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MISTRESS OF SEDUCTION  By Alex Jordaine  

 

   To Mistress G, always and forever. 

“Man desires, woman is desired.” 

 •Leopold von Sacher-Masoch 

  

  

  






Chapter One 

 

    John Morton ushered the woman he hoped might be his next client into his tidy, well or 

dered office. Suzanne Greenwood had shoulder-length auburn hair, sparkling blue-green eyes, 

and  full sensuous lips. The form-fitting black dress she had on accentuated her hourglass 

figure.  John gestured towards a chair on the opposite side of his desk, and when she’d sat 

down he  took his seat behind the desk. He had short dark hair, a pleasant face and gentle blue 

eyes. His  dark-gray suit was well tailored and with it he wore a plain white shirt and a 

maroon silk tie, per-  fectly knotted at the neck.  “So you’re looking for someone to handle 

your financial affairs, are you, Suzanne?” he said,  giving her a polite smile. “Sorry,” he 

added with slightly wary formality. “Is it all right if I call you  Suzanne?”  “As long as I can 

call you John,” she replied, returning his smile. “And, yes, that’s the service  I’m looking for. 

Thanks for seeing me at such short notice, by the way.”  “Think nothing of it. When you 

phoned I’d just had a cancellation. It’s only a fairly brief slot  unfortunately but we should be 

able to make some progress.”  “This isn’t your last appointment of the day, I take it.”  “No it 

isn’t,” he confirmed. “I’ve one more to go after you.”  “Then that’s you done for today?”  He 

nodded. “More or less, Suzanne. Anyway, shall we make a start?”  “Yes, let’s,” she said. 

“You provide accountancy and other financial services to small busi-  nesses and self-

employed people, right?”  “Right.”  “And you’re exceptionally good at what you do, from 

what I hear.”  “I don’t know about that.” John gave a modest shrug. “I do my best.”  “So 

good, I’m told,” Suzanne went on as if she hadn’t heard him, “that I’ve decided I’m 

not  interested in shopping around. You’re the person I want handling my financial 

affairs.”  John gave her a wry smile, his eyes crinkling. “You’ll give me inflated ideas about 

myself if  you carry on like this.”  “Unlikely, I reckon.” She smiled back. “You don’t seem 

like the swollen-headed type to me.  Do you want to know who told me how outstanding you 

are at your job?”  “Whoever it was I think I should be paying them a retainer,” he responded 

drily.  “It was your former employer.”  There was a brief silence. “David 

Sinclair?”  “Yes.”  John’s face suddenly took on a somber expression, his eyes full of 

melancholy. “You know  he recently died?”  Suzanne nodded solemnly. “In that dreadful 

plane crash,” she said.  “Did you know him well?” asked John.  “Very well,” she replied, “and 

I liked him enormously.”  “I did too,” John gave her a wan look. “I thought the world of him 

actually.”  “And he thought the world of you,” she said kindly, her voice soft.  “He certainly 

did an awful lot for me,” John said. “He took me under his wing when I first  joined his firm, 

mentored me, taught me so much. Nothing was too much trouble for him.”  “And when you 

let him know you’d decided you wanted to go out on your own, that the time  was 

right?”  John gave a little cough. “He told you about that, did he?”  “Yes he did.”  “He didn’t 

show any resentment,” John said. “In fact he couldn’t have been more under-  standing and 

supportive. Not only did he find this office for me, he also steered a number of impor-  tant 

clients my way to help me get on my feet. On top of that he told me if I ever needed any 

advice  he’d always be happy to assist.”  “And did that ever happen? Did you go back to him 

for advice?” 

“On a number of occasions.”  She cocked her head to one side. “And was he as good as his 

word?”  “He was. I never doubted he would be,” John said. “He was the best,” he added, his 

voice  barely above a whisper. “It was a privilege to have had him as my mentor – a privilege 

to have had  him in my life.” He paused, his face grave. “And now he’s gone. It’s terribly 

sad.”  Suzanne nodded. “Wretched,” she said. “And hideously bad luck the way it happened 

as  well.”  “Wasn’t it though.” He sighed in agreement. “Wrong time, wrong place, wrong 

flight. Every  time I think about it, I…” The sentence petered out.  “At least it happened 

quickly,” she offered.  He gave a sad shrug. “Small mercies, I guess.”  Suzanne went quiet for 

a moment before saying, “Did you know he used to think of you al-  most as a son?”  John 

shook his head, visibly moved. “I wasn’t aware of that, no.”  “Does it surprise you?”  He 

paused, thinking about the question before answering, “Not really, now you’ve told me.  He 

never had any kids of his own, didn’t even have a partner, and people were always saying 

how  much alike we were.”  “You are a lot like him,” commented Suzanne. “That’s my first 

impression anyway and I tend  to go on first impressions.”  “I was sorry to have missed his 

funeral service,” John said ruefully. “I was laid low with a  bad bout of the flu.”  “It was 

unavoidable then.”  John rubbed the back of his neck. “I know but I’d have very much liked 

to have paid my re-  spects. Did you go?”  “Yes, I kept a low profile though,” she said. “It was 

very moving.”  Why a low profile?  John wondered.  He looked at her inquiringly. “What was 

David to you, Suzanne?”  A flicker crossed her face. “Apart from a very good friend, you 

mean?”  “Yes.”  “He handled all the financial side of things for me,” she began. “But he was 

always so much  more than a bean counter, as I don’t need to tell you of all people, John. 

David made some brilliant  investments on my behalf. He also persuaded me to buy my 

current house when I did. I was very  dubious at first but he managed to convince me. It was a 

big gamble for me at the time. I sank  everything I had into it purely on his say-so. Look at 

what’s happened to the property market in my  area over the last few years. It’s become eye-

wateringly expensive compared to what it used to be. I  bought at exactly the right time and 

I’m sitting on a goldmine now, all thanks to him.”  “I must say,” John remarked, “when you 

told me your address I assumed you were well-off.”  “And you were right,” she replied. “I 

owe a lot of my financial good fortune to the late  lamented David Sinclair. I was a very 

satisfied client of his.”  “I’m sure you were, Suzanne.”  There was a silence for a few seconds. 

“And he was a very satisfied client of mine,” she then  said, her face expressionless.  John 

shifted in his chair. “Really?” he asked. “What line of work are you in? Forgive me, I  should 

have asked before.”  “I’m a professional dominatrix.”  For a moment it was as if all 

movement, all sound in the room had been frozen. John looked  at Suzanne in disbelief. The 

information she’d just imparted was so astounding to him he couldn’t  take it in, let alone 

accept that it was true. When he opened his mouth to speak all he could manage  was a weak 

“Oh.”  Suzanne raised a sardonic eyebrow. “Didn’t see that one coming did you, John?”  “No 

I didn’t,” he admitted, giving her an anxious frown. “And I wonder if I’m the right man  for 

the job here.”  “Why do you say that?” Suzanne asked, gazing back at him. “What I do for a 

living may be  unconventional…”  “To say the least,” he interrupted, pursing his lips.  “… but 

I pay my taxes and I need someone I feel I can completely trust to do the books for  me, 

handle my investments etcetera, etcetera.”  John looked at his watch. “Look, I don’t want this 

meeting to end in the air but I have my  next appointment in a few minutes.”  “Your last for 

the day,” she reminded him.  “That’s right,” he said. “What you’ve just revealed has kind of 

thrown me and I’m at a loss  about how we…”  “Here’s a suggestion.” It was Suzanne’s turn 

to interrupt. “When do you expect to leave the  office today?”  “About six-thirty.”  “Well, 

instead of going home after that why don’t you come round to my house? We can  continue 

this conversation then, pick up where we left off, maybe talk some more about our 

mutual  friend David.”  “I – ehh...”  Suzanne fixed her eyes on John, her stare unwavering. 

“Can I expect to see you some time  before seven?”  “Yes OK, Suzanne,” he agreed 

hesitantly.  “Look forward to seeing you then,” she said before pushing her chair back and 

getting  gracefully to her feet. “Bye John,” she added and promptly left his office.  John’s 

head was swimming. “Jesus Christ,” he mumbled, feeling as if he’d just 

unwittingly  stumbled into some sort of alternative universe. It was an effort of will to pull 

himself together for  his next appointment. 








Chapter Two  

 

 As a general rule John didn’t drive in the city because he found it too much of a hassle. 

He  preferred to travel by taxi and today was no exception. The black cab pulled over to the 

side of the  street and dropped him off outside Suzanne’s house. The gray stone Edwardian 

dwelling was set in  a leafy garden surrounded by a high wall. Entry to the house was initially 

through a wrought iron  gate and John punched at the entry panel at one side of it.  Suzanne’s 

voice came out of the speaker. “Hello?”  He leaned towards the microphone. “Hi. It’s John 

Morton.”  He waited a moment and the gate began to swing in. Wearing an expression of 

suppressed  apprehension, John made his way up a flagstone path towards the entrance to the 

house. When he  got there the black-painted front door was opened by Suzanne. She greeted 

John with a warm smile  and he stepped inside.  Closing the front door behind them, Suzanne 

said, “First things first, John, let me show you  my main place of work.”  She took him along 

the hallway and down a straight staircase to the basement where a short  length of corridor 

brought them to a thick wooden door. The key to the door was in the lock under  its handle. 

Suzanne turned the key, opened the door, and switched on the subdued lighting to the  room 

beyond. The room was large and its walls, ceiling and floor were all ink-black.  John found 

himself both frightened and strangely excited by the ominous gloom of the  place. It was 

made more threatening to his eyes by the rack lining one of its walls, containing a terri-  fying 

collection of straps, whips, canes, crops, clamps and other instruments of correction. 

There  were also cuffs, blindfolds, gags, hoods and masks.  And then there was all the sinister-

looking dungeon equipment, much of it upholstered in  black leather. This included a 

horizontal torture chair, a vertical one, and a bondage table. There  was also a high-backed 

throne near the center of the dungeon and, in one corner, a rectangular cage  with black metal 

bars.  There were a number of thick chains suspended from the ceiling, which were operated 

by  pulleys attached to one of the walls. The pulleys were coiled round black metal holders to 

ensure  the chains were kept up high while not being used and adjustable when required for 

use. One set of  chains, to which a leather-manacled metal bar was attached, hung down to 

about six and a half feet  from the ground.  The whole room brought to John’s mind the kind 

of torture chamber there’d have been back  in the Middle Ages. Staring wide-eyed around the 

half-lit cavernous space, he found himself starting  to try to work out what the various 

contraptions it contained were for. The leather bench with var-  ious straps hanging off it 

would be what they call a whipping bench, he supposed. In one of the  dark recesses of the 

dungeon there was a pair of adjacent stocks, each with leather-padded holes  for the hands and 

a larger padded hole for the head. Yes, he obviously got what they were for too.  Similarly it 

wasn’t hard to work out what the wall-mounted cross was for.  As for that metal bar hanging 

off ceiling chains, how would that work? Presumably the  leather manacles at either end of the 

bar would secure the victim’s arms above his head and he  would then be thrashed by Suzanne 

with one of the array of whips, canes, crops and the like hang-  ing from the rack. But why 

would anyone in their right mind allow themselves to be treated that  way? Why would…  He 

didn’t complete the thought. “I think you’ve seen enough for the time being, John,”  Suzanne 

announced, jolting him out of his reverie. “Come upstairs and have a drink.”  She switched off 

the dim lighting and relocked the dungeon before taking him back up the  stairs and into her 

living room, which was spacious and everywhere gave an impression of under-  stated 

elegance and good taste. It was deeply carpeted and had fine abstract oil paintings on 

the  walls. The room’s mahogany surfaces were polished to a deep shine and it had 

handcrafted black  leather furniture. The bay windows were curtained in dark patterned linen 

and heavy net.  “Please take a seat, John,” Suzanne said, gesturing towards a padded black 

leather armchair.  “Thank you,” he replied, and took the proffered chair.  Suzanne went to a 

drinks cabinet in the corner of the room. “I’ll get us both a drink. What   

would you like?”  John felt well in need of a stiff drink. “A vodka tonic please,” he said, 

hoping his voice was  steadier than he felt.  “Ice and lemon?”  “Please.”  Suzanne mixed a 

vodka tonic for John and a malt whisky with a splash of water from a small  cut-glass jug for 

herself.  She brought over the two glasses “Here we are,” she said as she handed him his. She 

sat  opposite John’s armchair on a couch that was also of padded black leather. For a moment 

neither  of them spoke, simply sat sipping their drinks.  “So, what do you think of my 

dungeon?” asked Suzanne, breaking the silence.  John could feel his face reddening. “I don’t 

know what to think. I almost felt as if I’d gone  back in time while I was in there and that I’d 

entered some sort of mediaeval torture chamber.”  Suzanne took a sip of her whisky. “That’s 

the impression I like to create – the impression my  clients  want  me to create.”  “Clients like 

David Sinclair?”  “Clients like David, yes,” she replied, “clients seriously into S&M, B&D, 

call it what you will  – clients seriously into being on the receiving end of domination, 

bondage and correction, admin-  istered by a highly experienced professional dominatrix like 

me.”  John took a sip of his drink, the ice cubes rattling. “What do they hope to gain from 

such an  experience?” he asked. “I can’t get my head around it.”  “They want to be my 

slaves,” she explained. “They want to be completely subservient to me  and entirely at my 

mercy. Part of that involves being tortured – whipped or whatever – in a place  with the right 

kind of ambience.”  He blinked. “Like your dungeon?”  “Like my dungeon.”  Suddenly a 

vivid image spilled into John’s consciousness of a naked man tied spread-eagled  to that wall-

mounted cross in there. It would be easy for Suzanne, garbed in – what? – a black  leather 

catsuit or some such kinky outfit, to whip him when he was strapped to the cross. And 

the  naked man would be helpless to prevent it. He could try to struggle free but it would do 

him no  good. He could cry out but if she wanted to silence him all she’d need to do was gag 

him.  “So, these men want to be disciplined by you,” he said, “and are prepared to pay 

good  money for the experience.”  Suzanne drank some of her whisky. “Extremely good 

money, yes. But it’s not just the chas-  tisement they’re looking for. It’s the humiliation too. 

They like to be made to crawl around on the  dungeon floor, lick my boots and otherwise 

grovel to me, thoroughly debasing themselves in ways  like that.”  John frowned. “This all 

seems pretty extreme to me,” he said. “Or am I showing my naïveté  in saying that?”  “No, 

you’re not,” she said. “S&M comes in many forms. At one end of the spectrum you’ll  have a 

couple spicing up their sex life with a bit of light spanking or whatever. At the other 

end,  you’ve got what a skilled professional dominatrix like me does with David – correction 

 did  with  David.”  John swallowed the last of his drink and set his glass down on the low table 

next to his arm-  chair. “I see.”  “Actually I never used to charge David for his disciplinary 

sessions with me,” Suzanne went  on, putting down her own glass.  John gave her a 

considering look. “You had a quid pro quo arrangement with him, you  mean?”  Suzanne 

shook her head emphatically. “Nothing as cold-blooded as that, I assure you. It  was purely as 

a mark of our close friendship that I decided not to charge him.” There was a long  pause. 

“Tell me, has what you’ve learned today made you think any the less of David?”  John 

glanced away. “Well, hm…”  “Go with your gut instinct,” she suggested. “And then say what 

you feel.”  He let out a sigh. “No it hasn’t made me think any the less of David. I held him in 

the high-  est regard before and I always will. It has been a real revelation though. I’m glad 

it’s behind us.”  “So am I and now that it is,” she said, “can I perhaps ask you to have a look 

at a summary of  my accounts while you’re here?”  “Of course,” John replied quickly, 

relieved to be back on terra firma, in a realm he both  understood and was comfortable 

with.  “If you find everything in order,” she went on to say, “will you take me on as a client 

please?”  John drew a deep breath. “Yes I will, Suzanne.” 










Chapter Three  

 

   If John had been asked what he’d done from the time he left Suzanne’s house to the 

time  he’d gone to bed that night he would have been hard-pressed to say. He had grabbed a 

bite to eat at  a café down the road from his apartment, he recalled, but he couldn’t much 

remember what else  he’d done. That was because he’d been thoroughly preoccupied the 

whole time, his mind lost in  thought.  Had he done the right thing in accepting Suzanne as a 

client? he’d asked himself. She had  clearly been unwilling to take no for an answer. And 

she’d been holding the trump card because to  have said no to her would have felt like a 

betrayal of David Sinclair. It would have been showing dis-  loyalty to his memory – and for 

no good reason either.  Having perused the summary of Suzanne’s accounts, which looked 

extremely healthy, it was  obvious he should take her on as a client. It was obvious, that is, if 

you ignored the sexual dimen-  sion in all this. And that shouldn’t be difficult for him to do, 

John reasoned, because he wasn’t re-  ally interested in sex.  It was all around him in the 

modern world of course: ubiquitous, unavoidable. But for the  life of him he couldn’t 

understand what all the fuss was about. Sex for John was nothing more than  an occasional 

itch he needed to scratch. After that the itch went away and everything went back to  normal – 

and for a long time as well.  Suzanne was a sex worker of sorts. So what? What she did was 

all perfectly legal. David had  been one of her regular clients. Again, so what? What if he had 

enjoyed being whipped and humil-  iated by Suzanne? Each to their own, as they say. It didn’t 

make him a bad person. In fact he had  been a very fine person.  Even so the idea of a man 

like David – of  any  man – enjoying being treated in such a manner  unsettled John. It 

mystified not to say repelled him and it wasn’t something he wished to dwell  upon. Yet he 

found his thoughts coming back to it over and over again. He couldn’t help it. He  couldn’t 

help wondering what it would be like to be disciplined in that dark forbidding dungeon.  He 

was alarmed that the thought gave him a definite frisson of pleasure. His skin felt  charged 

and tingly and there was an undoubted stirring in his loins. There was an explanation for  that 

though, he decided. All in all, it had turned into a very strange day indeed for him from the 

mo-  ment Suzanne had arrived in his office. And his mind was playing games with him as a 

result. That  was all those feelings were, he told himself.  When he climbed naked into bed 

that warm night all John wanted to do was to drift gently  off to sleep. Despite that he found 

himself tossing and turning, totally unable to fall asleep. The im-  ages of the disciplinary 

implements and equipment he had seen in Suzanne’s dungeon were still  vivid in his mind’s 

eye. And some of the scenarios he had begun to imagine, in spite himself, since  he’d first 

walked through its heavy door started to have a powerfully erotic effect on him.  John could 

feel a surge of arousal building, could practically hear the blood pounding  through his body, 

and his cock started to throb as it lengthened. He couldn’t resist the temptation  to move his 

right hand towards his crotch. He brushed it over his shaft, sending a shudder of ex-  citement 

through his body. John could feel more blood surge into his erection and his balls 

tighten  with need.  His breath coming faster, he touched himself again, this time grasping the 

thick length of  his shaft. He encircled it with his fist and started to stroke it. He rubbed his 

erection softly at first,  flicking his thumb over the slit of its glans.  What the fuck, John said to himself, throwing off the sheets with abandon.  If you’re going to  do this, do it properly. He 

started to masturbate in earnest, pulling on his swollen cock in a regular  rhythm. John could 

feel electric sensations ripple up through his fingers as he continued to push  his fist up and 

down his shaft. Pre-cum now spilled from the tip of his cockhead and trickled over  his hand. 

His ever rising sexual arousal fuelled his imagination and he began to fantasise too, feel-  ing 

more and more excited as he allowed the images he conjured up to flood his mind.  Inside his 

head he was back in that dark dungeon, that  torture chamber.  He pictured himself  kneeling 

naked and erect over the whipping bench, his body alive with a mix of arousal and fear. 

Suzanne, in the black leather catsuit he’d imagined her in before, was grinning wolfishly at 

him as  she selected a leather crop from the rack of disciplinary implements.  “Now you’re 

 going to find out what it feels like to be disciplined, John,”  he imagined her saying,  her voice low and seductive, as she brandished the crop and strode purposefully towards him.  John’s 

increasingly steamy erotic fantasy continued: Getting behind him so he could no  longer see 

her, Suzanne raised the crop and cut it down across his backside. He felt his whole 

body  shudder and he moaned with pain that, strangely, felt more like pleasure. After that she 

slashed the  crop down furiously, time after time. She struck the cheeks of his rear and the 

tops of his thighs  forcefully, sending darts of sensation through his body.  As John carried on 

masturbating he absorbed himself ever more deeply in the thrilling mi-  asma of his 

masochistic fantasy. And as he did so the deeper inside himself he travelled, discov-  ering a 

secret place there he’d never known before had existed. He pulled at his shaft ever 

more  vigorously, making it strain within his grasp. His face was sheened with sweat and his 

heart was  hammering.  John was by now completely lost in a dark dream world of erotic 

sensation. His breathing  became labored as he moved his hand briskly up and down his shaft 

while continuing to imagine  the leather-clad Suzanne beating his backside with the crop. And 

the more she beat him, striking  the cheeks of his rear bright red, the more he moaned with 

that strange type of pain that felt like  pleasure. It was too much, all of it, too much…  He 

arched his back to meet Suzanne’s final series of blows as the agony and lust merged  into an 

all-encompassing sensation of ecstasy. John cried out when he reached his apex, 

rough  ragged breaths spilling out of his throat at the same time as thick creamy spunk spilled 

from his  shaft. His erection shot like a geyser, pumping out streams of ejaculate onto the 

whipping bench…  no, onto his stomach.  Weak from his climax and still more than a little 

dizzy from what had been for him a com-  paratively rare – and uncharacteristically wild – 

bout of onanism, John went into the bathroom and  cleaned himself up. While doing this he 

told himself that what had just happened was all very easy  to explain. Thanks to Suzanne his 

day had turned seriously weird. Thanks to her too he had ended  up with an itch he’d simply 

had to scratch, and he’d scratched it. It was no more complicated than  that. Things would 

settle back down from now on and his world would again be back on its correct  axis.  John 

returned to the bedroom and crawled between the sheets again. He closed his eyes and  tried 

to sleep. But sleep once more refused to take him and all too soon he found himself with 

an  incipient erection again, his cock pulsing in time with his increasingly rapid 

heartbeat.  And why was this? It was because inside his head John was not in bed but back in 

Suzanne’s  sinister dungeon being thrashed ferociously by her again. Throwing back the 

sheets for the second  time that night, he began pulling on his erection, his fist rubbing up and 

down, up and down…   










Chapter Four  

 

   John rang Suzanne’s number from his office. “That’s a coincidence,” she said when 

she’d  picked up the call. “I was just about to give you a ring. I wanted to thank you for 

everything yes-  terday…”  “No need,” he interjected.  “…and to ask you something.”  “Go 

ahead then.”  “No, you first,” she insisted.  “I thought we ought to make another appointment 

– a longer one this time – so I can take a  closer look at your accounts with you.”  “Is there a 

problem?”  “Not at all,” John replied. “But I’ve only looked at a summary of them so far, 

don’t forget.  The more detailed a knowledge I have of your finances the more I can help 

you.”  “Just being thorough then,” she said, “starting as you mean to go on.”  “That’s right,” 

replied John who took great pride in how conscientious and capable he was  in his work. 

Detail-oriented, objective and analytical to a fault, he wanted always to give the best  possible 

service to his clients.  “I’m impressed,” Suzanne remarked. “I haven’t got my diary with me 

right this minute. Let  me phone you back and we can set a date and time for the 

meeting.”  “Sure,” he replied agreeably. “Anyway, you said you were about to phone me to 

ask me  something. What was it?”  “Actually, I was going to ask you to do me a favor.”  “Fire 

away.”  “A good friend of mine is in the same predicament as I was until I came to you,” 

Suzanne  said. “She needs to employ a financial expert she feels she can completely 

trust.”  John closed his eyes momentarily.  Oh shit, he thought, not liking where he suspected 

this  conversation was headed.  When he didn’t immediately respond to her, Suzanne asked, 

“You still there, John?”  He exhaled. “I am. I’m listening.”  “And?”  Trying to keep his voice 

as normal as possible, he asked, “Is your friend in the same line of  work as you by any 

chance, Suzanne?”  “Yes, she is,” she replied, “exactly the same.”  John straightened in his 

chair. It was just as he’d feared. “Was David one of her clients too?”  “No he wasn’t,” she 

replied. “But she was one of his. I put her onto him ages ago because,  as I said, she’s a good 

friend of mine. She is the only fellow pro-domme I ever did that for, I ought  to add.”  “So 

this is a one-off,” said John. “Is that what you’re getting at?”  “Yeah.”  John slid his fingers 

through his hair. “Oh, I don’t know, Suzanne,” he said uncertainly. “I’d  kind of told myself 

 you  were the one-off.”  “My friend’s completely bona fide,” Suzanne asserted. “I can 

guarantee that one hundred  percent. She’s doing even better financially than I am too.”  John 

hesitated for a moment before saying, “What’s her name?”  “Laura Collins,” Suzanne replied. 

“Look, I know you can’t possibly commit yourself right  now. But how about going to see her 

at her place, just like you did with me? Her house isn’t far  from your office as a matter of 

fact. It’s a ten minute stroll away, if that.”  John was silent, thinking about what she’d 

suggested.  “Well?” she said.  He took a long audible breath. “Yes OK, Suzanne,” he 

responded in a monotone.  “Do you expect to finish work today at about six-thirty like you 

did yesterday?”  “Yes.” 

“Creature of habit,” she commented.  “Sadly, yes,” he agreed. John was a man of fixed and 

orderly habits: too fixed, too orderly, he  sometimes thought.  “Anything planned for the 

evening?”  “Not a lot,” he admitted tonelessly.  As usual, he felt like adding.  “Laura’s free this evening, she tells me,” Suzanne said. “How about going over to her place  when you finish in 

the office. Sound like a plan?”  “Sounds more like yesterday evening all over again,” John 

replied laconically.  “Groundhog day?” she suggested.  He chuckled “Groundhog  evening 

maybe.”  “But you’re OK with it, yes?”  “Yes Suzanne,” he murmured dubiously.  “Let me 

give Laura a ring to confirm the arrangement.”  “All right.” His voice was resigned.  “Once 

I’ve done that I’ll phone you back with her address, phone number, and so on,” she  said. “I’ll 

also have my diary with me and we can agree our next appointment.”  It was only a matter of 

a few minutes before Suzanne phoned back.  She’s a quick worker,  thought John, not for the 

first time.  Suzanne wasn’t the only quick worker, he decided after he’d heard the ping of an 

incoming  email shortly afterwards and seen who it was from.  After looking through the 

summary of accounts Laura Collins had attached to her email, he  could see that, as Suzanne 

had said, she was doing even better financially than her. He could also  see there wasn’t very 

much in it. 










Chapter Five  

 

   John left his office a little after six-thirty for the short walk to Laura’s address. When he 

ar-  rived at her house, a neo-Georgian property bounded by a tall brick wall, he announced 

his pres-  ence at the entry panel adjacent to a set of black metal gates.  “Great, come on in,” 

came the friendly response. The gates opened and clicked shut again  once he’d walked 

through them. There was a sleek silver car sitting in the cobbled drive.  John was greeted at 

the front door by a strikingly beautiful woman with almond eyes that  were deep violet in 

colour, a neat straight nose and a wide sensuous mouth. Her face was perfectly  symmetrical 

and she had skin like alabaster. The woman’s raven-black hair, which had a straight  fringe 

and was cut to the shoulders, was soft and silky.  Her figure was wonderful too, full and 

sumptuous, and looked ravishing in the outfit of  shiny purple rubber latex she wore. The 

dress she had on, which had a deep cleavage, was as tight  as a sheath on her and almost 

obscenely short. The extreme shortness of the dress combined with  the killer stiletto-heeled 

boots she wore accentuated the length of her already long legs.  “Nice to meet you, John,” she 

said, her full lips parting in a smile that revealed perfect white  teeth. “I’m Laura.”  “Nice to 

meet you too.” He smiled back, trying not to look as taken aback as he felt by what  this 

gorgeous woman was wearing. OK, it was obviously the type of kinky get-up she put on 

for  work. Even so, you would have thought …  “I must apologise for the outfit,” she said. 

“My last appointment overran and I didn’t have  time to change.”  “Not a problem,” John 

replied, reassured by her explanation.  Laura gazed at him. “Do I look like the sort of person 

you could do business with, John?”  she asked with a wicked grin.  “As long as you promise 

not to come into my office dressed like that,” he quipped, his blue  eyes twinkling.  “I 

promise.” Laura smiled “Come with me,” she added, and they entered her elegant 

living  room. It had heavy, lined curtains and was large, high-ceilinged and low-lit. The room 

was fur-  nished in a similar style to Suzanne’s – all burnished wood and soft black 

leather.  “Thank you for your prompt response to my email,” said Laura.  “You’re welcome,” 

John replied.  “And your extremely positive assessment of the summary of my accounts I sent 

you.”  “There was nothing to be negative about.”  “Can I take it you’re prepared to take me on 

as a client?”  “You can,” he confirmed.  “After I got your email I had a strong feeling that 

would be your response. Hence…” Laura  waved a beautifully manicured hand in the 

direction of a low rectangular table on which stood a  black lacquered tray that held a silver 

wine-cooler, containing a bottle of champagne swathed in ice  and two crystal glasses. “I hope 

you like champagne.”  “I love it,” John replied.  “Would you do the honors please?”  “Of 

course.” He walked over to the table, took the bottle and popped it open. Angling each  glass 

to control the fizzing of the bubbles, he poured the champagne into them. He eased the 

bot-  tle back into the wine-cooler and handed one of the glasses to Laura.  She held her glass 

before her for a moment before raising it in a toast. “Here’s to my new  go-to guy on all 

matters financial,” she said, taking a sip of the ice-cold champagne.  “And here’s to my new 

client,” John replied, raising his own glass and doing the same.  On either side of the low table 

with the champagne bottle on it there were two black leather  armchairs, each slightly angled 

towards a mahogany cabinet up against one of the walls. “Take a  seat please.” Laura gestured 

towards one of the armchairs.  When John had sat down she seated herself on the armchair 

opposite him. “So, what do you  feel about the profession Suzanne and I both chose for 

ourselves?” Laura said, leaning back on the   

chair and gazing at him inquiringly.  John took a sip of champagne. “That if you get it right it 

can be very lucrative indeed,” he  replied with a smile.  “That’s the accountant in you 

talking,” Laura countered. “What do you really feel?”  John thought for a moment, small lines 

appearing between his brows. “Confused as much  as anything,” he said.  “Then let me help 

clear up some of that confusion for you if I can,” she said. “What would  you like to 

know?”  “Why you do the work, I guess,” he said, not quite looking at her. “It’s by no means 

the  most conventional of career choices. I know the money’s extremely good at the top end 

of the pro-  fession but…”  “Because it gives me a huge amount of pleasure,” she 

interjected.  “Because why?”  “Because it turns me on a great deal to have kinky sex with a 

man who appeals to me,” she  replied. “I’m in the privileged position, you see, of being able 

to pick and choose my clients and I  only choose those I find attractive. Straightforward 

uncomplicated sex – vanilla sex as we kinksters  call it – with that same man wouldn’t do it 

for me. I need to be domineering to get sexually aroused  in such a situation. Fortunately the 

wealthy clients who come to see me want to be dominated. They  are only too willing to pay 

me substantially for services that frankly I’d be happy to provide for con-  siderably less 

remuneration.”  “So, the job satisfaction you get from what you do is essentially all about 

sexual satis-  faction,” John said.  “That’s about right,” she replied. “Dominating my clients 

makes me extremely horny. The  power I have over them is a very big part of the pleasure the 

experience brings me. Having them  completely under my control means I can have them 

satisfy me in any way I choose, sometimes di-  rectly and sometimes indirectly.”  The mind 

 boggles, thought John. “Like Suzanne, you have a dungeon I assume?” he asked.  “Yes I do,” 

Laura replied.  “Is it in the basement like hers is?”  “Yes it is,” she said. “One of the 

advantages of old houses like ours is they often have base-  ments that can be converted to 

such use should the owner just happen to be that way inclined.”  She paused. “Can you 

imagine the sort of things I do to my clients in that basement dungeon of  mine?”  John turned 

the stem of his champagne glass between his fingers. “Put them into bondage  and whip them, 

things like that.” He felt a little quiver of erotic excitement as an image to accom-  pany the 

words he’d just spoken flicked across his mind’s eye.  Laura looked straight at him. “Things 

like that,” she said, repeating what he’d said. “Those  are three little words that cover a 

multitude of sins. I bet there’s a part of you that would like to be a  fly on the wall at one of 

my sessions and see what I  actually  do. Am I right?”  “You are, to be honest,” he admitted, a 

slight tremble in his voice. “I’m only human.”  Laura took another sip of champagne. “You 

can see what I do if you like,” she said.  John blinked at her in confusion. “How do you mean? 

You’ve lost me now.”  “One of my clients likes me to film what I do to him and pays me 

extra to do that and let  him have the result,” she explained. “With his agreement, I always 

keep a copy. Want to see the lat-  est one?”  “I wouldn’t say no,” John replied, his curiosity 

getting the better of him. “But what about  your client’s anonymity? I mean… erm… what if I 

happen to recognise him?”  “Trust me,” she said with a knowing smile. “You won’t.”  Laura 

got out of her armchair and walked over to the mahogany cabinet. She opened it to re-  veal a 

flat-screen TV, its screen black and still. Picking up the remote control, she returned to 

her  chair and sat down again.  “Prepare to be educated, John,” she said and pushed a couple 

of buttons on the remote. 










Chapter Six  

 

   The screen came to life to reveal a big dimly-lit dungeon that looked to John much 

like  Suzanne’s. The floor, walls and ceiling were all black. There was a long rack full of 

disciplinary  implements and other BDSM gear. And, dotted about the cavernous space, there 

was a whole range  of dungeon equipment.  Attached by leather wrist cuffs to a chain hanging 

from the ceiling, his arms upright, stood a  pale-skinned naked man with a tight, toned body. 

His legs were held apart by means of leather  ankle cuffs attached to either end of a wooden 

hobble bar. The muscles of his upraised arms and  spread legs were stretched and taut.  “You 

couldn’t possibly recognise him, could you, John?” Laura said, pointing to the screen.  “No I 

couldn’t,” he agreed.  And there was a very good reason for that – the man’s head was 

entirely enclosed in a hood  of black leather, which had slots for his eyes, nostrils and mouth. 

The slot for the mouth, however,  had been filled by a red ball gag that was buckled behind 

his head.  The man had an erection, which was encompassed by a black leather cock corset. 

All that  could be seen of his corseted cock was its swollen head. The cock corset consisted of 

a central  strip of leather, off either side of which ran a series of six thinner strips that had 

each been buckled  tight. It also had a slightly thicker strip of leather either side of its base, 

which had been buckled  around the top of his ball sack. In addition, attached to each of the 

man’s nipples was a clamp with  a round metal weight hanging from it.  “What do you think 

so far, John?” Laura asked, briefly turning away from the TV screen to  look at him.  He 

glanced back at her. “That those weighted clamps must hurt like anything.”  “They do,” she 

said. “They are terribly painful without doubt. But with the pain comes plea-  sure. And for 

this man the two sensations always end up being one and the same thing when he’s  being 

disciplined by yours truly. Keep on watching and you’ll see what I mean.”  John kept his eyes 

fixed on the TV screen and watched Laura stride into shot. She was re-  splendent in red 

stiletto heels and a shiny red latex catsuit so close-fitting it looked nearly painted-  on. She 

had a heavy leather flogger in her hand and was squeezing its handle tightly, clenching 

and  unclenching it in her fist.  Laura went behind the hooded man and started to take the 

flogger to his backside. The cruel  implement of flagellation whooshed through the air with 

flourish and cracked loudly against his  rear.  “I get off on that sound,” Laura told John. “The 

sound of a whip – or a cane or a paddle or  the like – on naked flesh.”  John felt his throat 

tighten. “I see,” he gulped.  His eyes still riveted to the TV screen, John continued watching 

Laura expertly wield the flog-  ger. It swung through the air with whoosh after whoosh before 

landing on its target with one sharp  crack after another. Laura carried on beating the man, 

swinging the flogger through the air faster  and faster. The resounding whoosh and crack of 

her blows mingled with his muffled cries from be-  hind his ball gag. John could tell the man 

was in considerable pain. That was very clear. But at the  same time his tightly corseted 

erection had begun spitting out silvery pre-cum constantly.  Laura put the film on pause. “So, 

lesson number one, John,” she said. “Pain is pleasure for  most of my clients.” She picked up 

the champagne bottle and topped up both their glasses. “Ready  for lesson number two?” she 

asked, taking a sip of champagne. And he replied that he was.  After she’d flicked the film off 

pause the picture on the screen shifted focus. What now came  into view was a wall of the 

dark room with a leather-covered cross mounted to it. And it was in use.  Another naked slave 

was in that dungeon, it now transpired. This one, olive-skinned and muscular,  was secured on 

his back to the cross. The man was spread-eagled, his hands and ankles strapped  against the 

stout item of dungeon furniture.  He too had an erection, its veins swollen by a black leather 

harness that had been strapped  tightly over the base of the shaft and around his balls, lifting 

and separating them. Like the other   

slave, this one’s face and head were enclosed by a black hood. However it was not of leather 

but of  rubber latex. Also, while it had mouth and nostril holes like his, it had no eye 

holes.  “See what happens next, John,” Laura said, adding with a short laugh, “which is more 

than  he was able to do at the time.”  Off camera, Laura was then heard to say, “Crawl to the 

front of him, slave.” And shuffling on  his hands and knees up to the man strapped to the cross 

appeared the leather-hooded man. Not  only had he been freed from the ceiling chain and 

hobble bar and no longer had the weighted  clamps hanging from his nipples but, John 

noticed, Laura had removed his red ball gag too. And he  quickly found out why.  “Suck his 

cock, slave,” Laura ordered.  Obediently the leather-hooded slave opened his mouth and 

brought it to the other man’s  erection. He thrust forward so his lips grazed the leather harness 

tightly encircling its base. Then he  pulled his head back until his lips were parted around the 

glans of the man’s shaft and began to  blow him in a regular rhythm.  “I assume the man in 

the leather hood is gay or bisexual,” John remarked. His eyes were still  fixed to the screen, 

mesmerised by what he was watching.  “You assume wrong,” Laura replied. “He doesn’t like 

to suck cock any more than the one on  the cross likes having his cock sucked – by a man, that 

is. They both find what you can see hap-  pening to them now deeply humiliating.” A pause. 

“And they are reveling in it. Pain is pleasure to  these men. Humiliation is pleasure to them 

too. Paradoxical it may be but it’s also true. View on,”  she added, and John watched the TV 

screen as she came back into the frame, moving with coiled  languor in her wet-look red 

catsuit and stilettos. But this time she had a strap-on black rubber dildo  jutting from her 

crotch.  Oh my God, this is fucking amazing, John said to himself excitedly, his cock pulsing 

as it  bulged against his trousers.  He watched, transfixed, as Laura doused the dildo with 

lubricant, pressed it against the  leather-hooded slave’s anal hole and began to butt-fuck him. 

She did this slowly at first, increasing  in vigor until she was riding him hard. Laura’s hips 

banged against the harshly punished cheeks of  his rear as she ramped up the speed and force 

of her thrusts still more, powering in and out of him.  And all the while he carried on blowing 

the rubber-hooded man for all he was worth.  “Come for me, slaves,” Laura ordered, as she 

continued vigorously ass-fucking the leather-  hooded man. He began to tremble 

uncontrollably as he reached orgasm, shooting out a jet of  semen that spilled onto the 

dungeon floor beneath him. At the same time the other man climaxed  with an almighty 

shudder – and the leather-hooded slave gulped down his ejaculate, swallowing  everything he 

gave him. Once he’d done that the dominatrix stopped buggering him with the strap-  on, 

gently sliding the dildo out of his gaping anus.  Laura pressed a button on the remote control, 

flicking off the TV. “You couldn’t see it on the  screen but someone else came when those 

two slaves did, John. And it wasn’t you in your pants –  although I can see you’ve become 

very aroused.” Laura eyed the pronounced bulge that had formed  in the front of his trousers. 

“No, it was me, and a really powerful orgasm it was too.” Laura was still  for a moment. 

“Starting to understand why I enjoy my work so much, John, and why my clients  enjoy 

coming to me – coming  for  me, making  me  come too?”  John felt an electric charge run over his skin. “Getting there,” he replied with a nervous  laugh.  “Hmm, an interesting answers,” 

Laura said, leaning forward meaningfully. He caught his  breath as she locked eyes with him. 

“But the fact is you won’t ‘get there’ simply by me showing this  sort of thing to you.” She 

broke off momentarily for dramatic effect. “That’ll only happen if you  actually experience it 

for yourself.” Her dark eyes were fixed on his so intensely it was almost hyp-  notic.  John felt 

a thrill deep inside him. “You can’t seriously mean what I think you do,” he 

replied  quietly.  That same intense gaze. “I’ve never been more serious.”  “I – ehh...” 

“Let me ‘get you there’, John,” Laura coaxed, her voice soft and low. “You’d like 

that,  wouldn’t you, huh? Be honest now.”  “Yes,” John replied hesitantly. He could feel his 

shaft throb even more.  “Sure about that?” she asked, raising her eyebrows.  John swigged 

back his champagne, draining the glass in one. “Yes I am,” he replied deci-  sively. At the 

same time he wondered whether his erection had somehow stolen all the blood from  his 

brain.  “Strip naked without delay,” Laura demanded in a sharp tone. And John obeyed 

wordlessly,  scrambling to take off all his clothes as quickly as he could. 












Chapter Seven  

 

   John stood naked next to the black leather armchair he’d been sitting on a few moments 

ago  and that now had his clothes draped over it. Laura had remained in her armchair. She 

looked John  up and down, allowing her gaze to linger lasciviously on his pulsing 

erection.  Laura turned away from this inviting sight and pointed at the TV. “I often use that 

screen for  something else kink-related,” she said. “And I’ll tell you what it is. If I’ve a slave 

in bondage of some  kind down in the dungeon and I’m dominating another one in here, I use 

it to keep a weather eye on  my dungeon slave from time to time, make sure he’s OK.”  “So 

you discipline men in this room as well?” John said.  Laura turned back towards him, her dark 

eyes glimmering. “I do, as you’re about to find out  for yourself.”  “I see,” he replied, trying – 

and failing – to keep the nervousness out of his voice.  “Get across my knee,” Laura 

instructed.  John obediently padded over and placed himself across her lap, his heart pounding 

with an-  ticipation and dread. He held his breath while Laura stroked the tight roundness of 

his rear cheeks.  He had a moment to think,  This is going to hurt. Then it began, Laura 

delivering a sharp  smack with her hand that made his behind quiver. That first harsh slap was 

as loud as the cry of  pain he let out when he felt its white heat burn his flesh. John turned 

slightly for a moment, catch-  ing the blurred movement of Laura’s hand as she delivered the 

second hard smack across his back-  side.  The third slap arrived almost immediately 

afterwards, setting his behind further aflame. At  the same time John was conscious that his 

cock was more achingly hard than ever, the heat on his  backside merging with its throbbing 

length as it pressed against Laura’s thighs.  The fourth slap came down just as swiftly and 

harshly as the preceding three, the searing  heat burning his flesh still more. The fifth slap 

descended more forcefully than ever, reverberating  all the way to John’s erection. Another 

stroke arrived after that, and another, and another, the red-  bloomed cheeks of his rear 

quivering every time. He began to grind his hard cock against Laura’s  thighs to take his mind 

off the pain she was inflicting.  The spanking continued unrelentingly, her fiery strokes 

landing harshly on his backside over  and over. Then Laura began alternating the slaps 

between each rear cheek, making sure she distrib-  uted the pain evenly between them. John 

felt dazed, lost in the steady rhythm of the spanking, lost  to everything but the pattern of 

punishment marking his skin.  Laura continued to spank him, one cheek at a time, his flesh 

quivering and burning with  great pain… and with great pleasure too by now. John closed his 

eyes and began to give himself  fully to the sensation, luxuriating in the purity of the pleasure-

pain shooting through his body. It  was exquisite – like nothing he had ever felt.  At last the 

thrashing stopped and John twisted round to see the curves of his cruelly  spanked backside. 

They were very red, the imprint of Laura’s fingers on his flesh merging into a  deep flush of 

pain.  Laura ran her hand over the soreness of John’s rear, feeling the burning heat she’d 

inflicted  on his skin. “I’ll take you down to my dungeon now and continue your chastisement 

there,” she  said. 










Chapter Eight  

 

   “After you’d visited Suzanne’s dungeon,” Laura said when they had entered her own, 

“did  you fantasise about being disciplined in it by her?”  “Yes I did,” John admitted, his eyes 

shining.  “And did you masturbate while you fantasised? I’ll bet you did.”  He breathed 

deeply. “You’re right.”  “Where in her dungeon did she discipline you in this masturbation 

fantasy of yours?” she  asked.  “Over the whipping bench,” he replied in a trembling 

voice.  “Get over the whipping bench,” she ordered, gesturing towards hers.  When he was in 

position over the bench she asked, “Did Suzanne strap you to her whipping  bench in your 

wank fantasy?”  “No, she didn’t,” he replied.  “Then I shan’t either,” Laura said. “But I will 

strap you  on  it.”  John’s breathing was fast and shallow as he braced himself for his next bout 

of chas-  tisement. His stomach was clenched with excitement and his erection throbbed more 

insistently  than ever. He feasted his eyes on Laura’s lush latex-clad body as she strode to the 

rack of disci-  plinary implements. Her hips swayed and her spike-heeled boots click-clicked 

on the hard surface  of the floor as she went. Laura lost no time in making her selection – a 

thick leather strap – and no  time either in getting behind him to put it to use.  The first stroke 

of the strap landed perfectly across John’s behind. And it hurt like hell, the  snap of leather on 

flesh swiftly followed by a howl of pain from him. There was another crack as the  strap 

landed squarely on the cheeks of his rear for a second time. The pain was acute, burning like 

a  brand deep into his skin. He let out another yelp.  Laura walked around in front of John. 

She narrowed her eyes, cat-like, as she stared into his.  “I want you to be silent during the rest 

of your beating,” she said, her voice cold. “Don’t make an-  other sound.”  She went behind 

him again and slashed the strap across his backside for a third time. The  pain it inflicted was 

even more blistering than her first two strikes but John obediently stopped him-  self from 

crying out in response.  By the time she delivered her fourth stroke he was starting to find the 

pain almost unbear-  able. Strokes five, six and seven followed in rapid succession, every loud 

report of leather on his  naked skin accompanied by a flair of extreme pain. By the time Laura 

administered her eighth  stroke, however, the agony John had been experiencing had become 

something else. It had dis-  solved into an exquisite red heat that seeped through his body, 

connecting with the pulsing hard-  ness of his cock.  And so it was with her tenth blow and the 

one after that, and the one after that one too. At  each cruel lick of the strap John didn’t have 

to stop himself from crying with agony any more. He  had to stop himself from crying with 

joy, pure unalloyed joy.  Laura increased the momentum even further, her strikes coming 

harder and harder. John  began to tense constantly in response, but he wanted more. He arched 

his back to meet Laura’s  next series of blows as the agony and lust and joy merged into an 

all-encompassing world of sensa-  tion. He felt as if he could go on like this for ever, his 

whole body suffused with the blissful  masochistic experience he was having. Laura however 

had other ideas. She abruptly stopped beat-  ing John and told him to climb down from the 

whipping bench.  The dominatrix pointed to a ceiling chain with leather cuff attachments, and 

ordered John to  stand in front of it. She buckled his wrists to the cuffs before winching the 

chain up until his arms  were raised above his head. Laura looked at the cheeks of John’s rear 

and the numerous red marks  of the beatings she’d delivered to them so far with her hand and 

the strap. She then went to the rack  again and picked out a leather flogger with lots of thick, 

loose strands.  Laura squeezed the handle of the flogger tightly as she positioned herself 

behind John once  more. She brought the whip back before slashing it across onto his rear, the 

sound of the blow   

echoing around the hard surfaces of the dungeon. John groaned inwardly at the impact of 

the  whip’s lashes, a sting both sudden and delirious.  Laura felt delirious too. The sight of the 

whip biting into the cheeks of John’s rear and of his  punished flesh quivering at the impact 

had caused the pulse of pleasure she already felt deep inside  her sex to get even stronger. Her 

clitoris throbbed like mad as well. Quickly she stepped back and  cut the whip across again. 

Her body seemed to vibrate with the impact just as much as John’s did.  After those initial 

strokes John felt the sting of the flogger time and time again as Laura  swung it through the air 

faster and faster. Tremors of profound pleasure-pain shuddered through  him, his backside 

now flushed deepest crimson from its heavy punishment.  Laura couldn’t stand it any more: 

she  had  to have release. She threw the whip unceremo-  niously to the dungeon floor and, still 

standing behind John, reached down with her left hand and  slipped her fingers inside her wet 

pussy. At the same time she took hold of his erection with her  right hand and made a fist 

around it. “I’m going to wank you while I also wank myself,” Laura an-  nounced 

breathlessly, pressing her fingers in around her clit. She began to rub and stroke it 

before  pushing deeper into her sex.  Laura started to work John’s shaft up and down, 

pumping his flesh in her right hand, while  pressing the fingers of her left hand in and out of 

the moist warmth of her pussy. Soon she was  masturbating them both hard, moving her hand 

back and forth fast over John’s erection while at the  same time plunging her fingers into the 

wetness of her sex, its juices drenching them. She began to  moan with desire as the fire in her 

pussy spread throughout her body and she got closer and closer  to the release she 

sought.  And then it arrived. A massive rush of pleasure cascaded through Laura, her orgasm 

erupt-  ing in an ecstatic explosion of energy, and she cried out her delirious pleasure. 

Simultaneously the  strokes of her fist started to move at a frantic tempo over John’s shaft. 

Then he climaxed too. He  spasmed again and again as he felt the semen pump from his 

straining erection in a spurting, gush-  ing eruption of sexual ecstasy so amazingly strong it 

felt like nothing less than an epiphany. After  several long shuddering moments, his body 

slumped into his bonds.  “You’re a complete natural, John,” Laura announced as she started to 

release him from the  ceiling chain. “I knew it as soon as I set eyes on you.” 










Chapter Nine  

The taxi carrying John home from Laura’s place drew up outside the modern six-

storey  apartment block where he lived. John paid the cabbie and walked towards the entrance 

to the block.  He punched the access code into the entry panel at the side of the double-doors 

and they clicked  open. John went through the main hallway and entered a waiting lift, 

pressing the button for the  third floor. He exited it there and walked down the corridor to his 

apartment.  When John got inside he made straight for the bedroom, intent on stripping off 

and having a  shower. As he entered the bedroom he caught a brief glimpse of himself in the 

full-length mirror on  the back of the wardrobe and stopped to take a closer look at the 

reflection of his face. It stared  back at him, exactly the same as it always looked. His 

appearance hadn’t changed at all. But he had.  He could feel it deep inside: an entirely altered 

perspective on the world.  John still found it hard to believe what he had seen on the TV 

screen in Laura’s living room,  still less what she had done to him in that same room and 

afterwards in her dungeon. God  Almighty, he said to himself in amazement, when he’d 

agreed to go and see her this evening he  hadn’t envisaged anything like that happening to him 

 at all.  He could still feel the effects of the  sublime pleasure-pain Laura had delivered to his 

backside with the flat of her hand, the strap and  the whip.  John stripped naked and brought 

his hands to his behind, letting his fingertips seek out the  most sensitive areas of pain. He 

squirmed as he explored himself and each spasm of sensation  brought memories flooding 

back of what had happened to him at Laura’s sadistic hands.  John’s mind raced at the 

memories of all that delirious humiliation and pain. His rear was  marked with the evidence of 

his chastisement and he could feel the burning ache of it as he turned  to look over his 

shoulder at the wardrobe mirror, anxious to view the marks he’d just felt with his  fingers.  As 

he looked at the reflection of his naked punished rear in the mirror, continuing to expe-  rience 

the after-burn of all that punishment, he was conscious of the pounding of his heart. It 

was  beating so loudly that for a few moments he heard nothing else. He felt aroused again, 

his cock al-  ready at half-mast. And his reflection in the mirror made him feel even more 

turned-on as he gazed  over his shoulder, captivated by the dark outlines of the harsh 

punishment Laura had inflicted on  his backside.  Still gazing behind him at his punished rear 

in the long mirror, he began to relive the expe-  rience of his chastisement by Laura: the way 

she’d beaten his backside with ever greater ferocity,  slicing more and more red heat through 

his body; the way it had burned into his skin, sinking deep-  er and deeper. The thought of it 

sent shock waves through his nervous system and made him shiv-  er with excitement, made 

the tip of his now fully erect shaft wet and sticky with pre-cum.  He continued to gaze at the 

marks of his chastisement, those blazing lines of fire on his  flesh. The sight of them sent 

thrills of pleasure through his body. Lust glittering in his eyes and his  breath coming faster, 

he touched his hard cock, encircling it with his fist.  John rubbed his shaft softly at first, 

flicking his thumb over the wet slit of its glans. Then he  started to masturbate harder, his eyes 

shining with ever mounting desire as he jerked his erection  rhythmically. He turned slightly 

so that he could continue to observe his damaged rear while also  looking at himself rubbing 

his hard-on, his fingers moving up and down.  Guided by this arousing view of himself in the 

mirror, John continued to work his fist over  his erection. His backside ached and his cock 

was rock-hard. Every movement of his fist over his  erection sent shivers of delight pulsing 

through his entire body. The wetness of his pre-cum was  slicked over his fingers, exciting 

him even more. The movement of his fist over his shaft increased  in insistence as a 

result.  John turned away from the mirror, which had become superfluous to his needs by this 

stage  – he was lost in his own erotic dream world now. Inside his head he was back with 

Laura, reliving  blow by literal blow the amazing thrill the whole extraordinary experience of 

being dominated and  disciplined by her had invoked in him.  In his mind he was over her 

knee in her living room being spanked. Next he was in the   

dimly-lit dungeon and knelt over the whipping bench being strapped. After that, his arms 

upraised  in chained bondage, he was being whipped. It was as if he was part of some sort of 

satanic cere-  mony in that dungeon – with him its all too willing sacrifice.  John began to pull 

at his erection more vigorously. Bliss uncoiled further and his body  pulsed with pleasure as 

he got ever closer to the ecstasy of orgasm. In his mind it was not his fist  pumping over his 

hard-on, though, but Laura’s as she also worked her own sex hard, masturbating  like a 

demon. John felt a growing urge to climax surge through him. His erection throbbed, his 

balls  tightened, ecstasy rising within. And then he climaxed, a gush of warm semen spurting 

from his  straining erection.  As he started to come down from the erotic high of his orgasm, 

still breathing heavily, John  wondered if Laura had any idea of the effect she’d had on him. 

He would be surprised if she didn’t,  he decided. She was an extremely experienced 

professional dominatrix after all. He would have  been even more surprised, though, at the 

effect he’d had on her. 










Chapter Ten  

 

   Laura stripped off in her bedroom and went into the bathroom for a shower. She 

stood  under the warm jets of water and showered slowly. It felt good, the rush of the water 

exhilarating  and sensual. It coursed over her nakedness, pouring like wild cascades down her 

body.  The dominatrix was extremely pleased with the way things had gone with John Morton 

that  evening. She was now one of his clients, which was a great outcome. And she’d caused 

John, a man  previously unable to grasp the truth of his own essential self, to begin to accept 

that truth – which  was that he was innately submissive and masochistic. That pleased her 

greatly. She also liked the  man a lot. He was very engaging, she thought, very attractive 

too.  She’d liked being one of David Sinclair’s clients. What was not to like? He’d handled 

her fi-  nances superbly well for her. She had been very fond of him too. He’d been an 

extremely nice guy.  When she had learned of his tragic death she’d been most distressed. 

She’d thought it was awful, a  dreadful waste of life and talent. She still couldn’t quite believe 

it had happened.  It had been far worse for Suzanne, she recognised, because she’d had a very 

deep attach-  ment to David. It had been so deep she’d never once charged him for her 

services. It had been so  deep too she had even done something else she’d never done with 

any of her other clients, which  was to allow him into her bed from time to time. She had 

never permitted him to stay the night  though – that really would have been going too far. 

David had never been one of Laura’s clients in  any capacity, though. And that had been OK 

by her because she’d never fancied him all that much.  It was different with John, though, 

very different.  Laura switched off the shower, pulled back the plastic curtain and toweled 

herself dry.  Re-entering her bedroom, she threw herself onto the bed and lay back on it, 

staring at the ceiling.  She began thinking about John again and what she’d done to him, first 

in her living room and after  that in her dungeon. And as she thought about it she felt her 

nipples harden and her pussy tingle.  She stroked the rounded swell of her breasts and pinched 

their erect nipples for a few mo-  ments before turning her attentions elsewhere. Laura traced 

a finger along the soft, dimpled flesh of  her thighs. She felt a surge of arousal pass through 

her sex, her juices beginning to gather between  its lips. Suddenly she felt incredibly horny: 

almost as horny as she’d felt just before she’d wanked  John to a colossal climax and done the 

same to herself.  She badly needed to masturbate again, Laura decided, her clit humming with 

anticipation.  And without a moment’s further thought, that’s what she started doing. 

Touching her pussy with  her fingers and pressing them into its wet folds, Laura let out a 

moan of desire that emanated deep  from her throat. She massaged the shining wet bud of her 

clitoris and slid her fingers in and out of  her sex, rubbing herself all wet and sticky. The 

warmth of her throbbing pussy lips saturated her fin-  gers as she rubbed harder and 

faster.  Jesus, how I wish I had John here right now,  she said to herself hungrily. And the idea 

of it  made her whole sex pulse, each movement of her fingers provoking another surge of 

arousal.  Laura brought to mind again what she’d done to John in her living room and 

dungeon. And  then she went further, fantasising about what she would like to be doing to him 

right here and now  in her bedroom. He would be lying on his back, strapped to the four 

corners of the bed, she de-  cided. And she’d be leaning above him, gazing salaciously at his 

beautiful spread-eagled body – his  straining limbs in their bondage, his taut stomach, his big 

hard cock.  Continuing to masturbate, Laura imagined straddling John’s hips and slowly 

lowering her-  self on his erection. She imagined her wet pussy settling over his shaft, feeling 

it lance into her.  That thought produced another strong pulse of sensation, a tingling all over 

her body. She pulled  her fingers almost all the way out of her pussy before pressing them 

back in, imagining they were  John’s shaft.  In her mind’s eye she was moving up and down 

on that shaft, joining their bodies closer  and deeper. Her thighs wrapped around John’s, she 

was energetically riding his body, tightly re-  strained as it was in its spread-eagled bondage. 

Lost in glorious sensation, she saw herself writhing  up and down on John’s aching erection 

until he was unable to resist the pleasure any longer. She  imagined him coming inside her, his 

semen spurting out of him in a huge jet and shooting into the   

depths of her pussy.  “Oh God…” Laura gasped as her orgasm exploded though her. Her 

fingers were still  jammed into her sex, her whole body shuddering. Her limbs continued to 

twitch after she had cli-  maxed until finally the convulsions subsided and her body started to 

relax. 










Chapter Eleven 

 

    John turned his pillow over restlessly, laying his head on the cool cotton. He felt very 

tired  and wished he could simply drift off to sleep. But, much as he desired that blissful slide 

into obliv-  ion, sleep eluded him. He tried to relax, tried to push aside all the disquieting 

thoughts that now as-  sailed his brain. But they continued to come, never stopping. He kept 

returning time and again to  the things that had happened to him over the last couple of days 

courtesy of his two latest clients.  Suzanne had been the one who had hooked him in the first 

place. And Laura had been the one  who’d reeled him in. Boy, had she ever!  John couldn’t 

help going over and over what Laura had done to him that evening and the  indescribable way 

it had made him feel. Thoughts of it consumed him. It had never remotely oc-  curred to him 

how much pleasure could come from submitting completely to a woman in that way  – being 

 disciplined  by them in that way. If you had told him a week ago that he would be in the 

situ-  ation he was in right now he’d have laughed in your face at the sheer absurdity of such a 

wildly im-  plausible notion.  He continued to lay awake thinking about it all, turning it over 

again and again in his bewil-  dered mind but getting no nearer to understanding what had 

happened to him. His thoughts and  feelings remained hopelessly entangled. He felt a jumble 

of conflicting emotions: agitation, elation,  confusion, euphoria, shame, excitement, self-

disgust. He had been happy enough with his ordered  and largely solitary private life before 

Suzanne and Laura had entered it, he reflected. He’d felt con-  tent, settled. And part of that 

settled feeling had been because he’d not really been interested in sex,  a state of affairs that 

had been perfectly fine by him. Who needed all that distraction? He certainly  didn’t.  So what 

on earth was happening to him now? he asked himself in dismay. How had he  come so 

quickly to this? The thing was, it didn’t seem like it was real, none of it did. It all 

seemed  surreal, like a hallucination or dream. He had entered a twilight world of sexual 

depravity, which he  didn’t understand and he felt lost in it.  The sheets tightened round 

John’s chest as he turned in the bed. He didn’t know himself  any more, he decided. Who the 

fuck  was  John Morton? In an incredibly short space of time his life  had spiraled out of 

control and he’d become someone he barely recognised, someone he’d cer-  tainly never 

imagined he could be. He  always  kept his clients at arms’ length. That was one of 

his  unwritten rules because he thought it important to delineate the line between professional 

and per-  sonal. It was essential to maintain boundaries of that kind, he felt. But now look at 

the way he was  behaving. It was madness. In fact he wondered if he was actually going 

crazy, losing his marbles.  John’s troubled thoughts kept churning around in his brain like this 

without yielding a re-  sult. So he told himself to stop fretting and to sleep on it. When he 

awoke in the morning he’d see  what he made of everything that had happened to him in the 

last extraordinary couple of days. That  was the time to reset the scales. That was the time to 

get everything that was confusing him so  much at the moment straight in his head and make 

sense of it all. That was the time to properly  order his thoughts, see it all clearly – not at this 

time of night, for Christ’s sake.  But still sleep stubbornly refused to come. Instead his mind 

insisted on replaying the vivid  images he had viewed on Laura’s TV screen of what she’d 

done to those two hooded slaves. The  images flashed white-hot behind his eyes – and hotter 

still when he played back the even more vivid  ones of what she’d done to him as well. He 

couldn’t get those images out of his head. They were  merging, morphing and shifting, driving 

him to distraction.  John wished against wish that those images would all go away and stop 

tormenting him like  this. He tried frantically to will them to but they simply wouldn’t oblige. 

So, letting out a long sigh  of resignation, he gave up trying to banish them. He gave up trying 

to sleep too and tried to sort out  his thoughts instead. It was clear that what had happened to 

him this evening at Laura’s hands had  affected him deeply. How could he possibly deny that? 

It had been ecstasy, the most intense thing  he had ever done – or had done to him, to be 

precise.  More than that, though, it had been transformative, a life changing experience. He 

couldn’t  help but accept that. He had been irrevocably changed by what had happened to him 

and there was   

no getting away from it. He was a complete natural, Laura had said. Naturally masochistic, 

naturally  submissive; that’s clearly what she’d meant. And it would be the height of self-

deception on his part  to suggest she had somehow got it wrong.  The fact was he’d found the 

things she had done to him cathartic and he couldn’t pretend  otherwise. His world had 

changed and that was that. And why? Because before the experience he’d  been a stranger to 

himself: his true self, that is. It had felt amazingly liberating to submit to Laura’s  discipline, 

his backside smarting hotly from her cruel punishment, his erection raging. He’d liked,  no 

loved, being treated that way by her.  The whole experience had left him with strong feelings 

towards Laura too; he couldn’t deny  that either. He thought she was stunning: her iridescent 

beauty, her magnetic personality, the pow-  erful sexuality she radiated from every pore, her 

amazing skill at administering great pain that was  also great pleasure.  And she’d looked so 

fantastic in that low-cut, thigh-skimming purple latex minidress she’d  had on. She’d looked 

equally fantastic, he reminded himself, in the red latex catsuit she’d worn in  the film. He 

loved the way it had enveloped her shapely curves like a second skin, almost becoming  a part 

of her.  God, she looks utterly breathtaking dressed like that, John said to himself in awe. 

Laura  was drop-dead-gorgeous and incredibly charismatic and dominant, and he’d been 

thoroughly se-  duced by her. Those facts were incontrovertible.  His heart rate quickening, 

John started to wonder what it would be like to be one of the  slaves of that raven-haired siren: 

to surrender to her without reservation, to obey without question  any order she might give 

him, to be whatever she wanted him to be, to accept any harsh punish-  ment she chose to 

mete out to him. What would it be like, he wondered excitedly, to lose himself in  the 

deliciously painful pleasure of being her willing supplicant, her slave?  The loss of power, of 

responsibility, would be intoxicating; he was sure of it. Heat flooded  over his body just 

thinking about the way it would be if he was one of her slaves. His cock stirred,  stretching 

and hardening at the arousing thought of it.  John felt a surge of erotic need as strong as the 

one that had assaulted him when he’d first  got home that evening, and his shaft became 

ramrod stiff again. He pushed down the rumpled bed-  covers and allowed his hand to move 

down to his erection. He gripped it, released it, and gripped it  again, holding it tightly. His 

head swam. His body was suffused with unbridled lust.  John began stroking his shaft, 

enjoying the rhythmic movement of his palm over its length.  And as he did this he allowed 

himself to float in the S&M darkness inside his head, letting it sur-  round him all over again. 

He stroked and stroked, his fingers moving back and forth over his erec-  tion until it started 

to pulse violently in his palm, creating spasms of delirious pleasure.  John knew he was going 

to come again. Inside his head he heard Laura utter those words:  “You’re a complete natural, 

 John. I knew it as soon as I set eyes on you. ” And with that a huge bolt of  orgasmic pleasure 

coursed through him and he climaxed, splattering his stomach and chest with  ejaculate. His 

whole body trembled as his orgasm raged and didn’t stop trembling for some time. 










Chapter Twelve 

 

    John was about to put the phone in his office onto message when it rang. He grabbed 

the  handset and Suzanne’s voice filtered into his ear. “Hi there, John,” she said.  “Hi, 

Suzanne.”  “Are you able to talk?”  “I am,” he replied. “But not for long, I’m afraid. I’ve got a 

new client coming in to see me  shortly.”  “It’s not Laura, is it?” she asked with a chuckle.  So 

 she already knows, thought John.  Those two women certainly don’t hang about. “No,” 

he  replied, “not Laura.”  “Actually she was why I phoned,” Suzanne went on. “I wanted to 

show my appreciation to  you for taking her on as a client. So I decided to invite you over for 

a drink this evening. It’ll be just  you and me.”  John’s jaw tightened. “That’s very good of 

you,” he said. “But it’s really not necessary.”  Or  desirable, he thought. He didn’t know what 

he was going to do about the invidious situation he’d  managed to get himself into with Laura 

the previous evening. After he had finally managed to get to  sleep he’d slept surprisingly 

well. But the cold light of day had not brought the clarity of thought  he’d been hoping for in 

that worrying matter. Here was one thing he was clear about though – his  relationship with 

Suzanne had begun on a professional footing and he was bloody well going to  make sure to 

keep it that way.  “I’d love to see you, John,” she said warmly.  And before he realised what 

he was saying, he heard himself reply, “I’d love to see you too,  Suzanne.”  “Shall we say half 

past eight?”  “Ehh....” His mind had had a chance to catch up with his mouth. Here was the 

time to say it  wasn’t convenient, make up some excuse about a prior commitment, play for 

time.  “John?”  “Half past eight it is,” he said. “I’ll be there.”  “See you then,” Suzanne 

replied and a moment later the call was over.  As John put down the phone he cursed himself 

for his impulsive decision. He thought he’d  been a first-class idiot to accept Suzanne’s 

invitation rather than put her off. He definitely should  have told her he was otherwise 

engaged tonight. Or was he being paranoid? He’d had a drink at her  place before and it 

hadn’t led to anything untoward between them. On the other hand he’d had a  drink at Laura’s 

place on the very next day and it  had  led to something seriously untoward.  The trouble was 

that prior to all this lunacy he had rarely given a second thought to sex, re-  flected John. It 

had always been extremely low on his personal agenda. Currently, though, it was  right at the 

top of that agenda, eclipsing everything else. And it wasn’t just any old sex either but sex  of 

the kinkiest variety. Was it clouding his judgment? he asked himself. You bet it was. 

Evidence his  latest highly dubious spur-of-the-moment decision. Would it continue to cloud 

his judgment?  Absolutely not, he told himself with less conviction than he actually felt  John 

remained very confused. There was a part of him that greatly hoped he’d return to a  sane 

existence very soon, that his life would settle right back into the same groove as before. 

What  he’d seen and experienced of the dark world of BDSM occupied by Suzanne and Laura 

would quick-  ly fade from his memory and he’d be back to his old self. Another part of him 

said this was a vain  hope indeed, that there was no going back because Pandora’s Box had 

already been opened. Also  he had to admit to feeling more than a frisson of excitement at 

what he might have committed him-  self to by agreeing to meet again with Suzanne at her 

home tonight...  And that was as far as his muddled thoughts and feelings on the whole vexed 

subject took  him. The rest of his working day was taken up with more or less back-to-back 

appointments. He  handled all of them adeptly and with his customary thoroughness, much to 

his relief. His intro-  duction to S&M may have turned his personal life inside out for the time 

being but he remained  highly expert at work. He was, as always, totally focused and 

painstakingly meticulous, the   

consummate professional in every way.    * * * *  When John got back to his apartment he 

made a mug of coffee and a ham sandwich, and  parked himself in front of the television to 

watch the news for a while. He finished his coffee and  sandwich and switched off the TV 

before going into the kitchen to wash up. After that he went into  the bedroom to get ready to 

go out, all the while keeping his mind a deliberate blank as best he  could.  John stripped off 

and entered the bathroom, where he took a shower and shaved. He  cleaned his teeth, sprayed 

deodorant under his arms, dabbed a little aftershave on his face and  combed his hair. Still 

deliberately on autopilot, he returned to the bedroom to get dressed. John put  on a dove-gray 

cotton shirt with an open neck, black briefs, and a pair of chinos of the same color.  Strapping 

on his watch, he checked he was still in good time to get to Suzanne by eight-thirty. He  put 

on thin black socks, shrugged on a lightweight midnight-blue jacket and slipped into a pair 

of  black loafers.  John then went out and hailed a black cab. He looked through the side 

window and watched  the houses and shops and office blocks march inexorably in the 

opposite direction as the taxi took  him towards Suzanne’s house. There were no bottlenecks 

anywhere, the taxi cruising with ease to  get him to her on time.  As John got closer to where 

he was going, however, he began again to have second thoughts  about this evening. When 

Laura had told Suzanne that he’d agreed to take her on as a client was it  at all likely, he asked 

himself, that she’d made no reference to the fact she’d also disciplined him  that evening? No 

it was not. She’d probably gone into some detail about it with her too – good  friend to good 

friend, dominatrix to dominatrix.  If, scratch that,  when  Suzanne brought the subject up with 

him this evening, how would he  respond? How did he  want  to respond? That was really the 

issue. When he pulled himself together  properly, as he damn well must, and stopped thinking 

with his cock did he want to extricate himself  from the crazy situation he’d gotten himself 

into with Laura? You bet he did. Easier said than done,  he knew. But then a thought occurred 

to him. What if he used Suzanne as a go-between?  That was the way ahead, he decided. That 

was how to swiftly bring an end to all this mad-  ness. When Suzanne asked him about what 

had happened between Laura and him he would tell her  – coolly, calmly – that it had been 

one hell of an experience, sure, but definitely not one he ever  wanted to repeat. He would ask 

Suzanne if she wouldn’t mind relaying that information tactfully to  her friend. Suzanne 

would have got the message too, something else that needed to happen here  pronto. And the 

net result? Problem solved. The status quo neatly reinstated. Everything done 

and  dusted.  The taxi arrived at Suzanne’s address and pulled over to the side of the road. 

John got out of  the cab, paid the driver through the window and strode determinedly towards 

the house. He was no  longer confused, no longer apprehensive. He was a man with a plan. 










Chapter Thirteen  

 

   Suzanne stood in the front doorway to greet him. She looked stunning in the red outfit 

she  had on, which consisted of stiletto-heeled shoes and a sleeveless dress with a very short 

hem. Its  thin fabric had a shimmer to it and stretched tight across her firm round bra-less 

breasts. “Great to  see you, John.” she said.  “Great to see you too,” he replied.  He moved 

forward a couple of steps and Suzanne closed the door behind him. “Follow  me,” she 

said.  Suzanne turned to show him through to the living room, allowing him to enjoy the 

seductive  sight of her bounteous body in motion. John couldn’t help speculating about 

whether she had any  panties on as he fixed his eyes on her delectable derrière, and decided 

she probably hadn’t.  When they’d entered the room Suzanne turned round to look at him, her 

blue-green eyes  twinkling. “Like the outfit?”  “What do you think?” he replied, giving her a 

crooked smile.  “And did you like the outfit Laura greeted you in?”  “Same answer.”  “And 

did you like what she did to you while wearing that outfit?” she asked.  This should have 

provided the cue for that little speech of John’s. He searched for the right  words to express 

his sentiments, but they wouldn’t come. Silence was his only reply.  “Well?”  “It was 

amazing,” John finally blurted out. He could feel again all the complex emotions  welling up 

inside him that he’d hoped to be able to suppress with her this evening. If he had been  able to 

do that and simply said his piece he’d have got the quick result he had thought he’d 

wanted.  John had been a man with a plan as he’d exited the taxi outside Suzanne’s house. But 

that plan was  rapidly melting away now he was in her alluring presence.  “Let me get you a 

drink,” she said. “A vodka tonic again or maybe some wine this time  or…?”  “Wine would 

be good.”  “I’ve got a nice Chablis chilling in the fridge or would you prefer red?”  “Chablis 

please.”  “Have a seat.” Suzanne gestured towards the black leather armchair he had occupied 

when  he’d visited previously. She then disappeared out of the room and went into the 

kitchen.  His heart beating like a drum, John frantically tried to remember what he had 

decided to say  to her. But the right words wouldn’t frame themselves inside his head.  “Here 

we are,” Suzanne announced, coming back in with an open bottle of Chablis and two  glasses. 

She filled the glasses, handed him his and sat down on the leather couch opposite with  hers. 

“Cheers,” she said, raising her glass and taking a sip of the cool crisp wine.  “Cheers,” he said, 

doing likewise.  “To your liking?”  “Definitely.”  “Where were we, John?” she said with a 

smile. “Oh yes, you were about to tell me what you  made of your first experience of being 

dominated and disciplined?”  My first experience of it and most definitely my last, he wanted 

to reply but the words wouldn’t  come out of his mouth.  “I’m sorry,” she went on, taking 

another sip of wine. “Am I being intrusive? Don’t you want  to discuss it?”  John took a deep 

breath. “Actually I do,” he heard himself say. And he realised he really did.  He wanted to talk 

about it properly, not spout some pre-rehearsed little speech that came from his  head rather 

than his heart. If he talked about it honestly with Suzanne maybe it would help him  work out 

what he actually felt rather than what he  wanted  to feel.  “Go ahead,” Suzanne said as if she’d 

been reading his mind. “Don’t tell me what you think  you ought to think. Just tell it like it 

is.” 

John fiddled with his wine glass. “The truth is I’m in a dreadful muddle,” he said 

earnestly.  “Before you and Laura came into my life I can honestly say I wasn’t really 

interested in sex – for  whatever reason. Sometimes I used to think I’d been born out of time 

because I certainly didn’t  share the modern obsession with sex, far from it. Other times I put 

it down to having a low libido.  Then you introduced me to your world…” He 

paused.  “And?” She looked at him steadily.  “When I came to see you that first time and you 

showed me your dungeon I came away thor-  oughly bewildered but incredibly turned on 

too.”  “And you masturbated, fantasising about being chastised by me over the whipping 

bench in  my dungeon. Laura told me you’d admitted that to her.”  John shrugged helplessly. 

“I couldn’t  stop  masturbating”  “And when Laura disciplined you,” Suzanne went on, “she 

masturbated you, didn’t she?”  “She did,” he said, “and to the most incredibly strong orgasm.” 

He took a breath and con-  tinued. “You’d have thought that would have been enough for me 

but when I got home I brought  myself off again and later yet again.”  “Did that feel good 

too?”  “It felt amazing both times,” he said. “I can’t understand what’s happened to me, 

Suzanne.”  “It’s no great mystery,” she replied. “You’ve finally grasped an essential truth 

about yourself  and that’s this: You  are  interested in sex after all – extremely interested – but not in conventional  sex. You find the idea of vanilla sex with a woman as underwhelming as 

I find the idea of vanilla sex  with a man. It’s the thought of being dominated and disciplined 

by a powerful woman that turns  you on so much, isn’t it?”  He stared into his glass. “Yes it 

is.”  Suzanne took a sip of wine and put her glass down. “By a powerful woman like 

Laura.”  He looked up. “Yes.”  Suzanne gazed at John for a long moment, giving him a hot-

eyed stare. “You’re turned on by  the thought of me doing that type of thing to you too, aren’t 

you?” she said. “I mean, the mastur-  bation fantasy you had after your last visit here kind of 

gave that away.”  John nodded. “You’re right.” He could feel the warmth of an erection 

stiffening beneath his  black chinos.  “I’m certainly turned on by that idea too,” she said. And 

he could see that her nipples had  become hard nubs, pressing against the thin material of her 

red minidress. “Let me think,” she  went on, looking at John now like she wanted to devour 

him. “Laura put you through your paces in  her living room and her dungeon, didn’t 

she?”  “Yes, she did.”  “Do you know where I’d like to take you?”  He took a long sip of wine 

and put down his glass, sliding it away from him. “No, where?”  “My bedroom,” she said, her 

gaze more laden with intent than ever.  “What, right now?”  “Uh huh,” she said. “No time like 

the present.”  “Really?” he said, his stomach churning with lust and nerves.  “Really,” she 

confirmed. “Don’t dwell on it. Just do it. Strike while the iron is hot.”  “I see.” He couldn’t 

keep his voice from trembling.  “So, what do you say?”  John swallowed hard. “I say 

yes.”  Suzanne got to her feet and so did he. “Come on then,” she said, putting her hand on 

his.  Holding it tightly, she led him out of the room and up the stairs. 










Chapter Fourteen   

 

By the time they had got to her bedroom the erection straining beneath John’s chinos 

had  begun to throb with need. “Take all your clothes off,” Suzanne ordered, and he 

immediately did as  he’d been told.  As John stood naked before her, she saw that droplets of 

pre-cum were already pearling on  the head of his pulsing shaft. “My, my,” she drawled, 

hands on her hips. “Someone’s very excited.”  Suzanne then got naked too, kicking off her 

stiletto-heeled shoes before shimmying out of  the tight minidress and tossing it aside. In the 

process she revealed that, yes, as well as not wearing  a bra she’d not had any panties on 

either.  The dominatrix went over to a chest of drawers set against one of the walls. She 

opened a  drawer and took out a three-tongued black leather tawse and a red rubber ball gag, 

both of which  she put on the bed. A pair of elbow-length gloves of kid-soft black leather sat 

on top of the chest  and on the floor by its side a pair of black thigh-boots made of the same 

material and with spiky  high heels.  Suzanne began to don the elbow-length gloves and when 

they were fully on, she interlaced  her fingers, watching soft black leather meet soft black 

leather. She then put the boots down in  front of John and stepped into them.  “Kneel down 

and zip these up for me,” she ordered.  John sank to his knees, his body immersed in 

surrender. He found the tongue of the zip of  one of the boots and pulled it all the way up to 

Suzanne’s thigh. Then he zipped up the other long  boot before kneeling back on his 

haunches.  His eyes roamed Suzanne’s beautiful body hungrily. She looked incredibly erotic 

in the  elbow-length gloves and thigh-high boots, the shiny black leather making her naked 

pale skin glis-  ten and glow.  “Put your face to the ground right by my boots,” she ordered, 

parting her legs slightly. And  John shifted position so his face was close to the pointed toes of 

the boots.  “Lick them,” Suzanne demanded. And he strained further forward to do as he had 

been told,  his tongue caressing the smoothness of the leather with broad strokes. She parted 

her legs a little  more so he could get his head between her boots and lick their inner 

surfaces.  After a while Suzanne told John to stop. “Open your mouth,” she instructed, going 

on to  take hold of the red ball gag. She put it between his lips and buckled it tightly into place 

behind his  head with its black leather strap. The ball forced his mouth open and around it, 

distending his lips.  “Now prepare to be beaten,” she said. “Make sure your back is arched, 

your legs well parted  and your backside high.”  John shifted his position accordingly, bracing 

himself for what was coming next. He was  nervous but extremely excited, the knot in his 

stomach no competition for the throbbing of his pre-  cum spilling shaft. Adrenaline flooded 

him, making his body tremble noticeably. He was aching to  be beaten by Suzanne with that 

leather tawse,  dying  for it.  And she was dying to beat him with it. Suzanne looked at the 

muscular curve of John’s back-  side and found it an extremely inviting sight. “I’m really 

looking forward to beating you,” she said,  clutching the handle of the tawse. “You aren’t to 

climax till I tell you to though,” she added. “I hope  you’re crystal-clear about that.”  The first 

stroke landed across the cheeks of John’s rear, and the pain it inflicted was intense.  A 

moment later she lashed his rear with the tawse for a second time, inflicting pain as acute as 

her  first strike. By the time she’d delivered half a dozen such heavy strokes, however, the 

pain he’d  been experiencing had turned into pleasure too, an ache that made him amazingly 

aroused.  Each time Suzanne raised her arm and struck after that John found himself moving 

into the  blows, welcoming them. He lifted his rear each time to meet the leather tawse as it 

came crashing  down. It felt amazingly good to John, a sensation of white-hot pleasure-pain 

rippling through his  body each time the implement landed.  Finally he heard the words he’d 

been waiting for. “I want you to climax now,” Suzanne de-  manded, throwing the tawse 

aside. “Bring yourself off.” 

John immediately curled the fingers of his right hand around his erection and moved 

them  rapidly back and forth. He let out a muffled cry of release from beneath his ball gag, 

and ejaculated  copious amounts of cum, shuddering and quaking in ecstasy.  Suzanne waited 

for John’s orgasm to finally subside before reaching down to undo the  buckle that held his 

gag in place. Then she came to the front of him.  “As you know, I never charged David a 

penny for his disciplinary sessions with me,” she  said, looking down at John. “I intend to 

extend the same privilege to you – and for the same reason.  We’ll have our next session in 

my dungeon and we’ll make it soon.” 










Chapter Fifteen  

 

   John was in the dungeon with Suzanne who on this occasion was dressed in black 

leather  from top to toe and looked sensational. She had on a military-style cap with a shiny 

peak and her  perfectly proportioned body was outlined by a skin-tight catsuit worn with 

spike-heeled ankle boots.  John was naked and sported a powerful erection. He had been 

gagged again by Suzanne but  this time with a purple rubber ball gag. In addition she had 

bound his arms behind his back by  means of leather wrist cuffs attached to one of the ceiling 

chains, which she’d winched tight. There  were also cuffs around his arms just above his 

elbows, forcing him to pull his shoulders back and  thrust his chest out. There were leather 

cuffs buckled around his ankles too, which were joined by a  short metal chain.  John’s 

erection twitched. For reasons he did not understand, it was his powerlessness in his  bonds – 

his absolute submission to Suzanne’s will – that excited him the most. She could do 

any-  thing to him now she had him trussed up so completely like this. But what, he wondered 

excitedly,  was  she going to do to him? All too soon he didn’t need to wonder any more 

because it became  graphically clear.  Suzanne took hold of a set of clover clamps, which 

consisted of a length of chain at each  end of which was an oval metal clip. She brought one 

of the clamps over to his left nipple, opened  the spring-loaded clip, centered it over his nipple 

and allowed the serrated jaws to sink into the ten-  der flesh.  John moaned into his ball gag as 

the clamp buried itself into his nipple and he moaned  again when Suzanne repeated the 

process with his right nipple. She began to pull at the chain,  sharply jerking at the clamps 

attached to it. His whole body shuddered as the clamps sank deeper  into his flesh, pulling 

hard at the nipples, and he experienced an explosion of sensation that went  straight to his 

shaft.  Suzanne continued to yank at the chain between the clamps, the pulsing heat of John’s 

nip-  ples building the layers of pleasure and pain still more and adding to his ever mounting 

sexual  arousal. He felt as though his chest was on fire, his nipples molten points connected to 

every  erogenous zone of his body.  John stared down past the clamps to his erection. It said it 

all. He had chosen to put himself  into a position where such acute pain could be inflicted on 

him. But there was no doubt, from the  state of his throbbing hard-on, that he found that pain 

unbelievably arousing. What was Suzanne  going to do to him next? he wondered, his heart 

pounding as hard as his shaft.  Suzanne walked over to the rack of disciplinary implements 

and came back with a leather  whip with a dozen long strands. She stood behind John and 

immediately got to work with the whip,  which hissed as it snaked through the air before 

striking his rear. It hissed again prior to striking  flesh once more, this time catching the top of 

his thighs. His erection began spasming so violently  in response that he wondered if he might 

be about to ejaculate.  Suzanne strode round to the front of John. “I hope you can control 

yourself,” she said, look-  ing at the way his erection throbbed and leaked, its veins so swollen 

they stood out like cords.  “You’d better had or I’ll make you extremely sorry,” she warned 

before going behind him again and  slashing the whip across his backside once 

more.  Suzanne waited for a few moments, trailing the ends of the whip over his behind 

before  bringing it across again. The cheeks of his rear quivered at the impact and his shaft 

leaked more  fluid, which dripped onto the dungeon floor.  As Suzanne continued whipping 

John, he could feel himself getting close to climaxing again  and again. But again and again 

he didn’t climax, each time almost losing control of himself, only to  come through before it 

was too late.  Finally Suzanne put the whip aside and strode to the front of John again. “Ready 

to come?”  she asked.  He nodded frantically, gasping and spluttering into his ball gag.  She 

stared into his eyes, her gaze flashing like steel. “Not till I give the word.”  Suzanne wrapped 

her fingers around John’s erection, squeezing it, and the pre-cum fluid it   

was producing spilled onto her fingers. She began to work her hand up and down.  Her strokes 

grew shorter as she pumped her fist over John’s hard-on. His body pulsed with  sensation 

within its bonds as he got ever closer to the ecstasy of orgasm. He felt his climax build-  ing… 

so close, so close. But he knew he mustn’t let that happen. Suzanne had made that 

extremely  clear and it was very important that he obey her.  Even so, the need in him was so 

fierce by now he found it almost impossible to keep it con-  tained. His face shone with 

perspiration, his heart was beating wildly and he was struggling for  breath.  “Come for me,” 

Suzanne finally said when she could see he was at the point of no return.  And almost before 

she had uttered the words, his cock jerked upwards and shot a string of white  spunk into the 

air that then came splattering down onto the dungeon floor.  Slowly the tension dispersed and 

John felt a great sense of relief spread through his body.  Incredibly close though it had been, 

he’d succeeded in not climaxing until Suzanne had given him  permission.  He waited for the 

words of praise from her he felt must surely follow. But all she said was,  “It’ll be back in my 

bedroom for your next session with me, John.” 










Chapter Sixteen  

 

   Suzanne and John were in her bedroom, both of them stark naked this time. She was on 

her  feet and he was kneeling before her. His cock was erect, its eager head already beginning 

to release  a little wetness.  “When you arrived I gave you some news that on the face of it 

would have been expected to  disappoint you,” Suzanne commented. “I told you that on this 

occasion I wouldn’t be disciplining  you – you know, John, delivering that different sort of 

pain to your body that twists itself into the  delicious pleasure you’ve rapidly become addicted 

to; nor would I put you into bondage, much  though it thrills you to the core when I do that to 

you; nor for that matter would I have on any slinky  fetish wear to turn you on like crazy 

either. Yet, for all that, you are plainly aroused. Why is that?  Why are you excited?”  John 

felt a surge of elation flood through him. “You  excite me, Suzanne,” he said, looking up  at 

her. She was so radiantly beautiful, so vibrant, so alive, he thought. And, above all, so very, 

very  dominant.  She raised a sculptured eyebrow. “Just being submissive to me is enough to 

get you sexually  excited, yes?”  “More than enough,” he whispered urgently. “What do you 

want me to do?”  “Well, for one, I want you to always address me as ‘Mistress’ when we play 

from now on,”  she replied. “Understood?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied through trembling 

lips. It felt so good to address her like that. It  felt so  right.  “Lie flat on your back on the bed, slave,” she continued.  It felt so right to John when she addressed him like that too. “Yes, 

Mistress,” he said, and  did as she’d instructed.  “I am going to straddle your face now, slave,” 

Suzanne went on. “What I’m going to do to  you after that is something we kinksters call 

‘queening’ and I guarantee you’ll find it an unfor-  gettable experience.”  She immediately got 

into position over John’s face, looking in the direction of his raging  hard-on. Her spread sex, 

already moist and swollen with excitement, was utterly exposed to his  gaze for a moment. 

Soon John’s face was pressed against her pubic mound as she pushed down.  “Lick me, 

slave,” she demanded. And he nuzzled into her pussy, his tongue licking, explor-  ing and 

probing into her entrance.  She pressed down more, wrapping herself around his face tighter 

and clamping down, her  inner thighs doused with fluid. His face was forced even further into 

the space between them until  his mouth was buried in the dripping wetness of her open 

vagina.  As Suzanne continued face-sitting John in this way, he felt very vulnerable and very 

excited  too, the blood rushing and pounding through his body. He began to gasp and moan 

beneath the  thighs wrapped so tightly round his face.  “Lick me deep, slave,” ordered 

Suzanne.  John tilted his head back more and did as instructed, extending his tongue inside 

her vagina.  She wriggled and pressed down in response, smearing his face with love juice. He 

extended his  tongue further still this time and felt the tremor that ran through her body in 

reaction.  Suzanne had become extremely excited by this stage and the ever more rapid 

movement of  John’s tongue deep inside her sex increased her arousal even more. His hot 

panting breath stimu-  lated Suzanne almost as much as the thrusting of his tongue as she 

moved her hips over his face,  pushing down constantly.  “While I carry on queening you, 

slave, I’m going to wank you as well,” Suzanne announced.  “But you are not allowed to 

come until I say so.”  With that she wrapped her fingers around his shaft and began pumping 

it up and down fast  and hard. Lifting his head, he reciprocated with his tongue. He thrust it 

voraciously into Suzanne’s  sex, causing her arousal to soar. Her mouth was open, her head 

back. Her orgasm erupted in an ec-  static explosion of energy as she cried out her delirious 

pleasure and gushed love juice all over his   

face.  The strokes of her fingers then started to move at an even more frantic tempo over 

John’s  shaft until his need to climax intensified to boiling point. “Come for me, slave,” she 

said. He emit-  ted a pussy-muffled cry as, abandoning all control, he felt the semen pump in 

abundance from his  straining erection.  Suzanne lifted her thighs from his face and waited 

until he’d started to come down from his  orgasm, his breathing slowing closer to normal. She 

then climbed away from his body and off the  bed with a graceful, gliding movement.  “Did 

you like being queened by me, slave?” asked the naked dominatrix, gazing down at him  with 

shining eyes.  John released a deep sigh of elation. “I loved it, Mistress,” he replied, his mouth 

and chin  glistening with her love juice. “I love everything you do to me.” 










Chapter Seventeen   

 

At home and fast asleep, John was suddenly pulled to the surface by the shrill sound of 

the  alarm clock going off. He climbed bleary-eyed from his bed, showered and shaved, and 

got dressed  for work. Then he went into the kitchen and prepared his breakfast. The sky 

outside was a cloudless  blue and rays of sunshine warmed the room. He sat at the wooden 

table and drank his glass of  fresh-squeezed orange juice and mug of fresh-ground coffee and 

ate his scrambled eggs on toast.  His life had recently taken an amazing – Christ, a  seismic – 

change of direction, reflected  John. He’d had one incredible sexually charged BDSM 

experience after another, and he could hon-  estly say he had not a single regret about any of 

them. He seemed to have truly come alive as a re-  sult and had started at long last to become 

the person he was meant to be. He liked the headlong  pace of it all too, finding it entirely 

invigorating.  Everything happens for a reason, he said to himself. Suzanne and Laura had 

come into his life  and introduced him to their secret world and in doing so had unlocked his 

true sexual potential.  What they’d achieved with him had been phenomenal and yet he felt it 

was just the beginning. What  the future held for him when it came to his newly awakened sex 

life seemed dark and limitless and  infinitely exciting.  Sex had always meant next to nothing 

to him before because he had never got more than  marginal pleasure from it. But all that had 

changed beyond recognition and his experiences of being  dominated in different exciting 

ways by one or other of those two beautiful sadistic women – being  sexually tortured in ways 

that hurt  so  good, being gagged and put into bondage, being subjected to  strict orgasm 

control, being queened – had excited him like nothing else ever had. Just thinking  about it 

made his skin quiver.  John glanced at his watch and gave himself a mental shake. He realised 

he needed to stop  daydreaming and get a move on or he’d be late for work. And that would 

have been a particular  shame today of all days because his first appointment was with his 

favorite client…well, his favorite   vanilla  client anyway.  She was a talented young fashion 

designer called Monika Lewis and he thought a lot of her.  They’d had their last meeting at 

her apartment where she had an exceptionally well set-up home of-  fice. The meeting today 

was to be at his place of work again and it would be unfortunate if she got  there on time and 

he didn’t. But he wouldn’t let that happen, would he? John finished the last of his  breakfast, 

washed up quickly and made his way out of the apartment with all haste.    * * * *    Sitting 

across from John at his desk was that favorite vanilla client of his. Monika Lewis had  short 

blonde hair, big mahogany-brown eyes with thick eyelashes, a small nose, full lips and a 

firm  jaw. The dark business suit she had on did not disguise her curvy figure.  Monika was a 

young woman with a very strong sense of purpose who’d already proved she  had the energy 

and abilities to go with it. A year ago she’d inherited the little dressmaking company  that had 

been the family business. Once a thriving concern, it had failed to keep up with the times  and 

had become virtually moribund as a result.  Rather than sell the company Monika had decided 

to try and revive it by building up her own  modern fashion line. She was currently going 

from strength to strength in her efforts, showing  business acumen and creative flair in spades. 

Monika had personality in spades too, thought John.  She was open and friendly and full of 

life. There was a real vibrancy about her that was contagious.  “OK, where are we at, John?” 

she asked with typical directness.  “I’ve started thinking about a tax minimisation strategy for 

you,” he replied, knitting his fin-  gers together over the desk. “It would be nothing elaborate 

but would do the job. Let’s face it, you  don’t want to be paying The Inland Revenue more 

than they’re actually entitled to.”  “Amen to that,” she agreed.  “In fact before you took over I 

think your company may have already been doing that very  thing for quite a while,” he went 

on. “But I won’t know for certain until I’ve dug deeper and seen  what I unearth. Anyway, 

leave all that to me for the time being. When we have our next meeting I   

can talk in more specific terms. What we need to focus on today is your business plan, which 

is...  “…a rubbish one,” she interjected.  “No it isn’t,” he said, smiling. “If it had been I’d have 

told you so before now, believe me.  It’s actually rather good but it’s too sketchy in a number 

of key financial areas. We need to fill in the  gaps.”  “Let’s get to it then,” Monika said, and 

that’s what they did. 










Chapter Eighteen  

 

   Monika had just left John’s office and he was leafing through his hard copy of her now 

im-  proved business plan, congratulating himself on a job well done. The phone on his desk 

rang and  he picked it up. “Hello.”  “Hi, John. It’s Laura.”  He felt a pleasurable charge at the 

sound of her voice. “Hi there Laura, lovely to hear from  you,” he replied. “What can I do for 

you?”  “You can let me buy you dinner,” she said. “How does that sound?”  “Like it ought to 

be the other way round.”  There was a moment of silence. “Well, it’s not going to be,” Laura 

said. “Are you free  tonight?”  “I am,” John replied.  “You know Amalie’s, I’m sure,” Laura 

said.  “That excellent fish restaurant?”  “Yeah.”  “I do,” he said. “I’ve taken clients there a 

few times in the past.”  “And now one of your clients will be taking you there,” she said. 




* * * *    

 

Laura and John had been seated by their waiter at a table tucked into an alcove at 

Amelie’s.  The table was spread with a spotlessly clean tablecloth on which two sets of 

cutlery and glasses  were set. The waiter asked them if they’d like a drink while deciding what 

they wanted to select from  the menu. Laura ordered a whisky on the rocks and John a vodka 

tonic with ice and lemon. The  waiter hurried off to get the drinks they’d ordered while they 

got on with scrutinising their menus.  John looked up from his menu and across the table at 

Laura. He thought she looked more  gorgeous than ever. Her raven-black hair was 

shimmering and her violet eyes shone like diamonds.  She looked super-sexy in the seductive 

little black dress hugging her voluptuous curves. It was cut  low at the front, exposing the dark 

channel of her cleavage, and high against her bare thighs, bring-  ing out the contrast between 

the whiteness of her skin and the blackness of the dress.  Their waiter returned, delivering two 

glasses of spirit to them, ice cubes clinking. Laura  raised her glass and took a sip and John 

did the same with his, after which they got on with order-  ing the food and wine. The waiter 

wrote down their orders and hurried away again. When he’d re-  turned with the wine he went 

through the whole production with it: showing Laura the label, cutting  the foil, twisting in the 

corkscrew. When Laura had sampled the wine the waiter filled their two  glasses before 

leaving the bottle in its ice bucket and retreating.  Laura took another sip of wine. “Been 

enjoying yourself with Suzanne recently, John?” she  asked.  “Somewhat,” he replied, his face 

broadening into a grin.  “More than somewhat, I would suggest.” Laura grinned back. “In fact 

I think you’ll have  been having the time of your life. Am I right about that?”  “Dead right,” 

John replied. He adjusted the knot in his tie slightly. “But where does that  leave you and me, 

Laura?”  She looked at her glass and pursed her lips as though thinking about the question. 

“Out on  a dinner date at this top-notch restaurant,” she replied with a poker face.  He smiled, 

taking a sip of wine. “You know what I mean.”  “Where would you like it to leave us?” Laura 

asked.  “Carrying on where we left off,” he replied, “but in the knowledge that I’m a little 

more ad-  vanced than before.”  “But still with much to learn?”  “Without doubt,” he 

agreed.  Laura poured some more wine for both of them and they sipped silently for a few 

moments.  “Suzanne’s not charging you for the sessions she has with you, as I understand it, 

John,” 

Laura observed.  “No, she’s not,” he confirmed.  Laura paused for a moment. “Make that two 

of us,” she said, looking him straight in the eye.  “But you don’t need to…” John started to 

say.  “That’s the way it’s going to be,” she interrupted firmly, “and it’s non-negotiable.”  At 

that point the first course arrived and their conversation drifted into the realms of small  talk. 

And that was where it largely remained while they ate their meal.  John finished eating, 

wiping his mouth with a napkin. “That was delicious,” he said.  Laura finished eating too. 

“Glad you enjoyed it. Do you want coffee?”  “Please,” he replied.  “Me too.” She raised her 

hand to summon the waiter.  When the coffees had arrived and the waiter had retreated Laura 

said, “So, you’re seriously  into being dominated and disciplined now, John – so seriously 

into it that you want to regularly use  the services of not one but two women who cater for 

such deviant tastes.”  John averted his eyes, staring down into his coffee. “I guess so.”  Laura 

took a sip from her cup. “What makes you get so turned on by being treated in that  way? 

Have you managed to think it through?”  He looked up at her again, furrowing his brow. “I 

wouldn’t say that exactly but I’ve had a few  thoughts.”  Laura’s eyes were curious. “Tell 

me,” she urged, leaning forward on her chair.  John took a mouthful of coffee as he hunted for 

the right words. “I think it’s mainly because,  like you said, I’m a complete natural,” he then 

replied, “although I had no idea whatsoever that I  was before. You and Suzanne have filled a 

vacuum in me I never used to know even existed.” He  went on, “Also part of it is that in my 

day-to-day business life I have to make all the decisions. Don’t  get me wrong, I love my job 

and greatly enjoy the independence of running my own company. I’d  take the autonomy I’ve 

got in doing that against the straightjacket of corporate life any day of the  week. But as a one-

man-band and a thoroughgoing perfectionist in what I do I find it quite a re-  sponsibility.” He 

paused, pulled in a deep breath. “When it comes to sex I’ve discovered I want all  of the 

responsibility taken out of my hands.”  “I get what you’re saying of course,” responded Laura. 

“You like to be powerless and vulner-  able so someone like me can do anything they like to 

you because they are in total control.”  John could feel a familiar pulse of excitement. 

“Someone  exactly  like you,” he replied.  Laura took a last sip of coffee, draining her cup. 

“Want to come back to my place now?” she  said.  “I’d love to,” he replied, trembling 

slightly.  “I notice you arrived by taxi, John,” she said. “I drove here and I’ll drive us both 

back to my  house.” And with that she gestured to the waiter for the bill. 




















Chapter Nineteen   

 

John sat in the passenger seat in silence as Laura drove them to her home. The hem of 

her  clinging black minidress, which came to mid-thigh, rode up even more in the car. John’s 

sexual an-  ticipation was growing fast and he surreptitiously adjusted his straining erection. 

Once Laura had  parked in her driveway she and John made their way towards the entrance to 

the house.  “I gather Suzanne dominated you in the bedroom the last time you were with her,” 

Laura  said as they went through the front door, “and I’m going to do the same. Follow me, 

 slave.”  “As you wish, Mistress,” John replied with a tremor of excitement, his cock raging 

even  more against the fly of his trousers. He followed her along the ground floor corridor and 

up a flight  of broad wooden stairs to the first floor.  “Strip off all your clothes, slave,” she 

demanded when they’d arrived outside her bedroom  door. “Put them there,” she added, 

pointing to an antique chair standing against the wall of the cor-  ridor near the door.  John’s 

heart was pumping overtime and his shaft throbbed. Laura was as excited as he was.  She 

could feel her clit shiver, desire pulsing between her thighs.  John stripped off and stood 

naked and erect before her. Laura told him to wait where he was  and masturbate. And he did 

as he’d been told, taking his erection in his grasp and pulling at it in  slow dragging 

strokes.  Leaving John doing this, Laura went into her bedroom and closed the door. She 

stepped out  of her high-heeled shoes before stripping off the black minidress and removing 

her flimsy under-  wear. She replaced what she’d had on with a minimal outfit of black leather 

consisting of only a  corset and knee-length boots with high heels. The corset tightly cinched 

her waist and pushed up  her firm round breasts, leaving them completely exposed. Her sex 

and backside were entirely ex-  posed too, the smooth fullness of her pussy and the swell of 

her behind free.  Laura sat on a wing chair also of black leather and crossed one elegant leg 

over the other.  She looked at the bedroom door and called out, “Stop masturbating and come 

in here, slave.”  John opened the door and padded into the room. There was a warm light in 

Laura’s eyes as  she admired his throbbing erection already pearling with pre-cum. And there 

was a warm light in  his eyes too as he took in her glowing voluptuous body in the leather 

outfit she was nearly wearing.  Laura uncrossed her legs and got to her feet in one fluid 

motion. “Kneel down and crawl  over to the foot of the bed, slave,” she ordered. “I want you 

to remain on your knees when you get  there and to stretch your arms and upper body across 

the mattress.”  John obediently crawled into position and watched as Laura went over to a 

chest of drawers,  delved into one and took out a leather whip. He knew what was coming 

next and he wanted it. He  wanted to feel the cruel implement of flagellation strike his body, 

wanted to suffer the exquisite pain  of punishment. He was even more aroused, his body 

aching for its chastisement, the blood racing  through his veins.  Holding the whip in her 

hand, Laura strode over to John. She dragged the thongs of the  whip back and forth across his 

backside for a short while. Then she slowly raised the whip, took  aim carefully and slashed it 

down on his rear. The whip made a sharp cracking sound when it land-  ed and at the same 

time John cried out with pain, his flesh quivering under the impact. She raised  the whip again 

and brought it down a second time, eliciting another cry from John.  Laura started to strike 

more quickly. Each jolting impact inflicted even more pain on John,  and his cries came 

faster. Tremors of pain coursed through his body and he could feel the heat  blazing on the 

cheeks of his backside, the skin raised and imprinted with the pattern of the 

whip’s  thongs.  The dominatrix paused for a few moments before slashing the whip down 

again, markedly  harder than she had before. This time he only moaned, and no longer only 

with pain. She whipped  him just as hard again, twice in quick succession, and he moaned 

some more.  By now the cheeks of John’s rear were criss-crossed with red welts and his 

whole body  shuddered with pleasure-pain. Each stroke of the whip had affected Laura just as 

much as it had  obviously affected John. Her clit seemed to be swelling, pushing its way out 

between her labia, and   

her sex was as wet as anything, soaked.  Laura stopped beating John all of a sudden and put 

the whip aside. She knew exactly what  she was going to do now. It was something she’d 

masturbated fantasizing about at least once a day  since she’d met John. Now it was time to do 

it for real. She moved over to the chest of drawers  again, returning the whip and replacing it 

with a number of other BDSM items. 










Chapter Twenty   

 

“Get onto the middle of the bed and lay face-up with your arms and legs stretched 

out,  slave,” Laura ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” John said. And he immediately got into position, 

his erection jutting from  his groin.  Laura wrapped black leather cuffs around his wrists and 

ankles, buckling them tight. Next  she pulled out four black leather utility straps she’d 

attached to the four legs of the bed. She went  on to secure these by their ‘O’ rings to similar 

rings on John’s wrist and ankle cuffs, using four  metal trigger clips. This left him stretched 

spread-eagled across the bed, the muscles of his arms  and legs strained taut.  Now that he was 

securely bound in this way he had no control over whatever might happen  next, John told 

himself. And that was exactly as he wanted it because as far as he was concerned  Laura’s 

needs were all that mattered in this situation. He had surrendered all responsibility to her.  He 

was simply there to be used by her as she saw fit. He had no idea what it was Laura intended 

to  do to him but he did know he trusted her. She was a highly experienced professional 

dominatrix  and knew exactly what she was doing.  Laura ran her hand over John’s torso, 

letting her fingers briefly brush his erection. Already  extremely aroused as she was, the sight 

of his naked and helpless body – his limbs straining  against their restrictive leather bonds, his 

throbbing erection sticking out so invitingly from his  loins – added even more to her 

excitement.  John delighted in being dominated like this. He loved the idea that Laura was in 

complete  control, that she could do anything she liked to him, and there was nothing he could 

do to stop her.  As if to demonstrate this to him, she leaned forward and slapped his erection 

hard with the palm of  her hand. He let out a cry of pain and she slapped it again with the 

same result.  Then she got onto the bed and straddled his body at the hips. Laura sighed with 

pleasure as  she pressed her sex right up against the hardness of his cock. It sent a thrill of 

pleasure shuddering  through her. She badly wanted that big hard cock deep inside her 

pussy.  Laura guided the smooth glans of John’s erection between her labia. Slowly lowering 

herself,  she felt his shaft press up into her sex, inch by inch. It pushed the walls of her vagina 

apart, pene-  trating her, filling her  “That feels  so  good, slave,” Laura declared with a moan, 

pressing him in all the way before  pulling out. Spreading her legs further, she ground herself 

down on his pubic bone. Laura began  rising and falling urgently on his shaft, wanting to take 

its hardness repeatedly, endlessly.  As she kept on pressing herself up and down on his 

erection, John thought excitedly,  She’s  using me as if I was a human dildo. And that was only 

right, he felt, because she could do whatever  she wanted with him.  Anything. He was a tool of 

her pleasure, nothing more.  The thought of it brought John to the verge of ejaculating. And it 

looked to him like Laura  was going to allow him to do that too. She clenched her sex around 

his cock, contracting around it  like a vice, held it for a moment, and then let it go. She did it 

again tightening on his shaft once  more before letting it go once more. The sensation was 

overwhelming and he felt his erection jerk  wildly, on the edge of erupting.  “Don’t you  dare 

come, slave,” Laura said sternly.  “But please, Mistress,” he begged.  “You heard what I 

said,” she snapped.  Laura began riding John again, slamming her body down on him harder 

and harder, her  beautiful breasts bouncing up and down above her corset. She kept on pulling 

right up off him then  dropping down until he was on the very edge, desperate for release – 

until he almost screamed with  that release. But he wouldn’t. He couldn’t. He had to and 

needed to. But he would wait.  Soon Laura was on the point of orgasm herself. She rose up off 

him, feeling his cock jerking  convulsively against the mouth of her sex. Then she fell on him 

one last time, grinding her clitoris  against the base of his shaft.  “I’m going to come now, 

slave, and you can too,” she gasped. 

 Sweet Jesus, finally!  he thought. And as Laura’s orgasm exploded John felt his climax 

explode  too, his shaft gushing thick wads of cum into the depths of her pussy.  John closed 

his eyes when he climaxed and when he opened them again there Laura was  above him, still 

straddling his thighs.  “I want to talk to you shortly about your next session with me, slave, 

and to give you some  very specific instructions about preparing for it,” she announced. “In 

the meantime don’t rush off  anywhere,” she added with a laugh before pulling her body apart 

from his shackled form and going  off to the bathroom. 










Chapter Twenty-one 

 

    As soon as John had entered Laura’s house for that next session she looked at him 

and  asked, “Have you properly prepared yourself for your time with me today just like I told 

you to do,  slave?”  “Yes I have, Mistress,” he confirmed with a slight shudder. He had given 

himself a thorough  enema exactly as she’d instructed.  “And are you looking forward to 

it?”  “Yes I am, Mistress,” John said, and so he was.  He knew what Laura was going to do to 

him today as her  piece de resistance  because she’d  spelled it out to him: she was going to 

fuck him in the ass with the strap-on dildo he’d seen her use  on the leather-hooded slave in 

 that  film.  What she proposed to do to him was wildly kinky, some might claim. But, John 

told himself,  as long as he enjoyed it how could it be wrong? Everything he had experienced 

at the hands of  Laura and Suzanne since coming under their mesmeric influence had given 

him sexual pleasure of  such intensity it was in an entirely different league to anything he’d 

felt before. He had signed on for  the outrageous ride of his life with those two redoubtable 

women, he’d decided. So bring it on.  Laura looked extremely seductive in the black rubber 

latex body she wore, its shiny fabric  glistening. It constrained her beautiful breasts tightly, 

the nipples erect. The skimpy, skin-tight gar-  ment had thin straps on the shoulders, a low 

neckline and high-cut legs, the rubber pulled thrilling-  ly tight between the V of her thighs. 

The latex body also had a thong back that exposed her beauti-  fully rounded backside. The 

pointed black latex shoes she wore had high stiletto heels that con-  toured the muscles of her 

long shapely legs to perfection.  Having got John to strip off, Laura took him downstairs to 

the dungeon, his hard-on bob-  bing obscenely before him. When they got there she strode 

over to the rack and took hold of a  blindfold of soft black leather.  “Like the idea of being 

blindfolded while I do what I’m going to do to you, slave?” she asked,  striding back towards 

him.  John felt his erection throb. “Yes I do, mistress,” he replied hoarsely.  Laura fitted the 

blindfold over his eyes and buckled it behind his head. It excluded all light  and John felt 

another pulse of arousal as he let his eyes adjust to the blackness before them. Being  deprived 

of one sense, disorienting though it was, seemed to accentuate the sensitivity of all 

the  others.  Laura placed two of her fingers against his mouth. “Suck, slave,” she demanded. 

John  closed his lips around her fingers and began sucking, his tongue sliding up and down 

tenderly.  She pulled her fingers from his mouth and kissed him instead. Pressing her soft-

cushioned  lips against his mouth, Laura forced her tongue inside.  “Mmm,” she said, pulling 

away from the kiss after a while. “Did you like that, slave?”  John’s heart raced. “I loved it, 

Mistress.”  “You’re going to love this even more,” she declared.  Laura took hold of the thick 

length of John’s cock and he moaned when she squeezed it. She  rubbed his erection back and 

forth briefly before flicking her thumb over its slit, causing him to in-  hale sharply.  “You’re 

going to love this even more still,” she then announced.  Suddenly John felt a new sensation 

as Laura dropped to her knees and took his shaft into  her mouth. She sucked it slowly and 

gently as he moaned with her movements. The dominatrix slid  her lips a little further down 

each time, taking more of his hard cock in her mouth until it was so  deep inside that its tip 

was touching the back of her throat. Then she began to gorge herself on it,  her tongue licking 

wildly up and down its length and making him moan with pleasure.  In the pitch-blackness 

behind his blindfold John could see Laura kneeling between his legs,  her lips pressed to his 

shaft as she blew him voraciously. The image in his mind’s eye, almost as  much as the 

physical sensation, made him shiver with desire.  Laura continued enjoying his hard-on in her 

mouth and throat. And as she bobbed her head   

up and down on his erection, she began to gently massage his balls, feeling them heavy in 

her  hand. All of a sudden, though, she stopped doing what she was doing and got to her 

feet.  “Come with me, slave,” she said. And taking his hand, she pulled him gently forward. 

After  several steps John felt the edge of something butt against his knees  “You are right 

behind the whipping bench and I want you to lift yourself onto it,” she told  him, guiding him 

with her hands. “Kneel over the bench…good…now lean forward,” she went on,  “arms to the 

side…spread your thighs further apart…that’s right.”  “I’m going to strap you to the bench 

now,” Laura whispered from behind him. Her lips were  so close he could feel her hot breath 

against his ear.  Desire humming under his skin like an electric current, John felt Laura pull a 

thick leather  belt attached to the base of the whipping bench around his waist and buckle 

it.  “I’m going to strap up your arms and legs in the same way now,” she said, going on 

to  buckle similarly affixed leather restraints to his wrists, upper arms, thighs and ankles. 

“You love  being strapped up like this,” she said. “I’m right, aren’t I, slave?”  John could feel 

his shaft throb insistently against the leather surface beneath it, a deeply  thrilling pulse that 

coursed through his body. “Yes, you’re right, Mistress,” he said raggedly, all his  nerves 

alive.  Laura ran a hand along his thigh. “When I tell you I’m going to strap something else 

on  now, slave,” she said, “I’m sure you’ll know what’s coming next.”  She moved her hand 

away from his body and he heard the click-click of her stilettos on the  hard floor as she 

walked across the dungeon in the direction of the rack. John’s mind ran riot as he  imagined 

what she was doing now she’d got there. Inside his head he could see Laura buckling  black 

leather straps around her hips. The straps supported a triangular pad of soft black 

leather  through which poked the base of a black rubber dildo.  Laura’s sharp-heeled footsteps 

came back across the dungeon and when she stopped be-  hind him he almost immediately felt 

the tip of her strap-on dildo, wet with lubricant, nudge into the  entrance of his anal hole. At 

first the muscles of his sphincter were clenched and unyielding, con-  tracting sharply. But as 

his sphincter began to give way, the dildo slid deeper into his rear passage,  his anus 

stretching around it gradually. Slowly the rubber shaft pushed into the depths of his hole  and 

he was almost overwhelmed by a sensation of sheer pleasure.  John had never had any idea 

his anus could be so sensitive. As Laura forged the dildo in and  out with a strong, steady 

rhythm the feelings it generated were exquisite and his whole body shud-  dered in its bonds 

in response.  “Move with me as far as you can, slave,” Laura instructed, and he did. He jerked 

himself  back on the dildo, straining against the leather straps that held him down. He ground 

himself onto  the black rubber phallus that Laura pressed in and out of his rear with such 

expertise. At the same  time he ground his erection against the leather surface beneath him 

too.  Soon John found himself gasping for breath as Laura continued pressing the dildo in 

and  out and he carried on jerking back on it as far as his bondage would allow. The 

dominatrix picked  up her pace, bucking her hips powerfully as she ground the dildo deeper 

into him. Before long she  was fucking him in the ass really hard, thrusting her hips over and 

over, plunging into the depths of  his anal hole. Supreme excitement engulfed John. His body 

shook within his bonds and he panted  uncontrollably with desire, his breaths coming hot and 

fast.  “Come for me, slave,” Laura ordered when she knew the time was right.  She didn’t 

need to tell John twice. His pleasure mounted to the point of no return and he  came so hard 

he thought he was going to pass out. Laura climaxed too, gritting her teeth and  groaning as 

she pounded into him. After a few more strokes, she collapsed forward and lay quiet,  her 

dildo still resting inside him. It took her a few moments to recover from her own powerful 

or-  gasm.  “Well, was being fucked in the ass by me everything you thought it would be, 

slave?” Laura  asked, a little out of breath, as she gently pulled her rubber cock out of his 

body.  John shivered. He felt supremely satiated. “Yes, Mistress,” he managed to breathe, awe 

in  his voice. “Everything and more.” 










Chapter Twenty-two 

 

    John sat quietly in his office at the end of the working day. Leaning back in his chair, 

he  gazed into space and allowed his mind to wander. He was reassured by the thought that he 

seemed  to have successfully compartmentalised his life much in the same way he was 

convinced David Sin-  clair must have done.  Since meeting Suzanne and Laura his work life 

hadn’t changed at all. He’d been focused,  methodical, diligent and – all modesty aside – 

extremely good at what he did for a living before they  came along. And that was still the way 

things were.  His work life may not have changed since meeting those two extraordinary 

women, John re-  flected, and to all outward appearances neither had he. But his inner life had 

experienced a meta-  morphosis, changing beyond all recognition. The true nature of his 

sexuality had lain hidden under  layers of denial all his adult life. But it had now risen to the 

surface thanks to Suzanne and Laura,  who had in the process forced him to properly come to 

terms with the person he really was.  Before that he hadn’t really had a sex life to speak of. 

This was because vanilla sex had given  him little real pleasure. So he’d channelled all his 

energies into his work, virtually burying himself in  it. It had been a case of all work and no 

play for him. And the result? He’d become a very boring,  uptight guy, kidding himself he 

was content with his lot but deep down knowing he was anything  but.  Before his personal 

life had been transformed in the incredible manner it had, he’d been un-  able to understand 

why he could achieve nothing but the mildest of pleasure from sex. He’d tried  not to think 

about it as a problem. But in reality it had preyed on his mind because it had made him  feel 

inadequate.  Well, not any more because the problem had been dramatically solved. The 

suddenness of  his sexual awakening had been phenomenal and he marvelled at how quickly 

he had been able to  accept that he was someone who got pleasure – a great deal of pleasure – 

from being dominated  and disciplined by the right kind of woman.  The knowledge that this 

was a fundamental part of who he was didn’t make him feel bad  about himself in any way 

either. Why should it? Why should so-called normal sex be considered to  be right and out-of-

the-ordinary sex of the kind that turned him on be regarded as wrong? Where  was the logic in 

that? The main thing surely was that whatever type of sex a person was into should  take place 

between consenting adults.  The self-awareness that had come with his remarkable 

transformation had given him a real  sense of strength and empowerment too. That was 

because he realised a man had to have real  courage to submit fully to a dominant woman 

sexually – that ironically it wasn’t a sign of weakness  but of strength. This was something 

David Sinclair would have understood, he felt sure. And that  fine man’s untimely death was a 

reminder that life was too short to spend any part of it in denial of  the truth about 

oneself.  Still deep in thought, John tidied up the papers on his desk. He had just switched off 

his  computer when the phone rang.  “Hello John.” The sound of Suzanne’s voice made his 

heart beat faster. “You still on for  your session with me this evening?”  “You bet,” he replied. 

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world.”  Suzanne paused. “Laura will be joining us too,” she said. 

“I think the time is right, wouldn’t  you agree?”  “Very much so,” he replied instantly.  “What 

I wanted to hear,” she said. “See you later.” 




* * * *     

 

Suzanne and Laura stood together in Suzanne’s living room and John knelt before them 

on  his hands and knees. He was naked apart from a black leather cock corset that surrounded 

the  shaft of his penis and which was secured tightly by thin leather laces. It left only the head 

of his  cock exposed, a small bead of glossy pre-cum sitting in its slit. 

Suzanne had on a skin-tight catsuit of shiny red latex that clung sensuously to her body 

and  sharp-heeled red ankle boots. The catsuit outlined her hourglass figure beautifully, 

clothing her  body in a sensual second skin that shimmered and shone enticingly.  Laura also 

had on a latex outfit, this one of black and consisting of a micro-minidress, a pair  of 

stockings, and stiletto-heeled shoes. All the items were shiny, gleaming with a polished 

radiance,  and the dress and stockings were so close-fitting they pressed tight against the 

skin.  “I love you in that outfit, Laura,” Suzanne remarked, her eyes drinking in her friend’s 

shapely  body, so erotically sheathed in black latex.  “I love me in this outfit too,” Laura 

quipped, laughing softly. She ran her hands, their wellmanicured nails painted dark red, over 

her shiny black minidress. Her hands lingered on the latex,  brushing it, feeling it, fingering its 

sensuous silky texture.  The tight black rubber dress hugged her shapely contours, 

emphasising her breasts and  tightly cinching in her waist. And the combination of the 

extreme shortness of the dress, the height  of her shoes and the tightness of the stockings over 

her nicely curved legs, showed off the glim-  mering paleness of her thighs 

beautifully.  Suzanne continued to gaze at Laura. She felt very aroused at the sight of her 

friend. Her  pussy was moist and her nipples jutted harder than ever against the ultra-tight red 

latex skin of the  catsuit covering them.  Laura looked back at Suzanne: at the diamond-cut 

loveliness of her perfect features, at her  smooth milk-white skin, her sparkling blue-green 

eyes, her plush red lips. The sheer luminous  beauty of her friend took her breath away. “You 

make me incredibly horny,” she said, feeling her  pussy get wetter as the desire grew stronger 

inside her.  “Let me do something about that for you,” Suzanne replied huskily, reaching 

beneath her  friend’s pelmet-length dress to find her naked sex. She spread Laura’s pussy lips, 

finding her not  only wet but flowing, and began to masturbate her. Suzanne’s fingers worked 

in a quick steady  rhythm as she rolled them over Laura’s clit and into the wetness of her 

vagina, driving her lust ever  higher. She was even more drenched now, love juice dripping 

from her sex and smearing her  thighs.  Suzanne kept on masturbating Laura, the wet folds of 

her pussy squelching against her fin-  gers. When Laura felt her orgasm building she gasped 

with delight, arching her back and throwing  her head back. She climaxed in hard shudders, 

her breathing heavy, and continued shaking and  rocking against Suzanne’s fingers until her 

orgasm began to subside.  Suzanne didn’t move for a few moments, allowing Laura’s tremors 

to cease before removing  her fingers from her dripping sex. Then she turned towards John, 

staring down at the kneeling slave  with gleaming eyes. “As you can see,” she said, “Laura 

and I are more than just good friends.”  Laura turned to look at him too. “Much more than 

that,” she said pointedly, holding his  gaze.  “Now get to your feet, slave,” ordered Suzanne. 

“We’re going to take you down to my dungeon where we’ll both have our wicked way with 

you…although in what manner precisely we’ve yet  to decide.” 








Chapter Twenty-three 

 

    Once the three of them had entered her dungeon Suzanne directed John to get back onto 

his  hands and knees.  “You know, Suzanne, I’d really like to be filled by John now,” declared 

Laura.  “And I’d really like to fill him,” she responded, “especially now you’ve popped his 

cherry.”  There was a pause.  “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” asked Laura.  The 

corners of Suzanne’s mouth hitched. “I usually am.”  “And…?” Laura said.  “I’m on the 

case,” replied Suzanne.  She immediately strode away, going directly over to the rack where 

she harnessed on a  strap-on rubber dildo that was black and wreathed with veins. She then 

picked out one of her dildo  gags. This one consisted of a head-harness of padded black 

leather with a black rubber dildo  wreathed with veins on the outside and, back to back with it, 

a fixed red rubber ball gag on the in-  side.  When Suzanne had returned from the rack she 

pushed the ball gag into John’s mouth. With  quick supple movements she strapped the head-

harness into place by means of its buckled clo-  sures, the thick length of the dildo emerging 

from the front. After that she got on with lubricating  her strap-on thoroughly. While she was 

doing that, Laura sat on the edge of the throne with her legs  apart. She told John to crawl 

over to her and push the dildo jutting from his gag right into her  pussy.  He positioned 

himself until the hardness of the dildo pressed between her labia and then  pressed it slowly 

all the way in. Simultaneously Suzanne pulled the cheeks of his rear apart. She  pressed her 

strap-on between his splayed backside and through the tight band of muscles, the  pressure on 

his prostate gland exquisite. As she pressed deeper into the dark, soft space beyond,  spasms 

of delight began to rush through his body.  Suzanne started to work in and out of John in 

earnest then, her hands on his thighs, her  hips moving rhythmically. “Do the same thing to 

Laura’s pussy with your dildo that I’m doing to  you with mine, slave,” she instructed.  Soon 

John was moving in unison with Suzanne, penetrating Laura’s sex with the same  rhythm he 

was being penetrated himself. As Suzanne moved her dildo deeper into him he moved  his 

head forward, moving the dildo attached to the front of his head-harness deeper into 

Laura’s  pussy.  Laura closed her eyes for several moments, delighting in the sensation of the 

rubber dildo  moving in and out of her faster and faster. When she opened her eyes she looked 

at John. He was  furiously moving the rubber shaft attached to the front of his gag back and 

forth into her sex while  bucking his hips to the heavy pounding Suzanne was giving to his 

anus with the strap-on.  John carried on penetrating Laura energetically with the dildo gag, 

raising her passion to  ever more ecstatic heights. Finally she became overwhelmed with 

pleasure. Her heart beating hard  and her pussy throbbing, she climaxed with a series of 

shudders and a long low groan.  Suzanne kept on thrusting her strap-on in and out of John’s 

anus, impaling it again and  again, until she too climaxed. Her hips pressed up against his 

backside and her hands tightly grip-  ping his thighs, she came in a series of gasps and 

spasms, surrendering to the force of her orgasm.  “You’re allowed to come now, slave,” she 

said, between deep heavy breaths. And John im-  mediately grasped his tightly corseted 

erection and stroked it hard until he tumbled into a gushing  climax. He ejaculated abundantly, 

spilling wad after wad of thick creaminess onto the dungeon  floor.  And then at last the three 

of them were done.  “Follow that, Laura,” said Suzanne, looking across at her.  A devilish 

grin blossomed on her friend’s lips. “I intend to, Suzanne,” she said, “the very  next time I get 

him into  my  dungeon.” 










Chapter Twenty-four  

 

   Fast forward to that next time in Laura’s dungeon. She looked fabulous in a black 

leather  outfit consisting of a bra with a plunging front, skin-tight trousers that clung 

seductively to her hips  and thighs, and spike-heeled ankle boots.  John was naked but for a 

tight black rubber hood and a cock sheath of the same color and  material. The hood had holes 

for his eyes as well as those to enable him to breathe through his  nose and mouth, although 

he’d been gagged with a purple rubber ball gag. The scent of all that rub-  ber invaded his 

nostrils, clogging his senses.  His cock sheath was lightly veined and had a solid dildo tip at 

one end and a loop at the  other through which Laura had pulled his ball sack. The sheath 

added even more length and girth  to his shaft, which completely filled it.  A leather-manacled 

ceiling chain hung down to John’s backside. Laura told him to put his  arms behind him and 

buckled his wrists into the manacles. She winched the chain up, making his  wrists rise behind 

him and forcing him to bend forward.  The dominatrix strode towards the rack, picking out a 

long thin leather whip with a tapering  lash. She came back, positioned herself behind John, 

raised her arm and brought the whip down. It  cut diagonally across the cheeks of his rear 

causing him to let out a muffled cry into his ball gag.  “Too gentle for you, slave?” she asked. 

And he shook his rubber-hooded head vigorously,  spluttering into his gag.  “Oh, I think it 

was,” she said, and raised her arm again before cracking the whip down even  more harshly. 

As its thin lash sliced across his backside causing him to let out another muffled cry,  Laura 

felt a familiar tremor of excitement. John’s body was bound and vulnerable and he was 

totally  in her control. The sight of the two red weals across his white flesh aroused her too as 

did the  thought of the others she was going to add to them.  Laura brought the whip down 

again. And John cried out through the gag at this further harsh  stroke, and wriggled his rear 

from side to side reflexively. The whip coiled through the air at speed  and a fourth strike was 

delivered, following the third strike before he had time to recover. The pain  it brought 

dissolved just as quickly though, morphing into a sublime sensation of pleasure-pain.  The 

whip came down for the fifth time, harder and sharper still. John offered his behind 

willingly  this time, lifting himself, offering himself.  Which was when Laura stopped beating 

him, laying the whip aside.  She lowered the chain and released John from the leather cuffs 

that had been holding his  wrists behind his back. She then winched the chain out of the way. 

The dominatrix pointed at the  nearby bondage table and told him to lie on it on his 

back.  John sat on the edge of the leather-covered item of dungeon furniture before squirming 

over  to the middle of it and laying flat. While he was doing this Laura took off her ankle 

boots. Next she  unbuckled and removed her leather bra, and unzipped and wriggled out of 

her leather trousers,  underneath which she’d been wearing a tiny black G-string that swiftly 

came off too.  Laura climbed onto the bondage table and threw her legs over John’s body so 

that she was  straddling his hips. She took hold of his rubber-encased shaft and lowered 

herself slightly, feeling  the tip of it nudge the entrance of her vagina.  Slowly she lowered 

herself further onto the rubber phallus, catching her breath as she felt it  slide inside her. It 

looked as much like a big black cock as had the dildo gag he’d been made to use  on her when 

she and Suzanne had been dominating him together. And as with that dildo, the rub-  ber felt 

different: smoother and sleeker, much more slippery too.  She pulled John’s rubber-covered 

erection back to the mouth of her sex. It immediately coat-  ed the black rubber with her juice, 

her pussy dripping with liquid that ran down it in rivulets.  Laura looked down at John. His 

eyes stared at her through the eye holes in the hood, hungry  with need. Suddenly wanting 

more, she dropped down on him, thrusting the phallus into the  depths of her sex. She ground 

her hips from side to side, so her clitoris rubbed against the base of  the rubber shaft, creating 

a huge surge of sensation.  Slowly she raised herself on her haunches again, allowing the shaft 

to slip from her body. 

She dropped down again so it was buried up to the hilt in her pussy once more, filling her, 

stretch-  ing her. She began moving it in and out in a regular rhythm, sending tremors of 

pleasure rippling  through her body  Laura pushed her fingers between her labia, stretched 

apart by the breadth of the rubber  phallus, and pressed them to the slippery knot of her clit. 

Her whole sex clenched, contracting  around the rubber shaft at the sensation, her pussy lips 

squirming over the slick, wet rubber.  And the two feelings combined to precipitate an almost 

instantaneous orgasm, her whole  body trembling under the impact. Laura’s beautiful face 

contorted with desire and her clit and  pussy surged as she succumbed to the ecstasy of 

release. Even so she continued to move up and  down on the rubber shaft covering John’s 

erection.  “You’re allowed to come now, slave,” she told him breathlessly. And he 

immediately cli-  maxed, his cock jerking and throbbing within its rubber surround. John 

moaned ecstatically behind  his gag and his body shook as Laura kept on moving up and 

down on him, milking out every last  drop of his semen.  “Follow that, Suzanne,” she said as 

if she were talking directly to her. As in fact she was –  because Suzanne had been watching 

the whole thing on the TV in Laura’s living room. 










Chapter Twenty-five  

 

   John and Monika were at a corner table in a pub called the Cross Keys that was round 

the  corner from his office. The place was not especially busy: several lone drinkers dotted 

about, a cou-  ple of tourists, a group of people clustered together at a table near the 

door.  Their appointment had been John’s last for the day, and at it he’d given Monika some 

very  welcome news indeed. It had arisen from the researches he’d been carrying out into her 

company’s  tax situation from which he’d managed to establish that she was entitled to a 

significant tax refund.  On hearing the news his delighted client had asked him to come and 

have a drink with her to cele-  brate and he had happily complied.  Monika took a sip of white 

wine. “One of the best decisions I’ve ever made,” she declared.  “What’s that?” asked 

John.  “Employing you,” she replied. “I already have a much more effective business plan 

thanks to  you. Now you’ve pulled this rabbit out of the hat. You’re a marvel.”  John gave her 

a self-deprecating smile. “Actually I think you’re the one who’s the marvel,  Monika. It’s 

amazing what you’ve been able to achieve with your company in the last year. You’ve  been 

like a whirlwind, uunstoppable.”  “I do seem to have energy to spare, I must admit,” she said. 

“But, given that money’s still  very tight with the business at the moment, you’ve come to the 

rescue just when you were needed  the most. This tax refund when it arrives is going to be 

like manna from heaven. It couldn’t be hap-  pening at a better time. So definite grounds for 

celebration, don’t you agree, John?”  “I do.” He took a sip of wine and made a face. “But 

perhaps not with this wine. I’m afraid it’s  not very good. Sorry about that.”  “Why 

apologise?” she said. “I bought the drinks.”  “But I chose the pub,” John said, “which makes it 

my fault, you might say.”  “I’ve never heard such nonsense.” Monika laughed before taking a 

sip from her glass. “Actu-  ally it’ll do,” she said. “For pub wine it’s not bad in my 

opinion.”  “Will you be carrying on the celebrations this evening with anyone – perhaps with 

some  rather better wine?” he ventured to ask.  “Maybe, maybe not,” she replied with a 

shrug.  John looked at her quizzically “That’s an intriguing answer. What do you 

mean?”  “I’m off on a first date with a man who on the face of it seems to have some 

potential,” she  explained. “But who knows if it will lead to anything? I won’t be celebrating a 

thing with him if he  turns out to be a dead loss. Once bitten, twice shy, and all that. And I 

must admit I’m awfully  choosy. I’m difficult to please as a girlfriend, I know. I’m too 

demanding, too strong-minded, too  much of a control freak.”  “Well, good luck this time,” 

was all John could think to say.  Monika looked at him. “And what about you, John?” she 

asked, straight out. “You’re a very  attractive man. Is there a special woman in your 

life?”  Two of them actually and they are at least as much into each other as they are into me, 

he felt  like replying, straight out too.  Also they’ve started trying to outdo each other in 

 sexually dominating me,  which is already proving to be a blast. “Yes there is,” was all he 

actually said.  “You live together?”  “No, we don’t as a matter of fact,” he replied.  “But it’s 

serious, yes?”  “It is.”  She raised her eyebrows. “And is it fun?”  “A lot of fun,” he replied 

with a grin.  Monika took a sip of her wine followed by the tiniest licking of her lips. “Why 

are the  really   good ones always taken?”  “Flattery will get you everywhere,” he joked. At the 

same time he was conscious that there  was a definite undercurrent of sexual attraction 

between them – and a strong one at that.  John was starting to wonder where this conversation 

was going when he saw Monika glance   

up at the clock on the wall and do a double-take. “Lord, is that the time?” she said suddenly. 

“Be-  fore going off on that date I need to get home and beautify myself and I’m cutting 

things a bit fine.”  John gave her a lopsided smile. “You’re beautiful enough already.”  “Now 

who’s the flatterer?” Monika smiled back. She looked at the clock again. “But seri-  ously, I 

really need to get a move on.”  They put down their glasses, got up and walked out of the pub 

together. Once they were out-  side on the pavement Monika spotted a black cab approaching 

with its yellow light on. She hailed  the taxi and walked hurriedly towards it with John 

striding along beside her.  She gave the driver her instructions through the open window of 

the cab. “Sorry to rush  away like this, John,” she said as he opened the passenger door for 

her. “When the tax money  comes through I’ll do things properly and take you out for a 

celebratory meal. Oh, and don’t worry,”  she added, flashing him a smile, “I’ll make sure the 

wine we have with it is up to standard.”  John let out a short laugh. “Look forward to 

it.”  “Bye for now, John,” Monika said, slamming the door shut. She lifted her hand and 

gave  him a little half-wave through the window as the cab pulled away.  As John stood 

watching the taxi disappear into the distance his mobile rang. He dug it out  of his jacket 

pocket, glancing at it curiously. Suzanne”s name was lit up on the screen. He raised  the 

mobile to his ear, there was a pause and then he heard her voice.  “John?”  “Suzanne.”  “How 

are you?”  “Fine, thanks,” he said. “You?”  “Likewise,” she said. “I was thinking about taking 

you to a hardcore fetish club tonight.”  “What do you mean by ‘hardcore’?” he asked 

hesitantly.  “Let me answer your question this way,” she said. “It’s called Club Extremely 

Wicked and it  very much lives up to its name. It’s for serious players only. So what do you 

think of the idea? You  up for it?”  John cleared his throat. “I am,” he said . “What should I 

wear to go there?”  “It doesn’t matter within reason,” she said. “It’s what you’ll be wearing 

when you are there  that counts.”  “Which will be?”  “Nothing,” she said. “Sweet fuck 

all.”  John gulped. “And you?”  “A minimal fetish outfit, including a double dildo strap-on.” 










Chapter Twenty-six  

 

   It was a cloudless night and the moon was almost full. The black paintwork of the taxi 

car-  rying Suzanne and John gleamed under the streetlights as it swept towards its 

destination.  Suzanne wore a black leather coat and a pair of black latex shoes with pointed 

toes and  stiletto heels. She had a leather holdall with her, also black, which was on the floor 

of the cab be-  side her. John was all in black too: black leather jacket and ankle boots, black 

T-shirt and snug-  fitting black denim jeans.  Leaning back against the headrest of his seat, 

John looked out of the window. He gazed at  the night-time cityscape as it passed by, the 

bright lights playing against the surrounding darkness.  He watched buildings loom and rush 

by and yellow streetlights flash.  “Here we are,” said the taxi driver, slowing down. He pulled 

up by the side of the pavement  at the anonymous commercial address he had been 

given.  The night air was mild as Suzanne and John exited the cab and made their way to the 

club.  They went down an exterior stone stairwell and up to a thick metal door, which had a 

CCTV camera  above it and a buzzer to the side.  Suzanne pressed the buzzer and a few 

seconds later the door to Club Extremely Wicked was  opened by a good-looking black 

woman with straight, shoulder-length dark hair. She had on a cat-  suit of cobalt-blue latex 

that clung to her shapely body, leaving little to the imagination. “Good to  see you again, 

Mistress Suzanne,” she said with a smile. Her lips were full and her teeth perfect,  two neat 

white rows.  “Good to see you too, Mistress Marie.” Suzann smiled back. “Busy 

night?”  “You can say that again,” she replied. “The place is packed. Let me book you 

in.”  Once she’d done that Suzanne and John went through a set of swing doors. These 

opened  onto a corridor that led to a number of decent-sized changing rooms and they entered 

a vacant one.  Suzanne smiled a slow, sensual smile as she let her eyes move over John’s 

body, stopping  at the telltale bulge at the crotch of his tight black jeans. “Take off all your 

clothes, slave,” she or-  dered.  “Yes, Mistress,” John replied.  When he was naked Suzanne 

removed her leather coat, revealing that all she’d been wearing  beneath it had been a tight-

cinched black latex corset. Her breasts were entirely on show and so too  was everything from 

the waist down to her stilettos. She looked like sex on legs, thought John 

excit-  edly.  Suzanne unzipped the holdall and reached into it. She extracted a double dildo 

strap-on har-  ness, both of its black rubber shafts already in place.  “Laura isn’t the only one 

who loves being filled like this,” she purred, pushing the internal  dildo into the wetness of her 

pussy. The external dildo extended from her pubis, a thick erect shaft  identical to the one 

she’d just put inside herself. Then she buckled up the leather harness of the  strap-on.  John 

had become increasingly aroused at the sight of all this. He could feel the blood surge  into his 

shaft, his sense of erotic anticipation growing by the second.  Suzanne showed John where to 

put their clothes. Then she took the holdall in her hand  again. “Come on, slave, let’s go and 

have a look at some serious players at play,” she said. And they  left the changing room to 

venture into the pulsating half-darkness of the club’s cavernous play-  room.  Suzanne’s 

exposed breasts jiggled, their nipples hard, and her hips swayed seductively as  she and John 

started to move through the big room. It had a vaulted ceiling and was partially lit by  low red 

lights that reflected off its black-matte walls. John padded obediently beside Suzanne, 

his  erection as stiff as the dildo protruding from her crotch.  Jesus H. Christ!  he exclaimed to 

himself, gazing around him in amazement at the orgiastic  scene through which they were 

walking. It was a circus of deviant debauchery, its uninhibited per-  formers unleashing their 

wildest, darkest, most carnal selves. With it all came a delirious melange  of scents as well: 

rubber, leather, perfume, sex, all blended together, too arousing to resist. There   

were many rubbered or leathered second skins in evidence to go with those scents and much 

naked  skin on display too. And John drank in every sight, fascinated by the amount and 

variety of kinky  play going on.  A naked athletically-built blond man bent over on a leather-

covered horse was getting vigor-  ously sodomised by a fucking-machine operated by a 

shapely brunette in a catsuit of red latex and  matching ankle boots.  A woman wearing only a 

black leather hood and with shaved pudenda and labial piercings,  three on each side, was 

spread on top of a metal cage. A violet wand was being administered to her  genitals by a 

black-haired beauty in tall boots, a G-string and tank top, all of purple leather.  On all fours 

inside another cage was a naked woman with coffee-coloured hair, big pendu-  lous breasts 

and wide round hips. She was fucking herself with a bar-mounted red rubber dildo  while 

furiously working her clit with her fingers. John watched as the woman climaxed, bucking 

and  moaning without inhibition.  “You ain't seen nothin’ yet,” declared Suzanne, whispering 

hotly in John’s ear. And they con-  tinued their tour of the busy playroom at Club Extremely 

Wicked. 










Chapter Twenty-seven  

 

   John shifted his excited gaze, this time letting it settle on a lissom Asian girl with a 

skinhead  crop knelt naked over a leather-covered bench. She was being fucked from behind 

with a strap-on  by a dark-blonde dominatrix clad in black latex: thigh-high boots and a 

catsuit so tight it looked as if  it was part of her body. Her pronounced nipples stuck out 

proudly beneath the shiny material.  The dark-blonde domme was tall at around six-two, 

honey-skinned, and had a full sump-  tuous figure beneath all that tight rubber latex. She was 

using her strap-on dildo with great vigor on  her nubile naked lover, rough-fucking her with a 

will.  Not far from that kinky couple a slender smooth-skinned man, wearing nothing but 

the  sleeveless black leather top clinging to his torso, lay flat on his back on the floor. His hard 

wet cock  was being worked rhythmically up and down by the pumping fist of an extremely 

voluptuous naked  woman with dark-red hair who was sitting on his face. He let out one 

muffled groan of pleasure  after another beneath the substantial spread of that Rubenesque 

redhead’s mighty thighs as she  continued to jerk at his swollen cock and queen him.  John’s 

eyes shone with lustful desire as he shifted his gaze to another dominatrix in action.  This one, 

a brunette with straight chin-length hair, had on a formfitting black latex micro-minidress  and 

a matching cape. Her long legs were sheathed in glossy black latex stockings and she 

wore  stiletto-heeled shoes of the same color and material. She had a stainless-steel chastity 

cage har-  nessed around the penis and balls of her all-over-tanned hunk of a slave. The 

dominatrix was lead-  ing him around the room with a cock leash, his shaft visibly straining 

against the metal confines of  its unyielding genital jail.  In another part of the large dimly-lit 

playroom was a darkly handsome man wearing only an  open black leather waistcoat and 

heavy boots. He had a sculptured gym-toned body, the skin  gleaming as if it had been oiled. 

A heavily tattooed young beauty with white-blonde hair who wore  nothing but the red leather 

slave’s collar buckled around her neck knelt before him sucking his ram-  pant erection and 

masturbating.  The tattooed blonde slave worked her mouth up and down the shaft of her 

muscle-bound  Master, cascading her tongue wildly across its length. At the same time she 

masturbated more and  more frantically, thrusting two, then three of her fingers into her 

soaking wet pussy, love juice flow-  ing freely down her hand.  John watched, wide-eyed, as 

the man rose to a peak and ejaculated, shooting a huge hot  load. Semen spurted abundantly 

from his shaft and flooded the blonde’s open mouth. She splut-  tered, drowning in cum, as 

she brought herself to her own juddering orgasm with her fingers.  There were even more eye-

popping displays to be seen in that kink-filled cavernous space  and John continued to turn his 

face this way and that, taking it all in. There was a dark-haired naked  man with a granite-hard 

erection who had been gagged with a black leather gag and was on his  knees, hog-tied with 

red bondage rope. He was being ass-fucked energetically with a strap-on dildo  by a woman 

clad entirely in black latex from head to toe. Only her dark eyes peered out from a slit in  her 

tight-fitted hood.  Near to them on all fours was a broad-shouldered black man, his hard naked 

body as  smooth and shining as his shaven head. He had his anus filled by a purple rubber butt 

plug and  was being led around by a chained lead attached to his metal dog collar by a comely 

brunette in a  maroon leather catsuit and matching stilettos. As the man crawled along, clear 

ooze seeped from  the tip of his prodigious erection, the length of which was encased in tight 

circles by a purple rub-  ber cock corset.  Suzanne and John arrived at a whipping bench that 

nobody else in that heaving, sex-  drenched club was currently using. “We’ve seen enough 

serious play, slave,” Suzanne announced,  pointing at the bench. “It’s time to engage in some 

of it ourselves.” 










Chapter Twenty-eight  

 

   Suzanne told John to kneel over the whipping bench and prepare to be strapped to it 

and  beaten. He obeyed her immediately, his backside raised high, his shaft throbbing. The 

dominatrix  went on to secure him to the bench, fastening its thick leather straps to his waist, 

legs and arms.  She checked the straps one at a time, pulling them to make sure they were 

tight.  Suzanne took a paddle out of the holdall. It was made of thick black rubber and the 

busi-  ness end of it had a serrated surface. “I’ll start by beating your backside twenty times 

with the pad-  dle,” she said. “I want you to count off each strike and thank me for it in the 

proper respectful man-  ner. Do you understand, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” John replied 

unsteadily, turning his head to look over his shoulder at her for  a moment. His chest was 

heaving, his breathing labored.  Suzanne raised her arm up to shoulder height and brought it 

down hard.  Thwack!  That first blow nearly knocked all the breath out of John.  “One, thank 

you, Mistress,” he managed to pant.  Thwack! “Two, thank you, Mistress.”  Thwack! “Three, 

thank you, Mistress.”  Thwack! …. And on and relentlessly on until he had gasped his way 

through the full twenty  strikes. The cheeks of his backside were now flushed a flaming shade 

of red.  Suzanne put the rubber paddle back in the holdall, only to pull out an even more 

vicious re-  placement: a studded black leather strap. She got to work with it quickly and 

continued remorse-  lessly. On and on she berated John’s already scorched rear with the thick 

metal-studded implement,  her arm flashing up and down. The studded strap fell with a steady 

blaze of sensation, his backside  on fire with it.  Finally Suzanne stopped beating John and 

unbuckled all his restraints. She leaned forward,  her breathing on the side of his face fast and 

hot. “Open yourself up for me with your hands, slave,”  she ordered. And he reached behind 

him and parted the cheeks of his backside with his fingertips,  exposing the pink opening of 

his anus.  “I’m going to fuck you in the ass now, slave,” Suzanne announced in a low whisper. 

“Got  that?”  “Yes, Mistress,” John croaked, his mouth dry with anticipation.  Suzanne picked 

out a tube of lubricant from the holdall and unscrewed the top. She drib-  bled a cold stream 

of lube into John’s anal hole and another stream over her external dildo.  Breathing hard, his 

lungs burning in his chest and the blood coursing through his veins,  John awaited the butt-

fucking he knew he was about to receive. Suzanne began pushing herself  against him with 

her strap-on, ready to enter his anus at any moment. He lifted his hips slightly in  order to 

meet her imminent thrust. That was when she pushed in. Her strap-on dildo found its  mark 

and began to sink past John’s anal entrance. She pushed with a sudden groan, and he was 

im-  paled on half the dildo, which made the other dildo shift inside her excitingly.  Suzanne 

began to ass-fuck John in a regular rhythm, plunging in and out of him, each time  going 

deeper into his anus. Soon she had her strap-on dildo deep inside him and was 

thrusting  against his heavily punished backside, squeezing his hips with her hands. She was 

fucking him re-  ally hard now, his sphincter clamping and possessing with each of her 

powerful thrusts. And she  was fucking herself powerfully too with the internal dildo.  John’s 

eyes glazed over as Suzanne continued to ass-fuck him, moving her strap-on in and  out of his 

anus, harder, faster. And as she carried on doing this she reached under him with her  right 

hand and brought it to his aching erection. She started masturbating him, jerking at his 

shaft  and making it throb within her grasp.  Suzanne butt-fucked John furiously and jerked 

just as furiously at his hard cock until…  “Come for me, slave,” she ordered.  And 

immediately that crowded playroom erupted in explosions that only John could see and   

hear. He climaxed ecstatically, spraying creamy strands of ejaculate onto the leather 

whipping  bench beneath him. Then Suzanne climaxed too with a convulsive spasm around 

the dildo buried  in her sex.  When Suzanne had stopped hyperventilating and her breathing 

had returned to something  approaching normal she put out a hand and touched John’s hair. 

“Do you think Laura will be able  to follow that, slave?” she asked.  John too was beginning 

to come down from his climactic high although his body continued  to flex and shiver. “I’m 

sure she’ll want to try, Mistress,” he replied, looking over his shoulder at  Suzanne and giving 

her a glassy-eyed smile. 










Chapter Twenty-nine  

 

   It was almost dark and the sky was crisscrossed with gray clouds. John walked through 

the  entrance gate of Laura’s house and up to the front door for his next session with her. The 

domi-  natrix greeted him at the door, looking magnificent in a figure-hugging black leather 

dress that had  a low neckline and was incredibly short. She also wore a tight-fitting pair of 

tall black leather boots  with pointed toes.  Laura led John into her living room in which stood 

a good looking dark-haired man John  thought looked vaguely familiar. The man gave him a 

friendly smile, which he returned. He had a  nice open face, thought John. It was not one he 

recognised, though, and yet…  His thoughts were cut off in mid-stream. “This is Mel, slave,” 

Laura said. “I’d just finished  beating and ass-fucking him at Club Extremely Wicked when 

Suzanne started doing the same to  you over that whipping bench.”  John got it now. Mel had 

been the gagged and hog-tied man with the rock-hard cock he’d  seen being energetically 

butt-fucked with a strap-on dildo by a woman clad entirely in tight black  latex from head to 

toe. Only her dark eyes had peered out from a slit in her hood, he recalled: the  dark eyes of 

none other than Laura as it now turned out. Had Suzanne known she was there? He  would 

have been amazed if she hadn’t. Mistress Marie would almost certainly have been in on 

their  little conspiracy too, come to think of it.  John was about to say that he’d had no idea 

she’d been at the fetish club. But Laura stopped  him in his tracks by addressing both him and 

Mel at the same time. “I am going to discipline you  two together today,” she said. 

“Understood, slaves?”  “Yes, Mistress,” they replied in unison.  “Now strip naked without 

delay, the pair of you,” Laura ordered, and they both hurriedly  obeyed.  “Come this way, 

slaves,” Laura demanded. And the two naked men, both of them sporting  powerful erections, 

followed her out of the living room and down the stairs.  Once they had entered her dungeon 

Laura turned to look at John. She rested her hand firmly  under his chin and pulled his face 

towards her. “Do you like the idea of being disciplined with Mel,  slave?” she asked.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” John replied, nervousness and excitement making his voice tremble.  Laura took 

her hand away from John’s face and turned towards Mel. “You like the idea of  what’s to 

come too, slave, don’t you?” she said.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “It’ll be a first for me. I’ve 

never been disciplined with another  slave before.”  “And nor have you, John,” she said, 

turning back to him. “That’s right, isn’t it? It’ll be a first  time for you as well.”  “Yes, 

Mistress.” His voice wavered again.  “Lean side by side over the bondage table right away, 

slaves,” she instructed the two men.  “I’m going to whip you.”  As they got into position 

Laura strode over to the rack where she selected a braided red  leather flogger. She went 

behind John and Mel to take the cruel implement to their backsides, laying  into them with 

practiced expertise.  Initially every one of Laura’s skillfully aimed lashes was very sharp and 

stinging. But as she  continued to bring the whip across, both men felt the pain they were 

suffering start to melt away,  becoming a suffuse red heat that seeped through their bodies and 

connected with the pulsing hard-  ness of their cocks.  Laura carried on flogging the two 

slaves for some time, laying stripe after stripe on their  skin. She covered every inch of their 

backsides and the tops of their thighs until they glowed a vivid  red.  Eventually she stopped 

whipping them and put the braided flogger to one side. She gently  caressed the welts on their 

behinds for a few moments before telling the two men to stand up and  turn round. When 

they’d done so, she allowed herself a moment or two to admire their throbbing   

erections.  Then she demanded that they grovel at her feet and lick one of her boots each. 

They obedi-  ently got onto their knees, bent their heads low, pressed their lips against the 

pointed toes of her  boots and slid their tongues along the pure leather.  After a while the 

dominatrix told them to stop. She got Mel to stand up again but ordered  John to remain on his 

hands and knees. She then instructed him to crawl to the front of Mel and  suck his 

cock.  John’s mind immediately went into a whirl of panic.  Fuck, no. No! This can’t be 

 happening. He  closed his eyes for a moment, hoping for some sanity. Then he looked up at 

her. Beads of sweat  had formed on his forehead. “I c-can’t, Mistress,” he stuttered. “I’ve n-

never…”  Laura had a dangerous glint in her eyes. “You can and you will, slave,” she told 

him firmly.  “You don’t have a choice in the matter. I have told you to do it and you are 

entirely at my mercy.  You accept that, slave, do you not?”  He let out an acquiescent sigh. 

“Yes, Mistress.”  John crawled into position, opened his lips and pressed his mouth to the 

head of Mel’s  pulsing shaft, tracing his tongue under it at first. Then he closed his mouth 

around his cockhead,  sucking on it. As John did this Laura went to the rack, selected a rattan 

cane and positioned herself  behind him.  John suffered the sharp sting of the cane’s first 

searing stroke as she brought it down hard  across the cheeks of his rear. The second swipe 

hurt even more, a white flash of pure pain. She  brought the cane down a third time and there 

was that white flash of sensation again, then a fourth  time, harsher still.  In trying desperately 

to withstand the pain Laura was inflicting on him with the rattan cane  John began to suck 

Mel’s cock more and more voraciously. Mel was groaning with desire, the pulse  in his shaft 

thrumming around John’s mouth as he worked it up and down with his lips. The pace  with 

which he sucked Mel’s cock got increasingly frantic in response to Laura’s furious 

caning.  John’s backside ached so much, the smarting impact of each blow blazing through his 

body as he  sucked and sucked.  Laura stopped beating John, put the cane aside and addressed 

him again. “Make Mel climax  with your mouth and ensure you swallow all his cum, slave,” 

she ordered. “Then bring yourself off.”  John started to blow Mel even more energetically and 

it wasn’t long before he felt his hard  cock swell and pulse in his mouth as he reached his 

climax. Mel let out a strangled moan of desire  and his cock erupted, filling John’s mouth as 

he emptied one thick spurt of hot cum after another  over his tongue and into the back of his 

throat. John sucked and swallowed this deluge, greedily  gulping down the cum until he had 

sucked Mel dry.  The moment John extracted Mel’s spent shaft from his mouth, he tightly 

encircled his own  erection with his fingers and started to masturbate, his fist quickly 

becoming covered in pre-cum  fluid. Soon out-of-control spasms began to shake his body and 

he stroked his erection to a  shuddering climax.  With his handsome face screwed up in an 

expression of ecstasy, he ejaculated in profusion.  On and on John spasmed through his 

orgasm, his eyes glazed and his mouth slack. Squirt after  squirt of his ejaculate gushed out of 

his shaft and spilled in pools onto the dark surface of the dun-  geon floor.  “Lick that up and 

swallow it too, slave,” Laura ordered.  John gasped for breath. “Yes, mistress,” he replied. 

And, leaning right forward, he began  feverishly licking up and swallowing all the pearly cum 

he’d spilled. At the same time he wallowed  shamelessly in his own degradation. He felt 

thoroughly humiliated, entirely debauched and de-  praved, irretrievably corrupted. And he 

loved feeling like that, was completely in awe of the two in-  credible women who were able 

to make him feel that way.  Highly skilled dominatrixes that they both were, they were able to 

work a perverse kind of  magic upon him that he found a wonderful paradox at every level. 

Whenever they put him into  bondage they set him free, liberating him from the shackles that 

bound him to propriety. Whenever  they brought him physical pain they brought him exquisite 

masochistic pleasure. And by taking  away all his choices they took away any guilt he might 

feel at some of the extreme things they made  him do. The competitive pair constantly pushed 

his boundaries too, upping the ante all the time.  And he loved it.  Constantly pushing his 

boundaries like that was good for him, John told himself deliriously.  And Suzanne at Club 

Extremely Wicked and Laura at this amazing session with Mel had certainly  done that, no 

question on that score whatsoever.  John was aware of how far he’d come in just a few short 

weeks. How could he ever go back  to the person he’d once been? It wasn’t possible because 

he was now a changed man, and the old  John Morton was history. Anyway why would he 

want to turn back the clock in that way? He was  having the time of his life. The total 

submission his two Mistresses required of him, the erotic torture and degradation they 

subjected him to; that was how he wanted it. He couldn’t get enough of  such extreme 

treatment.  A small voice inside John’s head told him all this was an aberration, that it was 

high time he  abandoned his reckless walk on the wild side before it was too late. But he 

ignored the voice. How-  ever when he’d come down from his euphoric high and his body 

was no longer awash with endorphins he heard it again – louder now – and this time he began 

to listen. What that voice was saying  to him was right, he increasingly came to think. 








Chapter Thirty  

 

   John was studying a column of figures on his desktop computer when his phone rang. 

He  looked away from the screen and picked up the call, which was from Monika. She was in 

the mood  to celebrate again and with very good reason – the significant tax refund she was 

due had come in.  “Time for that meal on me I promised you,” she said cheerfully. “I’m 

hoping you’re free tonight. Are  you?”  “Yes I am actually,” replied John, who was having an 

unexpected and, in his opinion, ex-  tremely timely break from Suzanne and Laura. He badly 

needed some headspace away from both of  them, he considered. The two women had gone to 

Germany together to take part in the Berlin  Fetish Week. And he had been doing a lot of 

thinking in their absence, reassessing his relationship  with the two formidable dommes. He 

was undoubtedly a changed man because of them but not  perhaps in the way he’d started to 

take for granted, he now felt.  “Do you know Tristan’s in King Street?” Monika asked.  “Yes I 

do,” he replied. “Nice restaurant.”  “I’ll meet you outside the place just before eight. I took a 

chance on it earlier and booked a  table for two for eight o’clock.”  “Great,” John said. “Thank 

you very much.”  “Your girlfriend won’t mind will she?” Monika asked.  “Not at all,” he 

assured her.  Neither of them will, he thought.  “Good,” she said.  “Did that first date you were 

going on the last time we met come to anything, by the way?”  he asked.  “Another prince 

who turned out to be a frog,” she replied before ending the call. 




****  

 

John took a cab to the restaurant, gazing absentmindedly out of the window as it 

ground  through the evening traffic. The taxi dropped him off at a convenient spot and he 

walked towards  the entrance to Tristan’s. He didn’t see Monika at first. Then he did see her, 

coming round a corner  and striding towards the restaurant. She looked stunning in a short 

tight-fitting black dress that  showed off her terrific figure. Her breasts bobbed and her hips 

swayed enticingly as she moved.  Monika and John arrived at the entrance to Tristan’s 

simultaneously. “How about that for  good timing,” said the radiant blonde. “Great to see you, 

John.”  “You too, Monika,” he replied.  She and John entered the restaurant and were seated 

at their table by the waiter. They de-  cided to dispense with starters and opted for 

chateaubriand as their main course. Monika selected  the wine to go with it.  “It’d better be 

good,” John joked.  Monika rolled her eyes. “It will be,” she said, and it was.  Their food 

arrived promptly and they chatted amiably as they ate, easy in each other’s com-  pany. When 

they had got to the end of the course Monika said, “You do realise I fancy the pants off  you, 

don’t you?” She studied John over the rim of her glass.  “The feeling’s mutual,” he 

replied.  “I’m hard to resist, huh?”  John took a sip of wine. “Impossible to resist,” he 

responded with a smile. “You’re a force of  nature.”  “And yet you have to resist me,” Monika 

said.  “Why’s that?”  “Because you’re taken,” she said, pouring them both the last of the 

wine.  He let a second pass, and then replied, “Not as taken as I thought I was.”  Monika 

looked at John in confusion. “What do you mean by that?”  “How shall I say?” he replied, 

sipping from his glass. “We’re taking some time out.”  “This is starting to turn into a very 

different evening to the one I’d been expecting,” she said, 

her eyes darkening with excitement. “Different but potentially much more enjoyable.”  John 

could feel the air between them crackle with electricity. “Glad you see it that way,” 

he  said.  “Look, let’s skip desert and go back to your place,” Monika said abruptly before 

summoning  the waiter for the bill with a wave of her hand.  “Like I said,” John replied with a 

laugh, “a force of nature.” 










Chapter Thirty-one 

 

    As soon as John had closed his front door, he and Monika fell into each other’s arms. 

He  wrapped a hand around the back of her neck and brought her face towards his until their 

mouths  were pressed together. It was the first time their lips had met and it created a sharp 

jolt of excite-  ment in both of them. John began pushing his tongue inside Monika’s mouth 

and she reciprocated,  at the same time squirming her body against his. She was pressed so 

tightly against him she could  feel the bulge of his erection trapped between their 

bodies.  John had spoken nothing but the truth at the restaurant. He was as strongly attracted 

to  Monika as she was to him. He had already come to the conclusion that the time was right 

for him  to try vanilla sex again, and this evening had decided she was most definitely the 

woman he wanted  to try it with.  Since meeting Suzanne and Laura and getting embroiled in 

their dark and deviant world he  had not had so-called normal sex – the sort of sex that had 

left him cold before. Now here he was  with this wonderfully vivacious and seductive young 

woman whom he was sure he could sexually  satisfy. He was equally sure she would be able 

to give him sexual satisfaction too but without all the  ever more outré trappings of BDSM to 

which he had become increasingly –  alarmingly – accus-  tomed of late.  The time he’d spent 

with Suzanne and Laura had been a rollercoaster ride, incredibly  thrilling. But their 

temporary absence had given him some much needed time to pause for thought.  And he had 

begun to develop a theory and it was this: Everything that had gone on with them had  been a 

brilliant if bizarre form of therapy. They’d managed to break through the psychological 

wall  of denial that had been blocking his sexual impulse – the one that, now it could at long 

last be  reached, gave him such amazing erotic pleasure.  This being the case, he reasoned, 

following the logic of the shaky hypothesis he was devel-  oping, straight sex with the right 

person would be just as satisfying as the ever more outlandish  variety he had experienced 

recently. It was time surely to draw a line under all of that. It was time to  put an end to that 

heady chapter of his life before things got even more out of hand than they al-  ready were. 

After all he didn’t need that sort of stuff anymore, did he? He truly was a changed man  but 

not in the way he’d previously concluded. It was all a lot simpler than that.  This was his 

assessment of the situation anyway. Maybe he was wrong, or then again maybe  he was right. 

Sure, when all was said and done it was only a theory but it was one in which he felt  growing 

confidence. And there could be no better time to put it to the test than right now.  John pulled 

away from the kiss. “Come this way,” he said, taking Monika’s hand and leading  her into the 

bedroom.  Soon their clothes were scattered all around them. “You’ve got a fantastic body,” 

he said  excitedly, feasting his eyes on Monika’s nakedness: on the shapeliness of her breasts 

and thighs  and the smoothness of her mound. She looked gorgeous, utterly divine.  “You’ve 

got a fantastic body too,” she replied in an urgent whisper, admiring John’s lithe  lean frame, 

his flat torso, his big erect cock. The bulging glans of his shaft was smeared with pre-  cum 

fluid that oozed from its slit. Monika felt her pussy, already tender and damp, slick up 

even  more too. She felt deliciously aroused.  “Let’s get on the bed,” John said urgently, 

gazing into her eyes. And they climbed onto the  mattress and began kissing and caressing 

again.  “I’d love it if you’d lick my pussy,” Monika breathed through heavy moans.  John’s 

mouth descended over her belly, his tongue leaving a wet trail across her soft skin.  Dropping 

his head down between Monika’s parted thighs, his breath falling hot against her 

swollen  pussy, he snaked out his tongue and let it delve into the wetness of her labia. He 

found her clitoris  and lapped his tongue against the rigid nub, making her shudder with 

passion.  John began using his fingers on Monika as well. He pressed two of them into her 

soaked  opening, making her moan loudly. He moved them in and out, enjoying the sticky 

wetness that  poured from her sex and the way she squirmed and moaned with delight at what 

he was doing to  her. 

Driving Monika’s lust even higher, John began to push his fingers in and out of her in a  quick 

steady rhythm while his tongue carried on working at her clit, licking it over and over. 

Her  body undulated with the rhythm of his fingers pressed against the soaked walls of her sex 

and his  tongue working her clitoris.  It was extremely exciting to John…or should have been. 

The truth was that the experience of  having sex with Monika so far, while undeniably 

enjoyable, was not creating that throbbing sense of  urgency he felt whenever he was in the 

hands of Suzanne or Laura.  Stop thinking that way,  he scolded himself.  Stop it right now!  And that’s what he tried desperately to do. 










Chapter Thirty-two  

 

   “I can’t wait any longer to feel your big beautiful cock inside me,” Monika gasped. And 

John  immediately maneuvered himself into position.  He plunged his shaft into her pussy, 

bucking his hips to slide himself in fully. He pulled al-  most all the way out of her before 

thrusting back in again. She wrapped her arms around him, run-  ning her fingers down the 

musculature of his back. And he began to fuck her harder, pounding into  her over and over, 

grinding his pubic bone against hers.  Monika moaned with pleasure... But it was not a 

pleasure John was sharing to any great ex-  tent. The initial rush of excitement he had felt as 

he’d penetrated her for the first time had not last-  ed. What he felt now was pleasurable but it 

was a muted kind of pleasure. Listening to Monika  moan beneath him, he tried to imagine 

how excited she was. He hoped against hope this would in-  crease his own excitement but it 

didn’t work.  Perhaps it was the  way  they were fucking that was the problem, he thought. The 

traditional  man-on-top “missionary position” felt all wrong to him now after all those 

Femdom experiences  with Suzanne and Laura.  “You on top?” he whispered.  “Where I 

belong,” she said with a husky laugh.  That was so much the right thing to say, thought John, 

feeling a renewed sense of excitement.  He extracted his cock from Monika’s sex, lay on his 

back and watched as she came up onto  her knees. She was in charge of the rhythm now just 

as it always was with Suzanne and Laura.  Everything would be OK from this point on, he 

told himself.  Monika climbed over him, took his erection in her hand for a moment and 

pushed herself  down on it, groaning with pleasure as it filled her swollen wetness. Her thighs, 

sticky with love  juice, were wrapped around his body. John began thrusting his hard cock up 

and down, joining  their bodies closer and deeper. His hips rising and falling, he pushed in 

and out of Monika, her  juices slick on his erection.  It felt good to John. But it didn’t feel 

great, certainly nothing that came close to the over-  whelming excitement he had felt 

whenever he’d had sex with Suzanne or Laura.  What the hell is  wrong with you, you idiot?  he 

berated himself, confusion and dismay swamping him.  Why do you  keep thinking this 

 way?  He moved more rapidly, his cock still hard, yes, but numb somehow. And the faster 

he  thrust the number it felt – the number  he  felt. Shit! This was going to turn into a disaster if he didn’t  do something quickly.  And what he did was to use his imagination, willing erotic 

images of Suzanne and Laura  dominating and disciplining him to come into his 

consciousness. As he quickened the tempo of  his thrusts in and out of Monika he imagined 

the lash of a whip wielded by Suzanne slicing painful-  ly into his rear. Then the image shifted 

and he saw himself being tightly bound over a whipping  bench and ferociously beaten with a 

leather strap by Laura. It made him quicken his tempo still fur-  ther, pushing more rapidly up 

into Monika’s sex.  “Yeah, fuck me harder,” she encouraged, obviously feeling his increased 

enthusiasm.  And he fucked her harder…except he didn’t, not inside his head anyway. In his 

imagination  he saw Suzanne sitting on his face, pressing down onto his mouth, his tongue 

lapping at her clit  and sucking her juices as she virtually smothered him with her quivering 

thighs. Then the image  dissolved and he was no longer being queened by Suzanne but 

vigorously ass-fucked by Laura in-  stead.  He could feel her strap-on dildo, wet with 

lubricant, sliding into him,  pounding  into him. He  also imagined her following the rhythm of 

her thrusts with her fist, masturbating him hard. Laura  continued to thrust her strap-on in and 

out of his anal hole fast, continued also the corresponding  movement of her fist over his 

erection. And the thought of that imagined two-pronged assault in-  creased his excitement 

further.  “God, you make me hot,” Monika gasped, rivulets of her juices running down his 

thrusting  cock as his hips kept rising from the bed. “My body feels as if it’s on fire.” 

John grunted in response, allowing another BDSM scenario to unfold in his mind. Now 

he  imagined himself on his back like this but tied hand and foot to the four corners of the bed 

with  black bondage rope, his mouth held open by a red ball gag, his nipples clamped with 

clover  clamps. He could see in his mind’s eye Suzanne and Laura leaning naked above him, 

the expres-  sions on both their faces equally predatory .  His two sadistic lovers – female 

domination incarnate, the pair of them – looked at him like  he was their thing, a mere object 

for them to do with whatever their cruel hearts desired. Inside his  head he watched Suzanne 

pull at the chain between his nipple clamps. At the same time he  watched Laura begin to pull 

at his hard-on. It was a perfect mixture of pleasure and pain.  John’s muscles tightened and his 

breath caught in his throat. He was on the point of com-  ing now, all the familiar pre-

orgasmic sensations coursing through his blood. The continued  thought of his clamped 

nipples being pulled hard by Suzanne while Laura yanked just as hard at his  aching erection 

was all it took to take him over the precipice. His shaft jerked violently and his hot  semen 

gushed deep into Monika’s sex.  Monika climaxed too at the same time with a cry of ecstasy, 

her body shuddering, her pussy  contracting around the rod of flesh buried to the hilt inside 

her.  “I thought that was great, John,” she said as her orgasm began to fade. “How was it 

for  you?”  John did not meet her gaze. “Great,” he lied. 










Chapter Thirty-three   

 

Suzanne and John were at a table for two in the rear of a restaurant called DeMasio’s. It 

was  traditional Italian and had friendly, efficient waiters. They had just finished eating lunch 

and  Suzanne was about to order coffees.  She had been doing most of the talking during their 

meal, giving John the edited highlights  of her and Laura’s experiences at the Berlin Fetish 

Week: the workshops and parties they’d at-  tended, the BDSM gear they’d purchased and put 

to use, the kinksters they’d met and played with.  John had been as polite as usual but 

Suzanne had been aware that something was troubling him.  He was trying hard to hide it but 

to her discerning eye he looked depressed and careworn.  Suzanne raised her hand to their 

waiter and he came straight over. “Can we have two Ameri-  canos please,” she said.  “Si, 

signorina,” he replied. He quickly came back with the coffees and just as quickly 

re-  treated.  Suzanne looked at John in earnest. “You look out of sorts,” she said, picking up 

her cup. “Is  there anything wrong?”  “Something’s been preying on my mind, I must admit,” 

he said, his expression pensive.  She took a small sip of coffee. “Want to tell me about it? 

Better out than in, you know.”  “I did something bloody stupid while you and Laura were in 

Germany,” John said, clasping  his cup of coffee.  “What was that?” she said with a look of 

concern.  “I had sex with one of my clients.”  Suzanne’s concerned expression lifted and she 

gave him a sardonic smile. “Wouldn’t be the  first time,” she reminded him, “or the second. 

And did it involve any rubber or leather or harnesses  or whips or chains?”  John shook his 

head. “None of the above. I’ve only got two clients who are into all that?”  “That you know 

of,” she said.  “That I know of,” he acknowledged with a half-smile that didn’t meet his 

eyes.  “Any BDSM involved at all?”  “None.”  Suzanne paused with her cup halfway to her 

lips. “And did it work for you?” she asked be-  fore taking another sip of coffee.  “No,” he 

said, looking crestfallen.  Suzanne gave John a long searching gaze. “Why’d you do it then? 

What prompted this…  ehh… dalliance?”  “Well, you know I’d never really had much interest 

in sex before you and Laura came along?”  he said, taking a sip of coffee.  She nodded. “Uh-

huh.”  “I thought that might have changed and that I’d be able to go back to normal sex and 

enjoy  it.”  Suzanne raised her eyes to heaven, lowered them, and sighed. “Why would you 

think that?”  she asked, a slight edge to her voice. “Did you get it into your head that 

everything you’ve done with  Laura and me has been…” She tried to think of the right term. 

“… learned behaviour that can be un-  learned somehow, just leaving you with the powerful 

sex drive you now have?”  John gave her a sheepish look. “I’d started to form a theory along 

those lines,” he admitted.  “A deeply flawed theory,” Suzanne replied curtly, levelling her 

gaze firmly on his. “Listen,  John, you are a submissive masochist – profoundly so. And 

people like you are born that way. I  mean  hello?  It’s not like catching a cold and then getting 

better. It goes so much deeper than that,  right to the core of your being.”  John looked down 

at his coffee cup. “I know you’re right,” he said. “My experience with  Monika – that’s the 

client’s name – simply confirmed all that.”  “It didn’t work at all?”  “It did superficially,” 

John said. “But only because when I was inside Monika’s body, for   

most of the time inside my  head  I was being dominated and disciplined by either you or Laura 

– or  both of you together. Christ, Suzanne, what was I thinking trying to go back to vanilla 

sex? I feel  every kind of a fool.”  “We all make mistakes, John,” she said with a shrug. 

“Don’t beat yourself up over it.”  He gave her a small smile. “I should leave that to a 

professional like you, huh?”  “You should,” she agreed, her voice tinged with 

amusement.  There was a brief silence. “Where did I go wrong, do you think?” he 

asked.  Suzanne took a sip of coffee. “Sounds to me what you did was to lose sight of the fact 

that  you’re made the way you are. It’s in your DNA. For someone like you conventional sex 

and BDSM  sex are mutually exclusive and the one is pretty dull by comparison with the 

other. That’s the long  and short of it, John, simple as that.”  He finished his coffee. “And if 

you hadn’t walked into my office that first time I might never  have realised what I’d been 

missing.”  “And have been missing in my absence,” said Suzanne. “Think we’d better put that 

right  tout  de suite, don’t you?”  “I do,” he agreed, his spirits beginning to lift.  She paused for a moment before asking, “Would half past eight this evening at my house  work for 

you?”  “Perfectly,” said John on a deep breath. He didn’t look anxious any more but excited. 










Chapter Thirty-four  

 

   John arrived at eight-thirty and was greeted at the door by Suzanne. She wore a black 

leather  basque, hold-up black stockings and spiky-heeled shoes. The half-cup bra of the 

basque barely con-  tained her beautiful breasts and the garment was cut so high and tight it 

dug thrillingly between the  lips of her pussy.  She took him into the living room. “Strip naked 

in here, slave,” she said. “When you’ve done  that come down to the dungeon,” she added 

before sashaying out of the room.  John stripped off and left the living room, his cock stiffly 

erect. He went down the corridor  and descended the stairs to the dungeon where Suzanne 

stood in the doorway waiting for him. “I’ve  got a little surprise for you, slave,” she said 

before ushering him into the dimly-lit chamber beyond.  Standing in bondage with his back 

against one of the black walls was Mel. He was naked  apart from the leather cuffs buckled 

around his wrists and ankles. These had each been padlocked  to four strategically placed 

metal rings set into the wall so that his body was spread-eagled against  it. He too was 

displaying a strong erection.  Suzanne gazed at John steadily. “Looking forward to being used 

and abused with Mel again,  slave, this time by me instead of Laura?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

replied, excitement dancing in his eyes.  He watched her walk up to Mel and bring her fingers 

to his nipples, two hard nodes of flesh  that stood firm on his chest. Mel gasped at the pincer-

like pressure of Suzanne’s fingers when she  grasped his nipples, tightening her grip and 

pulling hard. He moaned again when she inflicted an-  other stab of pain to them with her 

fingers. Then she did it again and again. He moaned in reaction  every time, his body 

trembling in its bonds.  “Does that hurt, slave?” she said.  “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.  “I can 

do so much better than that, though,” Suzanne declared, striding over to the rack. She  took 

hold of black leather bit gag and a set of clover clamps.  Suzanne briefly put the clamps to one 

side once she was back in front of Mel. “Open your  mouth, slave,” she said, and he 

obediently complied.  She put the leather bit between his lips before pulling his head forward 

so she could secure  the gag at the back of his neck. The bit gag held his mouth open, his teeth 

pressed against it.  “You want me to clamp your nipples now, don’t you, slave?” she said, 

picking up the clover  clamps again and dangling them in front of his face.  Mel shook his 

head vigorously from side to side.  “Sorry.” Suzanne laughed sadistically. “I’ll put that 

another way, slave:  I  want to clamp your  nipples now.”  She opened one of the clamps, held 

it over his left nipple and let it spring closed, its ser-  rated edge cutting into the tender flesh. 

Mel groaned through the gag in pain, his eyes watering.  Suzanne did the same thing with the 

other clamp to his right nipple, eliciting the same agonised re-  sponse from him.  She turned 

to John. “Wondering what I’m going to do to you, slave?” she asked as she  strode over to 

him.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, breathing hard.  “I’m going to start like this.” She began 

stroking his erection, which pooled a pearl of pre-  cum at the tip that oozed onto her 

fingers.  “Suck,” she said, bringing her fingers close to his lips.  “Yes, Mistress,” John replied, 

before lapping his pre-cum from her fingers.  Suzanne then went to the rack and took hold of 

a black rubber ball gag and a multi-tailed  whip, the lashes made from half-inch wide strips of 

leather. She swished the whip through the air a  few times.  “You want me to beat you hard 

with this whip, don’t you, slave?” she said. “Don’t bother to  answer that,” she added hastily, 

seeing the way the sight of the whip was making his eyes shine  even more brightly with 

excitement. “The look on your face is the only reply I need.” 

Suzanne set the gag and the whip aside for a few moments as she secured John to 

leather  manacles attached to either end of a metal spreader bar hanging from ceiling chains. 

After that she  picked up the ball gag again and gagged him with it.  “Back to business,” she 

said, picking up the whip and moving behind him.  Suzanne drew the whip back and cut it 

across the cheeks of John’s rear. He moaned with  pain into his ball gag in response. She drew 

the whip back again and slashed it across his behind  once more. He let out another muffled 

groan of pain into the gag. Suzanne aimed three more  strokes at the same target, each more 

vicious than the last, making John moan louder into his ball  gag. His skin rippled, stinging 

with pain and growing ever sorer with each successive strike.  Then Suzanne turned her 

attention to Mel once more, slashing the leather whip against his  clamped nipples and making 

him moan into his bit gag, she carried on whipping him until his  chest was marked with 

stripes of pink and his moans had reached a crescendo.  Suzanne looked at her two gagged 

slaves. It was perfectly obvious they were taking great  pleasure in her sadistic treatment of 

them. There was no doubt from their giant pre-cum drizzling  erections, no doubt from their 

squirming bodies, their hips twisting from side to side in their  bonds, no doubt from the 

excitement blazing in their eyes.  And there was no doubt that she was excited too, she 

reflected as she returned the whip to  the rack: no doubt from the way her body radiated heat, 

no doubt from the tingling pulse deep in  her sex. She ran her middle finger along the soft 

leather digging into the slit of her sex and felt a  deep thrill of pleasure.  At that moment the 

door to the dungeon opened and Laura came in. She was naked apart  from a strap-on double 

dildo and the leather harness holding it in place.  Suzanne turned to the slaves. “Another 

surprise for you, John, and an equal surprise for you  too, Mel,” she said.  Laura sat on the 

edge of the leather-covered bondage table, the external dildo projecting  from her groin. “Why 

don’t you get naked, Suzanne,” she said, “and we’ll fuck.”  “An offer I couldn’t possibly 

refuse,” replied Suzanne, her eyes sparkling. She sat on the  bondage table beside her, kicked 

off her shoes, removed the black stockings and after that the  basque.  The two women lay on 

top of the bondage table, embracing one another. At the same time  they kissed passionately, 

their lips crushed together, their tongues engaging wetly.  Suzanne spread her legs apart and 

Laura pushed the external dildo of her strap-on into her,  its length disappearing between her 

labia. Suzanne’s pussy was so wet the penetration was fric-  tionless, the dildo sliding into her 

smoothly. Two rubber dildos filling two wet pussies, the women  bucked their hips and 

pleasured each other. Soon they became ravenous with lust, their faces  flushed and their 

breath coming shorter all the time.  Suzanne glanced over at John and Mel in their bondage, 

both of the gagged slaves watching  avidly. And it was the look in their eyes, that helpless 

desire for release, which made her climax. As  her orgasm exploded through her she felt 

Laura come too, her clitoris pulsing wildly.  Laura allowed herself a few moments to pull 

herself back together before looking over at  John and Mel. “You really want to climax as 

well, don’t you, slaves?” she said.  They both nodded frantically, sweat running down their 

faces, saliva dripping from their  gags. Their bodies shuddered and strained against their 

bonds, their shafts leaking pre-cum in  profusion.  “Well you can’t,” Laura said emphatically, 

issuing an edict to them she and Suzanne had  pre-agreed. “I want you two in my dungeon 

tomorrow evening,” she added, “when you  might  find  it’s a different story.” 










Chapter Thirty-five  

 

   Spool forward a day. As directed, the two slaves were in Laura’s dungeon this time. 

She  looked breathtakingly erotic in a black leather corset, thigh-high boots and nothing-but-

nothing  else.  John and Mel were in fact two of a total of four slaves in her dungeon for this 

session. They  all wore black leather hoods laced tightly behind their heads and all of the 

hoods had nose holes  and open zips for the mouth and eyes. The four slaves were strapped 

into black leather bondage of  one type or another and were on their feet. John and Mel were 

near the center of the dungeon and  the other two were side by side with their backs against 

one of its dark walls.  One of these two slaves was buckled into a waist-length straightjacket 

and his legs were held  together by ankle cuffs connected by a trigger clip. Padlocked into 

place over his genitals was a  stainless steel chastity device. The slave standing next to him 

against the wall had leather straps  buckled at regular intervals over the length of his body, 

tightly binding his arms and legs together.  He too was padlocked into a stainless steel chastity 

device.  As for John, his arms were stretched over his head in a V shape, his wrists buckled 

into the  black leather cuffs at either end of a metal spreader bar that hung from ceiling chains. 

His ankles  were secured in a similar manner to either end of a wooden hobble bar.  His upper 

body was bound at the shoulders and chest by a leather slave’s harness. And a  series of thin 

leather straps had been wound round the base of his shaft and balls, lifting and sepa-  rating 

them. The straps were buckled so tight that all the veins and blood vessels on his cock 

stood  out prominently, giving him the biggest hard-on of his life. A thin jewel of pre-cum 

fluid seeped  from the slit of his shaft.  As for Mel, he had the base of a ceiling chain clipped 

to the back of the leather slave’s collar  buckled around his neck. His arms were secured 

behind him by a single-sleeve leather armbinder.  His legs were held together by thigh straps 

connected by a trigger clip and by ankle cuffs connected  in the same manner.  There was a 

strap buckled tightly around his waist from which a further strap extended down  into the cleft 

of his rear and up between his legs. The leather strap was fitted with the black rubber  dildo 

currently filling his anus. The strap held the dildo firmly in place and emerged from 

his  crotch, splitting in two on either side of his genitals. Each length had been tightly buckled 

into the  strap around his waist. He had on a cock corset, his erection encased in a sheath of 

soft leather  laced at the front all the way up to the base of his pre-cum spilling 

cockhead.  “I’ll start with you, slave,” Laura told Mel.  She took hold of a set of clover clamps 

and attached these to his nipples. “I remembered  how much you love these,” she taunted, and 

he shuddered with pain as the clamps bit into his  chest.  The dominatrix started to pull on his 

nipple clamps, at the same time spanking his cockhead  with the leather tip of a small crop. 

This twin attack caused searing pain to burn through his body  and he jumped and bucked 

within the confines of his bonds.  Laura stopped spanking Mel’s cockhead and put the crop 

aside. She began to pull at the  chain between his nipple clamps with her left hand and at his 

leather-sheathed erection with the  other. She pulled ever harder at the clamps and her strokes 

grew shorter as she pumped her fist  back and forth over his corseted cock, clear ooze seeping 

even more from its exposed, punished  head. Mel’s body pulsed with pleasure-pain within his 

bondage as he got ever closer to the ecstasy  of orgasm.  “Come for me, slave,” Laura 

demanded. And he did, his leather-sheathed erection shooting  like a geyser, pumping out 

streams of thick creamy spunk.  Laura turned to John. “Mel’s ass remains nicely filled with a 

dildo, slave,” she told him, “and  I’m sure you’d like yours to be too. Am I right?”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he gasped through the mouth hole of his leather hood.  The dominatrix took hold of 

a cock-shaped anal dildo of black rubber and coated it liberally  with lubricant. She went 

behind John and slowly slid the dildo into his rear. Its length slipped ever   

closer to the depths of his anus, accentuating his arousal with each further inch of its 

penetration.  Laura then went on to butt-fuck him with the dildo hard, thrusting it in and out 

with vigor.  And while continuing to do that she reached to the front of him and grasped his 

tightly leather-  bound erection. “You are not to come unless I give you my permission, 

slave,” she told him, her  voice sharp.  Laura began masturbating John energetically, exciting 

him more and more until, what with  that and the vigorous ass-fucking she was still giving 

him with the dildo, he just knew he was going  to come. But he also knew that was the very 

last thing he should do. He was so close to orgasm,  hovering, teetering. One more stroke of 

her fingers would have done it, one more thrust of the  dildo. But no, he  wouldn’t  let that 

happen. He would only climax when he’d been allowed to by  Laura and that was that. Christ, 

though, there were limits…  Please, please,  please  let her give him permission to climax soon, 

he silently prayed as he  got ever closer to the point of no return. But still there was no let-up. 

The harder Laura played with  his fiercely erect cock the harder she also ass-fucked him with 

the dildo. On and on Laura wanked  and butt-fucked John until... “Come for me, slave,” she 

demanded. And he shuddered to a cata-  clysmic orgasm, coming so hard he almost couldn’t 

breathe.  The dungeon dissolved around him, convulsions shook his body, and his shaft 

erupted,  pumping out streams of milky wetness into the air. By the time he finished coming 

he was utterly  spent, completely done for, hardly able to support himself within the bonds 

holding him spread-  eagled.  Finally Laura turned to the two leather-hooded and bound males 

standing side by side  against the wall in their metal chastity devices. “I suppose you’d like 

me to take pity on you now,”  she said to them with the trace of a smile. “You’d like me to 

remove your cock locks and jack you  both off. Am I right, slaves?”  “Yes, Mistress,” they 

both replied through the mouth holes of their hoods, their voices  hoarse and laced with 

desperation.  Laura let out a dismissive snort. “Dream on,” she said. 










Chapter Thirty-six  

 

   Monika went into the bathroom and ran herself a bath, the hot water releasing mists 

of  steam into the air. She immersed herself in the soothing bath, closed her eyes and thought 

about  John Morton.  What an enigma the man was. She had taken an instant shine to him 

when she’d arrived at  his office as a potential client. Not only had she really liked the look of 

him – that handsome face,  those beautiful blue eyes, that lithe lean frame – he’d seemed a 

genuinely nice guy too, pleasant and  thoughtful.  As the meeting had progressed he’d been as 

courteous and friendly as he’d been at its out-  set but in a rather cool and distant sort of way. 

He’d been all business essentially. There had been  nothing in any way flirtatious in his 

manner. So she’d quickly concluded that he was someone who  never allowed the personal 

and professional to merge in his life. In fact she’d gone further than that  and assumed he was 

in a long-term relationship and hadn’t wanted to give out the wrong signals.  She had envied 

whatever lucky woman it was who had managed to snap up such a gorgeous man.  She’d 

taken some comfort from the thought that at that first meeting John had come across  as 

someone who was rather too self-contained and buttoned-up. They’d had their next meeting 

at  the home office she’d set up in her apartment and he’d given the exact same impression 

there too.  If they’d have got to know one another as well as she’d have ideally liked she 

could have seen her-  self getting increasingly put off by his uptight character.  But then she 

had decided she’d been well wide of the mark in that assessment of John, that  she had got the 

man all wrong. Because at the next meeting they’d had in his office – the one where  he’d 

been such a great help in improving her business plan – he’d come across as someone 

who  was thoroughly at ease with himself and comfortable in his own skin.  Maybe luck was 

on her side and John  was  available, she’d told herself. And when he had  given her the good 

news about her impending tax refund she’d jumped at the chance to take him  out for a drink 

and break the ice further. It had felt like the beginning of something, it really had.  And she 

hadn’t given a moment’s thought to the first date she was supposed to be going on 

that  evening.  But during the course of that drink together she had taken the opportunity to 

ask John  whether there was a significant other in his life and had found out there was, damn 

it! A feeling of  gloom had enfolded her every time she’d thought about it afterwards. So she 

had made herself not  think about it. No sense in regretting what might have been. And as for 

that first date, it had turned  out to amount to sod all – just by way of a change.  When it had 

come to the dinner to which she had promised to treat John when the tax  money materialised 

she’d had high hopes of a pleasant time with an exceptionally attractive and  charming man 

but nothing else. It had gone so well between them though that in the end she  hadn’t been 

able to resist telling him how much she fancied him. And he had told her he felt the  same 

way about her. More than that though – lo and behold – he’d said he and his lover were 

“tak-  ing some time out”.  Why in God’s name hadn’t she asked a few leading questions at 

that stage of the game in-  stead of rushing to get him into bed like her very life depended on 

it? Because immediately after  they had done the deed he’d clammed up, come over all 

reserved and withdrawn. And he had kept  his distance ever since too. It rankled with her. 

What was going on? Why the abrupt about-turn? She  had a meeting with him at his office in 

a couple of day’s time. So she’d take the opportunity then to  ask him what he thought he was 

playing at.  Monika climbed dripping out of the bathtub. The heat of the bathroom had 

steamed up the  mirror. With her finger she traced out John’s name before wiping over it 

irritably. Monika felt a  sharp stab of melancholy.  Fuck, she thought,  another prince who 

 turned out to be a frog. I could have  sworn I’d got it right this time.  










Chapter Thirty-seven 

 

    John was in his office, working online at the computer. He was carrying out some 

research  on current stock market trends, his eyes travelling expertly over the blinking screen. 

The phone rang  and he picked it up, pressing the handset to his ear.  “Hi John,” Suzanne said. 

“You have a session booked with me for later today, don’t you?”  “I do.”  “I don’t want you 

to eat anything between now and then,” she told him.  “Are you going to tell me why?” John 

asked.  “What do you think?” she said with a dry laugh.  “Going to keep me hanging, 

huh?”  “Interesting turn of phrase,” she said before ending the brief call. 




****    

 

John lay flat on his back on the floor of Suzanne’s dungeon with his head near the front 

of  the high-backed throne and his cock sticking up like a fleshy flagpole. His arms were held 

behind  him by a single-sleeve leather armbinder, and his ankles were buckled into leather 

cuffs that were  attached to a chain hanging from the dungeon ceiling all the way down to the 

floor.  Suzanne stood by the wall, one hand on the pulley that operated that particular chain. 

The  low-cut bra of the red latex corset she had on molded closely to her breasts, at the same 

time re-  vealing considerably more than a glimpse of her cleavage. She had nothing else on 

apart from the  other glossy red latex items she wore, which consisted of hold-up stockings 

and shoes with spiky-  sharp heels.  Her skin looked creamy and soft in contrast to the tight 

shiny latex she had on, and sexual  excitement was written in every contour of her lovely face. 

What she intended to do to John at this  session was clearly a big turn-on to her.  “A uniquely 

uplifting experience for you now, slave,” Suzanne announced. She slowly  winched the chain 

into the air, so that he hung from it upside down a few feet from the ground. His  shaft was 

sticking up, correction, down. Seeing him hanging there, helpless and totally vulnerable,  gave 

Suzanne a real thrill.  “I’ve literally turned your world upside down, haven’t I, slave?” she 

said as she strode over  to stand before him.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his heartbeat 

thudding loudly in his ears.  Suzanne had turned his world upside down metaphorically as 

well, he reflected. Both she  and Laura had. And he had no regrets too …apart, that is, from 

the unsuccessful experiment with  “normal” sex he’d tried with Monika. There was unfinished 

business there and he was rather dread-  ing his appointment with her in the office the day 

after tomorrow. But for God’s sake, he chided  himself; this was hardly the time or place to be 

having such thoughts...  As if to prove his point Suzanne sat down in the throne and spread 

her legs apart before his  gaze, revealing the softness of her inner thighs to him; revealing too 

the mouth of her glistening  wet vagina, a trickle of juice seeping from its depths. Slowly, 

sensuously, she slipped her hand  down the inside of her thigh in the direction of her 

sex.  “You enjoying the view, slave?” she asked unnecessarily.  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

gasped.  “I think I can make you enjoy it even more,” she declared. “In fact I’m certain I can.” 

She  moved her hand closer to her sex. Better still, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

panted.  Suzanne opened her thighs a little wider and let her fingers sink into her pussy. She 

moaned  softly as the tip of her index finger nudged against her clitoris and she began 

working it over the  sticky nub. Laura felt her sex contract around her fingers as she worked 

her clit in this way. Then  she brought her other hand into play as well, pressing against the 

juiced-up walls of her sex with  one hand and rubbing her swollen clit with the other.  “Even 

better, slave?” 

“Yes, Mistress.” His eyes were glued to her sex and what she was doing to it with her 

busy  fingers.  “You’ve done enough looking,” Suzanne decided, and stopped masturbating. “I 

want you to  do some work now.” She leaned forward on the edge of the throne and rocked 

him towards her by  the hair, pulling his body forward until his head was clamped between 

her knees.  “Worship my pussy with your mouth, slave,” she demanded, hooking her hand 

around the  back of his neck and pulling him onto her sex. Straightaway John brought his lips 

to her hot wet  labia. Suzanne felt an immediate wave of pleasure as his tongue probed at the 

mouth of her vagina.  “Concentrate on my clit,” she ordered. And John moved his tongue up 

the slit of her sex to  her clitoris. He flicked the tip of his tongue against the shiny nub and 

immediately felt Suzanne’s  body shudder. She moaned with desire as he began licking the 

little bud of pleasure hard, working  his tongue over it.  His erection was in front of Suzanne’s 

face, pre-cum fluid dripping from it onto his stom-  ach. “Don’t you dare come, slave,” she 

told him sternly. “And lick harder,” she added just before  taking his shaft into her 

mouth  John’s tongue worked faster over her clit as she sucked at his erection, the sensations 

of  arousal coursing through his body matching her physical arousal – with one exception. She 

could  climax any time she liked and he most definitely could not.  Fortunately for John, 

Suzanne was already on the edge of coming and decided to concen-  trate entirely on her own 

pleasure until she had. Extracting his pulsing erection from her mouth, she  leaned back on the 

throne and allowed pre-orgasmic pleasure to wash over her as John’s tongue  continued its 

relentless rhythm over her pussy.  “I’m coming,” she cried out before climaxing urgently in a 

surge of erotic delight. She threw  her head back, opened her mouth and gave a long low 

moan as her orgasm raced through her  body. Suzanne’s thighs were clamped around his head 

as she spasmed sticky juice across his lips  and chin.  When her body had started to relax, she 

sat up and opened her thighs, allowing John’s head  to swing away from her.  Suzanne stood 

up and pushed the throne back a short way. Then she strode towards the  rack of disciplinary 

implements, her red stilettos snapping against the hard floor.  John’s upside-down gaze 

followed her, his eyes feasting on the long shapely legs in the  glossy red latex stockings and 

on her glorious bare behind. Suzanne picked up a set of clover  clamps and when she returned 

stood directly in front of him, spreading her legs so he was staring  right up at her sex. His 

cock twitched in response, another tear of fluid forming at its slit and drip-  ping onto his 

stomach.  “You are not to come unless I say so,” she ordered. “Understood, slave?”  He raised 

his head to look at her face. “Yes, Mistress.”  She fixed her gaze directly onto his. “There will 

be serious consequences for you if you fail,”  she said, before running her hand down to his 

chest and attaching the clamps to his nipples. The  clover clamps pressed cruelly hard causing 

John to groan with pain and close his eyes.  “Keep your eyes open, slave,” she rasped.  John 

opened his eyes again.  Suzanne took hold of the chain between the clamps with her left hand 

and wrapped her right  hand around his shaft. She started to pull vigorously at his erection 

while yanking the nipple  clamps with her left. John’s body pulsed with sensation as he got 

ever closer to orgasm – the or-  gasm he knew full well was not permitted to him under any 

circumstances unless Suzanne allowed  it.  His eyes wild and his face creased with the effort 

of trying not to ejaculate, John desperately  tried to hold himself back. He hoped the pain of 

the nipple torture Suzanne was inflicting on him  would distract him from the pleasure he was 

experiencing from being masturbated by her so skil-  fully. But it did not, making it a great 

deal more intense instead.  Then Suzanne did something completely unexpected. She 

suddenly let go of his shaft and  the chain between the clamps and with both hands pulled the 

two nipple clamps off  simultaneously. The rush of blood flooding back to his pinched tissues 

was far more painful than  the clamps themselves had ever been.  Hot, brutal pain surged to 

his nipples, sending a jolt of sensation as shocking as a thun-  derbolt sparking from his 

punished chest to his aching shaft. At the same time Suzanne ordered,  “Come for me, 

slave.”  And he did, a guttural moan escaping his throat. As his orgasm raged, great white 

gobs of  semen escaped his cock and splattered down on the dungeon floor as well as onto his 

torso and  face.  Suzanne waited for John to stop breathing so heavily before asking him, 

“How was that for  you?”  “Great, mistress,” the upside-down slave replied, “absolutely 

great.” And there was no doubt  at all that he meant it. 










Chapter Thirty-eight  

John’s voice sounded over Laura’s intercom. She pressed the button to let him through 

the  entrance gate and went to the front door to greet him. The dominatrix was virtually naked, 

wearing  nothing but a minute black thong consisting of a tiny triangle of soft leather with thin 

elasticised  strips hitched to the top of her shapely hips.  “I thought I’d go for the nearly-nude 

look this time, slave,” she said, a sexy pout on her lips.  “Does it excite you?  “Very much so, 

Mistress,” he replied, admiring her voluptuous body in the insubstantial  scrap of 

material.  “So I see.” She eyed the bulge pressing against the front of his snug-fitting black 

jeans.  Laura took John to the living room where she got him to strip off, after which she took 

the  tumescent slave down the stairs to her dungeon. She entered it with him, leaving the door 

open.  “Stand under here, slave,” she instructed, pointing to a metal spreader bar with leather 

cuffs  at either end of it that hung from ceiling chains. She buckled the cuffs to his wrists 

before placing  another metal spreader bar on the floor and buckling its cuffs to his ankles so 

he was held upright  in a spread-eagled position.  “Very nice,” Laura purred as she stepped 

back to admire her handiwork.  She then took hold of a blindfold of soft black leather and 

wrapped it over John’s eyes be-  fore buckling it at the back of his head. It was as dark as 

night behind the blindfold and he could  not make out even a sliver of light.  Laura padded 

over to the rack where she selected a riding crop. When she came back, she  got behind John 

and raised the crop. The dominatrix brought it down full on his backside, making  the cheeks 

quiver and causing him to cry out loudly with pain.  “Silence, slave,” she demanded 

sharply.  Her second stroke was equally painful but John obediently stifled his cry of 

pain.  Laura put the riding crop down and rubbed his rear cheeks with the palm of her hand, 

feel-  ing the heat she’d created there so far.  “You’re actually wearing more than me, 

Laura.”  Suzanne’s voice came from the doorway, startling John. From what she’d just said 

she must  be completely naked, the blindfolded slave correctly surmised. He heard Suzanne 

close the door  behind her but didn’t hear her footfalls as she padded barefoot into the 

dungeon.  She stopped and took hold of the riding crop. “Mind if I pick up where you left off, 

Laura?”  she asked.  “Not at all,” she replied.  Suzanne ran the leather loop at the end of the 

crop up John’s leg and flicked it nonchalantly  against his rear cheeks before striking it 

against them with such force it made him yelp. In an in-  stant the crop landed across his 

backside again just as hard and he cried out noisily again.  “Shut the fuck up, slave,” 

demanded Laura. “I told you to keep silent before and the same  rule applies now that your 

other Mistress is chastising you. Yes, Suzanne?”  “Too right it does,” she agreed 

incisively.  Those last few words from the two women reminded John of how quickly they 

had recovered  their dominion over him after his brief loss of nerve. They’d reeled him back 

to them hook, line and  sinker. There could be no denying it.  Suzanne cut the riding crop 

across John’s backside again. He struggled against his bonds,  at the same time crying out 

loudly… inside his head.  Suzanne raised the crop and cracked it onto his rear once more. He 

cried out inside again,  his whole body squirming against his restraints.  “Want to take over 

again, Laura?” Suzanne asked, handing her the riding crop.  “Sure,” she said, immediately 

afterwards raising the crop and slashing it with considerable  force across his rear. John 

suppressed a further cry of pain, remaining completely silent.  Another blow fell, and another 

and another. He flinched with every one but uttered not a  solitary sound. 

Finally Laura stopped beating him, replaced the crop in the rack and returned. Suzanne 

then  removed John’s blindfold and told him, “We’ve got something for you to see now, 

slave.”  John watched as she slid her hand down Laura’s smooth white back until she got to 

her  shapely behind. Suzanne slowly pulled Laura’s black leather thong down and began to 

stroke the  cheeks of her backside. She continued softly stroking her skin with her fingers, 

gently caressing her.  John looked on excitedly, his cock harder than ever, as the two naked 

women climbed sinu-  ously onto the leather-covered bondage table and began kissing. It was 

an intensely sexual kiss,  their eyes melting into each other as they continued to lock mouths 

and embrace. Their breasts  pushed heatedly together as they explored one another’s mouths 

with their wet surging tongues.  Then Suzanne turned round on the bondage table. She 

positioned herself so she and Lau-  ra’s thighs were scissored together, their wet pussies 

rubbing up against each other excitingly.  Suzanne and Laura ground their glistening slits 

together, their naked bodies entwined, their thighs  quivering.  “I can go one-better than that,” 

Laura suddenly announced, “or should I say ‘two-better’?”  She got off the bondage table for 

a few moments and returned with a red silicone double dildo in  her hand.  John stared at it, 

feeling his erection pulse strongly. He watched Laura roll onto her back on  the bondage table, 

side by side with Suzanne – who watched too as one half of the length of the  double dildo 

disappeared between Laura’s pussy lips. Suzanne glanced over at John then and saw  how 

eagerly he was viewing what was happening right before his eyes.  The prospect of being 

penetrated by the other end of Laura’s double dildo created waves of  arousal in Suzanne’s 

sex and she spread her legs apart, her hand snaking down to stroke her cli-  toris. Switching 

her gaze to John again for a moment she saw his eyes follow the movement of her  hand 

hungrily. His body strained against his bonds, his erection throbbing and spitting out jets 

of  silvery pre-cum.  Laura rolled over on top of Suzanne, one half of the double dildo 

projecting from her sex.  She used her hand to position it at the mouth of Suzanne’s vagina 

and pushed forward. It felt deli-  cious to Suzanne. Not only had the dildo filled her pussy but 

she could feel Laura’s hot sticky labia  press against her own as she began to thrust her hips 

back and forth. Laura bucked her hips, grip-  ping the dildo with her own vagina so she could 

pull it back out of Suzanne before plunging it for-  ward once more.  “Let’s scissor again,” 

Laura said. With the double dildo still buried in both their sexes, she  rolled them onto their 

sides. She began shifting herself backwards, sliding one leg under Suzanne’s  body and the 

other over the top. Soon their heads were at opposite ends of the bondage table again  – their 

legs splayed apart, their sexes crushed together at the apex of their thighs.  “That feels 

amazing,” Suzanne gasped. Not only was her half of the double dildo in her  body, spreading 

her labia apart, but her clitoris was hard up against Laura’s and the two nubs of  pleasure were 

pulsing wildly.  Then it happened: a delirious mutual orgasm. Suzanne’s undulating body 

suddenly shook  with orgasmic tremors, as the hot dildo penetration and pussy friction built to 

boiling point and be-  yond. At the same time Laura trembled without control as she too 

spiralled into erotic ecstasy, all  her senses quivering.  Eventually their mutual orgasms ended 

and Suzanne turned to look at John again. He was  pulling his arms and legs against the 

leather cuffs holding him to the spreader bars, every tendon  and sinew straining against them. 

His throbbing erection was spitting out pre-cum even more  rapidly and it could not have been 

clearer that he was aching desperately for release.  “Come for us, slave,” Suzanne 

demanded… At which command John’s face creased into a  rictus of ecstasy, his spread-

eagled body shuddered and shook in its bondage, and he ejaculated  voluminously. He threw 

his head back, thrust himself out against his bonds over and over as his  climax shuddered on. 

Then he slumped forward, every muscle relaxed, his head hanging low.  “That was 

impressive, slave,” Laura said. “You’re  impressive.”  “I agree,” added Suzanne with a smirk, 

looking at the line of his milky white semen deco-  rating the dungeon floor. “You’ve 

certainly come a long way.” 










Chapter Thirty-nine  

 

   John was behind his desk and Monika was seated opposite him. Both of them were 

dis-  tinctly on edge, the tension between them palpable. They sat in strained silence for a few 

moments  before Monika said, “I’ve got an idea for my business I’d like to pass by you. But 

before we get to  that I think we ought to talk about the elephant in the room, don’t you?”  He 

licked his lips nervously. “I…”  “Well, don’t you?” she said, gazing at him intently.  John met 

her eyes. “I do,” he replied, wondering exactly what he was in for here. “No sense  putting it 

off, I guess,” he added, struggling to keep his voice calm.  Monika took a deep breath and 

said, “The last time we met you told me you and your lover  were taking some time out. 

Right?”  He fidgeted with his hands. “Right.”  “One thing quickly led to another,” she went 

on, “and you and I ended up in bed together.  After that …nothing. I take it you’re back 

together with your other half. Is that so?”  I’m back together with my other two thirds 

 actually, he felt like saying. “It is,” he replied.  A pause. “Is that it, all you’ve got to say?” she said. “I thought you might offer more of an  explanation.”  John let out a sigh. “What’s the 

point, Monika? Least said, soonest mended, don’t you  think?”  “Not in this case,” she replied. 

“There’s a strong spark between us, a real chemistry. You  know that as well as I do, John. 

That’s why, before I give up the ghost entirely, I need to be satisfied  that I don’t have any 

sort of romantic future with you. So, what’s the deal with this other woman? Is  she the love 

of your life? If that’s the case you’ll hear no more from me on the matter. Or do you  have one 

of those on-again, off-again relationships with her that might give me hope?”  “I don’t know 

what to tell you,” he said lamely, looking more uncomfortable than ever.  “How about the 

truth?”  The truth,” he replied, “is…ehh…complicated.”  “Meaning what?”  John didn’t 

immediately respond. He could feel sweat inching down his spine.  “Meaning what?” she 

repeated.  “If I tell you,” he said, “can I count on your discretion?”  “You can,” Monika 

replied. “But I’m a little insulted you should feel you have to ask.”  “Sorry,” John said. “I’m 

making rather a mess of this, I’m afraid.”  A faint smile twitched her lips. “You’re forgiven. 

So, about this lover of yours?”  “Lovers actually,” John muttered almost to himself.  “Whoa, 

what?” Monika said, nonplussed. “What was that?”  “Lovers, I said,” he replied quietly. 

“There are two of them.”  Monika looked incredulous. “Two women? A man and a woman? 

What?”  “Two women,” he said. “Suzanne and Laura.”  “You’re in some sort of ménage a 

trois with them?”  John put a hand to the neck of his shirt and loosened his tie. “That’s 

right.”  “Do the two women live together?”  “No they don’t,” he replied, “but they are 

exceptionally close.”  “And do you seriously think this ménage a trois you have with Suzanne 

and Laura is going  to last?” Monika asked, her face fixed on his. “As I’m sure you’re aware, 

relationships of that kind  aren’t exactly noted for their longevity.”  “I honestly don’t know 

whether it’ll last,” John admitted. “There’s a lot that binds us to-  gether though, I will say 

that.”  Her gaze continued to hold him fast. “Like what?”  John took a moment to respond, the 

color rising in his cheeks. “I don’t think you’ll want to  hear this bit,” he said.  “Let me be the 

judge of that,” she insisted. 

“Suzanne and Laura are both sexually dominant,” John replied. “And…”  “And what?”  “I am 

submissive to them.”  “Because you’re – what? – a sexual masochist or something?”  John 

nodded. “Yeah.”  “Are they very good at dominating you?” she asked. “I suppose they must 

be.”  John paused before answering. “They ought to be. They both do it for a living – an 

extremely  lucrative living, I might add, because they charge a bomb.”  Another incredulous 

look. “What, they’re professional dominatrixes, you mean?”  “That’s right.”  “So, you pay for 

their expensive services?” she went on. “Is that what you’re telling me?”  “No I’m not,” he 

assured her levelly. “Neither of them has ever charged me a thing.”  “You’re in a 

sadomasochistic relationship with them, though,” she said. “Is that what’s  going on 

here?”  John nodded. “A sadomasochistic relationship, yes.”  “And are they very 

sadistic?”  “They are,” he said, adding bluntly, “and I am very masochistic.”  Monika 

clenched her teeth and looked directly at him. “So, your one-night stand with me  was…?” 

She waved her hand across the desk between them  “A dreadful lapse of judgement on my 

part,” John said, his voice catching. “God, I’m so  sorry, Monika. I feel…mortified. I wish I 

could crawl under the nearest stone.”  Monika gazed thoughtfully at him for a moment. She 

didn’t think she’d ever seen anyone  look so abject. “Apology accepted,” she said, her voice 

calm. “What’s done is done. I know you  didn’t mean it to turn out the way it did.” A pause. 

“Anything else you’d like to add?”  “I think that’s more than enough about my bizarre love 

life, don’t you?”  “I do,” Monika said in that same calm voice. “Thank you for your 

honesty.”  “You deserve nothing less,” he replied quietly.  There was another pause. “This has 

been one of the strangest conversations I’ve ever had,”  Monika then said, adding, “No, check 

that. It’s been  the  strangest conversation I’ve ever had. And  the funny thing, John, is that it’s about to get even stranger.”  “Impossible surely,” he replied sardonically.  “Do you want to 

hear what I’ve got to say or not?” She smiled, looking into his kind blue  eyes.  “Go on then,” 

John urged her.  “You know I said at the beginning of our meeting that I had an idea for my 

business that I  wanted to pass by you?” she said  “Yeah.”  “It happens to be this,” she went 

on. “I’m determined to make my next fashion collection re-  ally stick out from the crowd and 

propose to do that by featuring some seriously sexy latex clothing  in it. What do you 

think?”  “Off the top of my head, I’d say it sounds like an excellent way of achieving the 

desired ef-  fect,” he replied.  “Trouble is it’s not a material I’ve ever worked with before and 

I could screw up if I’m not  careful,” she said. “One of the things I need to do to be confident 

of getting my designs right is to  get some user perspective on that type of clothing,”  “Makes 

sense,” said John.  “I don’t suppose either Suzanne or Laura is into latex, are they?”  “Both of 

them are, now you mention it,” he said. “It kind of goes with the territory in their  line of 

work.”  “Do you think one of them might be prepared to give me a couple of hours or so of 

her  time?” she asked. “I’d pay her of course.”  “Not necessary, I’m sure,” John replied.  “But 

you could get one of them to agree to see me?”  He looked affectionately at Monika. “I think 

so, yes,” he said. “It’s the least I can do for you  under the circumstances.” 










Chapter Forty 

 

    Suzanne and Monika stood together in Suzanne’s special “fetish” dressing room, which 

had  a large walk-in wardrobe covering one of its walls. This contained a whole variety of 

latex and  leather items that included catsuits, leggings, miniskirts, minidresses, bustiers, and 

hot-pants.  There were also uniforms, hats, caps, coats, jackets, and capes. In addition there 

were various  items of lingerie, and row upon row of stiletto-heeled boots and shoes. Knowing 

what their meeting  was going to be about, Suzanne had decked herself out in a skin-tight 

catsuit of purple rubber latex.  “You look great in that outfit,” Monika told her, admiring the 

way the shiny catsuit clung  sensuously to Suzanne’s body, stretching tight across her breasts 

and thighs. The outfit outlined  her curvaceous figure beautifully, clothing it in a sensual 

second skin, and was finished off by  sharp-heeled purple latex ankle boots.  “Glad you 

approve.” Suzanne smiled.  “Thank you for agreeing to see me and give me the benefit of 

your advice on latex clothing,”  Monika went on. “I needed to talk to someone who’s used to 

wearing it, as you know, and if you  don’t come into that category nobody does. What a 

superb collection!” She gestured in the direc-  tion of the open wardrobe and its abundant 

contents.  “My pride and joy,” said Suzanne.  “Anyway, I really appreciate you seeing me,” 

Monika said. “It’s very good of you.”  Suzanne gave a half shrug, smiled again. “Think 

nothing of it. I’m happy to help.” She point-  ed to some black latex clothing – a minidress 

and a pair of stockings – laid out neatly on a towel on  top of a table. There was also a tin of 

talcum powder on the towel. On the floor, set together be-  neath the table, was a pair of shiny 

black stiletto-heeled shoes.  “You told me you’ve never worn latex clothing yourself before,” 

said Suzanne. “So that’s the  first thing we need to address. You know you can’t wear 

anything under it, don’t you?”  “Yes, I do.”  “Which means?”  “That I need to strip off all my 

clothes.”  “Correct.”  “No problem,” Monika said without batting an eyelid, and was soon as 

naked as nature in-  tended.  Suzanne let her gaze travel over Monika’s nude body, allowing it 

to linger on her firm high  breasts and smooth white thighs.  Good lord, she’s stunning, 

thought Suzanne. She could well under-  stand what John had seen in this luscious young 

blonde.  “Latex clothing’s quite difficult to get on if you don’t know what you’re doing, but 

surpris-  ingly easy if you do,” Suzanne said. “You can use a silicone-based lubricant to ease 

the process. Al-  ternatively, you can use the method I personally favor,” she added, starting 

to turn the items of  clothing inside out, “which is talcum powder.”  After generously dusting 

talc onto the inside of both the black latex stockings, she said, “Put  them on please, Monika. 

And take your time about it – you don’t want to tear the material.”  “OK,” she replied, and 

pulled the stockings on one after the other, slowly and sensuously.  They were soft and shiny, 

slipping smoothly over her flesh, and so close-fitting they pressed  tight against the skin. It 

was a very sensual feeling, thought Monika. She delighted in the smooth  feel of the latex 

stockings against her legs and the way their tops clung to her creamy white thighs.  “Put on 

the shoes next if you would please,” Suzanne said. “I think you’ll find them a com-  fortable 

fit.”  “They are comfortable,” Monika confirmed when she’d put them on. She added, “The 

bot-  tom half of the outfit feels great, I must say.”  “It looks it too,” Suzanne replied, her eyes 

drinking in her guest’s lovely body: the skin so  pale compared to the shiny blackness that 

sheathed her legs; the stocking tops tight against her  thighs, her flesh bulging slightly against 

the rubber latex; the way the sharp stiletto-heeled shoes  accentuated both the length of her 

legs and the elegant turn of her ankles.  Next Suzanne powdered the interior of the glossy 

black minidress, which had spaghetti   

straps and was extremely short. She handed it to Monika who squeezed into it. It was so tight 

it re-  vealed the tips of her nipples. It was also barely thigh-length, so short it only just 

covered the  smoothness of her mound.  “Why don’t you have a look at yourself in the 

mirror,” Suzanne suggested.  Monika stood in front of the full-length wall mirror, staring at 

the reflection of herself and  liking what she saw. She ran her hands over the clingy black 

micro-minidress, her fingers lingering  on the latex, brushing it, feeling it, as she posed 

seductively for herself in the mirror.  “Why not try this too,” suggested Suzanne. She handed 

Monika a black latex military-style  peak cap, which she put on.  “Completes the combo 

perfectly,” Suzanne declared.  “Do I look like a dominatrix?” Monika asked, continuing to 

admire herself in the mirror.  “You certainly do,” Suzanne said.  “On the subject of which…” 

Monika turned towards her and their eyes met.  A silence. “What is it you want to say?” 

Suzanne asked. “Why are you hesitating?”  “Because I’ve got something else I wanted to ask 

of you,” she replied. “And it’s a real biggie  this time.”  “I think I already know what it is,” 

Suzanne said. “You want me to teach you how to more  than just  look  the part of a 

dominatrix, don’t you?”  “Am I that transparent to you, Suzanne?” Monika asked. “Am I such 

an open book?”  “You are, my dear,” she replied. “John’s such a sweet and gentle man, isn’t 

he, and  so  hand-  some,  so  sexy?”  “He’s adorable,” Monika replied.  “And you’re seriously smitten.”  “I am, yes,” she half whispered.  “That’s understandable.”  Monika’s breath hitched 

when she went on to say, “The sixty four thousand dollar question  is whether either you or 

Laura feels the same way about him.”  “No we don’t,” Suzanne replied. “We’re both in lust 

with John – and who can blame us? –  but neither of us is in love with him.”  “Thank 

goodness for that,” Monika said, letting out a sigh of relief. She paused for a mo-  ment, a 

worried look on her face. “Do you think I’m being very manipulative, Suzanne?”  “Very 

determined, more like,” she responded. “I like that about you. In fact I like everything  about 

you – that I’ve seen so far at any rate.”  “And you’ll help me?”  Suzanne gave her a nod. “I’ll 

help you,” she said. “And so will Laura, I’m sure of it.”  “That’s fantastic.” There was a big 

smile on Monika’s face and her eyes were shining bright-  ly. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank 

you.”  “How much of your time can you give us over the next few weeks?” Suzanne 

asked.  “As much as you can afford to give me and that you think I need,” Monika 

replied.  “But you’ve a company to run,” Suzanne pointed out.  Monika shrugged her 

shoulders. “Yeah, one I own, which gives me all the flexibility I need  when it comes down to 

it. And, hell, this is incredibly important to me. I can’t emphasise that  enough. I’m sure we 

can work something out.”  “Let’s you, me and Laura get our heads together and do just that,” 

said Suzanne. And that’s  what they did. 










Chapter Forty-one  

 

    Three weeks later   Laura and Monika were sitting in leather armchairs across from one 

another in Laura’s living  room. The two women looked off-the-scale erotic in the identical 

slinky black latex outfits they had  on. They consisted of knee-length boots with pointed toes 

and sharp stiletto heels, and spray-on-  tight dresses. Their nipples stuck out noticeably 

beneath the tight latex of the dresses, which were  also ultra-short.  They were discussing the 

crash course on being a dominatrix Suzanne and Laura had been  giving Monika over the 

preceding three weeks. They’d taught her about which disciplinary imple-  ments work for 

different forms of chastisement, where on the body it was safe to strike and where it  wasn’t, 

how to use the various items of dungeon equipment, and so much more  “You and Suzanne 

have taught me such a lot these last few weeks,” Monika said, “and let-  ting me observe you 

at work and participate too in the way you have has been especially enlight-  ening and useful. 

You both insist you don’t want to be paid for any of this either. I’m overwhelmed.  You two 

are amazing.”  “We like to think so,” Laura replied with a straight face. “Are you pleased with 

the metal  cuffs and other items we picked out for you at that fetish store – the cane and 

paddle and so on?”  “Very pleased,” Monika confirmed.  “You’re an exceptionally quick 

learner and have been a pleasure to teach from day one,”  Laura said. “Suzanne and I both 

agree on that. She’d have loved to have been here today to tell you  herself but something 

urgent cropped up at the last moment.”  Monika looked concerned. “Nothing serious, I 

hope.”  “No, nothing like that,” Laura assured her. “She lost a filling in one of her back teeth, 

which  exposed a nerve. She’s got dreadful toothache and has booked herself into the dentist 

for an urgent  appointment. It’s a real shame she can’t be here though because we’d decided 

that today was defi-  nitely the day and had got everything all set up.”  Monika gazed at Laura 

enquiringly, her lips slightly parted. “For what?”  “For you to be tested.”  “In what 

way?”  “You’re going to be allowed to dominate and discipline one of our slaves entirely on 

your  own,” Laura replied. “The slave we’ve selected for this purpose is waiting in the 

dungeon, locked in  the cage, even as we speak.”  Monika’s eyes glittered. “I can’t wait,” she 

enthused.  “Let’s go then,” Laura replied, and the two women got to their feet.  Monika 

followed Laura out of the living room and down the passage, and they descended  the 

staircase to the dungeon. Laura turned the handle of its heavy door and opened it, making 

way  for Monika to enter first.  The cage was in the far corner of the dungeon and inside it 

was the slave Laura had told  Monika about. Naked and on his hands and knees behind its 

metal bars, he had on a black leather  hood with holes for the eyes, nostrils and mouth. The 

slave had an athletic frame and his pale skin  glistened in the dim light of the dungeon. His 

backside was taut and curved and his long thick shaft  rock-hard.  Laura and Monika walked 

up to the cage, both of them gazing down at him. “This is Mis-  tress Monika, slave,” Laura 

said. “You are to do everything she demands of you, understood?”  “Yes, Mistress,” the man 

replied through the mouth hole of his leather hood.  Laura stooped down and released the 

padlock to the cage and turned to Monika who gave  her a go-ahead wave and said, “He’s all 

yours.”  Monika opened the door of the cage. “Crawl out, slave,” she demanded. “Keep 

crawling  until I tell you otherwise.”  After he’d crawled several feet Monika told him to stop. 

She started to walk slowly around  the slave, circling him menacingly. “I’m about to give you 

a beating you won’t forget in a hurry,” she  said, and then paused for further effect. “Got that, 

slave?” 

“Got that, Mistress,” the slave whispered urgently, his chest heaving. He gazed at her  through 

the eye holes of his hood with a mixture of fear and excitement.  Monika went over to the 

rack of disciplinary implements where she picked out a leather  whip. Brandishing it in her 

hand, she advanced towards the hooded slave. She planted each step  down so the stiletto 

heels of her shiny black latex boots clicked against the hard floor of the dun-  geon in a sharp 

report.  “Wait for it, slave,” she said, standing behind him.  And he did. He waited. And he 

waited. Seconds passed. A minute. Another few seconds.  Then he waited no more as the first 

stroke of the whip came whistling down on his backside, land-  ing with a snap of leather 

against flesh. The blow was so harsh it caused him to scream in pain.  “Dear-oh-dear, I can’t 

have you making a row like that, slave,” Monika said, putting the whip  down. She went over 

to the rack and picked out a red rubber ball gag, which she went on to buckled  tightly behind 

his head.  She picked up the whip again and delivered a succession of further harsh strokes to 

his rear,  each lash whistling noisily through the air before snapping down hard against the 

skin.  And so it continued. The leather-hooded slave felt the harsh sting of the whip time and 

time  again, its swish through the air exploding on each occasion into fierce contact with his 

naked flesh.  Monika swung the whip through the air faster and faster, laying into him so 

ferociously now that  each stroke made him jump and shudder. He was trembling 

uncontrollably with great pain – and  great pleasure too as evidenced by his erection, which 

was now throbbing fit to burst.  When Monika finally stopped beating him the slave’s 

backside was covered with numerous  livid marks, the imprints the strands of the leather whip 

had left on him continuing to burn into his  flesh. Monika went over to the rack, replaced the 

whip, and strode back across the dungeon to-  wards him.  “Desperate for sexual release, 

slave?” she asked.  The hooded slave nodded frantically, gasping into his ball gag.  “But will I 

permit it?” she said after a long pause. “That is the question.”  Monika turned her back on 

him. “Follow me on your hands and knees, slave,” she ordered,  and he followed obediently at 

her heel.  Monika stopped near the cage and turned towards him. “Stay, slave,” she ordered 

sharply,  and he did.  “No need for this any longer,” she announced, reaching down to 

unbuckle and remove his  ball gag, which was dripping with saliva.  “Get inside the cage, 

slave, while I consider whether or not to allow you to climax,” Monika  ordered. She opened 

the entrance to the cage and he crawled in. When she’d shut him inside he  turned to look at 

her.  “I want you to masturbate now, slave,” she told him. “But whether I actually allow you 

to  come still remains to be seen. Understood?”  “Understood, Mistress,” he gasped through 

the mouth hole of his hood before wrapping his  fingers tightly around the length of his 

erection. The shape of its thick veins pulsed beneath his fin-  gertips as he began to squeeze 

and stroke it. He brought his hand up from the base to the swelling  of its head and back 

again, masturbating in a slow steady rhythm that, much though he wished  otherwise, could 

not prevent his arousal from escalating even more.  The slave carried on pulling slowly on the 

length of his stiffness as it throbbed and flexed in  his hand. His shaft was so urgent by now 

that pre-cum moistness leaked from its tip constantly and  it took every ounce of willpower he 

possessed for him not to ejaculate.  Then – “Come for me, slave,” Monika ordered, and 

immediately his cock gushed thick wads  of semen onto the floor of the cage. His breathing 

was ragged and his body was trembling all over.  Monika looked down at the leather-hooded 

slave. “Lick all that up and swallow it,” she or-  dered, pointing to the semen smearing the 

floor in front of him.  His breathing was still uneven and his body continued to tremble. “Yes, 

Mistress,” he  replied, and immediately got on with what he’d been tasked to do.  Monika 

turned to Laura at that point, her face breaking into a smile. “How did I do?” she  asked.  “Put 

it this way.” Laura smiled back. “John is certainly in for a big surprise.” 










Chapter Forty-two 

 

    John got out of the black cab and paid the driver through the open window. The 

detached  three-storey Victorian house to which the taxi had delivered him had been 

converted into apart-  ments and the one on the first floor was Monika’s. When she’d booked 

the meeting with John she’d  said she wanted to have it there again rather than at his 

office.  He pressed the button next to Monika’s name on the metal panel by the main 

entrance  door. Seconds later the intercom crackled and a tinny version of Monika’s voice 

said, “Who is it  please?”  “John Morton,” he replied, holding the button. “I’m here for our 

meeting.”  A pause. “Come on up,” she said. There was a buzz and the lock on the door 

clicked open.  John made for the staircase, walked up to the first floor and went along a brief 

corridor at the  end of which was the front door to Monika’s apartment. He pressed its 

doorbell and she quickly  opened the door and let him in. When John saw what she was 

wearing his heart nearly leaped out of  his chest.  “It’s one of the latex creations I’ve been 

working on since we last met,” Monika said brightly.  “You like it?”  “I love it,” he said 

excitedly, “and I love you in it.”  He thought Monika looked ravishing in the red latex dress 

she had on. It was skin-tight and  extremely short, barely skirting her thighs. She also wore a 

tight fitting pair of tall boots of red latex  with stiletto heels and toe caps that tapered to 

points.  John gazed in amazement and lustful awe at Monika’s magnificent latex-clad body, 

admiring  the swollen perfection of her breasts, her distended nipples pressing against their 

shiny second-  skin covering; admiring too her long shapely legs in those stiletto-heeled boots. 

His cock stiffened  beneath his trousers, pulsing with a hot insistent throb.  “I take it your visit 

to see Suzanne proved successful,” he said, managing with difficulty to  maintain some 

semblance of composure. “I asked her about it but she was pretty close-mouthed in  her 

response.”  “My visit to Suzanne and the time I’ve spent since with both her  and  with Laura 

has been  nothing less than life-changing for me,” she said, her dark eyes shining. She paused. 

“I feel like I’ve  finally grown into the true me.”  “How do you mean?” he asked, 

intrigued.  “I’ll demonstrate,” she said, adding quickly in a stern voice, “On your knees, 

slave.”  John looked at her, wide-eyed. “Huh?”  She suddenly slapped his face hard causing 

him to reel back, his cheek on fire.  “Are you deaf or something, slave?” she said, giving him 

a withering look. “On your knees, I  said. Oh, and something else,” she added. “Address me 

as ‘Mistress’.”  “Yes, Mistress,” John replied, his voice trembling. His whole body seemed to 

quiver too and  the bulge that had formed in his trousers jerked as he sank to his knees, 

stunned.  “Lick my boots,” Monika said, and he lowered his head submissively to lick the 

shiny sur-  face of first one and then the other of her tall red latex boots.  After a while she 

pulled the boots away from him. “Stand up again and strip off every stitch  of your clothing, 

slave,” she demanded.  John obediently did as he’d been told, getting shakily to his feet and 

removing all his  clothes. When he was standing naked before her, his shaft steely-hard, she 

pointed to an open  door. “That’s my bedroom, slave,” she informed him. “Get back onto your 

knees and crawl in there  on all fours.”  Monika followed him into the bedroom, shutting the 

door behind her. “Stop crawling but re-  main on your hands and knees, slave,” she 

said.  “Yes, Mistress,” John replied, doing as he’d been told. His heart was pumping overtime 

and  his breathing was spasmodic. His erection throbbed and oozed a rivulet of pre-

cum.  Monika moved to the front of him and he looked up at her, his submissive blue eyes 

glazed  with anticipation. “I want to punish you soon,” she announced, a cruel grin lighting up 

her face. 

“You want that too, slave, don’t you?”  “Yes, Mistress,” John replied in a tremulous 

voice.  “But before that I require something else of you,” she said, sitting at the foot of the 

bed.  “Crawl forward, slave.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, and immediately began to do as 

she’d instructed.  At the same time Monika lay back, spreading her thighs apart so he had a 

good view of her  naked sex. “Worship my pussy with your mouth, slave,” she 

commanded.  John straightaway shifted further forward to do her bidding. He lapped at her 

clitoris, his  tongue wiggling over the aching pearl. He started pushing in further, his tongue 

darting between  her soaked pussy lips and pressing deeper inside her. Monika squirmed, 

moving hard onto the  mouth clamped between her thighs.  John probed with his sinuous 

tongue, making it dart slickly over her pussy as he lapped at  her love juice. He kept on 

pressing his tongue as far into her sex as it would go, probing and prod-  ding hot and hard 

and making her pussy gush even more. Very soon an orgasm overwhelmed  Monika with its 

full force and she trembled convulsively as it shuddered through her.  Having allowed herself 

a few moments to let her orgasm ebb away, Monika told John to  move his lips from her sex 

and to kneel upright. She then moved off the bed, telling John to get  onto it instead and to lie 

face down with his arms behind his back and his legs together. Once he  had done this she 

went to a chest of drawers, opened one, and pulled out two sets of metal cuffs.  She snapped 

the cuffs around John’s wrists and ankles before reaching into the drawer  again and pulling 

out a thick red leather paddle. Monika raised the implement and brought it down  on his 

backside. He felt its burning sting as his shaft throbbed against the mattress. Monika went  on 

to deliver a further burst of strikes, bringing the paddle down flatly each time against his 

flesh.  She paddled John’s behind unrelentingly until it was a glowing, fiery red and the pain 

he was experi-  encing was so acute he’d begun to shiver uncontrollably. Then she stopped all 

of a sudden.  Having put the paddle aside, Monika removed the metal cuffs from John’s wrists 

and an-  kles. Reaching into the drawer once more, she took hold of a bamboo cane, and 

ordered John to get  onto his hands and knees on the floor again. She informed him that as 

soon as he’d done that she  was going to cane him – and cane him harshly.  She meant what 

she said.  The minute John was in position Monika swished the cane down on his backside. 

And he  shuddered at the ferocity of the attack, his face distorted by the pain. She struck again 

and he felt  the stinging pain spread as the distinct impression of the cane deepened, etching in 

a line of red on  the skin. Monika proceeded to let loose a succession of further fierce strokes, 

leaving many more  deep red lines.  She paused for a moment. “Masturbate hard, slave,” she 

directed, adding, “but be very  clear: you may only come if you beg me for permission and I 

grant it.”  John began masturbating in the vigorous manner Monika required of him. She 

brought  down the cane again harder than ever against his striped flesh, its impact a pure 

scarlet spear of  pain. She carried on administering a severe beating to his backside with the 

thin wooden imple-  ment, her arm flashing up and down. And as she did so John, breathing 

heavily with the pleasure-  pain jolting through him, masturbated hard.  “Do it faster, slave,” 

Monika demanded.  “Yes, Mistress,” John panted.  He stroked himself more and more 

quickly, his heart racing, his breath coming in shallow  rasps. After suffering even more 

punishing stripes from the cane and stroking himself ever faster,  John gasped out desperately, 

“Permission to come, Mistress.”  “Sorry, I didn’t quite catch that, slave,” Monika 

taunted.  “Permission to come, Mistress,” he repeated, his voice rough, jagged. He sounded 

what he  was: absolutely frantic.  “Permission granted,” Monika replied. And with a strangled 

cry he climaxed violently, gush-  ing out a deluge of warm semen.  John was trembling, 

vibrating with aftershock. “That was out of this world, Mistress,” he  said, the words slipping 

out of him in a shaky voice. “You’re a ... a…”  “Force of nature?” she suggested.  “Goddess,” 

he said. 










Chapter Forty-three  

 

   “Not bad for a novice dominatrix, don’t you think?” Monika said by way of a greeting 

when  she phoned John the next day.  He beamed into the receiver. “In the sense that 

Rembrandt wasn’t bad for a painter.”  “Do you think it calls for another celebratory dinner at 

Tristan’s tonight?”  “Definitely.”  “Good,” she said, “because it’s already booked.”  “Right,” 

he said. “Mind if I pay this time?”  “That’s fine by me,” she replied. “I’ll drive over to your 

place this evening and pick you up  around eight.” 




****   

 

At five to eight a sharp buzz broke the silence of John’s apartment. He got to his feet 

and  went to the panel by the front door to respond. “Hello.”  “It’s Monika,” she said.  “I’ll be 

right down,” he replied.  John put on his suit jacket, straightened his tie, locked the front door 

and descended in the  lift to the ground floor. When he opened the main entrance door 

Monika was waiting on the pave-  ment outside. She wore black leather stilettos and a slinky 

indigo-blue dress with a V-neck and a  short hem. The dress pushed her breasts into an 

alluring cleavage and clung tightly to her narrow  waist and shapely thighs.  “Hi Monika,” 

John said. “I really like the dress.”  “Do you like it as much as the one I had on when you 

came to my apartment?”  “I wouldn’t go that far,” he said with a grin. “It would be 

impossible. Is it another of your  creations though?”  “Yes it is.”  “It’s another winner too,” he 

pronounced.  “Thank you,” she replied. There was a pause. “Are you hungry?”  John nodded. 

“I am.”  “Me too,” she said. “Let’s get going.”  “Where’s your car?”  “Just over there.” She 

gestured towards a kerbside space a little way down the road where  her gray hatch-back was 

parallel parked.  They walked over to the vehicle, the traffic on the road rumbling beside 

them. When Monika  had unlocked the car she got into the driving seat and John opened the 

passenger door and sat next  to her. Once they’d each clicked their seatbelts into place she 

started the engine and pulled away.  Monika glanced at John. “Did you not even have an 

inkling about what Suzanne, Laura and I  were up to over the last few weeks?” she 

asked.  “No,” John replied, turning to look at her. “Yesterday was like a bolt out of the blue to 

me –  but in the best possible way.”  “Suzanne and Laura have been an incredible inspiration 

to me,” Monika said. “They’ve been  fantastic: remarkably generous, helpful and patient. It 

was very clever the way they organized it too –  a real case of killing two birds with one 

stone.”  He looked over at her quizzically. “How’d you mean?”  “They had me attending 

disciplinary sessions with their clients – their slaves,” she started to  explain, “introducing me 

to them as ‘Mistress Monika’. For every session I attended with Suzanne  or Laura I wore a 

different latex outfit loaned to me for the occasion by one or the other of them. I  then 

carefully observed how they went about dominating and disciplining those guys. The latex 

out-  fits gave me lots of inspiration for my new fashion line, I can tell you, while watching 

Suzanne and  Laura in action gave me lots of inspiration for…all sorts of things.”  “Heady 

stuff,” John remarked.  “It was,” she agreed. “This whole experience has been – is being – a 

personal voyage of   

discovery for me and I feel I understand myself a great deal better now than I used to.”  “I 

know exactly what you mean,” John said, turning in his seat to look at her again as 

she  continued to weave the car through the evening traffic. “The boot has been very much on 

the other  foot in my case, needless to say, but I’ve been through a very similar process with 

them.”  “I totally get that,” Monika said. “And actually things started to fall into place for me 

when  you told me about your sexual submissiveness and masochism. I found your revelations 

chimed  with something in my own nature I’d only recently begun to recognise. I always 

realised I was a real  alpha woman. I’ve recently come to understand that when it comes to 

sex I’m an awful lot more  than that. I’d just been sublimating something that’s an instinctive 

part of me. And when it came to  bringing it all to the surface who better for the task than 

Suzanne and Laura?”  “Who indeed,” agreed John.  “They deserve a medal as far as I’m 

concerned,” Monika said, casting a brief sidelong glance  at him before returning her eyes to 

the road. “The two of them have been wonderful at training me  in the art of erotic 

domination. It’s been a real crash course, very intense, very productive too. With  the benefit 

of their skilled guidance I’ve already learned a lot of the practical things about safe 

domi-  nation: how to use a variety of whips, paddles, canes and clamps; about the different 

types of  bondage such as rope, cuffs, chains, spreader bars, all that good stuff.”  “They taught 

you very well, I’m sure,” John said.  “They certainly did,” Monika replied, keeping her eyes 

on the road. “I loved learning it all  too, soaking it up like blotting paper. And in the process I 

got thoroughly into the whole ‘total  power exchange’ dynamic. I find the transfer of power 

from slave to Mistress in that way fascinating  and extraordinarily erotic. Once I saw how 

Suzanne and Laura made it work,” she added, pulling the  car up at some traffic lights, “I 

found myself dying to be more than merely an observer.”  “Did Suzanne and Laura let you 

loose on any of their slaves?” John asked.  “Yes they did,” Monika replied. “They allowed me 

to help out in disciplinary scenarios on  quite a number of occasions and generally get the 

hang of things.” The lights changed and she  pressed her foot down. “When Suzanne and 

Laura thought I was ready I was allowed to discipline  one of their slaves entirely on my own. 

They were both supposed to be in attendance to observe my  efforts. But Suzanne wasn’t able 

to be there because of unforeseen circumstances, which came up  at the last minute. It was 

nothing to worry about, I hasten to add – just one of those things.”  “That’s a relief,” John 

said. He paused, intrigued. “Which slave was it you disciplined, do  you know?”  “Someone 

called Mel, Laura told me after the event.”  John smiled. “The ever amenable Mel,” he 

remarked sardonically.  “Sounds like you know him well,” Monika said.  “What can I say?” 

John replied. “I know him hardly at all and yet at the same time intimately.”  “Right.” Monika 

smiled, unfazed by his response. “Anyway, it went very well even though I  say so myself, 

and I was deemed ready to launch myself on a certain unsuspecting John Morton.”  “And that 

was extremely, no,  spectacularly  successful,” John said. He felt a pulse of excite-  ment beat 

beneath his skin at the very thought of what she had done to him at her apartment only  the 

day before. “So, what happens now?”  “That celebratory dinner at Tristan’s,” Monika replied. 

“Ah, here we are,” she added, spotting a free parking space. She steered the hatchback into 

the space, pulled it to a halt and killed the  engine. 










Chapter Forty-four  

 

   Monika and John talked about anything and everything during their meal at Tristan’s. 

They  finished it with coffees, which they sipped in companionable silence. The couple no 

longer needed  words, both of them more than happy simply to be in each other’s 

presence.  “Time to go now, I think,” Monika said, looking at her watch.  “It’s been 

delightful,” he said.  “It has,” she agreed.  John raised his hand to attract the waiter’s attention 

and asked him for the bill. He paid it,  adding a generous tip, and they left.  Soon they were in 

Monika’s hatchback and heading back to his place. She found a parking  space close to where 

she’d parked before and reversed into it. When they’d left the car they walked  along the 

pavement to the block. They took the lift up to John’s apartment where he ushered Moni-  ka 

into the living room.  “I’ve wanted to do this all evening,” she said, turning towards him. She 

kissed him full on  the lips, pushing her mouth against his.  John’s body was hard and strong 

against her and she could feel the bulge at the front of his  trousers where he had an almost 

painful erection. “I think we’re in the wrong room,  slave,” she said,  pulling away from the 

kiss.  He let her lead him down the corridor to his bedroom. As soon as they’d gone into 

the  room she stepped out of her stilettos and turned her back on him. “Unzip my dress, 

slave,” she or-  dered  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied excitedly. He found the tongue of the zip 

and pulled it down  from between her shoulder blades to the base of her spine.  Monika pulled 

the shoulder straps of the dress down her arms before wriggling out of the  garment altogether 

and letting it fall. She hadn’t been wearing any underwear.  “I like to go commando whenever 

I can nowadays, slave,” she said when turning to face him  again. “It comes from wearing all 

those latex outfits recently.”  “Where underwear isn’t an option anyway, Mistress,” he said, 

staring at her beautiful naked  body.  “Exactly. Now get all your clothes off too, slave.”  John 

obediently began to strip off. Soon he was as naked as Monika, his cock as engorged  as her 

pussy was wet.  “I’m going to discipline you now, slave.” Monika watched him tremble as she 

said the  words. “Lie on your front on the bed.”  “Yes, Mistress,” John said, breathing heavily. 

He got on the bed and rolled onto his stom-  ach.  Monika slid the black leather belt from his 

trousers where they hung over a chair. Holding  the buckle, she looped the belt around three 

times and approached the bed again. Monika stroked  the makeshift flail across John’s rear 

cheeks before bringing it down with force. She brought the  leather belt down even harder the 

next time, followed by three further cuts that were harder still.  Six more ferocious strokes 

burnt into John’s behind in rapid succession after which Monika  stopped beating him. She 

looked down at his punished rear, relishing the sight of the flesh criss-  crossed with the 

scarlet stripes she’d delivered so harshly with the belt. She felt incredibly excited.  Her 

nipples were as hard as pebbles and she could feel love juice running down the walls of 

her  vagina and dripping down the insides of her thighs.  “Get on your back, slave,” she 

ordered, and John rolled over.  Monika climbed onto the bed and straddled his thighs. She 

kissed him passionately on the  mouth once more, crushing her lips against his. At the same 

time she undulated her body against  him, the opening of her sex nudging tantalisingly against 

his pulsing shaft.  “I’m going to fuck you now, slave,” Monika announced, and pushed herself 

down on John’s  erection, burying the hard rod of flesh as deep as it would go. She felt her 

sex clench strongly  around his phallus, which jerked in response. She felt it. He felt it too. 

For a moment he thought he   

was going to ejaculate. But he managed to control himself – like he always did, well-trained 

and  obedient slave that he undoubtedly was.  Monika began to ride John energetically, her 

thighs wrapped around his body. She drove  herself in long rhythmic strokes over his erection, 

moving up and down fast until…”Come for me,  slave,” she commanded.  And a jet of hot 

semen instantly shot out of John’s shaft and spattered into the depth of her  sex, then another 

and another. At the same time Monika’s own orgasm exploded, her body shud-  dering. Her 

pussy clenched convulsively around his cock as it went on to milk it of every last drop  of 

spunk.  Eventually the feelings faded away for both of them and Monika climbed off John’s 

shaft.  Lying beside him, she propped herself up on one elbow and stared down into his 

handsome face.  “Last time we did that in here I thought we’d got it right, didn’t I, 

slave?”  “You did, Mistress,” he replied.  “But we hadn’t, had we?”  “No, Mistress,” he 

agreed.  She kissed him lightly on the lips. “Different story this time, wasn’t it?  “Yes, 

Mistress.” He smiled up at her rapturously. “Very different.” 










Chapter Forty-five 

 

  Fast forward a day. A prior commitment had prevented Monika from seeing John 

that  evening. He was about to climb chastely into bed for the night when his mobile started 

buzzing on  the bedside table where he’d left it. He reached onto the table and picked up the 

phone. John felt a  thump of excited pressure in his chest the moment he realised who the call 

was from.  “Thanks very much for calling, Monika,” he said, sitting on the edge of the bed. 

“How are  you?”  “Wishing you were here with me in my apartment now and as naked as I 

am,  slave,” she  replied.  “I see, Mistress,” he gulped. His cock was hardening rapidly. “As a 

matter of fact I am  naked.”  “Pleased to hear it,” she said. “Know what I’d do to you if you 

were here?”  “No, Mistress.”  “I’d have you on the floor on your hands and knees 

worshipping my bare feet with your  mouth for a while,” she said. “Then I’d get behind you 

and take a cane to your backside. After a  dozen extremely painful strokes that would leave 

your ass blazing I’d demand some pussy worship  from you. I’d lie on the edge of the bed in 

front of you and you’d keep on worshipping my pussy  with your lips and tongue until my 

orgasm gushed into your mouth and all over your face.” She  paused. “Like the idea of all 

that, slave?”  “I do, Mistress,” John replied, his voice full of longing. His shaft was now as 

hard as a rock.  “Tell me, slave,” she went on, “where are you?”  “In the bedroom, 

Mistress.”  “Where exactly in the bedroom?”  “Sitting on the edge of the bed, 

Mistress.”  “Well, lie flat on your back in the middle of it instead,” she demanded.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he said, and immediately did as he’d been directed.  “It will come as no surprise to 

you, slave, when I tell you I’m feeling extremely horny” Moni-  ka said huskily. “My nipples 

are hard and my pussy’s wet. How about you, slave? Are you feeling ex-  tremely horny 

too?”  John’s heart was thumping, his erection pounding; his palms had become damp. “I am 

now,  Mistress,” he replied unsteadily.  “Your cock is very hard, isn’t it?”  “Mmm. You’re 

dead right about that, Mistress.”  “Want to know what I’m doing?” she asked.  “Yes, 

Mistress.” John could feel the blood rush through his veins, making his erection throb  even 

more.  “I’m lying here naked on the bed with my thighs spread apart and I’m masturbating. 

Can you  see what I’m doing to myself?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said. And he could. There was a 

clear picture in his mind of Monika play-  ing with herself, rubbing her fingers against her 

swollen clitoris and pressing them against the sod-  den walls of her sex.  “Do it with me, 

slave,” she said, lowering her voice to a murmur. “Masturbate too.”  “Yes, Mistress,” John 

gasped. He wrapped a hand around his shaft and started to slide his  fingers up and down its 

length.  “Does that feel good, slave?” He could practically hear her licking her lips.  “Yes, 

Mistress.” John’s voice was raspy with desire.  “Very good?” she purred.  “Very good, 

Mistress.” His hand felt great wrapped around his engorged cock, each move-  ment of his 

fingers producing a delicious surge of feeling.  “I’m still finger-fucking myself, slave,” she 

said. “Do you still see me?”  “I do, Mistress.” In his mind’s eye, the image was vivid of 

Monika’s naked body stretched  out on the bed, her fingers insistently rubbing away at her 

sex.  He could see her in all her naked splendor, plunging her fingers fast in and out of the   

wetness between her thighs. It filled him with immense passion. John was panting; he was so 

in-  credibly turned on. His hard-on raged in his fist, his fingers dripping with pre-cum. His 

fist con-  tinued to pump and pump as the images of Monika masturbating rolled behind his 

eyes.  “I’m going to come now and I want you to come too, slave,” Monika gasped.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” replied John, gasping too.  His nerves sang and his body shook as his hand moved 

furiously over his erection. Faster  and faster he masturbated, stroking himself even more 

quickly. Then the pulse came and an orgas-  mic shiver rocked him. He cried out as sperm 

spurted out of his throbbing shaft, creamy and liq-  uid.  John lay there, his heart still 

pounding from his climax, his stomach sticky with semen. He  was panting heavily for breath 

and so was Monika. Finally she stopped panting and spoke. “Fun  being my slave, isn’t it?” 

she said.  “Great fun, Mistress,” John replied. His heart wasn’t pumping quite so hard now. 

He was  starting to breathe more normally again too. “I love it…and I love you.”  “I love you 

too,” she said. “Want to move in with me?”  He didn’t hesitate for a nanosecond before giving 

her his reply. 










Chapter Forty-six   

 

“Next item on the agenda,” John said, looking across the shiny surface of his desk 

at  Suzanne. “Future investments.”  “Making my already very healthy portfolio even 

healthier.”  “Exactly.”  “Any ideas?” she asked.  “One strongly suggests itself.”  “What’s 

that?”  “Buy some shares in Monika’s business,” he said. “If you agree to it in principle I’ll 

draw up  firm proposals and we can take it from there.”  “This would be the Monika you’ve 

recently moved in with, John, would it?” she said with a  sardonic smile. “The Monika who is 

your lover and dominatrix – your Mistress?”  He smiled back. “The very same.”  “Why would 

I want to buy shares in her business?” she asked.  “Because it would be a shrewd investment 

on your part,” John replied. “You know Monika  and how highly motivated she is.”  “She is 

very determined,” Suzanne agreed, leaning back in her chair. “That’s indisputable.”  “And 

she’s very talented and ambitious too,” he said. “She’s taken a company that was  dying on its 

feet not much more than a year ago and has already done wonders with it. She tells me  she 

won’t be satisfied until her fashion line has established an international reputation for 

excel-  lence.”  “My money’s on her succeeding in that ambition,” Suzanne said. She paused 

before adding,  “Which is kind of what you’re getting at, isn’t it?”  John nodded. “Like I said, 

buying some shares in her company would be a shrewd invest-  ment on your part.”  “Do you 

intend to have this same conversation with Laura?” she asked.  “But of course,” he told 

her.  “I bet her response will be the same as mine,” she said.  “Which is?”  “In the 

affirmative,” she replied.  “That’s great.” David smiled, relieved. “Thank you.”  “Not a 

difficult decision,” she said, smiling back. “In fact I’d call it a no-brainer. That young  woman 

has really got what it takes.”  “I’m so glad you see things that way,” said John. A pause. 

“Suzanne?”  She looked at him fondly. “Yes, my dear?”  “Why did you agree to help Monika 

become a dominatrix?”  “Because she asked me to and because I took to her in a big way.”  “I 

see.”  “Also it wasn’t only me,” Suzanne continued. “Laura played just as big a part as I 

did.”  “I appreciate that of course,” he said. “But it was you Monika asked and you who went 

on to  set all the wheels in motion.”  “Actually there was another reason I did what I did,” 

Suzanne said.  “What was that?”  A silence before she replied, “I guess you could say David 

Sinclair was the reason. He was  certainly very much on my mind when I made my decision 

to help Monika become a domme.”  John gave her a blank look. “David?” he said. “What 

could it possibly have had to do with  him?”  “Because he told me once, and with obvious 

regret, that he’d never been in love,” Suzanne  replied, speaking quietly. “One of the things 

that saddened me most when David died was that he  went to his grave never having known 

that joy. You’re very like him, John, and I could have seen the  same thing happening to you. 

Laura could too, I know, because we discussed it on a number of  occasions. I brought David 

a lot of sexual satisfaction in the many BDSM sessions I had with him   

and I loved the man dearly. But I was never  in love  with him any more than he was with me. 

Laura  and I have been in love with each other from the moment we met.”  “I knew you two 

were incredibly close,” John said. “But I didn’t realise you were actually…”  “In love,” 

Suzanne interrupted.  “But you don’t live together,” he observed.  “Nor are we the slightest bit 

monogamous,” she responded. “Indeed our relationship is un-  orthodox by any stretch of the 

imagination. None of that matters a damn in the last analysis,  though, because the fact of the 

matter is we’re deeply in love. It is wonderful to have that special  someone to be with, to 

laugh with, to be alone and silent with, a person who simply knows you.  That kind of love is 

magical, the most precious thing in the world.”  “And you wanted the same for me,” John 

said.  “Laura and I both did,” Suzanne replied. She reached forward in her chair and squeezed 

his  hand. “There was only one obstacle standing in the way of that.”  “And you had the 

means to fix it,” he interjected.  “We did, yes.”  “My God, I owe you both so much.” John’s 

voice was thick with emotion. “I’m head-over-  heels in love with Monika. I adore her. I 

couldn’t be without her now. I’d be lost if I was. She is my  soul mate, my life. I feel like the 

luckiest man in the world, and it’s all down to you and Laura. Is  there anything I can do for 

you both to show my gratitude? Just name it.”  Suzanne cocked her head at John, giving him a 

wry smile. “Apart from adding still further to  our not-so-small fortunes by getting us to invest 

in Monika’s company, you mean?”  “Apart from that, yes,” he said with a chuckle.  “There is, 

now you mention it.”  “Go on.”  “Do you accept that there’s something distinctly theatrical 

about the role of a dominatrix?”  she asked.  “Definitely,” John agreed.  “Do you also accept,” 

she continued, “that for the right sort of audience a well executed  disciplinary scenario by a 

first-rate dominatrix would be more enthralling than even the very best  stage 

production?”  John nodded. “I do accept that, yes. It makes every kind of sense to 

me.”  “Well, sticking with the same analogy,” she went on, “I feel a bit like a drama coach 

with  masses of theatrical experience herself who helped prepare the most promising leading 

lady she’d  ever worked with for the role of her life – but who never actually got to see her 

perform it, not even  once. Can you imagine how frustrating that must be?”  “I can.”  “Laura 

feels the same way too,” Suzanne went on. “Although I’ve reminded her that at least  she got 

to witness the dress rehearsal with our leading man’s understudy, which is better 

than  nothing.”  John drew a deep breath. “Enough with the analogy, Suzanne,’ he said with a 

smile. “Tell me  what you want to happen and I’ll talk to Monika about it.”  She turned her 

eyes on him and said, “Tell her that after all the intensive training Laura and I  gave her we 

want to check to see how good a dominatrix she actually is.”  “She’s bound to take that as a 

challenge,” John said.  Suzanne looked amused. “I would hope so.” 










Chapter Forty-seven  

 

   Suzanne, Laura and Monika stood together in Suzanne’s living room, all three of 

them  dressed in superb latex creations designed by Monika. Suzanne and Laura had on 

identical outfits  that included tight red corsets, which pushed up their round breasts and 

emphasised their slim  waists. They also had on black G-strings, red suspenders supporting 

black stockings, and four-inch  red stilettos. Their red and black latex ensembles were 

completed by the long black gloves they  wore.  Monika herself had on knee-length black 

boots with sharp heels and a black catsuit that had  long sleeves and a high-collar neck that 

brought out the porcelain-whiteness of her lovely face.  Monika’s nipples were hard, poking 

against the latex, and the outline of her sex lips could also be  seen against the glossy material, 

which was almost beyond skin-tight.  Suzanne uncorked a bottle of Dom Perignon and poured 

some of the champagne into three  crystal glasses. They drank a toast to Monika’s fashion 

business in which Suzanne and Laura now  officially had a vested interest.  “Anyway, back to 

the main reason we’re here,” Suzanne said. “We know you’ve already got  John prepared in 

the dungeon for what’s to follow, Monika, but are you ready for it yourself?”  “You bet,” she 

said.  “Nervous?” Laura asked.  Monika sipped her champagne. “As if.”  “Shall we?” said 

Suzanne, pointing to the door.  The three gorgeous, latex-clad women put down their 

champagne glasses, left the room, and  descended the staircase to the dungeon.  And there in 

the middle of that dimly-lit chamber was John. He was naked, his big cock  standing to 

attention. And he was in the bondage into which Monika had placed him a little earlier.  He 

was attached in a spread-eagled position to two leather-manacled spreader bars, one 

hanging  from ceiling chains and the other beneath him on the floor.  “How do you want to 

play this, Monika?” Laura asked. “Do you want Suzanne and me to  just 

watch?”  “No.”  “What then?” asked Suzanne.  “I want you both to follow my lead,” she 

replied firmly. “I’ll tell you when I want you to get  involved and in what manner, OK?”  The 

two women exchanged approving glances. “OK,” they responded in unison.  Monika turned 

her attentions to John. After first taking his lips in a brief but passionate kiss,  she ran her 

hand down his chest and stomach and took hold of his engorged cock, causing a tear  of fluid 

to immediately form at its slit.  Monika met John’s eyes. She fixed him with her gaze, 

drawing him in. “I am going to wank  you now but you are forbidden to come,” she said, 

beginning to work his erection up and down.  “Got that, slave?”  John shivered with 

excitement in his bonds. “Yes, Mistress.”  Monika masturbated him energetically, each 

rhythmic stroke sensual torment for him. Her  fingers became wet with the rivulet of silvery 

fluid soon drizzling constantly from the glans of his  shaft.  She carried on smearing her 

fingers with pre-cum as she pulled his shaft even harder. He  tensed his body within his 

bondage, strained every sinew, in an effort to control himself. John  burned with need but he 

knew he couldn’t succumb to the sensation and climax because Monika  had made that 

abundantly clear to him. He had to hold himself in check, no matter how excruci-  atingly 

difficult it became.  Monika was tantalised by the sighs that escaped from John’s lips, excited 

by his squirming  and tensing in his bonds as he valiantly fought back the pleasure she was 

giving him with her  pumping fist. Then she abruptly stopped what she was doing. But was it 

too late this time of all  times? John wondered frantically. 

He concentrated with all his might on not doing what every part of him was desperate to 

do:  erupting into orgasm. His face was sheened with perspiration, his heart was beating 

wildly and he  was struggling for breath. But he succeeded, perilously close though it was – 

he didn’t climax. He  felt light-headed with relief.  “Now for some corporal punishment,” 

Monika said, and strode across the dungeon to the  rack.  John stared excitedly at her shapely 

backside, tightly covered in black latex. Because the cat-  suit was so incredibly close-fitting 

the shiny material had buried itself deep between the cheeks of  her rear.  Monika let her 

hands sweep over the rows of disciplinary implements before picking out  three black leather 

items: a whip, a riding crop and a paddle. She turned to Suzanne and Laura. “I  propose we 

give him a taste of all three of these,” she said, “each of us using a different one.”  Suzanne 

ran her black-latex-gloved hands over her thighs. “I like it,” she said with a smile.  “Which 

one do you want me to use?”  “You’re the one hosting this little test,” Monika replied with 

heavy emphasis on the last  word. “So you can choose which of the three implements you 

want to use. You can have your turn  first too at disciplining him.”  Suzanne selected the 

paddle, which Monika handed to her.  “You, Laura?” Monika said, turning to her.  “The 

riding crop unless you want to use it,” said Laura.  “No, you have it.” Monika handed the crop 

to her.  “Shall I start now?” Suzanne asked.  “Not yet,” Monika said, putting the whip aside. 

“I want to gag him”.  She went back to the rack, her every movement radiating confidence, 

and took hold of a red  rubber ball gag. She came back and put the ball into John’s mouth 

before buckling its black leather  strap tightly behind his head.  “How about blindfolding him 

too?” suggested Laura.  Monika shook her head from side to side. “No disrespect Laura,” she 

said curtly, “but if I  want any suggestions from you I’ll ask.” She turned to Suzanne and 

added in an equally brisk tone,  “OK, you can start.”  Suzanne walked behind John and raised 

her arm before bringing the paddle across hard, the  sound of thick leather on flesh echoing 

around the dungeon. John cried out but the sound was  muffled by his ball gag.  She brought 

the paddle across a second time as swiftly and as hard as the first stroke, caus-  ing more pain 

to shoot through him. And as Suzanne had begun so she continued. She paddled  John in the 

same harsh manner over and over, each of her blows landing like an explosion and  smarting 

vividly.  Monika told her to stop in due course. “Now you, Laura,” she said.  Laura positioned 

herself behind John, raised the riding crop and slashed it across his back-  side, leaving a red 

track there. His whole body shuddered in its bondage and he gasped into his ball  gag. Her 

second strike whistled through the air, slashing harshly against his flesh. John clamped  his 

teeth tightly against the gag at the burning heat Laura had delivered. It brought with it a 

second  red track across his backside to match the first.  A third strike came across quickly, 

following the second strike before he had time to recover  and he groaned into the gag with 

pain. The sensation dissolved just as quickly though, morphing  into a feeling of pleasure-pain 

that seeped through his body, connecting with his throbbing shaft.  The crop landed for the 

fourth, fifth and sixth time, harder and sharper each time but the  pain only served to heighten 

John’s desire. He offered his behind willingly each time, lifting himself,  offering himself. 

The agony and ecstasy he was experiencing merged, carrying him on a tide of  bliss.  “That’s 

enough, Laura,” Monika said, picking up her whip. “It’s my turn now.”  Getting into position 

behind John, she raised the whip with a flourish. She slashed it across  John’s backside with 

all her might, causing a fresh wave of pleasure-pain to radiate through his  body. After that she 

delivered three further similarly hard strikes on his backside and a fourth  across the back of his 

thighs.  And as the whip-wielding young dominatrix had begun so she continued. John felt the sting  of 

the whip time and time again as Monika swung it through the air faster and faster. Each strike  made 

his backside quiver and increased the tension in his body, making his erection jerk.The 

whip  continued to dance across his backside, a ballet of agony and lust. And by the time Monika 

stopped  whipping him he was trembling with searing pain that also felt like the most exquisite 

pleasure.  Monika walked around in front of John and examined him carefully. Sweat was rolling 

down  his forehead and cheeks, down his neck and chest too. His body was shaking and his eyes 

blazed  with excitement as he gasped into his ball gag, saliva drooling from the corner of his 

mouth.  John tried to free himself from his bonds, not because he wanted to escape, but because 

the  feeling of constriction added even more to his feverish arousal. His cock was more swollen 

than  Monika had ever seen it, every vein prominent, the pre-cum fluid it produced spilling 

constantly  onto the dungeon floor.  “Want to come, slave?” she asked.  He nodded 

frantically.  “Permission granted,” she said, and immediately John’s whole body went rigid. He 

strained  against his bondage with all his strength, every muscle in his body tensed. And then he 

came,  semen jetting forcefully out of his raging erection and landing on the dungeon floor with many 

a  splatter.  Monika paused for a few moments and then turned slowly towards Suzanne and Laura. 

“So,  what’s your conclusion, ladies?” she asked.  “That you’re as fine a dominatrix as John is a 

slave,” declared Laura.  “And that’s really saying something,” added Suzanne, smiling warmly. 

“Clearly our work  here is done.” 





 The End  
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