no good. The thick leather strap landed again as agonisingly as before, leaving another bright red welt across his skin. He didn’t cry out this time but his voice quivered as he said, “Two, Mistress.” 
 
    The dominatrix delivered four more scorching strikes, crossing Michael’s rear cheeks and upper thighs with further bright red streaks, and he managed to count each one through gritted teeth as they landed.  
 
    “There’s no need for you to count any more,” Jackie said, adding ominously, “but I’m nowhere near finished beating you yet.” 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Jackie carried on with Michael’s punishment relentlessly. Her shoulder muscles flexed and her bare breasts heaved as she delivered blow after blow that she now concentrated exclusively on his backside. Each lash of the strap showed cherry-red against his rear cheeks and made them smart in agony. The naked dominatrix continued to whisk the strap through the air with dreadful meaning, striking his behind hard every time. Her arm rose and swung and rose again, as she sent the strap flying through the air over and over. Crack. Crack. Crack. Crack. 
 
    The beating went on and on with no respite, delivering ever more searing pain to Michael’s flesh. His heart hammered in his chest and his body shivered with agony under the repeated savage blows as Jackie continued circling the strap constantly through the air before letting it land with one sharp crack after another. 
 
    Michael was beginning to find it all too much. His rear now bore numerous red welts, which burned like hellfire. He wanted the acute pain to go away and prayed that Jackie would stop beating him soon. Still she kept on, though, her continuing torrent of strokes testing his endurance to the limit. He danced and wriggled and cried out in his agony as she carried on flaying the skin of his backside with her cruel lashes, the loud cracks echoing in his eardrums. 
 
    But despite, indeed because of the excruciating pain Michael was suffering, he felt incredibly aroused. His hard cock was throbbing fit to burst, the pain he was in having by now transmuted to profound erotic pleasure. Sexual excitement began to eddy through him at a level he hadn’t come close to ever experiencing before when being spanked by Amelia. He was conscious something seismic was taking place inside him. He’d never felt so utterly alive. Michael could not help but cry out in delirious agony at each lash as they continued to cascade on and on. God, how they hurt but at the same time he craved more. His erection streamed pre-cum constantly as if to welcome greater agony.  
 
    Michael had entered the ecstatic zone that was to become so familiar to him from that day onward where his mind seemed to have floated from his body into a world of pure unadulterated pain. He heard himself cry out as though from far away. And they were cries of delight at Jackie’s sublime cruelty and the deep masochistic hunger she had released in him fully for the very first time in his life.  
 
    His back arched and his erection bobbed as he bucked his hips in response to Jackie’s remorselessly harsh blows. Eventually the agony and intense desire he felt merged into an overwhelming sensation of ecstasy that spread through his body, soul and mind. 
 
    Then… “Bring your right hand to your cock,” the dominatrix ordered. 
 
    And Michael immediately took that hand away from the wall and closed it over his erection, its head slippery with the pre-cum it continued to stream like a leaky faucet.  
 
    “Now bring yourself off,” Jackie further commanded. 
 
    He began pumping his fist over the length of his shaft hard and fast. And this, aided by the sweet agony caused by the continuing lashes of the strap, sent him rocketing towards a convulsive orgasm. Michael tensed and exhaled a loud moan when he started to come. His body then shuddered and his stiff cock jerked in spasms within his pounding fist as his copious creamy cum flowed in one hot spurt after another. 
 
     Finally his earth-shattering orgasm came to an end, and so did his beating. 
 
    Jackie cast the strap aside, got Michael to turn round and instructed, “Kneel down and kiss my feet to thank me for your punishment and for allowing you sexual release.”  
 
    Michael obeyed immediately, flinging himself to the floor and lavishing her beautiful bare feet with tender kisses. He lost himself in the sensation of demonstrating his gratitude to the sadistic dominatrix in such a groveling manner.   
 
    At length Jackie told him to kneel upright before her. After a silence she looked down at him and said, “That’ll do for today, Michael,” adding with an approving smile, “After a somewhat bumpy start, you responded to your fierce punishment very well indeed. That proved to me – and to you too, I feel certain – that not by a long way were you out of your depth. All in all, you thoroughly earned your orgasmic reward.”  
 
    There was another silence. “As you’ll have gathered by now, Michael, my basic approach to your intensive training is to teach you quickly by testing you hard, and you’ve made a very good start. I will push your boundaries even further tomorrow when I continue with your training – which will take place in my dungeon.”   
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. Michael was in his quarters, sitting patiently on the edge of the bed as he waited for Jackie to arrive. He was of course naked, having been given no choice whatsoever in the matter by Jackie. The constant nudity required of him by the dominatrix served as a tantalisingly humiliating reminder that she could do whatever she wanted to him while he was in her ownership. Michael completely understood now why she’d required him to always be naked during his time with her. 
 
    Jackie opened the door and stood on the threshold of the room but didn’t come in. The raven-haired dominatrix looked breathtakingly gorgeous in an outfit consisting of a tight black mesh top that clearly revealed her perfect breasts, a flared black leather skirt that was cut obscenely short, and knee-high black leather boots with stiletto heels.  
 
    “Stand up, Michael,” she said. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He rose to his feet, his cock beginning to swell.  
 
    “This way.” Jackie motioned for him to follow her down the corridor. “I’m taking you to my dungeon now, as promised, to continue with your training.”  
 
    As Michael padded along behind the dominatrix his eyes greedily took in the way her ultra-short leather skirt flapped over her round bare backside with every stiletto-heeled step she took. Unsurprisingly by the time they’d arrived at the door to the dungeon he had developed a strong erection. 
 
    Jackie opened the door and strode into the dungeon with Michael following behind her. The pagan scent of leather pervaded the cavernous room like the most seductive of perfumes. There were various items of dungeon equipment dotted about, all with plenty of space between them. These leather-padded items included a whipping bench, a horizontal torture chair, a vertical torture chair, a horse, a St. Andrew’s cross, and a bondage table. 
 
    There were several strategically placed chains hanging from the dungeon ceiling. Some of these hung in isolation and some in sets of two with metal spreader bars attached to them that had black leather cuffs at either end. Along the length of one wall all manner of punishment tools and other S&M paraphernalia hung from brackets or sat on shelves in a long wooden rack.  These ranged from straps, tawses, crops, canes, whips, paddles, canes, handcuffs, nipple clamps, strap-on dildos, hoods, blindfolds, wrist and ankle cuffs, metal and wooden spreader bars, gags, leads, body bags, you name it…  
 
    When they got to the center of the dungeon Jackie turned and looked Michael up and down. Her gaze lingered salaciously on his tumescent nakedness, drinking it in like she could never get enough of the sight.  
 
    Her lips parting in a seductive pout, she stepped closer and reached a hand for Michael’s erection. She squeezed it for a few moments, brushing her thumb over the head in a silken caress that made him shudder with desire. 
 
    Jackie let go his shaft and said, “You know that if you disobey me you must be punished.” She raised an eyebrow. “Yes?” 
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” Michael replied.  
 
    “You’ll recall that yesterday just before I began beating you with the leather strap I told you to place the palms of your hands against the wall, which you duly did,” the dominatrix continued. “However one strike of the strap and back came one of those hands to protect your ass against further strikes.” She pressed her lips together. “You disobeyed my instruction, didn’t you?” 
 
    Michael was taken aback by Jackie’s words. What he’d done on that occasion had been no more than a reflex action – and one that, unprompted, he’d quickly corrected. The dominatrix hadn’t said anything at the time. He had therefore assumed she’d let the matter go. Plainly she hadn’t done anything of the sort. 
 
    “You disobeyed my instruction, didn’t you?” Jackie’s voice sharpened as she repeated the words. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” he replied falteringly. 
 
    She went on, “Any slave trained by me, when his Mistress gives him an instruction, knows he has to do exactly as he’s been told. And that’s what he does, no ifs, no buts.” 
 
    Michael’s first instinct was to say in his defence that what he’d done had been an involuntary reflex that he’d promptly righted. But he caught a flash in Jackie’s eyes and thought better of it. He didn’t want to push his luck. Michael remembered he wasn’t allowed to question what Jackie told him. He remained silent, thinking what she was saying was unfair but wisely deciding to keep his own counsel on the matter. 
 
     He was very glad he’d made that decision when Jackie continued, “I’m not blaming you for what you did, Michael. Please be clear about that. It wasn’t your fault. You made an extremely common mistake for a novice but it’s one you have to learn from. I’m going to punish you so you remember that lesson more clearly. Do you understand?” 
 
    Michael paused for a second, his heart beating hard, before replying, “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    And he did understand now too. The punishment was for his own good and made sense when he thought about it. This was a brief intensive training course after all, and it was essential he learn what he needed to know quickly and well – and that would often mean learning the hard way. 
 
    Jackie turned away from Michael and strode towards the rack. A mixture of fear and excitement began to race through him when she returned with a riding crop in her hand. The crop had a leather tip that looked like it would bite his skin most painfully. 
 
    “Go over to the St. Andrew’s cross and stand facing it.” The dominatrix gestured with the crop towards the item of dungeon equipment. “I’m going to secure you to it so you don’t make the same mistake this time. We don’t want history repeating itself, do we?” 
 
    “No, Mistress.” Michael took a deep breath in an unsuccessful attempt to calm down, and obediently did as he’d been told.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    Michael’s muscles tensed as he started to prepare himself for the painful punishment he’d be receiving shortly. He just hoped it didn’t turn out to be more than he could handle this time. His backside was still very sore from the heavy strapping the dominatrix had given it the previous day.  
 
    Once Michael was in position Jackie set the riding crop aside for a few moments in order to secure him to the St. Andrew’s cross. She deftly buckled his wrists and ankles into the leather cuffs attached to the four corners of the cross so he was held in an X shape.  
 
    The dominatrix picked up the crop again and ran its hard leather tip across Michael’s behind. He prepared himself, getting ready to start counting out the strikes as he’d done the day before. 
 
    As if reading his mind, Jackie said, “You don’t have to do any counting this time.” 
 
    She wasn’t expecting a response, and Michael didn’t have time to give one anyway because she delivered her first blow with lightening speed. The riding crop flashed through the air and a sharp crack followed as the implement struck his rear with force. Michael cried out in a combination of surprise and pain. He also pulled against the bonds attached to his wrists and ankles. As with the time Jackie had first struck him with the strap, it had been instinctual to pull away from the biting sensation of the sudden pain in a reflexive attempt to try and escape it.  
 
    The dominatrix swiftly brought the riding crop across again, this time on his upper thighs. Michael reflexively tried to escape the pain once more. But his bondage held him firmly in place.  
 
    The beating continued unabated, the riding crop leaving its bright red marks on Michael’s rear cheeks and upper thighs. Again and again Jackie brought the crop across – Crack, Crack, Crack, Crack – and his body jerked within its bonds with every strike. He was tempted to beg her to stop but he managed to control that impulse if not his body’s instinctual, visceral reaction to each of her blows.  
 
    This was punishment with a purpose, Michael told himself, trying to summon up that elusive control. He was on the precipice of starting a whole new life, the one he’d been born to lead. Jackie was delivering this chastisement as a means towards that end. He totally got that. The dominatrix was trying her best to help him meet his goal. She wasn’t some heinous bitch he needed to get away from. Indeed she was the very opposite of such an ogre.  
 
    The pain wasn’t as bad as it could have been either. Michael knew that too but it didn’t keep him from continuing to pull against his bonds reflexively to try and escape it. When the crop came across, he couldn’t seem to be able to stop his body from pulling away. It was a reflex action. That was all. His body needed to find a way to stop that reflex. But how, for Christ’s sake? 
 
    Jackie stopped beating Michael in due course. For a moment she looked admiringly at the red welts with which she’d painted his skin.  
 
    Then she came up close behind him, the warmth of her breath on the nape of his neck. “You’ll have to develop much better self-control than that, Michael,” she said. “That was not an especially harsh punishment. But you never stopped straining against your bonds. You have to learn to properly let go and accept your punishment, not fight it. That will involve you finding a way to internalise the pain until there’s no sign of it on the surface in your reactions. That’s not easy and will require an awful lot of self-control on your part. You’re really going to have to work on that until you achieve it.” She was silent for a moment before adding reassuringly, “Don’t worry, though, Michael. Where you’re going wrong is not a lifelong affliction, nothing like that. It can be trained away, believe me. So, keep the faith.” 
 
    What Jackie had just said got Michael thinking. He had known in broad terms what he’d be letting himself in for when he’d embarked on this training. But he hadn’t realised just how difficult it would be to maintain the very high level of self-control Jackie required of him. However the words of encouragement she’d just come out with gave him real hope he’d manage to do that. 
 
    “You accept what I’m saying?” the dominatrix half-patted him on the arm before stepping back. 
 
    Michael looked over his shoulder at her. “Absolutely, Mistress,” he replied, his voice quavering. 
 
    “Good to hear,” said Jackie. 
 
    With that she strode purposefully over to the rack and replaced the riding crop. Michael assumed she’d pick up another disciplinary implement in order to keep right on with his current punishment until he started to respond better to it. But she returned empty-handed. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Eleven  
 
      
 
    Jackie unbuckled the cuffs holding Michael’s wrists and ankles to the St. Andrew’s cross, got him to turn onto his back, and re-secured the cuffs. The dominatrix caressed the musculature of his chest for a while, her fingertips playing lightly on the smooth skin. Then she traced her fingers slowly down his stomach and took hold of his cock, feeling how swollen it still was. 
 
    Letting go his erection, Jackie said, “As I’ve already made crystal clear, I want you to work hard on your self-control. That includes your orgasm control. Amelia told me it was very good. And from what little I’ve experienced of it myself so far, I have to say I agree with her assessment. But is it good enough for the life you aspire to? That’s the question. And discovering the answer to that is what the test I’m about to set you is all about.” She let a moment pass before adding, “I’m going to try to make you come now. But I actually don’t want you to. If you do, you’ll receive another punishment. Got that?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress,” Michael replied resolutely, every muscle in his body tightening in readiness for the test the dominatrix had set him.  
 
    Jackie immediately got to work. She bent forward at the waist, took Michael’s hard cock in her hand again and began slowly licking the length of it. Sheer bliss began to flow through Michael’s bound body and his muscles immediately started to relax a little. But his mind remained highly focussed, intent on not screwing up Jackie’s challenge.  
 
    Still taking her own good time, the dominatrix slid her lips a little further down Michael’s shaft. She continued taking more of it in her mouth until it was deep into her throat. What Jackie was doing to Michael made him feel dizzy with lust. But he still felt totally in control.  
 
    It didn’t last 
 
    Before long the dominatrix began to gorge herself on his erection, her tongue licking wildly up and down its length. That put Michael on high alert. His hard-on throbbed and twitched in Jackie’s mouth as she sucked and sucked. The situation was getting more challenging for Michael with every passing moment.  
 
    All of a sudden Jackie stopped blowing him, though, and went on to give him a few desperately needed moments to recover at least some of his composure. Then she got back to work, but gradually. Standing slightly to the side of Michael, she took hold of his erection once more. Very slowly she stroked it, passing her fingers back and forth over the entire length. However just as had been the case when she’d been blowing him, while she started slowly it didn’t take her long to build up momentum. As she pulled insistently at Michael’s shaft he could feel desire pulsing hotly through his body. Despite his increasingly high level of sexual excitement, however, he gritted his teeth and determinedly managed to keep himself from climaxing.  
 
    Jackie kept pulling at Michael’s hard-on in the same relentless manner, ramping up his arousal until he felt he could hardly stand it. He began breathing more heavily as the potent desire within him surged even more. But he was as determined as ever not to allow himself to climax. 
 
    Jackie carried on yanking at Michael’s erection. His respiration deepened all the time as his lust consumed him more and more. He could feel the onset of orgasm but knew it was vitally important he not let that happen.  
 
    Beads of sweat dotting his forehead, Michael tried as hard as possible to stay focussed. He tried to ignore the waves of pleasure surging through his body. But he couldn’t ignore them. Nobody could do that, he thought frantically. Nobody could ignore their body’s urgent need to climax in such an incredibly challenging situation. Part of him said he should keep on trying like crazy to do that very thing, no matter how difficult it was. Then another part of him told him to simply give up. 
 
    Michael felt it building, the orgasm he knew he couldn’t allow to happen. He tried to hold it back, but it seemed like the more he tried to control himself, the bigger his urge to climax grew. He felt his orgasm building faster, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. 
 
    Michael was so aroused by this point he could barely see. He was terrified of the orgasm threatening to engulf him, but he wanted it more than anything.  
 
    Or did he? Michael asked himself. 
 
    Pain would come after his orgasm. He knew that. His body kept telling him the wonderful release he’d experience by succumbing to his urgent need for erotic release would be worth it. But his mind kept saying it wouldn’t be worth it by any means because Jackie didn’t want him to succumb to that need. It was therefore essential he prevent himself from climaxing at all costs. It would take every ounce of self-discipline he could muster not to lose control but that was what he had to do.  
 
    Michael was panting hard. I won’t allow myself to climax. I won’t allow myself to climax, he kept repeating to himself in a frantic mantra. I won’t allow myself to climax. I won’t allow myself to climax.  
 
    But his body and mind remained in direct conflict. His body was telling him he was about to pass the point of no return at any moment. His mind was telling him resolutely he was going to do no such thing and he’d continue to do whatever it took to prevent it. For a moment his resolve faltered, though, and that was enough to allow his body to take control of his mind.  
 
    Michael let go a half-second before Jackie took her hand away from his erection. His orgasm exploded from him, his throbbing shaft shooting its load in rope after rope of pearly cum. He let the waves of ecstasy flow over him, moans of release escaping his lips unhindered. 
 
    Eventually those ecstatic moans ceased and Michael spurted to a stop. His orgasm was waning fast, every bit of sensation having washed over him. Shame was his overriding emotion now. Jackie had tested his self-control again in this dungeon and again he’d failed. Oh, Shit! he said to himself, despairingly. Shit! Shit! Shit! Shit! 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Jackie released Michael from the St. Andrew’s cross and led him over to one of the metal spreader bars suspended from the dungeon ceiling by chains. She raised his hands and dextrously buckled his wrists into the black leather cuffs at either end of the metal bar. 
 
    The dominatrix said, “You deserve the punishment you’re about to receive because you failed that test.” She arched an eyebrow at him. “That’s right, isn’t it?” 
 
    Michael’s heart was pumping hard. “Yes it is, Mistress,” he said, adding ingratiatingly, “I tried really hard though.” 
 
    “But not quite hard enough,” she countered. “You could have lasted longer if the strength of your resolve had held, we both know that. But instead you allowed yourself to give up the fight. In the end you put your pleasure ahead of what I required of you. And because you did that pure pain awaits you now. Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress,” Michael replied, breathing heavily. 
 
    Jackie turned away from him and strode over to the rack where she selected a small black leather flogger. When she returned with the implement she immediately put it to use, delivering her first searing stroke to Michael’s thighs and genitals.  
 
    His eyes bulging in his head, Michael cried out in pain. He couldn’t help himself.  She delivered another strike, and he cried out again. Then she did it again, and again, and again. He heard his own cries ring loudly in his ears every time. 
 
    But his cries weren’t enough to stop the deluge of blows. “Please, Mistress,” he pleaded eventually. “Please stop. I don’t think I can handle this anymore.” 
 
    Jackie paused in her assault and looked him coldly in the eye. “Why? Am I that inept and irresponsible a dominatrix you fear I’m harming you physically with this small flogger?” 
 
    He shook his head vigorously. “No, of course not, Mistress. You’re nothing of the sort. You’re a total expert at what you do, the very best there is. But…” 
 
    “But what I’m doing to you hurts,” she interrupted, “and not at all in a good way, huh?” 
 
    He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Hence the unimpressive racket you’ve been making,” Jackie went on. “I say ‘unimpressive’, Michael, because as I don’t need to remind you I am trying to get you to develop much better self-control.” 
 
    “I’m s-sorry about that, Mistress,” he stammered.  
 
    “This beating is meant to hurt because it’s a punishment for failing the test I set you.  It is supposed to teach you a lesson and as such is all part of the intensive slave training I’m giving you. You do see that, don’t you?”  
 
    His throat worked. “Yes, Mistress, but…” 
 
    “No more buts,” she interjected impatiently. “These are your choices now, Michael, and you only have two of them. You either decide to give up on your training and quit right here and now or you accept your punishment. Which is it to be?” 
 
    Michael took a shallow breath as he considered her words. This short, incredibly full-on training program was how he would find the life he craved. This was the price of finding that life. That was the hard truth. It would be devastating to call a halt to his training. So, realistically he had no choice.  
 
     “You haven’t answered my question,” said Jackie, giving him a sharp look. “Do you want me to continue your punishment, or do you want to give up and leave my training program? There’s no room for equivocation here. It’s all or nothing. Make up your mind one way or the other.” 
 
    Michael replied straightaway, “I want you to continue with my punishment, Mistress.” As soon as he’d uttered the words he felt the tension start to release from his body and his mind begin to clear. 
 
    “You’ve made your decision, have you?” 
 
    “I definitely have, Mistress,” said Michael.   
 
    And he had. He would stick with his training even if at times like this his body hated it. He would tough it out through such ordeals. He would accept them not because he was being forced to by Jackie but because he wanted to. 
 
    “Now that you’ve made your decision I shall continue with your punishment,” said the dominatrix, and she swung the small flogger again. 
 
    Michael didn’t cry out this time. The pain still raged, but he had chosen the pain. It had been his decision to take the pain.  
 
    He continued to take that pain as Jackie struck him in the same part of his body a dozen more times, one quick-fire blow after another. Then at last she stopped. 
 
    “That was a very much better response, Michael,” she said, giving him an encouraging smile. “That’s what I call progress. We can build on that, yes?” 
 
    He swallowed. “Yes, Mistress.”  
 
    Jackie replaced the small flogger in the rack and returned to where Michael stood, arms outstretched in his bonds. She freed his wrists from the spreader bar and stepped back. 
 
    “Kneel before me,” demanded the dominatrix, and Michael immediately got down on his knees. 
 
    Jackie remained silent for several moments before saying, “I know I’ve really put you through it this time, Michael. But as a result I think we’ve turned a corner with your training, don’t you, and done it very quickly?” 
 
    He took a shaky breath. “Yes I do, Mistress.”  
 
    “It’s a lot to learn in a short space of time, all this, especially for a novice like you,” she said. “But I’ll keep on helping you as much as I possibly can to learn, you know. Trust me on that. In fact trust me on everything. Our whole relationship is based on trust. You understand that, don’t you?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress,” Michael replied softly. 
 
    Jackie had successfully put numerous trainee slaves through their paces before him, Michael reminded himself. And she had shown she knew exactly what she was doing in his case too. He would only achieve the exceptional level of control over his body that was required of him as a slave trained to her high standards by doing exactly what she told him to do. Only by doing that would he keep getting better. Only by doing that would he reach his goal.  
 
    Today Jackie had forced him to accept something vitally important. He could control his body even under the most difficult of circumstances if he really put his mind to it and fully trusted her. The knowledge of that made all the difference to him. That was how he would learn to be a good slave. He would learn to control his body with Jackie’s trusted help. Not because she was making him do that but because he wanted to. It was his choice and he’d made it.  
 
    “Thank you so much, Mistress?” Michael gazed up at Jackie, his eyes shining. 
 
    “For what?” she asked. 
 
    “For helping me the brilliant way you are to become a good slave. It means the world to me.” He looked away. 
 
    Jackie rested her hand on the side of his cheek “It’s what I’m here for,” she said. “It’s what I do. And as for you, Michael, you’re doing just fine, you honestly are. At the end of the day with someone who aspires to be a good slave it’s either there or it isn’t. And it’s there in your case. I can tell you that. I’m certain of it now. ” 
 
  

 
   
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    A few more days had passed and Michael had gone from strength to strength. He’d pushed constantly to control his body with his mind in the numerous BDSM sessions Jackie’d had with him during that time. Always he had hung on her every word. Always he’d tried as hard as he possibly could to meet her wishes. Most times he had succeeded. Occasionally he hadn’t. He had always learned from his mistakes though. All the time he’d improved...  
 
      
 
    Jackie and Michael were in the dungeon. The dominatrix had on a skin-tight catsuit of shiny red leather, which she’d matched with long boots finished with metal-tipped heels. Michael stood before her, naked and achingly erect. 
 
    Jackie gestured towards a nearby whipping bench. “Get into position over that,” she demanded.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He padded over to the item of dungeon equipment, knelt over it and pressed himself low on its smooth leather surface.  
 
    Jackie strode across to the rack, her stiletto heels clicking purposefully on the dungeon floor as she went. Once there, she picked up a thick black leather paddle, tested its heft and hold and decided to select it. When she returned she raised her arm and swung the paddle down hard a half dozen times in rapid succession on Michael’s backside. His eyes watered the pain was so intense. But so was the masochistic pleasure that went hand-in-hand with it. The dominatrix paused briefly before continuing to paddle his rear in the same swift, harsh manner. She carried on thrashing him hard and fast, the loud thwack of thick leather on soft flesh beating out the rhythm of his painful chastisement.  
 
    Michael’s rear was now flamed with a deep crimson tan, the impression of the paddle clearly marked on the burning flesh. Jackie’s hand continued to rise and fall repeatedly, her blows tattooing a relentless rhythm. When she’d finally finished beating Michael’s backside his body was trembling with adrenaline-overload, his ass cheeks were blazing with pleasure-pain, and his blood-flushed erection was throbbing constantly against the leather surface of the whipping bench. 
 
    “Part your thighs,” Jackie instructed, and he obeyed. “Now await an ass-fucking.”  
 
    Michael’s heart raced with excitement, his muscles clenched, and his erect cock pulsed even more as the catsuit-clad dominatrix made another trip to the rack. Once there she replaced the paddle and selected in its place a black strap-on dildo. Jackie buckled the strap-on snugly into place over her leather-covered thighs. She then doused the rubber dildo now protruding from her crotch with a liberal amount of lubricant. 
 
      Jackie strode back, grasped Michael’s heavily punished rear cheeks and drew them apart. She placed the tip of the dildo against his puckered asshole and began to push inch-by-inch into the tight sheath of muscle beyond. This was not the first or even the second occasion she’d used Michael in this manner and he’d found the experience more arousing each time. 
 
    Michael was conscious of the insistent throb of his erection against the leather beneath it as Jackie continued to push into him. Her body moved with tantalising slowness at first. She got half way into his anus and came to a halt. But her willing victim writhed and spread his thighs wider and she plunged the dildo right to the base with one final thrust. It caused his cock to stiffen even further and throb even more insistently.  
 
    Every nerve in Michael’s body became alive and on fire as Jackie began to pump ever harder back and forth into his tight channel.  
 
    “Work with me on this,” she commanded. 
 
    And Michael obediently pushed his rear against her haunches, reminding himself as he did so to be very careful indeed. Soon he was gasping for breath, rocking back and forth in rhythm with her energetic thrusts… and getting ever closer to climaxing. His chest rose and fell with every feverish breath he took as he struggled against the urge to climax.  
 
    Michael never lost sight of the fact he wasn’t under any circumstances allowed to come without Jackie giving him permission. He’d done well so far this session but could feel himself beginning to lose control. He’d gotten to the stage where he was almost ready to give up and let that happen. But he didn’t. He wouldn’t. 
 
    His jaw set firm and his teeth gritted, Michael fought back. He was determined to maintain rigid self-control while continuing to obediently – and perilously – rock his hard cock against the leather surface of the whipping bench. His willpower was strong. But was it strong enough? There was only a narrow window of time before he blew it. Every second that went by brought him closer to failure. 
 
    Jackie was well aware of the battle raging inside Michael’s head. Of course she was. As always, she’d orchestrated it. Part of her couldn’t help relishing the thought of his orgasm control failing him this time. Then she could go back to punishing his body. The sound of the thick leather paddle on his flesh earlier had been like music to her ears. The sight of the dark crimson strikes she’d painted across his taut ass excited her to the point of distraction. Why shouldn’t she feel that way? She was a sexual sadist through and through. There was no gainsaying that. 
 
    Jackie knew she could keep on pushing and pushing and pushing this time until Michael couldn’t take it anymore and went over the brink. But to have deliberately done that would have gone against the grain with her. She was a highly skilled dominatrix molding this fine man into the damn good slave they both wanted him to be, and that was that.  
 
    It was time to intercede.  
 
    Her dildo still fully inside him, Jackie leaned forward and whispered in Michael’s ear, “Come for me.”  
 
    And he did immediately. Every bit of his resistance collapsed in relief and a cataclysmic orgasm raced through him. Moments passed as he surrendered to the hot clenches and spasms of his climax. Meanwhile Jackie continued to pound her strap-on in and out of him, extending the duration of his orgasmic ecstasy. 
 
    Finally Michael’s muscles relaxed and his breathing slowed. Jackie pulled the dildo out of his anus and he remained knelt over the whipping bench, lying on top of the pool of ejaculate he’d jetted onto its surface.   
 
    Giving him a few more moments to recover his equilibrium, Jackie stood behind Michael and stared down at him. He was turning out to be an absolute revelation. If he went on like this he’d end up the best slave she’d ever tutored – which was particularly impressive given he’d begun his training with her not far off from a standing start.  
 
    The man was amazing: the passion within him, the burning desire to grow and change and overcome all obstacles so as to achieve his ultimate goal. He was doing his absolute level best to do everything she expected of him, never wavering in his resolve, and obeying every instruction she gave him as if his very life depended on it. 
 
    The excellent Mistress she’d lined up to take over his ownership as her slave in the near future was a lucky woman indeed, Jackie reflected. For a moment or two she found herself wishing there was a way to extend his training so she wouldn’t have to let him go so soon. That was wishful thinking, she knew. It wouldn’t be fair on Michael nor on his intended owner, and wasn’t the way she worked anyway.  
 
    Such wishful thoughts would pass quickly enough, Jackie told herself. But would they, she wondered, given the increasingly strong feelings of desire she had for Michael? She had a gut feeling they wouldn’t do that at all. But she couldn’t know for certain. What Jackie did know for certain was the test she’d set up for him tomorrow would be his most challenging yet. 
 
    

  

 
   
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Michael had been clear from the outset that anyone Jackie trained to be a slave would be held by her to extremely high standards. Amelia had been at pains to emphasise this when they’d discussed the possibility of him receiving such training in the first place. Even so, he had discovered there was so much more to it in practice than he’d thought. But since Jackie was a superlative tutor and he’d been highly motivated from the start it hadn’t taken long for things to make a lot more sense to him. 
 
    And he was doing it – getting closer and closer to becoming a slave a demanding Mistress could be proud of. Today he was about to be tested again and he knew it was a crucially important test. That was because if he was successful, Jackie’d told him, she would soon afterwards allow his prospective owner to view him being dominated by her in the dungeon so she could make her own appraisal of him.  
 
    Jackie had informed Michael they’d be back in that dungeon for today’s challenge but this time they’d not be alone. They’d be joined by two of the Mistresses he’d observed in action at Club Demonic. She said that although the women would not be accompanied by their collared slaves this time those men had been trained by her. They’d been in Michael’s place not so long ago.  
 
    Would he prove to be as self-controlled as they were bound to be? he wondered in trepidation, knowing he’d soon be finding out. He was acutely aware that on this occasion more than ever before he would require all the focus and concentration he could find within him... 
 
      
 
    Michael was kneeling at Jackie’s feet in the middle of the dungeon. He had black leather cuffs buckled around his wrists and ankles, and his cock was stiffly erect. Jackie had on a black leather micro-minidress and thigh-high boots. The two other beautiful Mistresses also in the dungeon were standing either side of them and had on identical outfits to the one Jackie wore. 
 
    One of the Mistresses was the dominatrix with short auburn hair and elaborate tattoos covering her shoulders and arms Michael had last seen using a cat o’ nine tails to beat the shit out of her blond, blindfolded, nipple-clamped, cock-corseted slave as he hung with outstretched arms in his bonds.  
 
    The other Mistress was the dominatrix with creamy skin and shoulder-length white-blonde hair who’d given him serious pause for thought as he’d watched her vigorously buggering her dark-haired slave as he bent over the whipping bench to which she’d securely strapped his naked body.  
 
    The auburn-haired dominatrix was called Ella and the white-blonde one, Rachel. 
 
    Jackie looked down at Michael, giving him a serious look. “As you know, I consider you nearly ready to be shown to your prospective owner. But we’ll see how this test goes. I’m going to hand you over to my two friends now and will just oversee proceedings from the sidelines until I call a halt to them.” She paused. “I expect you to obey any commands you receive from Mistress Ella or Mistress Rachel as if they were coming from me. I also expect you to exercise outstanding self-control while being dominated by them. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” His heart was beating faster than he thought possible. 
 
     “Ready ladies?” Jackie asked, and they both nodded yes.  
 
    Once Jackie had stepped off to the side Ella told Michael to stand upright. When he’d done this she connected his wrist cuffs in front of him with a metal trigger clip. She and Rachel then led him towards a single chain hanging from the dungeon ceiling. There was a metal spreader bar on the floor beneath it that had been placed there beforehand.  
 
    Ella yanked his arms up above his head and fastened his wrist cuffs to the end of the chain. Then Rachel got him to spread his legs before she stooped to attach his ankle cuffs to the spreader bar. Michael 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.  
 
    Rachel reached forward with both her hands and grasped his nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching them brutally hard. He bit back a cry of pain. She then strode away from Michael and over to the rack of BDSM items where she picked out a set of single-chained clover clamps. Upon returning, she attached the clamps to his nipples. This caused him to wince with pain although he managed to remain resolutely silent. 
 
    The white-blonde beauty went on to tug repeatedly at the chain between the clamps. The pain was excruciating and Michael grimaced in response to it, but he still didn’t utter a sound. He was proud of that.  
 
    Rachel stopped yanking at Michael’s nipple clamps and removed them. The brief agony it caused him as the oxygen rushed back into his punished nubs was far more painful than the clamps themselves had been even when she’d been yanking them. He had to grit his teeth to prevent a cry of pain from escaping his lips but prevent it he did. 
 
    Rachel returned the clamps to the rack and came back, carrying two red leather whips, one of which she handed to Ella. The two women took turns to whip Michael’s backside. Ella gave him half a dozen strokes, followed by Rachel who did the same. Then it was back to Ella. And on it went: Whip, Whip, Whip, Whip, Whip, Whip, over and over. It never ceased.  
 
    The cruel lashes fell first across his behind. But the two women were not to be satisfied with that, and whipped his thighs, and also his chest where they concentrated their blows on his already punished nipples. Once upon a time all this would have made Michael lose control, but not anymore. He continued to hold his shackled body steady.  
 
    Soon his skin was covered with dark crimson whip marks and his whole body ached from all its punishment. Still he kept his mouth shut and his body steady in its bonds, his self-control impeccable. Finally both the red leather whips were still and Rachel returned them to the rack.  
 
    “Over to you now, Ella,” she said.  
 
    The auburn-haired, tattooed beauty came to the front of Michael and began squeezing his shaft. She continued to rub and fondle his hard-on, sliding her fist along its length over and over. Ella masturbated Michael with ever greater vigor, his respiration deepening all the time as his lust consumed him more and more. He was struggling desperately to keep control, but then she slowed and he felt he could breathe easier. Soon she speeded up again though. And then she wouldn’t stop. 
 
    Michael felt sweat trickle down his back as the need coursing through him escalated. He tried to focus one hundred percent on controlling his body. He couldn’t allow a climax to erupt, he told himself frantically, his neck muscles hardening to ropes. But he struggled as the orgasm that had been building began to push more and more at the bounds of his control. 
 
     Breathing too shallowly, too loudly, Michael knew the control of his mind over his body was waning fast. Through sheer force of will, he prevented his body from betraying him but knew he wasn’t going to be able to prevent it much longer. He was about to fall headlong into climax. He must not let that happen, he told himself with steely resolve. He must not let that happen. But all too soon he was on the brink. He was nearly over the brink. 
 
    Then when he thought he simply couldn’t hold out a moment longer, Jackie called out, “Stop!” and Ella immediately took her hand away from his erection. 
 
    After a short silence Ella observed in admiration, “Well, I for one am most impressed with Michael’s self-control.”  
 
    “Me too,” agreed Rachel. She looked over at Jackie. “But what do you think?” 
 
    “That he succeeded in this challenge,” Jackie replied, “and that I’m sufficiently impressed with the way he handled it throughout that I’m going to let him come.” She turned to Ella and raised an eyebrow. “Want to finish what you started and bring him off?” 
 
    “How could I possibly say no?” she drawled, and reached for Michael’s erection again. 
 
    Ella went back to masturbating him vigorously and in no time creamy spunk shot like a geyser from his shaft in one hot burst after another. Only when he’d shot his load, every last drop, did Ella finally let go his cock. 
 
    As his orgasm continued to ebb Michael stood, breathing fitfully and shivering, hanging in his bondage, arms stretched upwards, legs splayed, body covered in dark crimson whip marks. He felt extremely relieved. But that feeling didn’t last. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Fifteen  
 
      
 
    By the time Michael had gone to bed that night his sense of relief had morphed into one of disquiet. He lay there in the pitch-dark with his eyes wide open, agonising over what was troubling him. 
 
    Jackie had set him a major test that day and he’d succeeded at it. It had only been by the skin of his teeth at the very end, it had to be said. But no matter, he’d succeeded, and Jackie had been suitably impressed with his efforts. That was the main thing. This meant his prospective owner would soon be coming to appraise him.  
 
    Michael found this not only a daunting prospect but an unwelcome one. This was despite the fact that Jackie had assured him the woman wouldn’t lay a finger on him during that session. Nor would she say a solitary word until it was over. Basically all she’d be doing was watching how he performed and considering whether she wanted to take on his ownership – which Jackie’d said she was confident would be the outcome.  
 
    But here was the problem. He couldn’t see how that woman could conceivably be as wonderful a Mistress to him as Jackie already was. She was magnificent: so commanding, so dominant, so gloriously sadistic. She had such grace, such poise, such stunning beauty. To his mind Jackie was a goddess, the dominatrix to end all dominatrices, and he couldn’t have been happier being right here in her home under her ownership. 
 
    Michael berated himself for his foolishness.  He shouldn’t be allowing himself to have such strong feelings for Jackie. Where was that going to get him? He was on the short intensive residential slave training course she ran, after all. It had never been going to last long. The fact of the matter was his time with the dominatrix would soon be at an end and that would be it, no return. Finito. 
 
    He didn’t want to be sent away by Jackie but that was what was going to happen in the near future. There was no way around it. He was merely the latest in a long line of highly submissive and masochistic men she’d trained for other Mistresses to own. He must never think of her as anything but his greatly trusted, exceptionally skilled tutor.  
 
    How truly superb she was in that role though, Michael reflected. Jackie had taught him so many lessons he hadn’t even known he needed to learn. She could push him into submission with nothing but a glance. The way she used his body made him lose himself in blissful servitude to her every time. He loved being used by her that way, adored it. He didn’t want to be owned by another Mistress because he didn’t want to lose his current one. That was the long and short of it.   
 
    Jackie could get him deep into subspace in a way he couldn’t imagine any other dominatrix being able to do to him. It was an altered state, that unique zone. It was a more powerful drug than heroin. No other Mistress could administer that potent drug to him as effectively as she did, he told himself... 
 
    Which was utter nonsense, and he knew it. Other established dommes could obviously do it too. Ella and Rachel had similar skills to Jackie. He’d experienced them first hand for himself that very day, for goodness’ sake. Other such Mistresses would be just as good as his current one in getting him into the zone.  
 
    That was what he tried to tell himself anyway – but without real conviction. 
 
    Michael couldn’t help the way he felt. He’d found his brief time with Jackie deeply rewarding, and now his training was drawing ever closer to its conclusion a large part of him wished it would never end. Here with her was where he wanted to be, owned by her as he was now.  
 
    But there you go again, he scolded himself. You have to stop thinking like that. You’re being a fucking idiot. Very soon Jackie would hand over his ownership to another Mistress. He had to stop clinging onto the idea that she was so amazingly impressive a dominatrix that no other domme could possibly take her place. It wouldn’t do him any good in the end if he persisted with such an irrational attitude.  
 
    Michael felt a strong sexual connection with Jackie and he knew it was reciprocated. You couldn’t fake that kind of thing. He felt a real personal connection with her too. Or was he just kidding himself about that?  When it came right down to it, was she interested in him in any other capacity than as a pupil she was currently teaching? He highly doubted it. 
 
     Outstanding self-control on the part of anyone aspiring to be a slave trained to her high standards was a very big deal to Jackie who had too much of that particular attribute herself to succumb to such feelings. How could she do what did so exceptionally well and allow that to happen? It wasn’t feasible. She’d drive herself crazy. 
 
    He had to get real here, Michael instructed himself. He needed to get into the right head space. His time with Jackie so far had been wonderful and he was confident it would remain that way for the short while it lasted. He was going to finish his training some time very soon, and she would hand him over to another Mistress to be that woman’s collared slave. One thing he’d learnt in his time with Jackie had been that he could trust her implicitly. So he knew he could rely on her to hand him over to a Mistress he’d be genuinely compatible with. 
 
    That being the case, Michael told himself, look ahead for a moment. What should his mindset be when she’d handed him over to his new owner? Becoming wrapped up in nostalgic thoughts about Jackie would make the new relationship she’d so scrupulously set up for him difficult, not to say impossible. He must not let that happen. He should accept the fact that Jackie actually owed him nothing. By contrast he owed her a huge debt of gratitude for getting him so well prepared for the life he’d always been meant to lead. And it was essential he move on with that life once he had a new owner and not look back with any regret for what might have been.  
 
    The fact was the path he was on was the one he’d chosen. It was the one that would take him to the life he longed for. Which made Jackie what? It made her an extremely skilful, imaginative and trustworthy means to that end. That was what. And that was essentially all she was. The idea he’d gotten into his head that he could somehow stay with the dominatrix as her slave after his training had finished was nothing more than a foolish dream. It would be great were it possible for him to do that. Too bad that it wasn’t. In the meantime, he told himself, he should make the most of his remaining time with Jackie and keep on learning from her to the very end.  That had to be the plan, he supposed. 
 
    Michael’s eyelids began to grow heavy. He let out a long sigh as he finally closed his eyes. After a while he started to drift off, surrendering to the dark. Soon he’d fallen into a fitful sleep, his heart scrabbling in his chest.  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Jackie and Michael were in the dungeon. She was on her feet and he was kneeling before her. His cock was rock-hard and throbbing. Which was not surprising since all the dominatrix had on was a minimal outfit of black leather consisting of only a bra that revealed more than it left hidden, the briefest of G-strings, and stilettos.  
 
    “I want to start this session by giving you a sound beating,” Jackie announced briskly. “Got that?” 
 
    Michael swallowed. “Yes, Mistress. 
 
    The dominatrix moved away from Michael with a purposeful stride and went over to the rack where she selected a braided flogger of black and red leather. 
 
    As she returned with the cruel implement she gestured towards the whipping bench, and demanded, “Climb to your feet and go and kneel over that instead.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    Jackie put the braided flogger aside as she strapped Michael’s wrists, thighs and ankles to the bench by means of its buckled attachments. His heart was pounding in rhythm with his pulsing erection, and his backside was tingling – almost burning as if the dominatrix had already begun whipping it. 
 
    Michael squirmed in masochistic anticipation within his bonds, but did not have to wait long. He heard the swish of the braided leather flogger before it struck his rear. The pain when it landed was intense. So was the pleasure. 
 
    Jackie took another swing with the braided flogger, landing another strike. Then she landed another strike and another, each of them leaving distinct red marks on his behind. After a while she began whipping his back as well as his ass with the flogger, her arm rising and falling constantly. The momentum of her strikes was building all the time. Whip. Whip. Whip. Whip. 
 
    Michael’s mind was beginning to disappear more and more into the pleasure-pain, exalting in it as Jackie’s blows got faster still. But after a few more swift, sharp strikes her arm stopped moving up and down and the whipping ceased. 
 
    Jackie took a breath and put the braided flogger aside. She gazed down at Michael’s back and rear, both of which were now a mass of blazing red stripes. She knew he’d have loved it if she’d gone on with that beating, complete pain slut that he was. But this session wasn’t about meeting his wants. None of the time she spent with the men she trained was ever really about that. It was focussed on meeting their training needs, molding them into being first-rate slaves to their intended owners.   
 
    And Michael was very close to becoming the best of all the slaves she’d trained. In fact he was almost there. He only had one more line to cross to achieve that status if he did but know it. Michael had impressed Jackie from the first time she met him. But he’d been so inexperienced then that when she’d begun training him needless to say he didn’t posses anything like the outstanding level of self-control he’d need to be a really good slave.  
 
    Michael had shown great potential and tremendous strength of will from the outset, though. He’d been a fast learner too and under her rigorous tutelage his self-control had rapidly improved. She’d tested him with pain again in that last critical session involving Ella and Rachel and in his response to it he’d been a triumph of self-control.  However that test had also pushed his orgasm control to the point where she knew he’d have failed if she hadn’t called a halt when she did. This had been of no particular concern to her. 
 
    Timing was everything when it came to slave training in Jackie’s extensive experience. That had not been the right time for what would be Michael’s most difficult lesson. This was the right time. He’d successfully crossed so many lines already. Now she was going to do her utmost to help him cross the finishing line. 
 
    Having returned the braided flogger to the rack, Jackie unbuckled Michael’s restraints and got him to climb off the whipping bench. “Lie down on your back on the bondage table with your arms outstretched behind your head and your legs splayed,” she ordered. 
 
    Michael complied straightaway and lay stretched out in the X shaped position the dominatrix had demanded of him, his breathing fast. His eyes were focused on the ceiling and his throbbing erection pointed that way too as he waited for Jackie to strap him to the table. This she duly did. There were black leather cuffs attached to short lengths of chain at the four corners of the item of dungeon equipment and she buckled his wrists and ankles into these, her hands working quickly, deftly.  
 
    What was going to happen next? Michael asked himself apprehensively. He had a strong feeling the challenge coming his way soon was going to be especially tough and wondered what on earth it might be. He found he greatly welcomed his current bondage, wanting to be able to count on something to hold his body back when Jackie subjected him to whatever new torment she had in mind.  
 
    Then she told him what it was going to be.  
 
    “I will shortly be masturbating you,” said the dominatrix, her eyes alive with challenge.  “You are not allowed to come. Forget about me giving you permission to climax when you are on the edge of doing so because there’s no chance whatsoever of that happening this time.” 
 
    Jesus Christ, thought Michael in alarm. She expected him to stay on the brink of orgasm while she continued masturbating him and not to tip over the edge eventually. That would be impossible. How could anyone hold themselves in like that? She couldn’t seriously expect him to do that, could she? Could she? 
 
    Jackie studied Michael’s handsome, sensitive face as he stared up at the ceiling, anxiously contemplating his predicament. She noted the fearful flicker in his eyes and the sheen of nervous perspiration on his upper lip. The dominatrix fully understood his lack of confidence in his abilities to deliver what she was demanding of him this time. But all her instincts told her he was going to be able to do it.  
 
    Michael struggled with controlling his orgasms in extremis and tried to deal with the problem by holding himself in as if pulling ever more urgently on a leash. He had to overcome that. It wasn’t inner strength Michael lacked. He had that in abundance. It was his inability so far to hand the leash of that control over to her so she could carry its burden for him. Now was the time for him to do that. 
 
    Every muscle in Michael’s body was tensed in preparation for his ordeal. His chest rose and fell as his heart beat with one repeated question: Can I do this? Can I do this? He knew he could trust Jackie entirely and that she wouldn’t have presented him with this seemingly impossible challenge if she hadn’t thought he was capable of winning through. He would fight with everything he’d got to do that, he told himself with steely determination. His eyes burned as he stared at the ceiling and waited for the torment to begin.  
 
    Jackie wanted Michael more than ever when she saw him like that. For a wild moment she felt the blood rushing through her and thought she wouldn’t be able to stop herself from leaning forward and finding his lips with her own, God, how she loved the passionate fire that blazed within this beautiful man, his vitality, his virility, the strength within him too that had never before entirely let her release him of its burden.  
 
    Once he’d relinquished the last bit of that control to her he’d be free of the need to be strong. This was his ultimate test. He’d proven beyond all doubt he could be strong when being sexually tormented. He needed to prove now that he was able to be weak. If he could manage that his wish would come true. He’d be a slave. 
 
    Jackie brought her right hand to Michael’s erection and began to masturbate him. The final and most difficult test for the man with a burning desire to be a collared slave to a demanding Mistress was now underway. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    Jackie continued masturbating Michael as she’d begun – which felt to him like it had been an age ago. She traced the palm of her hand up and down the length of his erection, sometimes quickly, sometimes languorously, always rhythmically.  
 
    Up and down went the palm of her hand. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    It had gotten to the point where Michael could feel his orgasm building, getting closer all the time. His body couldn’t wait to experience the ecstatic sensations that would rush through it in waves at the moment of climax. He cursed his body for betraying him this way and concentrated with all his will on controlling it.  
 
    Be strong, Michael told himself with the utmost resolve. Be strong. He stared at the ceiling, vainly trying to think about anything other than the way his body begged him to give in, to just let his climax happen. 
 
    The palm of Jackie’s hand continued to travel up and down his hard-on. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    The dominatrix carried on subjecting Michael to this exquisite torment, her fingers increasingly wet with his pre-cum. She knew how badly he wanted to let go now, to release the pressure that was building inside him towards the inevitability of climax.  
 
    Jackie could see how hard Michael was trying to control his body, to keep it tightly leashed, and how difficult he was finding it. She could see it in his gritted teeth and hear it in his strained breathing. She could see it in the way his body quivered in its bonds and his wrists and ankles pulled harder against the buckled straps that held them as he fought every natural instinct within him. 
 
    Up and down, up and down, went the palm of her hand over his erection. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Michael felt the pressure build even more until it was almost beyond his control. He was really in trouble now. His treacherous body was winning, the sensation of an impending orgasm getting even stronger. He was battling that impulse with every fiber of his being but greatly feared he was fighting a losing battle. 
 
    And as he continued to fight that battle Jackie carried on rhythmically masturbating him. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    The dominatrix looked down at Michael, her blue eyes glittering. Part of her wanted to stop masturbating him now. She wanted to be weak for him so he could remain strong. Jackie quickly checked that impulse, though. She couldn’t give in to it. It was the very last thing she should do because what was actually needed here was for Michael to stop straining at the leash and find it within himself to be weak.  
 
    He didn’t know it – it was best he didn’t, she judged – but this was the finishing line for him. If he could just manage to cross that line by allowing himself to be weak he’d have made it. He’d be a slave. 
 
    Up and down, up and down went the palm of her hand over his hard-on. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Jackie could feel the tension mount even more as Michael drew inexorably towards a climax. She looked into his face, that wonderful handsome face. You’re a beautiful man, she thought, just beautiful. Her heart began to trip wildly. Heat ran through her. The desire she felt for Michael was beyond belief. How could he be so special, so different from all the other men she’d trained? What was it about him that made her want him so much more than she’d ever wanted any of them, or anyone else in her life for that matter? 
 
    She knew she was strong enough to hold herself back from the temptation to stop tormenting him. She could hold the reins of her desire for him until this test was over. But by the end of it she would give into her needs and use him for her own sexual relief. She owed herself that much at least.  
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Michael was desperate now. He wanted to plead with Jackie to either stop or to let him come. She couldn’t do either of those things, and he knew it. His body began to shake uncontrollably in its bonds under her remorseless sexual torment but still he held his orgasm back. Don’t climax, he told himself urgently. Don’t climax, don’t climax, don’t climax. That climax would happen soon though. It had to. Every muscle of his bound body ached with exertion from trying not to let that happen. But he was going to fail in the end. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    How much longer could Jackie force him to take such treatment? How much longer could he handle it? How long could anyone handle anything like this without breaking? 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Michael tried frantically to ignore the sensations that pulsed through him in time with his racing heartbeat, his throbbing erection. The pressure inside him to climax was growing stronger with each moment that passed. He’d become semi-delirious with arousal. The whole experience was beginning to be way, way too much. 
 
    He turned his head from the ceiling to look at Jackie who was staring directly at him. He begged her for blessed relief with his eyes, but she wouldn’t give it. Her gaze was unyielding. So was the relentless rhythm of her palm as it stroked up and down his shaft. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Had Jackie decided to break him this time? Michael wondered in dismay. Was that what was going on? Had she decided he would fail this test? If that was the case he would fail because the test was completely in her control. He could never win, could never be strong enough. He leaned his head back and looked at the dungeon ceiling, stared at the dark emptiness above him. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    He’d brave anything to pass this test. Anything. What in God’s name did he need to do to pass it? Michael asked himself. Frustration and despair filled his soul. He would never be strong enough. Not for this. No one could be strong enough. So why was he trying so desperately hard.  
 
    All of a sudden like a bolt out of the blue a thought came into his head. Maybe it wasn’t about trying to be strong enough to pass this test. Maybe in some weird way it was about choosing to be weak enough.  
 
    For a moment he continued clinging to his resolve to be strong. Then consciously, willingly, he let it go. And that’s when it happened. Something in Michael loosened before slipping away entirely and a weightless calm suffused his body, replacing the desperate desire to climax. 
 
    He felt that strange, surreal calm pulse in rhythm with the palm of Jackie’s hand over his erection.  
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Up and down, up and down. 
 
    Michael just didn’t care any more because he saw everything differently now. His body responded to everything exactly as it had before, to the exquisite pleasure Jackie was giving him. He still wanted to experience the ecstasy of orgasm. But he knew it wasn’t what he needed. 
 
    He felt his body relax in its restrictive bondage. The wonderful calmness he was experiencing was a sublime alternative to climaxing. Instead of fighting the pleasure, he could enjoy it without the need for release. 
 
    Michael gazed at Jackie and gave her a smile so beatific it took her breath away.  That smile told her everything she needed to know. It told her he’d managed to give up his control and surrender it entirely to her.  
 
    She smiled back at him and took her hand away from his erection. “You’ve made it across the finishing line, Michael,” she told him. “You’re now a slave.”  
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Eighteen 
 
      
 
    Only a few moments ago as Jackie’d watched Michael struggle so desperately with his desires she had been sorely tempted to let slip the reins of her own control. But he’d made the transition to slave now and had handed over the reins of his control entirely to her. He didn’t need to hold himself back in the same way anymore. And she certainly didn’t intend to hold herself back either, not this time. 
 
    The dominatrix unbuckled Michael’s wrists and ankles, got him to turn onto his front on the bondage table in a similarly spread-eagled position, and re-buckled his restraints. She then kicked off her stilettos and removed her black leather bra and G-string. Gloriously naked, she sashayed over to the rack where she selected a double-dildo strap-on along with the leather harness that went with it, and a bottle of lubricant.  
 
    Jackie climbed into the strap-on harness, slowly pulling it up from the knee. She took the internal dildo in one hand and with the other parted the opening to her moist sex. Easing the dildo deep into herself, she felt a delicious thrill of pleasure at its penetration. Finally Jackie pulled the straps of her harness tight so it was firmly positioned.  
 
    “I’m going to ass-fuck you like you’ve never been ass-fucked before,” she told Michael gleefully when she returned.  
 
    The dominatrix started by squeezing the bottle of lubricant over his anus, applying it liberally to his hole. She then shook a plentiful amount of lube over the dildo protruding from her groin and climbed onto the bondage table behind him. When she pushed that dildo inside Michael’s asshole he gasped in pleasure-pain.  
 
    Once Jackie was fully inside, she paused. Michael was now her slave – for the time being anyway. She began to press slowly in and out of his anus and he luxuriated in the sexual delight the experience brought him. She wasn’t as rough as she could have been as she thrust into him. But she wasn’t gentle either. And she became anything but as she continued. 
 
    Jackie began to press into Michael harder and faster. This made him incredibly excited and he could tell she was too. Delighting in the feel of her warm naked breasts pressed against his shoulders, he felt her heartbeat, strong and quick. It beat stronger and quicker as she pushed the double dildo into him – and herself – over and over again in an increasingly lust-driven frenzy.  
 
    The ravenous dominatrix let the needs of her body use Michael’s body for relief as she built to a shuddering climax… followed by another, and another. Michael shook within his bonds with each of Jackie’s convulsions as these orgasms ripped through her like tidal waves. 
 
    Michael felt deliriously weightless as the multi-orgasmic dominatrix continued to ravage him this way. His body was Jackie’s to use as it had always been. She’d always been essentially controlled about everything before, though. But at some level he had not quite been able to access he’d sensed her struggle with that control when she’d been masturbating him earlier. It wasn’t perhaps so very different from the struggle he’d had within himself at the time.  
 
    She’d fought for control over herself then. But now, his intuition told him, she was letting herself do entirely as she pleased. She was doing whatever she needed to do to him. And he wanted it. This was true sexual enslavement, he told himself rapturously. He was giving the dominatrix the use of his body totally. He was giving her everything she wanted from him for herself. 
 
    Jackie continued to ass-fuck Michael with abandon, her heart beating wildly. Her orgasms kept on shuddering through her as she thrust into him over and over again. And Michael gloried in the experience. He wanted her to use him as a Mistress should, as was her right.  He wanted to be to Jackie as her slave whatever she longed for him to be. 
 
    “I’m going to climax one last time,” Jackie gasped, her breath hot in his ear. “Then you can too.”  
 
    Soon she shuddered uncontrollably to a mighty orgasm and Michael quickly followed suit, both of them crying out in ecstasy when they reached that blissful apex. His anus tightening in spasms around the dildo inside him, Michael spilled his creamy seed onto the leather surface beneath him. He kept on ejaculating until he was milked clean of every last drop.  
 
    Michael remained in a haze of ecstasy. So did Jackie.  The dominatrix took one deep breath after another as she tried to calm down. She delayed removing the strap-on dildo from Michael’s anus and releasing him from his bondage while she carried on trying to ground herself.  
 
    The shuddering had almost stopped but Jackie’s heart still raced in her chest as she continued to try to center herself. It had been so long since she’d given in to her desires so totally. How could she complete Michael’s training when he made her want to lose control like that? she asked herself. 
 
    As she felt the way she did about him how could she be the mentor and tutor he still needed at the last and by far the most important stage of his training coming next? That was when she’d dominate Michael in a way that would best showcase his talents to the Mistress she’d personally selected to take over his ownership. More than anything, how could she hand him over to that or indeed any other Mistress? 
 
    Jackie tried to push these thoughts from her head. Why ruin such a wonderful moment that way? She felt alive, more alive than she’d been in a very long time. She didn’t want thoughts like that to take a hold in her mind right now. But, damn it all, they did. 
 
    And she knew why that was. The feelings she had for Michael were far more than lust. They were far more than the close bond she invariably formed with the submissive men she trained to be slaves. They were far more even than the fact Michael had as she’d anticipated turned out to be the best of these she’d ever trained. No, it was that in all her years as a dominatrix, she’d never found someone who could push her to lose control as he had done.  
 
    He was a slave now, true. His transformation was complete. But the stark fact was she’d never been any more than his temporary owner, training him to be a collared slave to someone else. That was the arrangement she had made with him. And she’d made a corresponding arrangement with the splendid Mistress she’d lined up to be his owner. And she was duty bound to honor those arrangements.  It was a matter of trust. Letting him go was what she had to do. Keeping him was out of the question. It simply wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    The Mistress she’d chosen for Michael was eagerly waiting in the wings, as it were, and the quicker she brought her on stage the better. If she and Michael proved to be as excellent a fit as she expected them to be that Mistress would have gotten what she wanted, he would have gotten what he wanted. And she could move on with her life. 
 
      
 
  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. Michael was in his quarters, sitting pensively on the edge of the bed. Jackie opened the door and strode in, wearing a skin-tight black leather catsuit and long high-heeled boots. She’d come to take him to the dungeon where his prospective owner was now waiting to appraise him.  
 
    Jackie looked down at Michael. “Are you ready to showcase your talents to Mistress Helen?”  
 
    “As I’ll ever be, Mistress,” replied the keyed-up slave, his voice low and tense. 
 
    Michael wanted to say so much more than that. He wanted to ask Jackie whether she was prey to the same sort of churning emotions he was. He wanted to ask her how she felt about a future without seeing him and guiding him and dominating him. He wanted to ask her whether she found the prospect of that future as heartbreaking as he did. Questions like these were spiraling round and round his head. He couldn’t bring himself to ask her any of them though. It was far too late in the day for that, he thought. Or was it, though? 
 
    Come on, man, he urged himself as the silence between them stretched. Come on. Tell her what’s on your mind. 
 
    But the words wouldn’t come. They died on his lips. 
 
    And Jackie got down to business.  
 
    “Everything I do to you this time will take place with you knelt over the whipping bench,” she told Michael coolly. “I’ll start by beating your ass hard with a leather whip. I don’t want you to move a muscle or make a sound while I’m doing that.” Her eyes didn’t leave his face as she continued, “After that beating I’m going to energetically ass-fuck you. When I’m doing that I do want you to express yourself physically and vocally. Tell me what you think of what I’m doing to you, what you want me to do, stuff like that. Once I’ve brought you to the edge of climax by ass-fucking you I want you to stay on that edge until I let you know you can come. And I’ll do that not verbally this time but physically – by moving my hands from your hips to your waist.” There was a brief pause. “Have you taken all that in, Michael?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled. 
 
    “That’s good,” she said. “Try to ignore Mistress Helen as best you can while I’m using you the way I’m going to. I know that won’t be easy under the circumstances, but just focus on me and on obeying my instructions the whole time. Remember that Mistress Helen will not lay a finger on you, and nor will she utter a single word until I address her – which won’t be till I’ve finished dominating you. Knowing that will help you to keep properly focused, I believe.” She paused again briefly. “Now stand up and follow me to the dungeon.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, scrabbling off the side of the bed, and padded behind her to the door.  
 
    When they were out in the corridor Jackie reached behind her and took Michael’s cock in her hand. This unexpected maneuver gave him an instant hard-on. He followed behind her, his shaft still in her hot grasp. 
 
    The dominatrix led Michael to the dungeon door in this arousing manner and then jerked her fingers away from his erection. She opened the door and stepped into the dungeon with him. 
 
    As Jackie was shutting the door behind them Michael glanced at the arrestingly beautiful woman standing next to the rack. She had shiny dark brown hair cut to the shoulders, striking blue-black eyes, high cheek bones and full red lips. The black leather minidress and stiletto-heeled shoes she wore showed off her shapely figure and long legs. Her lovely face was a mask though: neutral, unknowable, impossible to read. What she thought of him would have been anyone’s guess.  
 
    Once they’d reached the center of the dungeon Jackie stood in front of Michael and stared at him with unblinking eyes, reminding him wordlessly to focus on the instructions she’d given him. He should ignore the gaze of her visitor, Jackie’s look told him. That didn’t matter. All that mattered was that he obeyed to the letter the instructions she had given him.  
 
    Standing naked and erect in front of Jackie, his heart drumming double-time, Michael determined to do that without fail. Knowing the other dominatrix would be monitoring his every move made it more of a challenge, but he told himself to remember at all times what Jackie had instructed him to do. Focus on what she’d told him. Focus on her commands. 
 
    Jackie gestured to the whipping bench. “Position yourself over that,” she told him. And Michael did, kneeling over the bench and spreading his legs.  
 
    He took a breath as he heard Jackie go to the rack to get the whip she was going to use on him. His mind was already preparing itself. He felt the calm he needed to find from within himself begin to flow through him already. 
 
    The constant whistle of the leather whip would fill the air soon, and he knew what to expect. The sharp crack and stinging pain that accompanied it would meld together into pleasure-pain that would soon spread through his body. 
 
    Jackie struck her first blow, the whip stinging the skin of his left rear cheek. In response, he was as still and silent as the grave. Michael could feel Mistress Helen’s dark gaze on him as he remained resolutely stoical in this way. In his mind’s eye he could see her watching him like a hawk, to find any little flaw in his posture. She wouldn’t find one, not even a tremor. He would make sure he remained completely immobile during this beating. Nor would she hear any peep of sound emerge from his lips while it was going on, hard though she listened. He would make sure of that too.  
 
    He would not give away his body’s desires. Jackie’s desires were all that mattered and she wanted him silent and motionless at this stage of the game. So, silent and motionless was exactly what he was going to be. 
 
    The whip struck the right side of his behind next and the pain was even sharper this time. Again he rigidly held his position and buttoned his lip. Jackie continued crisscrossing the whip across his behind after that. She went on to apply numerous blows to Michael’s rear in this manner, all of them sharp and biting.  
 
    On and on, more and more, harder and harder Jackie crisscrossed the whip over his behind until every inch of it was red and swollen. Yet all he felt was a deep desire for her to use him. It was no hardship at all to keep silent and stock-still because that was what she required of him.  
 
    The beating came to an abrupt halt. All was silence for a moment. Then Michael heard Jackie stride away from him.  
 
    The dominatrix returned the whip to the rack and replaced it with a strap-on dildo, which she harnessed over her catsuit before copiously lubricating the black rubber shaft now protruding from her leather-covered crotch. 
 
    As soon as Jackie got back behind Michael she penetrated his anus in one thrust and he let out a deep moan he’d have suppressed entirely if that had been what she’d wanted. But she now wanted the very opposite reaction from him. So that was what he was providing. His body shivered too with its newfound freedom to move.  
 
    The dominatrix began to ass-fuck Michael with a will. Her hands gripped his hips as she buggered him with energy, slamming into him over and over again.  
 
    “Move your body with mine,” Jackie instructed after a while. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped, and began moving his haunches in a rhythmic motion in time with her own. His blood was pounding and his erection throbbing against the smooth leather surface of the bench beneath it. 
 
     Their bodies continuing to rock together like this, Michael groaned, “Mistress, it feels so good being ass-fucked by you this way.”  
 
    And it certainly did, almost too good in fact. All too quickly Michael could feel the pull of an orgasm beginning to mount. He wanted to come as he’d never come before for Jackie, to make her as proud as she possibly could be of him. And he would. But not now. For now he had to hold tight, containing his urge to climax, controlling it rigidly. She hadn’t given him her permission to come yet – nonverbal this last time, he reminded himself. But she would. He knew she would. She’d said she would. 
 
    Jackie’s hands tightened further on Michael’s hips as she continued to thrust into him energetically. As he obediently continued to move his body in rhythm with hers he began to really struggle to hold back his orgasm. Indeed it felt now like it was nearly there.   
 
    Panic began to charge through Michael, his previous inner calm having deserted him completely when he needed it most. Wouldn’t it be utterly disastrous if he did climax without Jackie’s permission this of all times, he thought wildly. You can control your climax in a situation like this, he told himself with grim resolve. You know you can. You’ve learnt how to do it. 
 
    Michael’s heart was pounding. His stomach was swirling. Every sinew in his body was tensed. You cannot climax yet, man. You cannot. For the love of God, don’t climax yet. He knew Jackie wanted him to come, but he didn’t know when. Until then he wouldn’t let go, he resolved, his whole body now shiny with sweat. He wouldn’t let go. 
 
    Michael let go again with words though. “Please, Mistress,” he said, desire and desperation dripping from every syllable. “Please use me. Please use my body as hard as you want.  I love it so much.” I love you so much.  
 
    At that moment Jackie’s hands left his hips and went to his waist. It was the wordless gesture he’d been waiting for so desperately. 
 
    “Aaaahhh, I’m coming,” Michael cried out as he felt the first wave of an almighty climax hit.  
 
    That first wave tumbled his mind into near-oblivion as his body began to spasm. His muscles relaxed before the second wave of his orgasm hit. Then his body went into more spasms as further waves of ecstasy rushed through him. Again and again, the waves rocked through him, an amazing out-of-body experience that lasted only a few moments but felt like a lifetime. 
 
    As that mind-blowing orgasm began to subside Michael could feel his heart rate start to slow back to nearly normal although his body was still trembling. In the meantime Jackie withdrew the dildo from his body. She went over to the rack where she removed her strap-on harness in one fluid motion. 
 
    Jackie turned to the other dominatrix and arched an eyebrow. “So, what do you think, Helen?” she asked 
 
    “That it really was one hell of a show,” she replied, a smile flickering at the corner of her mouth. “And one that started brilliantly with the whipping you gave Michael. When you went on to ass-fuck him, though, things became very strange to say the least.”  
 
    She paused before going on, “We’ve been good friends since forever, Jackie, so you of all people know three things about me. First, when I’m dominating my subs I require them to be ‘obscene but not heard.’” She made quotation marks in the air with her fingers. 
 
     “Second, I never tolerate topping from below under any circumstances,” she continued. “I mean, I want to hear next to nothing from a sub during a scene and I certainly don’t want to hear his thoughts about what he thinks I should be doing to him. Third, I never tolerate a sub coming without getting my verbal permission.”  
 
    She paused again. “These three rules are sacrosanct with me, as you’re well aware, my dear. But Michael broke them all. Boy, did he break them. All I can say is that I’m … well … flummoxed would be an understatement.” 
 
    “I’m not surprised,” said Jackie. “Clearly, we need to talk, don’t we?”  
 
    And with that she hurriedly escorted the other dominatrix from the dungeon. 
 
    Michael blinked and blinked again, his head reeling. He tried to collect himself but without success. He couldn’t think straight. It was like he’d imagined hearing that last bizarre exchange.  
 
    He felt as high as a kite, stoned out of his mind with disorientation and confusion. His orgasm had been positively hallucinogenic. Was he still hallucinating? Was this some strange drugged-up dream? 
 
    Michael climbed off the whipping bench, padded over to the bondage table and sat on its edge. Still in the same haze of stupefaction, and with just the sound of his own breathing for company, he waited for whatever was going to happen next. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Michael remained seated on the edge of the bondage table. When Jackie returned to the dungeon she was on her own. By that time Michael’s head was a lot clearer. He looked up at the dominatrix, extremely anxious to hear what she had to say. 
 
    “Mistress Helen has left,” Jackie told him straightaway. “She doesn’t want you as her slave. But that doesn’t mean you didn’t do well just now. In fact you did exceptionally well.” 
 
    A feeling of great relief swept over Michael, tempered with understandable confusion. “So, what happened, Mistress?” he asked.  
 
    “What happened was I finally came to my senses – and not a moment too soon,” Jackie replied. “But let me ask you this before I go on, Michael.” She gave him a searching look. “You’ve fallen for me, haven’t you?” 
 
    “Much more than that, Mistress. I’m…” His voice stuck with emotion. He swallowed and tried again, “I’m absolutely crazy about you. I came incredibly close to telling you so before you brought me in here today. But… ”  
 
    “You didn’t have to,” Jackie interrupted. “The way you felt was written all over your face. The thing is I feel the same way about you. The first time we met I liked you, I liked you a lot, and my feelings for you grew even stronger after that as we progressed with your training.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you ever say anything, Mistress?” Michael asked, stumbling a little over the words. 
 
    Jackie let a moment of silence pass before starting to explain, “I’d no reason to believe you felt the same way about me as I did about you. You lusted after me, sure you did, as I did you. That meant nothing in itself. It kind of goes with the territory in my line, like the fact the men I train invariably put me on a pedestal. You see all that, don’t you?” 
 
    Michael nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    Jackie continued, “It seemed like the best – the only – thing for me to do was to stick to the usual way I work when tutoring slaves. I set my mind rigidly to doing just that and not letting the way I felt about you get in the way.” She paused for a second. “I’ve always gotten a lot personally out of slave training. I find it a great turn-on, apart from anything else. But I also take it extremely seriously. For the men I carefully select to be trained I provide a doorway into another world. I’m there for them in the brief, intense time we have together so they can enter that world and live a radically different kind of life: the one they were always destined to lead.” 
 
    “Which was why I came to you in the first place.” Michael’s voice was tremulous. 
 
    “Exactly,” said Jackie. “And now you’ve been through the process I’m sure you understand what a subtle business it is. I’m there for men like you to fully release their potential in a way that’ll change them forever. To do that I need to push their limits as they've never been pushed before. It’s the only way to bring them to where they need to be. But it’s essential I never push them too far, never break them. You get all that too, don’t you?” 
 
    “Totally, Mistress,” Michael said. 
 
    “I have to be so careful because, the way I see it, I’m always only one bad decision away from destroying a decent person who’s put their complete trust in me. That clear focus has served me very well over the years and enabled me to train numerous men to become first-rate slaves to the equally first-rate Mistresses I carefully match them with.” She paused again “The trouble was that none of those men had ever caught my heart like you, Michael. That presented me with a big problem. A Mistress in my unique position clearly can’t allow herself to fall for the man she’s training to be a slave for someone else.” 
 
    Michael’s chest tightened. “That’s how I read the situation when I thought it through, Mistress. So I tried to push the idea from my mind that I might somehow be the exception to the rule.” 
 
    “And yet that’s what you’d proven to be, Michael,” Jackie said. “But what could I do? Our parting of the ways was going to happen all too soon. Since I’d come to the view you were likely to emerge as the best slave I’d ever trained I’d already selected the best Mistress I could come up with for you.” 
 
    “And that was Mistress Helen,” said Michael. 
 
    “It was,” replied Jackie. “I’d managed to persuade her to seriously consider giving up playing the field at long last and take you on as her personal slave instead, explaining to her how exceptional I thought you were. In doing that I managed to convince myself I was doing the right thing. She’d be your perfect Mistress, I reasoned, and you’d be her perfect slave. But it was nothing but self-delusion on my part, Michael, something that dawned on me only when I came to collect you from your quarters today so Mistress Helen could appraise you.”  
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
      
 
    Jackie took a breath and continued, “As soon as I saw your anguished face the truth hit me with the force of a hurricane. I knew Mistress Helen and you would never be able to have anything close to the kind of relationship we could have. It was suddenly obvious I, not she, would be your perfect Mistress, and you’d be my perfect slave.  
 
    “We matched each other in every way so, I asked myself, why couldn’t I have you? I loved you like I’d never loved another person in my life and now I suddenly had this overwhelming sense you felt the same way about me.  
 
    “I’d trained plenty of desirable men to be slaves. They hadn’t been like you, though. You weren’t just someone I’d been training to be a slave, Michael. You were the one. I realised I’d spent so much of my life looking for the perfect slave, the perfect man, and I’d found him in you.” 
 
    Jackie paused. “My thoughts had travelled miles to arrive at that blinding insight, yet only a moment had passed. But I knew what I’d told myself in that moment was nothing but the truth.”  
 
    “My mind began racing then,” Jackie continued. “Mistress Helen was waiting in the dungeon, expecting in any minute to see a display of your skills. I had to make sure she rejected the idea of you being her slave. So, I organised the demonstration you were about to give her in the way I did to get that result.” 
 
    “I can’t … I can’t tell you how glad I am you did, Mistress,” said Michael, his voice faltering. “And when you explained the situation to her afterwards…?”  He looked at her quizzically.  
 
    “It went far better than I could have dared hope, given I’d unwittingly ended up messing her around no end,” Jackie replied. “She was very understanding, saying she fully understood where I was coming from. She also asked me whether I intended to continue carrying out my Femdom slave training services in the future. I told her that I wouldn’t. I said I couldn’t be that person ever again.  
 
    “But she could be that person, Mistress Helen asserted. She said she’d always envied me the particular niche I’d carved out for myself on the local Fetish scene. Since I would no longer be able to carry out that function she saw herself as my natural successor – after some schooling from me in the relevant skills, of course. I told her I agreed with her wholeheartedly, which I do. So, in a nutshell, that is what’s going to happen.” There was a silence. “Anyway, Michael, that’s my story. Anything you’d like to say?”  
 
     “Only that you mean everything to me, Mistress” he replied passionately, “and I know I’ll feel that way about you for as long as I live.” 
 
    Jackie’s breath caught in her chest at his heartfelt response. 
 
    She decided it was time: time for the act that would change both their lives irrevocably. 
 
    “Kneel before me,” she demanded.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Michael said, and did. 
 
    “I want to take you as my collared slave right here and now,” Jackie announced, “…and for good.”  
 
    Michael felt a surge of elation at her words. Jackie wasn’t going to hand him over to be a collared slave to another Mistress. She was taking ownership of him that way herself, permanently.  
 
    All that was left was the collar. 
 
    Jackie strode over to the rack and opened a shiny metal box on one of its shelves. From this she extracted an elegant collar of kid-soft black leather with a solid ring of gleaming silver hanging from its front. 
 
    When she returned she buckled the collar around Michael’s neck in a symbolic act that sealed his fate and hers with satisfying finality. “I love you, slave,” she said simply. 
 
    Michael stared up into Jackie’s beautiful blue eyes. “I love you too, Mistress,” he replied, “and I’m yours to command forever.”  
 
      
 
    The End 
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    “Every time I read one of Alex Jordaine's 'Mistress' series I think, ‘This is even better than the last one’. The man's knowledge of the Femdom genre and his extraordinary imagination combined with his fine writing as a world class story teller never disappoints.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Superb Femdom. Alex Jordaine is one of the few masters of this genre. I read and re-read everything he writes. You will too.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A pleasure to read. It is a compelling page turner, intensely arousing and very erotic.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Arousing, erotic and liberating. This book is a great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Great Femdom erotica.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “Jordaine dazzles! Alex Jordaine continues to be a fantastic writer for the BDSM lifestyle exceptionally from the aspect of being a slave to a demanding Mistress.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A very good read, extremely exciting and erotic. Would recommend to others who are interested in this type of literature and the author.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “A fabulous book. I've ordered a lot of BDSM Femdom books and this one was really good.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    I found it riveting reading and could scarcely stop until I reached the end, which was a happy end for all concerned! 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A very good e-book and a very good read, very erotic and can be recommended if you are into female domination.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “I have read the whole series of books. A great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    “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." 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    A rollercoaster ride ideal for the fetishist and anyone who enjoys a good romp through Femdom style books, delicious, amazing, highly charged smut-tastic fun! 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    A wonderful book. It had not only erotica but lots of twists and turns. The ending is superb. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    As far as Femdom erotica goes, this novel is exceptional. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
    I loved this book from the minute I read page one until after the last page… hours later. Highly recommended. 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    A joy to read. Alex is a wonderful storyteller. 
 
    * * * * *. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Also by Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    Mistress of Torment 
 
    Naked for the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Extreme 
 
    Mistress Divine 
 
    Surrender to the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Severity 
 
    Sweet Torments 
 
    Bound to the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Absolute 
 
    Addicted to the Mistress 
 
    Rule of the Mistress 
 
    Mistress of Seduction 
 
    The Femdom world of Alex Jordaine 
 
    Lezdomination 
 
    At his Mistress’s Feet 
 
    Mistress Kink 
 
    Lessons from the Mistress 
 
    Mistress of Depravity 
 
    Mistress Sadistic 
 
    Sold to the Mistress 
 
    Mistress Supreme 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

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