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    MISTRESS SADISTIC 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I take a cruel pleasure in seeing you tremble and writhe beneath my whip, and in hearing your groans and wails; I want to go on whipping without pity until you beg for mercy, until you lose your senses.” 
 
    Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, Venus in Furs 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Robert was blundering around hopelessly in the heavily wooded area he’d become lost in. He was stumbling blindly in his futile efforts to find his way out. He tried again to get his bearings but it was no good. The compass in his head wasn’t working any more. A worried frown creasing his darkly handsome features, he cursed himself for having managed to get into such a stressful situation in the first place.  
 
    This was definitely not how things had been supposed to be. He’d planned to escape the dirt and noise of the big city for a couple of weeks and enjoy a complete change of scenery. He’d go deep into the countryside instead, find an oasis in the middle of nowhere. There’d be no internet. There’d be pristine nature. There’d be peace and quiet. 
 
    Above all there’d be a chance during those two precious weeks to recharge his batteries and think things through clearly. And the result? He’d end his break with a new sense of direction and be able to make a completely fresh start. He had been determined to make the most of this much needed getaway “far from the madding crowd” so he could achieve the new beginning he craved. 
 
    Robert had set out that afternoon from the isolated little holiday cottage he’d just moved into, intent on having a pleasant country walk. It had been a beautiful day, the sun shining down from a vivid blue sky, and he couldn’t have thought of a better way to start his vacation.  
 
    Before long Robert had come upon a lovely wood. He’d entered it with a little difficulty because the trees were quite densely packed on the perimeter. The trouble was they’d become progressively more so. Soon he’d become utterly lost and the wood was no longer lovely to him but dark and awful. 
 
    At one point tree branches caught Robert and held him suspended, like a fly in a web. He remained like that for a few moments in the dim light, breathing in the musty smell of bark and earth. Then he snapped the branches around him and fought his way out. But it just got worse.  
 
    Low-lying limbs and thorny vines were soon everywhere, snagging on Robert’s clothes. Only by stooping low and moving very cautiously could he make any kind of progress through the thick trees and intertwined prickly foliage. If indeed progress it was. He could have been going in circles for all he knew, simply lurching around and getting precisely nowhere in the process.  
 
    After a while panic began to set in, making Robert’s heart beat hard in his chest. Then he glimpsed through the undergrowth a stretch of water of some kind that was surrounded by grass. Picking his way gingerly through the dense thorny covering, bent double and carefully pushing back branches as he went, he made his way towards the watery area he’d spotted.  
 
    The branches thinned out, taking him to a clearing. And there stretched out before him was a large peaceful rock pool, its clear blue water sparkling in the afternoon sun. Robert went and stood on the pool’s grassy bank, gazing at the rippled surface of the water. Oh the relief! He’d thought he was going to be stuck in that godforsaken wood forever. 
 
    Robert celebrated his new-won freedom by straightaway stripping off all his clothes, leaving them in a pile on the bank, and plunging into the pure clear water. He would dry off afterwards in the warm sunshine, he’d decided as he was stripping off. He began to swim a slow crawl, the water surrounding his lithe athletic body shimmering with silver light.   
 
    Robert found the pleasure of swimming naked like this an exquisitely sensual one, the caress of the water on his body not unlike that of a lover. And as he swam he fantasized he was enjoying languorous sex with a beautiful naked woman, their limbs entwined in the flowing water. At these arousing thoughts his cock became hard and he began to feel a desire to masturbate that soon became deliciously unbearable.  
 
    Robert swam back to the bank, the smooth movement of his limbs lightly rippling the surface of the water. He felt a surge of sexual excitement building more and more, the blood pounding through his body, and his shaft grew harder. By the time he’d arrived back at the bank his libido was soaring and he ached to start pleasuring himself. He slithered out of the rock pool, rivulets of water running off his naked form, and crawled sinuously onto the dry grassy bank.  
 
    His breath coming faster, he turned onto his back and moved his right hand towards his hard cock. Robert brushed his fingers over its length, sending a shudder of excitement through his body. He could feel more blood surging into his shaft, which was now throbbing like mad. Lust glittering in his dark-brown eyes and his breath coming even faster, he touched himself again with his right hand, this time encircling his erection with his fist.  
 
    He rubbed his hard cock softly at first, flicking his thumb over the slit of its glans. Robert then started to masturbate in earnest, his eyes half-closed with desire as he massaged his shaft rhythmically. He was surrounded by stillness and all he could hear was the soft chirp of birds overhead, the gentle lapping of the water, and the liquid sound his fingers made as he rubbed them up and down his pre-cum-smeared shaft. 
 
    It felt thrilling to be masturbating out in the fresh open air of the countryside like this. It was almost as if he was making love to nature itself and he experienced a building heat that was pure and sexual. Robert murmured deliriously as he continued to delight in stroking his hard pulsing cock. Feeling the ever more urgent swell of his sexual arousal, he closed his eyes and began to pull at his erection with greater vigor, making it strain within his grasp.  
 
    Robert’s strokes grew shorter as he pumped his fist back and forth over his erection, clear ooze continuing to seep from its head. His body pulsed with pleasure as he got ever closer to the ecstasy of release. Robert felt his climax building and building. He was almost there, almost there.  
 
    Then all of a sudden a rustling of leaves, a snap of a twig… and an overwhelming sense he was being observed.  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Robert’s eyes flew open and he let go of his erection. He clambered to his feet and whirled around. At first he thought he was seeing things. It was like some out-of-body experience. Everything suddenly felt dreamlike and hazy, and what was apparently before his eyes unbelievable, a mirage.  
 
    Because standing several feet away, perfectly still and staring right at him was a naked woman. And what a naked woman! She was pure joy to behold. Robert stared back at her as if she was a deity – and with good reason because she was indeed blessed with divine beauty.  
 
     The woman was ravishing, with lustrous shoulder-length raven hair, high angular cheekbones, a small straight nose and an irresistibly sensuous mouth. Her body was equally perfect: the curve of her firm high breasts, the narrowness of her waist, the silky smoothness of her sex, the graceful bow of her hips, the length of her shapely legs. 
 
    Robert thought the woman’s beauty was staggering, heart-stopping. She was a naked Goddess come to life, about as desirable a woman as any man could want: perfection in feminine allure.  
 
    As for the naked Goddess herself, her gaze was now fixed on Robert’s hard-on. She looked up and their eyes met. The woman’s face was impassive. Only her shining eyes had expression, eyes such a dark shade of blue they were almost black and that drew Robert in straightaway. 
 
    Robert tried to say something but failed, his lips moving but no sound coming out. He took a deep breath and tried again. “Where did you come from?” he asked.  
 
    The woman broke eye contact and dropped her gaze to Robert’s cock again. It was blood-flushed and throbbing, a rivulet of pre-cum drizzling from its swollen head. Her eyes flicked from his erection and back to his face once more. 
 
    “I came from my house into my garden for a naked dip in my pool,” she advised him caustically. “More to the point, who the hell are you and why are you trespassing on private property?”  
 
    Shit, shit, shit!  
 
    Robert felt like a complete idiot. There’d been a good reason the thick trees he’d become lost in were so densely planted and intertwined with prickly vines. They’d been meant to be a barrier to access, simple as that. How come he’d not worked that out before? It was so obvious now. 
 
    “I’m waiting for an answer,” said the naked Goddess, her tone impatient.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” he said nervously. “My name’s Robert and I’ve never been to this area before. I’m here on my own for a fortnight’s break and have just moved into Field Cottage. Do you know it?” 
 
    She nodded. “I do.”  
 
    “I can’t apologize enough for trespassing on your property but I swear I didn’t know I was,” he went on. “What can I do to put this right? Just name it.” 
 
     The naked Goddess moved slowly towards him, her breasts jiggling, hips swaying. “You can let me masturbate you,” she replied in a sultry voice.   
 
    Robert gazed at her in surprise. “Seriously?” he whispered, hardly able to believe his luck. This was all completely bizarre, wonderfully bizarre. He was conscious that his shaft was still pulsing constantly, its mushroom head continuing to spill pre-cum.  
 
    “Seriously,” the naked Goddess confirmed, advancing closer to him. She added, “If I hadn’t interrupted you like that you’d have climaxed, wouldn’t you.”  
 
    “Without doubt,” he replied. 
 
    “Instead you held yourself back.” 
 
    “I did.”  
 
    The naked Goddess was staring at him again, her dark eyes probing. Robert felt more mesmerized than ever by the woman. She exuded erotic power like an electric force-field.   
 
    After a long moment she asked, “Think you could hold yourself back from the brink like that if I was the one masturbating you?” 
 
    “I’m not at all sure I could manage that,” replied Robert even though his orgasm control was something he prided himself on. He felt in all modesty it was one of his main attributes as a lover – aided by the fact that he was a regular practitioner of the art of Tantric masturbation and was very adept at “edging”. But, Jesus, there were limits. “It sounds like a tall order to say the least,” he added. 
 
    “Willing to give it a try though?” she responded, closing the distance between them still further.  
 
    He sucked in his breath. “Oh yes.”  
 
    She placed a hand on the hard muscles of his chest and said, “OK, let’s see whether or not you succeed.”  
 
    The naked Goddess moved her hand down from Robert’s chest and ran her fingertips over his stomach before firmly grasping the thick length of his cock. She began to masturbate Robert in a regular rhythm, each stroke sensual torment for him. Her fingers soon became wet with the rivulet of silvery fluid that continued to drizzle constantly from the glans of his shaft.  
 
     She carried on smearing her fingers with sticky pre-cum as she pulled his shaft ever harder. Robert tensed his body, strained every sinew, in an effort to control himself. He was determined to meet her challenge and not climax if he could possibly manage it – although that was becoming ever more difficult.  
 
    Then the naked Goddess abruptly stopped masturbating him and let go of his shaft. But was it too late?  
 
    The urge to erupt into orgasm was still rising, pulling at Robert like a riptide. But he concentrated with all his might on not letting that happen. His heart was beating wildly, the veins stood out on his neck, and he was struggling for breath. But he succeeded, extremely close though it was: he didn’t ejaculate. Whoa! he said to himself in great relief. That was close.  
 
    “Most impressive,” remarked the woman. She waited a couple of beats before adding, “By the way, I’m a dominatrix.” 
 
    What! Robert gazed at her astonished, his eyes wide. He felt the shockwaves of her revelation ricochet around his consciousness. This entire situation had been surreal from the outset but had now entered a different realm altogether. “A dominatrix?” he repeated. 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. “And an extremely good one at that, even though I say so myself.” She raised an eyebrow. “Does the thought of what I am excite you?” 
 
     Robert experienced a weird simmering of something buried inside him. The sensation felt simultaneously unsettling and thrilling. “Yes it does,” he admitted.   
 
    “A lot?”   
 
    “An awful lot,” Robert replied uneasily, “although I can’t explain why. It just… does.” 
 
    The woman’s dark eyes stared, piercing him, seeming hard and soft at the same time. He found it a hypnotically seductive gaze. “Would you by any chance like a personal demonstration of my skills as a dominatrix right here and now?”  
 
    This could not be happening, not to him, Robert said to himself. For years he’d had a sex life that suited him as a single man: masturbation – Tantric or otherwise – when he got the urge and straight sex – prolonged or otherwise – when he got the opportunity. He’d always thought deep down he wanted his sex life to be that way. But maybe deep down what he really wanted was something very different. 
 
    The naked Goddess broke into his confused thoughts. “Well, do you want to accept my offer?” she said firmly. “Yes or no?” 
 
    Robert tried to listen to the voice inside his head that was saying to him, No, say no. then another one said, Yes, say yes. 
 
    His tongue snaked out to lick at his lips. He was not sure what to do; his mind was churning. Was he ready to take such a step?  Was he ready to cross a line he’d never even considered crossing…until now? 
 
    Then the most remarkable thing happened. That strange something he’d felt simmering – a strange something, he realised later, that must have been buried deep within him under years of denial – suddenly rushed up through his core. 
 
    “Yes I do want to accept your offer,” he heard himself say.  
 
    “Are you sure?” asked the naked Goddess. 
 
    Robert paused, allowed himself one more second to get out of this. “Positive,” he replied, fighting to keep his voice level. “I’ve never been sexually dominated before though,” he added. “So I hope you’ll go easy on me.” 
 
    “It’s a vain hope.” She smiled. 
 
    He smiled back. She was joking, right? Right? 
 
    . 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    The dominatrix nodded towards the pile of Robert’s clothes nearby. “First, I want you to remove the leather belt from your jeans and hand it to me. When you’ve done that, I want you to stand with your hands by your side facing that oak tree over there on the edge of the clearing.” 
 
     She waved a slender hand in the direction of a majestic oak tree, its scaly furrows of bark turned charcoal with age. The branches of the tall tree formed a canopy of leaves through which the sun burned hazily.  
 
    Trembling in fear and excitement, Robert did as he’d been told. He realised he was trembling like that not just at the prospect of being beaten by the naked Goddess but at being completely in the power of such an amazing woman. 
 
     “Spread your legs slightly and prepare to get your ass well and truly beaten,” she told him as she wrapped the buckled end of the black leather belt around her right hand. 
 
    The makeshift strap whistled through the air as the dominatrix tested it a couple of times. Then she launched in with a vengeance – no gradual warm-up or anything like that. Her first strike to Robert’s backside felt like a burning brand on his flesh and made him gasp and squeal. The second and third were just as bad. As she carried on beating him, each lash of the belt showed cherry-red against his rear cheeks and made them smart in agony. 
 
     One thing was painfully – very painfully – clear now, thought Robert frantically: In no sense whatsoever had the dominatrix been joking. She continued to whisk the belt through the air with dreadful meaning, striking his reddened behind harshly. Her arm rose and swung and rose again, as she sent the belt flying through the air over and over.   
 
    She whipped Robert’s backside mercilessly with the strip of black leather, also wielding it with practiced skill down over the back of his thighs. He carried on gasping and squealing but the pain, while hard to bear, did nothing to quell the sexual arousal that coursed through his veins like quicksilver. 
 
    The beating went on and on, delivering ever more searing pain to Robert’s flesh. His body shivered with agony under the repeated savage blows as the belt continued circling constantly through the air, landing with one sharp crack after another. 
 
    Robert was beginning to find it all too much. His rear burned like hellfire. He wanted the pain to go away and prayed desperately that the dominatrix would stop beating him soon. But still she kept on, testing his endurance right to the limit.  
 
    Eventually Robert twisted his head to beg her for mercy, hot tears streaming from his eyes and wetting his face. But she barked at him that he was not to look at her. Before he obediently gazed ahead again he glimpsed that as she was beating him with her right hand she was masturbating with her left, her fingers moving fervently between the lips of her sex. 
 
    At length the naked Goddess began to pant and moan as much as Robert was in his excruciating pain. Her strikes grew fiercer still and more rapid. He danced and wriggled and squealed in his agony as she continued to flay the skin of his backside and thighs with her cruel lashes. 
 
    Robert heard the dominatrix cry out repeatedly but in the very opposite of pain. Finally, with a gasping deep breath, she stopped beating him.  Robert’s backside and thighs were blazing, his body was shaking with adrenaline-overload, and his legs felt rubbery and weak.  
 
    Swiping at his tears with the heel of his palm, he looked down and saw – somewhat to his surprise given the excruciating pain he was in – that his erection was rock-hard and throbbing fit to burst. He couldn’t understand how he could be even more aroused after receiving such a harsh beating than he’d been before it had started.  
 
    The dominatrix told Robert to turn round. When he did she looked briefly at his pulsing shaft before fixing her dark eyes on his.  
 
    “You want to come now, don’t you, Robert,” she said. It wasn’t a question. 
 
    “Desperately,” he replied, his breath ragged. 
 
    She shook her head from side to side. “Not going to happen. Shall I tell you what is going to happen though?” 
 
    “Please,” he panted. 
 
    “You will get dressed,” she said, handing his belt back to him. “After you’ve done that I will escort you to a side gate here and you will walk back to Field Cottage. I will collect you from there by car early tomorrow evening and bring you back to my house where we will continue where we left off today. One other important thing,” she added after a pause, “You will remain in chastity to me. I insist upon that.” 
 
    He gave her an inquiring look. “By chastity, you mean what exactly?”  
 
    “Put it this way,” she said. “You must not even touch yourself sexually.” She paused, holding his gaze. “Do you agree to that and everything else I’ve said I require of you?” 
 
    “I do,” Robert told the naked Goddess. “But...” 
 
    “But what?” she interrupted. 
 
    “Could you at least tell me your name?” 
 
    “It’s Karen,” she replied. “But you must always address me as ‘Mistress’. Got that?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress,” he said.  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Four  
 
      
 
    The first thing Robert did when he got back to Field Cottage was to go into his bedroom and strip off. He ran his fingers over his backside, which felt ridged and puffy. Then he turned and inspected himself in the full-length mirror on the back of the wardrobe door and saw his rear cheeks and thighs were streaked with red welts. He could not help feeling proud he’d endured such a harsh beating from the naked Goddess: the unutterably gorgeous woman whose name was Karen but who’d told him he must always address her as “Mistress”.  
 
    Oh that woman! He got hard again at the very thought of her. He remembered how his pulse had raced and his erection raged when he’d first set eyes on her. She was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen in his life. What an exquisite sight she’d been in all her naked glory: the luster of her shoulder-length raven hair; that remarkably lovely face; those hypnotic blue-black eyes; that comely figure; the way her firm ripe breasts had jiggled and her shapely hips swayed as she’d approached him.  
 
    He remembered with a shiver of delight the way she’d masturbated him so skillfully. He remembered too with pride how hard and successfully he’d strained not to ejaculate after the difficult challenge she’d set him. Likewise after she’d beaten him with the belt so ferociously he’d held himself back from letting go when she’d told him not to and said what she wanted him to do instead.  
 
    Robert’s thoughts returned to the beating itself – and kept on returning to it. They played on a loop in his mind and every time they did he felt a shock of bone-grinding desire. That beating had been the most intense experience by far that had ever happened to him. He remembered how he’d squirmed around and gasped and squealed as Karen had taken the black leather belt to him, his bare skin scorched at each of her strikes and smarting like the devil. And all through that ferocious beating he’d been as hard as a rock. He hadn’t been able to help it.  
 
    In fact he’d been more throbbingly hard at the end of the beating than he’d been at the beginning. Which meant what? That hidden far beyond the fringe of his consciousness he’d been a heavy-duty sexual masochist all along; that was what. He was wired that way. In fact he was wired that way through and through. It amounted to his very essence. In a profound sense it defined him. It was who he was on the inside, who he really was.   
 
    He’d never had any inkling this was the case before his incredible encounter with Karen. It was as if that whole experience had been preordained in some way, that it had been his destiny to discover in such a uniquely special way who and what he actually was right at the core of his being.  
 
    Robert felt incredibly grateful he’d learned this at the sadistic hands of a Goddess such as Karen. It had made the experience wonderfully cathartic and not the traumatic one it all too easily might have been in different circumstances. 
 
    He remembered how the excruciating pain he’d suffered while she’d been beating him had only inflamed his sexual excitement further… And hers too. Because as his naked rear cheeks had been shuddering at her every cruel strike, she’d been rubbing hard between her pussy lips and bringing herself off time and time again. It thrilled him greatly that the cruel beating Karen had given him had given her so much erotic pleasure.  
 
    When Robert went to bed that night he tossed and turned for a while, his hands obediently well away from his hard-on despite a strong urge to masturbate. And as he lay there like that in the chastity Karen had insisted upon he speculated on what might be in store for him the next day when they continued where they had left off, as she’d put it. But he eventually abandoned the effort as futile. How could he possibly know what was going to happen then?  All of the S&M activities in which she was such an expert were completely uncharted territory for him. 
 
    All he knew for certain was that as the superb dominatrix she clearly was she would be in control every step of the way. And that was exactly as he wanted it. Robert fell asleep happy that the harsh beating Karen had given him had brought her the amount of sexual pleasure it had and that she wanted to see him again. That was all that really mattered when it came right down to it. 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
    The next day Robert mooched around the cottage, went for a walk and otherwise killed time until early evening finally arrived. Once it did he looked out the living room window of Field Cottage and waited as the sun began its slow descent towards the horizon. And then he waited some more.  
 
    Robert’s heart leapt when he saw a smart silver-gray car approach down the usually deserted country road that ran by the cottage and pull up outside it. He assumed the car had Karen at the wheel. But he didn’t know for certain as its windows were so deeply tinted he couldn’t see whether she was inside or not. He promptly exited the cottage and strode towards the vehicle. 
 
    Leaning over, the dominatrix opened the front passenger door for Robert to get in. He slid into the seat beside her. The car was already pulling away as he shut the door.  
 
    “Hello, Mistress,” he said in a respectful tone. 
 
    “Hi,” replied Karen who had on a shiny black leather outfit so incredibly seductive it took Robert’s breath away. It consisted of a micro-minidress and long high-heeled boots.  
 
    The dress had narrow shoulder straps and a deeply plunging front. This left much of her superbly thrusting breasts exposed. Their cleft was narrow but in no need of support so fully did her breasts crowd the tight leather. The hem of the dress came extremely high above the knee, revealing the bare skin of her shapely thighs to his awe-struck gaze.  
 
    For a few moments they drove in silence, Robert simply luxuriating in being with the dominatrix. Everything about the Goddess of a woman he was sitting beside entranced him: her dark shining eyes, her broad full lips, her musky perfume, the perfection of her body, the almost pagan aroma of the tight black leather outfit she wore, her very nearness... 
 
    Karen interrupted his euphoric reverie. “Tell me a bit about yourself, Robert.” 
 
     “There’s not much to tell really, Mistress,” he said.  
 
    She glanced at him briefly before returning her gaze to the windscreen. “Tell me anyway.”  
 
    Robert cleared his throat and said, “I live alone and have no family to speak of. I’m a journalist by trade and had been working for some years on a provincial paper. It went out of business not long ago, as so many have in recent years, and I was made redundant. I decided to up stakes and move to the capital, thinking I’d find similar work there because there’d be much more opportunities. That was the theory anyway.” 
 
    Karen threw him a quizzical look. “And the practice?”  
 
    “A dead loss quite frankly, Mistress,” he replied. “So far I’ve been unable to find another job in journalism for love or money. I’ve sent out résumés all over the place but I’ve yet to even get an interview. It’s been very depressing.  I’ve decided I’m in the wrong line of work and that I need to start afresh at something else.”  
 
    “Like what?” asked Karen. 
 
    He shifted in his seat. “I’ve no idea to be honest, Mistress. I decided to give myself a quiet break here for a couple of weeks, and see if I could get a real sense of direction on that front. What actually happened is that I quite literally lost my sense of direction in your wood…” 
 
    “And ended up meeting me,” she interjected. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    While they were having this conversation the brief drive took them through gently sloping green fields that occasionally gave way to small patches of woodland. Karen turned into a narrow winding lane that in turn led to an even narrower lane with high hedges. At the end of this secluded lane was a security gate. Before opening it she said, “Want to abandon Field Cottage for a while and stay here with me instead?” 
 
    Robert’s face lit up. “I’d love to, Mistress,” he replied. “I’d have packed a bag if I’d known that…” 
 
    The dominatrix cut in again, giving him a salacious look, “You don’t need any kind of change of clothes because you won’t be wearing any while you’re staying with me. Also,” she added, “the room I’ve in mind for you has a well-equipped en suite. Any toiletries you’re likely to need are already in there.” 
 
    Karen unlocked the security gate using a device in the car. The gate buzzed open and she drove down the driveway. It took them past delightful flower gardens towards a graceful-looking Georgian house of red brick. It had large rectangular windows spaced regularly across all three of its floors. 
 
    ”I’ve told you a bit about myself, Mistress” Robert said as Karen drew up to the house. “How about you reciprocate?”  
 
    She put the car into park and turned in her seat to face him. “I’m privately very wealthy, which means I’m able to live exactly the way I like – and that is as a lifestyle dominatrix. I’ll let you discover the rest during your stay.” 
 
    Without saying any more Karen climbed out of the car and waited as Robert got out too. The light was fading fast now in the gathering dusk. She took him up a set of broad stone steps that led to a porch and a large front door. Karen unfastened the door and held it open for Robert, gesturing to him to go inside. 
 
    “I’ll show you your room first,” said the dominatrix. 
 
     Her tall high-heeled boots clicking on the beautiful hardwood floor of the hallway, she took him toward the thickly carpeted stairs. The door to one of the rooms off the hallway was wide open. Robert quickly let his eyes sweep around the elegant room. It had heavy curtains at its windows and was paneled in rich, dark wood upon which hung several fine oil paintings, mainly abstract.  
 
    The room contained various equally fine pieces of furniture too. These included a number of comfortable-looking chairs and a couch, all of padded black leather. There were a few coffee tables dotted about and a table and chairs in one corner, all of it mahogany. An exquisite Persian carpet covered most of the floor.  
 
    It was getting increasingly dark outside now, Robert noticed, although there was still sufficient light filtering in through the windows of the room. 
 
    He followed the dominatrix up the staircase to the first floor and a few steps along the corridor to a door, which she opened for him. “After you,” she said, reaching round the doorframe and switching on the light. “This is your room.” 
 
    Robert stepped inside and smiled approvingly. The room had a small four-poster bed of carved rosewood and a matching bedside table, chair and wardrobe. He peeked into the en suite bathroom: all gleaming white porcelain, shiny chrome and soft white towels. 
 
    He turned to Karen. “I love it, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “Glad you approve,” she said. “Now strip naked and make yourself comfortable. I’ll be back in due course.” 
 
    With that the dominatrix turned on her heels and left without a backward look. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Five  
 
      
 
    Time ticked by with Karen evidently in no great hurry to return. Robert flopped onto the comfortable bed and let his head sink back on its soft pillows. He lay staring at the ceiling for a few moments, letting the silence of the room close about him.  
 
    Robert closed his eyes, blotting out the ceiling, and thought about what Karen looked like in that black leather micro-minidress and matching knee-length boots. To his mind in that stunning outfit she was the very image of female erotic domination incarnate. 
 
    The thought caused his cock to immediately rise to aching stiffness, and reflexively he reached out and gently squeezed it. The action instantly sent spasms of pure pleasure through his body.  
 
    A deep sigh escaped him but it died on his lips as Karen’s words – ‘You must not even touch yourself sexually’ – came back into his head. 
 
    Robert immediately let go of his hard-on and opened his eyes… to see Karen standing in the doorway. She was in that same seductive leather outfit but had the most furious expression on her face. 
 
    Karen’s eyes seemed to burn right through him. If looks could kill, Robert would have dropped dead. His erection certainly died, disappearing as quickly as it had arrived.  
 
    “Get to your feet,” hissed the dominatrix.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert said, and did. Feeling his anxiety growing by the second, he ran his hands nervously up and down his thighs.   
 
    “How quickly trust can collapse.” Karen’s lips curled in angry scorn. “I suppose you were doing that kind of thing all the time once you’d returned to Field Cottage yesterday, thinking to hell with the instruction I’d given you.” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” Robert insisted. 
 
    Her eyes continued to burn through him. “Bullshit!” 
 
    “No, really, Mistress.” He shook his head. “I never touched myself sexually even once, just as you instructed. I was sorely tempted to, I won’t deny that, but I resisted the temptation.” 
 
    “So, why give in to it now?” she said in a sharp tone.  
 
    Robert gazed back at her nervously. “It was a momentary lapse of concentration, Mistress.”  
 
    “And one for which you’ll pay mightily,” Karen told him, her tone sharper than ever. “Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress.” Robert heard the tremor in his voice as he spoke. He was now very, very anxious. 
 
    The dominatrix went on, “I am going to punish you by caning you and I promise it will hurt dreadfully – way more than the thrashing I gave you with the leather belt yesterday.” 
 
    “I can’t tell you how very sorry I am for what I did, Mistress,” Robert offered, his voice full of contrition. 
 
    Karen gave him a withering look. “Nowhere near as sorry as you’ll be after your caning,” she told him. “Because then I’m going to kick you the fuck out.” 
 
    Robert felt his stomach drop with a sickening lurch. He looked back at her, his eyes huge. What she’d just said filled him with horror. “But I desperately want to stay, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    “You should have thought about that before you did what you did,” she retorted tartly. 
 
    “Please, Mistress. I beg you.” Panic cracked Robert’s voice.  “I shall gladly accept being punished by you with a harsh caning. God knows, I deserve it for my stupid lapse. But please, please, please don’t kick me out.” 
 
    “Why shouldn’t I?” She glared at him. “What we had before – correction, what I thought we had before – has been corrupted by what you’ve done.” 
 
    Robert felt himself go hot and cold at the same time. This situation was going from bad to worse and he was in deep dismay, his mind in turmoil. He told himself that somehow he had to turn things around and get Karen to change her mind.  
 
    “You shouldn’t do it, Mistress,” he replied emphatically, “because everything I’ve told you is the God’s honest truth. I know I screwed up. But I didn’t know what I was doing. It was a momentary loss of concentration, that’s all.” 
 
    The dominatrix narrowed her eyes. “Caused by what exactly?” 
 
    “By thinking about how wonderful you look in your fabulous leather outfit, Mistress,” he told her. 
 
    Karen studied Robert more closely. He’d gone very pale and there was perspiration on his face.  
 
    His fear was palpable. But was he telling her the truth? The dominatrix remained far from convinced.  
 
    There was a tense silence, and then she said, “I don’t see why I should believe a word you say about this. The story you’ve just told me proves nothing as far as I’m concerned. It could very well be a total fabrication.” She drew a dismissive hand across the air. “You’re probably lying through your teeth, giving a false version of events to try to show yourself in a more sympathetic light. I have the evidence of my own eyes to go on. I saw what I saw and what I saw was damning.” 
 
    “I very much regret what I did, Mistress.” Robert dug his nails into the palms of his hands. “But all it was, honestly, was a stupid mistake. I swear that on my life. Can’t you give me the benefit of the doubt just this once?” he went on to ask, his tone desperate. “When I had the great good fortune to find you the entirely unexpected way I did, Mistress, you introduced me to my true submissive and masochistic self. I’d been only half-alive until then, sleepwalking my way through life really. It was as though you’d opened a secret door and beckoned me across the threshold into a new world.” 
 
    There was a brief silence as he took a breath. The dominatrix motioned for him to go on.  
 
    “For me it was a miraculous experience, truly transformative,” Robert continued. “Something just clicked in my head. It had been there all along, it came to me afterwards, and I just hadn’t noticed. I hadn’t wanted to notice, maybe. The thing is you made me notice, Mistress, and notice big time. Before I met you I’d always been dimly dissatisfied, feeling there was something somehow stunted about me, thwarted. That’s because I was only half-formed. Then…” 
 
    “Then what?” Karen interrupted. “Get on with it. I haven’t got all day.” 
 
    “Then you worked the miracle on me that you did and made me whole, Mistress. In doing that you also initiated me into a new life and it’s one I want to grasp with both hands.”  
 
    Robert broke off again for a moment, swallowed, and plunged on, “You did all that for me, Mistress, and I’m deeply grateful to you for it. I can’t bear the idea of our relationship coming to such a miserable end – finished before it had even properly started – simply because of something as stupid as my brief lapse of concentration. It can’t end like that, Mistress,” he added passionately. “It can’t. I mean, Jesus. It just can’t.” 
 
    Karen hesitated, her expression softening a little. Robert watched her anxiously as she considered all the words he’d poured out to try to get her to change her mind. 
 
    The dominatrix slowly nodded. “OK,” she said at last. “I’ll let you off – for now.” 
 
    Robert felt relief flood through him. “Thank you so much, Mistress.” He took a deep breath and exhaled before adding, “Does that mean you accept my explanation?” 
 
    “I do,” she confirmed. “That’s why I won’t be kicking you out.” 
 
    “Thank God for that, Mistress,” Robert said, his voice full of gratitude. After a pause he went on to ask, “Will you still be caning me though, Mistress?”  
 
    “You bet I’ll still be caning you,” Karen replied gleefully, “and when I do it will be brutal. I cannot tell you how much I will relish the cruel welts I deliver to your sorry ass.” She cocked her head at him. “Understood?” 
 
     “Understood, Mistress,” he said, his gaze alight with excitement. The thought of his naked rear cheeks squirming under such a pitiless onslaught from this formidable dominatrix caused his erection to reappear as if by magic. He was tremendously aroused at the dreadful yet ecstatic prospect of what lay imminently ahead for him. 
 
    Karen went on, “But don’t expect it to happen any time soon.” 
 
    Robert looked at her uncomprehendingly. “No, Mistress?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Hell, no.” 
 
    “You’ve lost me, Mistress.” he was unable to keep the disappointment from his voice. “I’m perfectly willing to accept my punishment. I thought you’d be delivering it more or less straightaway.” 
 
    “Well, think again, because that’s not how it’s going to be.” She gave him a beautiful sadistic smile. “You will receive your punishment when I decide you will and not before. It will happen some time after you’ve breakfasted tomorrow, which you’ll do all alone in my kitchen incidentally. It will happen too some time after you’ve carried out a whole range of mind-numbingly menial domestic tasks I intend to give you to do. It’ll be sheer drudgery, all of it, I promise. Because you are now at my beck and call in every respect. You need to be clear about that.” 
 
    There was a pause. “As for when I will deliver your ferocious chastisement, only I know that. You must live in fearful anticipation until then, and that anticipation will be a delicious part of your punishment.”   
 
    “I see, Mistress,” Robert whispered. His pulse was racing, his erection throbbing. 
 
    “When I cane you I shall ignore any pathetic cries for mercy you may make,” she went on slowly, with gloating in her voice. “I simply won’t be swayed. You can beg me and beg me to stop if you want. But you’ll be wasting your breath because I shan’t do anything of the sort. You hear me?” 
 
    He nodded excitedly. “I hear you, Mistress.” 
 
    “I shall administer your cruel punishment until you think you simply can’t take it any more,” she added, striding toward the door. She paused in the doorway and turned toward him. “Do you know what I’ll do then?” She smiled that beautiful sadistic smile again. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    “I’ll cane you that much harder,” she said, adding, “See you tomorrow.”  
 
    With that the dominatrix turned away from him and strode off, firmly shutting the door behind her.  
 
    That night Robert could hardly sleep, and lay awake with a pounding heart and a throbbing shaft. To be punished in that extreme way by his sadistic Mistress. To be reduced to helpless agony like that. He could imagine no worse fate… and no greater joy. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Six  
 
      
 
    Robert had yet to receive the ferocious caning Karen had spoken about with such glee the previous evening, and his day had been progressing in the deliciously tormenting manner she’d said it would. He experienced a sense of dreadful anticipation that he found extremely arousing at the prospect of the harsh punishment coming his way. That his Mistress should choose to subject him to such subtle erotic cruelty before delivering this punishment only made him worship her all the more. 
 
    Finally it was time. 
 
    Karen had chosen to administer Robert’s caning in the elegant living room he had observed when he’d first entered her house. He stood naked and erect before the dominatrix. His hands were held meekly behind his back, their palms damp. Sexual arousal coursed through his veins, making his erection pulse.  
 
    Karen was all in red leather this time. Her low-cut dress revealed a glorious expanse of cleavage. The slinky dress was as tight as a sheath and so short it barely skirted her thighs. Her long shapely legs shone bare and creamy. On her feet were shoes with sharp stiletto heels that dipped into the plush fiber of the Oriental carpet on which she and Robert stood.   
 
    Placed carefully on the mahogany table in the corner of the room was a long whippy rod of yellow bamboo with a curved handle. Karen sauntered over to the table, the clinging leather micro-minidress seeming to massage her body as she went. She picked up the cane and stroked the cruel implement lovingly with her slender fingers. These were tipped in nail polish the same shade of red as both her lipstick and the leather outfit she had on.  
 
    The dominatrix turned to Robert and ordered coolly, “Come here and bend over the table.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied in a shaky voice, and padded in her direction. 
 
    He bent over, his legs spread and his hands clutching the table for support. His chest heaved with each breath he took as he waited for the heavy caning that was to be his punishment. 
 
    Karen positioned herself behind Robert and he heard her swish the air with the cane in a few practice strokes. He shivered in real fear despite his excitement and longing for his much delayed chastisement. 
 
    Then came the whistle of the cane again, this time followed by a sharp crack as it landed on his rear cheeks. Robert jumped at the jolt of pain it delivered and at the same time let out a strangled sob.  
 
    “No more sobbing,” Karen snapped. “That was nothing, understood?” 
 
    He nodded frantically. “Understood, Mistress.”  
 
    The dominatrix struck again, delivering another welt, followed by a third, fourth, fifth and sixth. Robert obediently stifled all his sobs.  
 
    And as his punishment had started so it continued.  
 
    By the time he had received another six searing lashes the pain he was suffering had become so acute he felt almost detached from it as if his scorched behind belonged to someone else.  
 
    This combined with the fact that by now his adrenaline was pumping overtime helped him to endure the agony the dominatrix administered with the next six strikes of the cane.   
 
    Having applied eighteen strikes in all so far Karen paused and asked Robert unnecessarily, “Hurting much?” 
 
    “I’ve never been in so much pain, Mistress,” he replied in a faltering voice.  
 
    “Worse is to come,” she told him ominously. 
 
    The dominatrix wound up and delivered a strike so ferocious it had him squirming in even greater agony. She followed this by applying a further five such blows. 
 
    Karen told Robert she would take a short breather before the next two dozen strikes she intended to deliver. She instructed him to stand up and, raising his body unsteadily, he did so. Tellingly, his cock remained hard and pulsing.  
 
    When shortly afterwards the dominatrix ordered Robert to bend over again he grasped the table edge once more. As he counted out in his head each of the twenty-four further blows he received from the cane he found himself increasingly inured to the fierce pain he was suffering.  
 
    When that second set was complete he delighted in the cool touch of Karen’s fingers as she stroked the puffy ridges she’d razed on his behind with the cruel bamboo rod. The sensation made him shiver in pleasure-pain. Inwardly he resigned himself to endless unthinkable punishment at the hands of his remorseless Mistress. At that thought he groaned aloud. 
 
    “This is where things get serious,” he then heard Karen say. 
 
    Robert tensed his muscles at her words. His erection throbbed more insistently than ever. 
 
    She raised the cane and brought it down fast and hard again and again. Before long Robert lost all track of time. With each of the swift furious strikes Karen delivered with the cane, his rear squirmed more – and his joy grew. Profound sexual masochist he’d so recently discovered himself to be at her highly skilled hands, Robert gloried in his agonizing degradation and the searing marks of his chastisement.  
 
    Suddenly Karen stopped caning Robert, put the cane to one side, and told him to stand upright and face her. He thought his savage caning was at last over. He was wrong. 
 
    After another brief interlude Karen picked up the implement again. “This is where things get the most serious of all,” she told him, a cruel gleam in her eye. “Turn round and resume your position. Spread your legs and ass more fully this time,” she added.  
 
    And he did so, his erection throbbing achingly hard at his belly. 
 
    The dominatrix lifted her arm high above her head before lashing Robert with the cane. The first swishing strike seared his rear with molten pain and the ones that followed were even worse. Now his whole body jerked and shuddered at each strike Karen delivered to his punished backside. His knuckles were white as he grasped the side of the table. He could not help but cry out in maddened torment at each lash. 
 
    Inside his head Robert counted as far as twelve further strikes and then his smarting agony became so intense he could count no longer. His mind seemed to float from his body into a world of pure unadulterated pain. He felt at one with his sadistic Mistress, the two of them all alone in the world of delirious agony she had created for him.  
 
    Robert heard himself cry out as though from far away, and they were cries of delight at the sublime cruelty of his Mistress. He knew that he squirmed and cried out for her and her alone. She wanted to hurt him. He wanted her to hurt him, joyful in his submission to such a cruel Mistress. The strikes cascaded on and on and his shaft ached at the glory of his wretchedness. 
 
    Robert arched his back to meet Karen’s remorselessly harsh blows as the agony and intense desire he felt merged into an overwhelming sensation of ecstasy. He could feel the onset of orgasm but knew it was essential he contain himself at all costs.  
 
    He was almost at the point of no return, though, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts, when …“Come for me, you fucking pain slut,” rasped Karen. 
 
    And Robert immediately did. His body shuddered and his stiff cock jerked in spasms as his creamy cum flowed in one hot spurt after another.  
 
    Eventually his shuddering orgasm came to an end, and so did the caning. 
 
    Karen got Robert to stand up and then told him coolly, “Get down on your hands and knees and kiss my shoes in gratitude for your chastisement.”  
 
    Robert obeyed immediately, flinging himself to the floor and lavishing her red stiletto-heeled shoes with tender kisses. He lost himself in the sensation of demonstrating his gratitude to his sadistic Mistress in such a groveling manner.   
 
    Robert glanced up at one point, seeing out of the corner of his eye that glistening rivulets of love juice adorned Karen’s soft inner thighs. Had she been masturbating while she’d been administering that vicious caning just as she’d done when using the belt on him under the big oak tree? He assumed she had been. 
 
    At length the dominatrix got Robert to kneel upright before her. There was a silence, and then she looked down at him and said, “I came many times by my own hand while caning you. Robert,” adding, “And I came colossally at the same time you did.”   
 
    “Then I’ve served my purpose, Mistress,” he replied humbly, glowing with pride. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Seven  
 
      
 
    When Robert was back in his room he looked over his shoulder into the wall mirror and inspected the angry mottled weals on his behind. He hoped they wouldn’t fade much before Karen decided to refresh them.  
 
    It took a little over twenty-four hours for that to happen – twenty-four hours of thrilling anticipation for the pain addict Robert undoubtedly now was. He was already as hooked on being treated in such an extreme way as a heroin addict desperate for his next fix... 
 
      
 
    … And there Robert was again standing stiffly erect before Karen in the living room and waiting to be disciplined by her. This time she had on an obscenely short black latex dress. Gleaming with polished radiance and as tight as a second skin, it accentuated every curve and swell of her shapely figure. The erotic effect was heightened further by the knee-length shiny black latex boots she had on, which had pointed toes and sharp stiletto heels. 
 
    “We’re going to take you to another level today,” Karen told Robert. 
 
    He stared at her, confused. “What do you mean, Mistress?” 
 
    “Come with me and you’ll find out,” said the dominatrix, and immediately strode toward the door. 
 
    Robert rushed to follow her as she left the room and progressed along the hallway, the metal-tipped heels of her tall boots stabbing into its hardwood floor. He continued following Karen along the hallway and through a door that opened onto a straight staircase that disappeared into a basement. 
 
    They descended down into the shadows of what felt to Robert almost like the bowls of the earth. The staircase led to a length of corridor that brought them to another door. It was of heavy oak with black iron hardware. Karen opened the door to reveal the big dimly-lit dungeon beyond and led Robert into it 
 
    He let his eyes roam over the soft light and shadows of the dark cavernous space in which he now found himself. He saw that it housed a whole range of leather-covered dungeon equipment. This included a St. Andrew’s cross, two whipping benches, a bondage table, a horse, a cage, and an ornate high-backed throne.  
 
    There was a long rack taking up most of one wall, and Robert marvelled at the comprehensive range of disciplinary implements and other BDSM items he saw there. They ranged from simple straps to tawses, crops, whips, paddles, and canes in several thicknesses. There were also handcuffs, nipple clamps, strap-on dildos, hoods, blindfolds, gags, reels of bondage tape and bondage rope, metal spreader bars, harnesses, leads and body-bags.  
 
    There were several strategically placed ceiling chains of differing lengths among the other equipment in the dungeon. Two of these hung to about six feet from the floor and were joined together at their base by a metal spreader bar with black leather cuffs either end. Karen took Robert over to this spreader bar, got him to raise and spread his arms, and buckled his wrists to its cuffs. 
 
    He felt a thrill of fear as he watched the dominatrix stride toward the rack of BDSM items and pick out another metal spreader bar and a black leather whip. Karen positioned herself behind Robert, telling him to spread his legs. After putting the whip on the nearby bondage table she knelt down and buckled his ankles to either end of the spreader bar. Then she stood up and retrieved the whip.  
 
    Robert was now standing with his bare feet flat on the floor, his legs splayed apart by the metal bar buckled to his ankles and his arms held likewise apart by the bar attached to the ceiling chains. His chest heaving with each shallow breath he took, Robert waited for the dominatrix to start whipping him. Pre-cum was trickling constantly from his shaft onto the dungeon floor beneath him.   
 
    When Karen brought the whip across Robert’s backside the first time he felt his whole body shudder in its spread-eagled bondage. The cruel lash was especially painful because the welts were still raw from his savage caning the previous day.  
 
    After her first strike Karen went on to whip Robert with even greater vigor not only on his rear cheeks but on his back too, sending darts of sensation through his body. His erection bobbed as he moaned and gasped in response.  
 
    The whipping went on and on, delivering searing pain to Robert’s flesh that also felt to this most masochistic of men like exquisite pleasure. He accepted more willingly than ever the severe chastisement the cruel dominatrix had again decided to inflict on him.  
 
    His shackled body trembled with pleasure-pain as her whip continued circling constantly through the air and landing with one sharp crack after another.  
 
    Karen flayed Robert’s back and rear unrelentingly over and over again until he was trembling without control in his bonds. But still she continued whipping him. The dominatrix beat Robert with such relentless harshness, the whip cracks growing fiercer and more rapid all the time, that eventually she made him whimper and brought tears to his eyes.  
 
    They were tears of happiness though, make no mistake. Each of her blows sent a spasm of pure joy deep into Robert’s very being, the red heat from his punished flesh spreading more and more to his throbbing shaft. He let out delirious gasps and moans, the pleasure and pain he was experiencing now completely indistinguishable.  
 
    All of a sudden the beating stopped and Robert tried to turn around. Karen snapped at him to face to the front. He immediately did so but not before he’d seen what he’d seen. And that was the fingers of her left hand working frantically beneath the hem of the black latex micro-minidress, revealing her naked sex and the glistening stream of love juice that trickled in thin rivulets down her thighs. 
 
    Robert continued to wait, smarting in agony until he heard Karen’s ecstatic cry of release as she shuddered to an earth-shattering climax.  
 
    After allowing a few moments to recover her composure the dominatrix put the whip aside and leaned in close behind Robert, her breath hot in his ear. “Keep looking to your front and don’t you dare climax,”   she told him.   
 
    Robert tensed his muscles at her words. His heart drummed. His erection pulsed. 
 
    The dominatrix brought her hand round to the front of Robert and gently squeezed the base of his throbbing erection. She closed her grip on the smooth solid hardness of the shaft in her hand and began to rhythmically stroke it, passing her fingers over the entire length. 
 
    Karen kept right on rubbing Robert’s hard-on, his respiration deepening all the time. His lust consumed him so much his shackled body vibrated with it. He could feel himself start to build towards orgasm despite his very best efforts to hold it at bay.  
 
    Then – and not a moment too soon – the dominatrix let go of Robert’s erection and moved away from him. Her stiletto-heeled boots clicked sharply across the dungeon floor as she strode in the direction of the rack of BDSM items. This time she picked out a black leather hood. 
 
    Once Karen was behind Robert again she pulled the hood over his head, the musky leather scent immediately suffusing his nostrils. He stared into the blackness of the hood, which was thick and impenetrable. It had no holes for the eyes or nose but one for the mouth. As Robert panted into that opening he could feel the hood grip the front of his face tight.  
 
    “I might make you come before long or I might not,” Karen told him cryptically, tantalisingly. “Got that?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress.”  
 
    No light bled through the thick hood anywhere to allow Robert to see a thing. Under the tight black leather he had no idea what was going on. But then he did – because from the sharp but receding click of stiletto-heels that he heard next he could tell Karen was leaving.  
 
    Soon the dungeon was as silent as a tomb. How long was he going to be left alone like this in spread-eagled bondage from which he couldn’t possibly escape? wondered Robert anxiously, gazing into the pitch-blackness of the leather hood. It was impossible to know. He stood there in his unyielding bonds, waiting, listening, alert to any sound. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eight  
 
      
 
    Thankfully Robert wasn’t left alone like this for very long: five, maybe ten minutes by his reckoning. He listened to the familiar sound of stiletto heels clicking across the dungeon floor that told him Karen had returned. He could feel his adrenaline surge more and more as he heard her striding first in the direction of the rack and then ever closer towards him.  
 
    Robert didn’t know what the dominatrix was going to do after that. All he knew was what she’d said, which was that she might make him come before long. Or not. Whatever she wanted, that was what Karen was going to do. She was in charge of him. She got to decide that. She got to decide everything. . 
 
    What Karen decided to do next was to start whipping his chest. She did this savagely hard. On and on went the whipping. It never stopped. Hopelessly Robert tried to dodge the endless rain of blows.  
 
    His body wriggled frantically against his bonds, arching and curling this way and that. The chain attached to the metal spreader bar to which his wrists were cuffed rattled from his exertions. His ankles pulled at the bar holding his legs apart. But all of it was to no avail. There was no way to avoid the ceaseless onslaught. 
 
    Eventually the whip was still and Robert waited for the cruel domme’s next move. He heard her stride towards the rack again. Upon returning she came to the front of him and attached a metal clamp to one of his nipples.  
 
    Robert yelped through the mouth hole of his hood at the pain. He yelped again when she attached a clamp to his other nipple. The metal clamps pressed against his nipples like vices. But his yelps tailed into moans of pleasure-pain, his erection pulsing all the harder.  
 
    Next she suspended a weight to one nipple clamp and did the same to the other one. The weights made the clamps dig into the skin tissue even more agonisingly. But it only made Robert even more aroused, his hard-on now throbbing like a metronome. 
 
    What now? he wondered in fearful excitement. 
 
    Another ferocious ass-whipping was the answer and it started almost immediately. It quickly picked up pace too. He let out one frantic cry after another through the mouth hole of the leather hood, cries that pierced the air and wouldn’t cease.  
 
    Robert reared in his bonds in a futile attempt to escape the furious lashing the dominatrix was giving his behind. As she did ever more damage to its blazing flesh he continued to tense his body, pulling uselessly at his restraints.  
 
    Then all of a sudden the whipping ceased. And something else happened that took Robert completely by surprise. The dominatrix operated some sort of pulley linked to the ceiling chains. Slowly, with a rattle of iron on iron, the chains began wrapping around spools. And he felt his body move upwards. 
 
    Robert remembered Karen’s words: ‘We’re going to take you to another level today’. Had she meant that in a literal sense, he asked himself, and if so what level would she take him to? When the chains stopped moving Robert wondered how far up he’d gone.  
 
    The answer soon became evident when he found his erection engulfed by a soft warm mouth. Oh God! The dominatrix immediately began blowing him, lapping and sucking at his hard, throbbing cock. She worked away at his erection, pausing regularly to ensure she held Robert at a burning high point without release for what seemed like an age. ‘I might make you come before long or I might not,’ Karen had said. Well, which was it to be? Robert wondered desperately.   
 
    Finally when his tormentor decided the time was right she sucked vigorously at his pulsing shaft until the inevitable happened and it discharged a deluge of creamy cum deep into her throat. 
 
    Robert writhed in his bonds as his orgasmic spasms continued to shake him. When he’d finally stopped ejaculating the dominatrix slipped his spent cock out of her mouth. She then lowered the chains to their former height and promptly left the dungeon. 
 
    Robert was left standing alone, stretched in spread-eagled helplessness by his bondage, weighted clamps attached to his nipples, his chest, back and rear covered in whip marks he couldn’t see but could certainly feel… and utterly spent.  The only thing before his eyes was blackness because of the hood. All he could do was wait. 
 
    But again, it was not for very long. The tell-tale click of her stiletto-heeled boots against the dungeon floor told Robert that Karen was back. She straightaway unclipped the weighted clamps from his nipples, causing him to gasp in pain as the oxygen rushed back into the punished nubs. After that she removed the leather hood. Lastly the dominatrix released Robert’s wrists and ankles from the spreader bars and told him to kneel before her. 
 
    Karen stared down at Robert and smiled wickedly. “How did you find that uplifting experience?” she asked, making quotation marks in the air with her fingers. 
 
    “It was brilliant, Mistress,” he replied, his eyes shining. “You’re brilliant.”  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Nine  
 
      
 
    Every time Robert thought about it – and he thought about it a great deal – he marveled anew at his amazing good fortune at having stumbled into Karen’s garden in the first place. Talk about being in the right place at the right time! Because once she’d discovered him there she’d wasted no time in introducing him to his true self. 
 
    Robert had been making up for lost time ever since at her sadistic hands. He’d become this incredibly pliable and subservient man, insatiable with masochistic need. He was having the time of his life: the life he’d been meant to live all along. That life had finally caught up with him and he could hardly tolerate waiting to realise once again the deviant desires he’d so deeply repressed in the past.  
 
    He was therefore disappointed when the next afternoon at around the time he’d been hoping for another disciplinary session with Karen she’d told him she was going out for the rest of the day. “The weather outside is lovely,” she’d said. “Go and enjoy the pool and really make the most of it too. Who knows when, if ever, I’ll allow you to again?”   
 
    Obediently Robert made his naked way down the wide green lawn and beyond toward the rock pool. The water’s surface glittered with sunlight and when he got to the edge of the pool he plunged straight in. He spent a blissfully long time swimming, splashing about and floating in the water.  
 
    Robert had told Karen she was brilliant. And he’d meant it. He’d felt like he’d been living in a dream world he never wanted to leave ever since he’d first set eyes on the naked Goddess. 
 
     He let the images come, his mind replaying everything that had transpired between them since they’d met so fortuitously: the way Karen had masturbated him almost to the point of no return on the grassy bank; the way she’d ruthlessly disciplined him under the big old oak tree, and in her elegant living room, and – last but by no means least – in that amazingly versatile dungeon of hers where to his complete surprise she’d finished the session by giving him the blow job of all blow jobs. Robert floated on his back near the bank in the rippling water, his eyes shut and his mind lost in these heady reminiscences.  
 
    Eventually he opened his eyes. 
 
    And that’s when it happened.  
 
    There she was on the grassy bank.  
 
    She was naked. She was a Goddess.  
 
    But she wasn’t Karen. 
 
    What the…  
 
    The woman was as stunningly beautiful as Karen with a face of perfect symmetry and full sensuous lips. She had a knock-out body like Karen did too. Her breasts were firm and round, her belly flat, her pubis smooth, and her legs shapely and long. But this naked Goddess did not have shoulder-length raven hair and blue-black eyes like hers, but short blonde hair and emerald-green eyes.  
 
    “Hi there,” she said cheerfully. “I’m sure you won’t mind if I come in too.” 
 
    With that she lowered herself into the pool and began swimming away from Robert in a fast crawl. As she continued to power through the water like some sort of divine Olympian he swam behind her in enthusiastic pursuit. 
 
    She reached the far bank and then stopped and turned. The water lapped at her breasts, their nipples as hard as stones. As soon as Robert had caught up with her she told him she’d see him back on the other bank. She immediately swam away and Robert again followed enthusiastically in her wake.  
 
    When he began to emerge from the rock pool, she was already standing on the grassy bank, a vision of naked perfection. Her legs were parted sufficiently for him to see the pink opening of her smoothly shaven sex. When he got fully to his feet she affected not to notice that his cock had already stiffened to full hardness. 
 
    The sky reflecting in her sparkling green eyes, she said, “You are Robert, aren’t you.”  
 
    He nodded. “Yes I am.” 
 
    “I’m Diane,” she went on. “And we’ve already met before…in a manner of speaking.” 
 
    He looked at her in confusion. “What do you mean?”  
 
    “Let me explain,” she said. “This is the first time I’ve seen your handsome face. But your muscular chest and cute ass are very familiar to me. How so? you may ask and I’ll tell you. It’s because I whipped your chest and your ass and tortured your nipples yesterday.” She paused. “And your lovely hard-on is extremely familiar to me since I sucked you off then too.” 
 
    “But I thought…” 
 
    She interrupted. “You thought what you were meant to think, Robert. Now you know different, don’t you?” 
 
    Those words of Karen’s came back to him again. ‘We’re going to take you to another level today’, she had told him in the dungeon. ‘We’re’, not ‘I’m’. 
 
    “Yes, Diane,” he replied. “I know different now.” 
 
    “Call me ‘Mistress’,” she said firmly. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “Lie down on your back,” Diane told him next. “I want to queen you.”  
 
    What does she mean by that? Robert wondered, immediately doing as he’d been instructed. He soon found out. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Ten  
 
      
 
    Diane stood over Robert with one bare foot placed on either side of his head and looked into his dark gleaming eyes. She then knelt over his face, gripping the back of his head with both hands. Holding onto Robert like this, she pressed him tightly against herself until his face became buried in the warm cavern of her sex.  
 
    “Pleasure my pussy with your mouth,” she ordered. 
 
    And Robert did. First he played his tongue back and forth, searching for Diane’s hard pink clitoris. He found the shiny nub and began to flick his tongue over it, making her moan with pleasure.  
 
    “Now for some serious queening,” announced Diane after a time. She began to rise and fall over Robert’s mouth, pressing down here, shifting there. Suddenly she clasped his head even more tightly against her hot wet pussy and climaxed. Her breathing was ragged as she shuddered in ecstatic release. 
 
    When Diane had recovered her senses sufficiently she shifted position, lifting her sex from Robert’s mouth. His face was covered in a thin layer of love juice.  
 
    She edged down his body until his hard cock rubbed against her belly, and leaned forward to kiss him. Diane’s mouth was open and her tongue darted into his when their lips met. She kissed Robert passionately and he kissed her back with equal fervor until eventually she broke the clinch.   
 
    Diane put her lips close to his ear and whispered throatily, “Now I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”  
 
    Arching her back, she pressed the tip of Robert’s erection lightly against the lips of her pussy. He groaned as she pressed right down so his hard-on could slip deep into the slippery warmth of her tight sex. He felt the muscles of her vagina fasten powerfully on his shaft as she began to rock up and down on his body.  
 
    Diane moaned and wriggled with one rush of satisfaction after another as she moved up and down on Robert with ever more energy. And he moaned too. He loved submitting to the dominant blonde beauty in this way. She was obviously accustomed to being in full control of any male that pleasured her, and Robert relished his role as the instrument of her satisfaction.  
 
    But he was evidently being too passive for Diane’s liking on this occasion. “Work with me,” she gasped fiercely. 
 
    Robert began to thrust his haunches in time with hers. Diane’s breasts bobbed as she continued to fuck him. He put up his hands and grasped her stiff nipples. He squeezed the hard orbs, making her groan with pleasure. 
 
    Then Diane put one of her own hands to such pleasurable use. She delved it between the engorged lips of her pussy and began stroking her clitoris, her fingers at the same time pressing against his sliding hard-on.  
 
    With hooded eyes she looked down at Robert. “You’re not allowed to come until I say so,” she told him, “and that won’t happen until I’ve come many times myself.” 
 
    Diane frigged her clit more and more vigorously until she began to moan and then cry out in orgasm. This had the effect of propelling Robert to the edge of climaxing. He nearly lost control but stopped himself before it was too late. 
 
     Diane had ceased masturbating and was now pressing the warmth of her breasts against his chest as her hips squirmed over the rod of flesh embedded in her sex. Then, panting wildly, she cried out again with release. 
 
    And Robert didn’t. 
 
    He clamped down on himself with all his might just in time to again avoid passing the point of no return. 
 
    Diane left it several moments and shifted above him, this time stretching her legs down along his. She began to grind back and forth, squeezing her thighs together convulsively around him until she climaxed once more. Then she kept on climaxing. She slid her arms around his neck and pulled him fiercely against her as she came again and again, the climaxes racking her body with spasms of erotic delight. 
 
    Robert lost track of Diane’s orgasms because he was concentrating so hard on holding his own climax back he could think of nothing else.  
 
    When she finally did permit him to come he cried out in ecstatic relief. Diane continued to ride him as he spent himself completely, every ounce of his pent-up semen spurting inside her. And at the same time she bucked and heaved to the most ecstatic of her multiple orgasms. Convulsions shook their entwined bodies, the spasms going on and on. 
 
    Finally those convulsions stopped and Diane lay on top of Robert for a while as their breathing slowed. Then she slithered up his body and sat on his face again.  
 
    “Swallow your cum from out of my pussy,” she ordered. 
 
    And he did.  He let his ejaculate fill his mouth and swallowed all of it.  
 
    Diane then lifted her thighs from his face and climbed to her feet. Hands on shapely hips, she looked down at Robert. “Karen’s out for the rest of the day, as you know,” she said, “and I’m finished with you for now. Go back to swimming and generally relaxing in the pool for as long as you like. Then return to the house and go direct to your room.”  
 
    Having issued these instructions the blonde beauty left him, sashaying past the big old oak tree and out of the clearing in the direction of the house.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eleven  
 
      
 
    When Robert returned to the house he went directly to his room just as instructed. His mind was swirling with images of what had happened to him on the grassy bank of the rock pool at the hands of the new naked Goddess in his life.   
 
    Robert lay down on the bed where he dozed off after a while. He slept for an indeterminate time and when he awoke he saw it had grown dark. His first thought was to wonder whether Karen was back yet. Diane had told him he must go to his room but hadn’t said how long for. He decided to see whether Karen had returned and headed off downstairs. 
 
    He descended the stairs and began to pad noiselessly down the corridor. He was thrilled to hear Karen’s voice coming from the living room. Great, she was back. The door was partway open and he was about to enter when he was stopped in his tracks. What he saw didn’t make sense. 
 
    Diane was in the room with Karen, both of them naked and with their backs to him. But Diane was bent over the big table in the corner with her lips restrained by a red ball gag and Karen was standing behind her, holding a bamboo cane.  
 
    Robert shook his head in disbelief. He didn’t understand this new development at all. But it excited him. His cock at once began to tremble and stiffen. 
 
    “I said you could sit on Robert’s face, Diane,” he heard Karen hiss. “I didn’t say you could fuck him. Your suggestion that it was OK because I didn’t say you couldn’t fuck him was ingenuous to say the least and was bound to be unacceptable to me, wasn’t it? ” 
 
    Diane didn’t make a sound. 
 
    Karen let out a noisy sigh. “Wasn’t it, bitch?”  
 
    Diane nodded her head up and down. “Mmm…mm-m!” she moaned into her ball gag. 
 
    “Well, now you’re going to have to pay the price,” Karen declared.  
 
    The dominatrix tested the mettle of the long supple cane in her hand by swishing it through the air several times. Then she delivered a dozen hard strokes to Diane’s rear cheeks in swift succession, making her moan into her gag again, this time with pain. 
 
    There was a pause, and another rapid set of the cruel bamboo rod followed. Diane moaned some more into her ball gag in response, her reddened rear cheeks clenched at the pain. 
 
    Robert continued to look on with a combination of intense sexual excitement and open-mouthed astonishment as Karen delivered another twelve quick-fire strikes. By now Diane’s gag-muffled moans had faded to a low, anguished sobbing. 
 
    Robert listened as Karen harshly urged her to silence. “I don’t want to hear another sound from you, bitch.” 
 
    His heart beating fast and his erection throbbing, Robert watched as Karen lifted the cane and brought it down swiftly a dozen more times on Diane’s rear, and a dozen more times after that.  
 
    As the vicious caning continued unabated the hand not wielding the cane went out of Robert’s sight. Karen made a tight, groaning sound and it was obvious she’d begun to masturbate – and vigorously too. Soon Robert observed love juice gushing down her thighs. Soon too, he also observed love juice begin to gush down Diane’s thighs as well. 
 
    Karen carried on caning Diane over and over, and masturbating over and over too. And both women continued to gush. 
 
    Robert had no idea how much longer all this was going to go on. But he knew he mustn’t be there when it ceased. As quietly as he could he crept away from the door, retreated towards the stairs and went back up to his room. 
 
    Diane had turned out not to be the person Robert had thought she was. But the knowledge of her supplication to Karen and the fact that he’d witnessed her ruthless chastisement by the raven-haired dominatrix did not diminish the blonde beauty in his eyes.                   
 
    What it did do was to make Karen even more of an object of unquestionable worship to him. Even so, in his mind something simply didn’t compute. As he climbed into bed that night he was left both extremely aroused and thoroughly bemused by the thrilling S&M scenario he’d witnessed... 
 
      
 
    * * *  
 
    Robert knelt before Karen in the living room, his cock hard. How could it not be? What little the dominatrix had on was of black leather: a clinging corset and sharp high-heeled shoes. The corset tightly cinched her waist and pushed up her full breasts, leaving their stiff nipples exposed. Her sex and backside were completely on display too, the swell of her rear cheeks and the smooth fullness of her sex free. 
 
    “Like what you see, Robert?” she asked. 
 
    “There are no words, Mistress,” he enthused. 
 
    “Liked what you saw last night too, did you?”  
 
    Robert took a deep breath. “Oh, you spotted me, Mistress.” 
 
    “Sensed your presence more like.” She smiled. “It was Diane who saw you out of the corner of her eye. She told me so when I eventually removed her ball gag. She said you were obviously very excited by what was going on.” 
 
    “I was, Mistress,” Robert confirmed. “But I was also very confused and I still am.” 
 
    She tilted her head. “Explain.” 
 
    “Diane gave me to understand she was a dominatrix, Mistress,” he said, looking up at her uncertainly.  
 
     “So she is and a very sadistic one as well, as you experienced for yourself a couple of days ago,” said Karen, “And it’s ‘Mistress Diane’ to you.” 
 
    “S-sorry, Mistress,” he stammered. 
 
    Karen went on, “As a matter of interest she used to be a very successful professional dominatrix before she threw in her lot with me. But she’s also what we in the world of BDSM call a ‘switch’. Ever heard the term before?” 
 
    He shook his head. “No, Mistress.” 
 
    “Switches are people who are comfortable in either a dominant or submissive role. Exactly how it works in practice depends on the individual. In Diane’s case she’s always dominated submissive men and submitted to dominant women. She has always submitted to me needless to say, which is the essential nature of the power structure in our relationship.” 
 
    Robert looked up at her inquiringly. “And she lives with you, does she, Mistress?” 
 
    “Yes,” Karen said. “We’re lovers. As luck would have it when you turned up here she was away visiting a long-standing pro-domme friend of hers in the city. When she came back the day before yesterday I thought it would be amusing to get her to do what she did to you then in the dungeon and to introduce herself to you properly in the way she did yesterday afternoon down at the rock pool. But she overstepped the mark while she was doing what she did to you yesterday and had to be punished for it. The fact is she deserved everything I did to her last night.” She paused, a wicked glint in her eye. “And she loved every minute of it.” 
 
    Robert said nothing for a few moments, looking thoughtful. “I understand the situation much better now, Mistress,” he said. “But I still can’t quite get my head around how your relationship works.” 
 
    “I can appreciate that,” said Karen. “Get off your knees and follow me. I want to show you something.”  
 
    Robert got to his feet and followed the dominatrix out of the living room and along the hallway. Her round bare behind quivered with every stiletto-heeled step she took. It was a delicious sight that made Robert’s cock even harder.  
 
    He continued following the dominatrix along the hallway and then down the dark staircase that led to the basement dungeon. She led Robert into that cavernous space, which this time wasn’t empty.  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Twelve  
 
      
 
    Kneeling before Diane was a naked male. He had a boyishly handsome face, a tangle of light-brown hair, and soft gray eyes set in a mask of dutiful submission. The man was as athletically built as Robert and sported an erection as impressive as his as well. 
 
    As for Diane, she was now every inch the dominatrix in a shiny black leather catsuit and long black boots that were finished with metal-tipped heels. 
 
     She turned to look at Karen and raised a questioning eyebrow. 
 
    “Carry on as if we weren’t here, Diane,” she told her. 
 
    “Sure thing,” she replied with a nod.  
 
    During this brief exchange the naked male caught Robert’s eye and gave him a quick smile, which he returned. Robert thought he had a nice face, honest and open. 
 
    Diane turned away from Karen, folded her arms across her chest, and cast a steely gaze over the tumescent male kneeling before her. “It’s punishment time,” she told him. The shapely blonde began to walk from side to side in front of him with a slow elegant stride, and added, “I’m in an exceptionally sadistic mood today. Got that, slave?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress,” he replied through trembling lips. 
 
    “Believe me, you’re in for a very rough ride indeed,” she further informed the kneeling man she’d just addressed – to Robert’s considerable interest – as “slave”.  
 
    As Diane carried on striding back and forth before the man, Robert’s eyes eagerly followed the contours of her curvaceous body beneath the skintight catsuit. Her stiff nipples were impressed firmly on the black leather. Also the tightness of the material had gently parted her labia and done the same to her rear cheeks, emphasizing the deep valley between the firm globes. 
 
    Suddenly Diane slapped the slave across the face hard, the retort echoing sharply through the dungeon. “That’s just for starters,” she told him. “Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress,” he muttered, grimacing with pain. 
 
    Diane then took the slave roughly by the hair and pulled him off his knees. She strode towards one of the whipping benches, her leather-covered backside wiggling seductively as she pulled him along by the hair.  
 
    “Now position yourself over the whipping bench,” she demanded of the wincing slave when they’d arrived at the bench and she’d let go of his hair.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He knelt over the item of dungeon equipment and pressed himself low on its leather surface. 
 
    “Part your legs, slave,” she instructed, and he obeyed. “Now await your first beating.”  
 
    Robert watched transfixed as Diane went to the rack, her stiletto-heeled boots clicking purposefully on the hard dungeon floor as she went. Once there she selected a thick black leather paddle.  
 
    When she returned she brought it down hard six times in rapid succession on the slave’s backside. The sadomasochistic blonde paused briefly before continuing to paddle his rear in a similar manner. She carried on thrashing him hard and fast, the loud slap of thick leather on soft flesh beating out the rhythm of his painful chastisement.  
 
    The slave’s rear was soon flamed with a deep crimson tan, the impression of the paddle clearly marked for Karen and Robert to see. His behind must be burning and stinging like mad as a result, thought Robert not a little enviously. 
 
    Diane’s hand continued to rise and fall, now with an even more rapid rhythm. She varied her strokes after a time, ensuring each rear cheek was paddled in turn. When she’d finally finished paddling the slave’s backside it was patterned with deep red marks and looked like it was aflame. 
 
    Diane returned the paddle to the rack and came back wielding a whip of black and red braided leather, the end of which she cracked fiercely over the slave’s behind. He did not cry out although his breath was heavy and his face was flushed. 
 
    But it was not as flushed as his backside, which under her further onslaught became a glistening mass of livid welts overlaying the crimson marks she’d delivered with the paddle. She whipped the slave with all her might again and again. After several dozen such strikes his whole body shuddered without control. 
 
    But still Diane continued beating him with relentless brutality. Stinging stroke followed stinging stroke from the braided leather whip, adding more and more vivid lines to the flesh of the slave’s damaged backside. His body continued shuddering, his rear looking more on fire than ever. Beads of perspiration fell from his brow as the punishment went remorselessly on.  
 
    Eventually it got to the point where it seemed to Robert that the slave had been drawn over the edge of endurance altogether and become oblivious to the ferocious whip and the searing pain he was in. It looked like Diane had come to a similar conclusion because she suddenly stopped whipping him.  
 
    She returned the braided leather whip to the rack and came back holding a black strap-on dildo and a plastic bottle of lubricant. After buckling the strap-on snugly into place over her leather-covered thighs Diane liberally doused the dildo with lube. Then she clasped the slave’s punished rear cheeks and drew them apart. She placed the tip of the rubber dildo against his puckered asshole and pushed in a little way. 
 
    The slave moaned with satisfaction in response, pushing his rear against her haunches. Diane got half way into his anus and came to a halt. But her willing victim writhed and spread his thighs wider and she plunged the dildo right to the base. The swollen nipples beneath her catsuit stiffened further as she began to thrust in and out. The slave groaned in response – and groaned more fulsomely as her thrusting became harder and harder.  
 
    His heart racing with excitement and his erection pulsing, Robert watched as the slave began to move his pelvis, piston-like. This caused his hard-on to rub back and forth against the leather surface beneath him. He was jerking and rubbing himself against the whipping bench as Diane continued to pound the strap-on in and out of his anus.  
 
    Then she withdrew it suddenly and stood back. “Come for me, slave,” she demanded.  
 
    And he did straight away, arching his back and letting out a cry as he was overcome by a cataclysmic orgasm. 
 
    The slave remained knelt over the whipping bench, lying on top of the pool of ejaculate he’d jetted onto the leather surface beneath him.  He was still breathing heavily, his punished behind and gaping asshole on display 
 
    Robert was incredibly excited by now. He didn’t think anything would be able to soften his rigid cock and it would remain a rock forever. 
 
    “We’re going now, Diane,” Karen told her blonde lover. “He’s seen all I wanted him to see.”  
 
    With that the dominatrix took Robert out of the dungeon and back up to the living room.  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Thirteen  
 
      
 
    Once Karen and Robert had returned to the living room she told him to get back on his knees before her. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and immediately did. 
 
    The dominatrix eyed his rock-hard cock. “It’s plain to see how aroused you are by what you just witnessed in my dungeon,” she said. “But I’m sure you’ve a lot of questions you want to ask as well, am I right?” 
 
    Robert nodded. “Yes you are, Mistress.” 
 
    “Fire away then.”  
 
    “The slave Diane was disciplining, what’s his name, Mistress?” 
 
    “James.” 
 
    “And his story, Mistress?” 
 
    Karen gazed down at him. “In what sense? Be more specific.” 
 
    Robert thought for a moment. “Is he enslaved to Mistress Diane only or to both of you, Mistress?” 
 
    “The latter,” she replied. “James used to be the devoted slave of a good friend of ours who moved on to pastures new, as they say. Diane and I had always been very fond of James and suggested he join us as our slave, which he readily agreed to do. I think it’s fair to say it’s not a decision any of us has ever regretted for more than a moment.” She paused. “Anything else you’d like to know?” 
 
    “You and Mistress Diane are lovers, you told me, Mistress,” Robert said. “Whereabouts do you both sleep?” 
 
    “The top floor of the house. That is our private domain.” 
 
     “And James, Mistress,” he said. “Where does he sleep?" 
 
    “In a small cell in the basement,” Karen replied. “Incidentally, before you ask, when you turned up here James was away with Diane visiting her pro-domme friend – who’s been a friend of his for years as well. So, he returned here the same time Diane did.” The dominatrix gazed down at Robert for a long moment before adding, “And, you know what?” 
 
    “What, Mistress?” 
 
    “It was great to have them both back,” she said. “The three of us are a very tight little unit, you know, a family of sorts.” 
 
    A muscle in Robert’s jaw clenched slightly. “I don’t want to sound presumptuous, Mistress, but where exactly does that leave me?” 
 
    Karen frowned, considering his question. “Maybe nowhere.”  
 
    The room span around Robert’s head for a moment. His erection, which had been so strong, began to rapidly wilt.  
 
    He stared up at the dominatrix blankly. It took him a second to speak. “Maybe nowhere, Mistress,” he said. “Really?” 
 
    “Really,” she confirmed. 
 
    He looked at Karen, disbelieving. “Fucking hell, Mistress. Fuck!” he blurted. “You can’t honestly mean that.” 
 
     The dominatrix fixed him with a glacial look. “You are my guest, Robert,” she pointed out. “You’re not my slave.” 
 
    “But I’d really love to be, Mistress,” he declared urgently.  
 
    “Would you now?” She smiled. 
 
    “I would, Mistress.” 
 
    Karen raised an eyebrow. “And Mistress Diane’s slave too?” 
 
    He nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “What would you be prepared to do to be granted such a status?” she asked. 
 
    “I’d do anything, Mistress,” he replied unhesitatingly.  
 
    “A bold claim indeed,” Karen responded. “And yet you don’t know exactly what such enslavement would entail. You can’t know that, can you?”  
 
    He bit his lip and didn’t reply. 
 
    “Well, can you?” she snapped. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he acknowledged. “What would it entail?” he added, his eyes anxiously searching hers.  
 
    “Only ever speaking when spoken to, doing loads of very menial tasks, submitting to endless harsh discipline and restrictive bondage, having no rights except for those we grant you, being locked in your cell every night…” 
 
    “I could do all that, Mistress,” he interjected. “I mean, I’ve done a lot of it already. I could…”  
 
    The dominatrix cut him short. “And of course it would entail never but never interrupting one of your Mistresses when she’s speaking.” 
 
    “S-sorry about that, Mistress,” he stammered. “I forgot myself.” 
 
    She nodded graciously. “Apology accepted. Say whatever else you want to say.” 
 
    “Only that with your and Mistress Diane’s tutelage, I’m sure I could be a very good slave to you both,” he said. 
 
    “Is that a fact?” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you agree I could be, Mistress?” he asked hopefully. 
 
    She shrugged. “Difficult to say.” 
 
    Robert could hardly believe his ears. “Seriously, Mistress?” he said, a tremor in his voice. “Can’t you tell by now?”  
 
    “You’d think so, wouldn’t you?” she said levelly. “But it’s difficult to gauge. It’d be a complete change of life for you, a drastic one too. You have to think of where you go next with your career surely. Wasn’t taking the opportunity to quietly work out the line of work best suited to you for the future essentially why you decided on the break at Field Cottage?” 
 
    “It was, Mistress.”  
 
    She shrugged again. “Well, there you are then.” 
 
    “But I’ve got zero interest in any future career now, Mistress,” Robert insisted. “You’ve shown me an entirely different way forward with my life and it’s one I find immensely attractive. The conventional life I led before meeting you feels a world away. That life is gone now forever – and how good it feels to finally be rid of it. I’d dearly love my future to be here with you and Mistress Diane… and James too, of course.” 
 
    The dominatrix looked down at him dubiously. “But maybe you wouldn’t be able to hack it as a slave here,” she argued. “James was an extremely experienced BDSM player when Diane and I invited him to live with us as our slave. You, however, are anything but, agreed?” 
 
    “Agreed, Mistress.” Robert’s face was tight with tension.  He didn’t like the way this conversation was going. He didn’t like it at all. 
 
    “If you hadn’t stumbled into my garden the way you did, none of this would have happened,” Karen continued. “You could well turn out to be thoroughly out of your depth if we tried to do what you’re asking for now. I don’t know. I’m not convinced. My inclination is to decline your request.” 
 
     Robert chewed his lower lip for a moment, and then said, “Please give me a chance, Mistress. I’m begging you. I’d be beyond devastated if you decided not to. I couldn’t bear it.” 
 
    Karen paused, and then said, “You’re totally serious about this, Robert, are you? You’re hell-bent on living such an extreme existence?” 
 
    He swallowed hard but didn’t reply. 
 
    Karen stared at him for a silent moment, and then said, “Well?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” His voice was hoarse. “I’ve never wanted anything more. It feels so right to me, eh…” His voice tailed off. 
 
    “It may feel right to you,” said the dominatrix. “I however remain sceptical. I’m not sure you’re the real deal. Yes, you’re very subservient. Yes, you’re very masochistic. There’s no question about either of those things. But would you pass muster in this extremely – and I do mean extremely – high protocol BDSM household that I head?” 
 
    Robert’s heart was thumping nineteen to the dozen. “Please give me a chance, Mistress,” he pleaded. “I promise you won’t regret it.” 
 
    Karen considered his words for a moment. “Some sort of trial period perhaps,” she said reflectively. “Maybe you’d pass muster. Maybe you wouldn’t. That might be the best way to handle this tricky situation.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, Mistress,” he responded, pouncing on her words. 
 
    The dominatrix said nothing for a cold, electric minute, her expression giving nothing away. Finally she said, “OK, I agree.”  
 
    Robert felt a huge surge of relief. “Thank you so much, Mistress,” he responded, “That’s amazing. I’m so very grateful.” 
 
    Karen continued, “Diane and I are not going to make it easy for you, I would stress. We won’t be giving you any leeway, won’t be cutting you any slack whatsoever. You’re really going to have to measure up. You follow?” 
 
    He let out a long slow breath. “I follow, Mistress.” 
 
    Oh yes, he followed all right. He would have to give this trial period his absolute all. And that’s exactly what he intended to do. Everything would be riding on it. This was a fantastic opportunity and he didn’t want to let it slip away by not giving it his very best shot. If he didn’t take this chance Karen had, albeit reluctantly, offered him he was going to regret it for the rest of his life.  
 
    “How long do you think the trial period will last, Mistress?” he ventured to ask. 
 
    “No more than a week,” she said. 
 
    “Are you able to be a little more precise than that perhaps, Mistress?” 
 
    Karen shook her head. “Nope. You’ll just have to wait and see. Understood?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress,” he replied before trying a different tack. “And what will be involved in the trial period, Mistress? What do you have in mind?” 
 
    The dominatrix smirked.  “I’m not prepared to go into that. You’ll be operating on a strictly need to know basis.” 
 
    No change there, thought Robert wryly. He hadn’t had a clue what was going to happen to him from one moment to the next ever since he’d first set eyes on this Goddess of a woman standing there near the rock pool in all her naked splendor. 
 
    A silence fell. 
 
    “You certain you want to do this insane thing?” Karen finally asked.  
 
    He thought for as much as two seconds before replying, “Absolutely certain, Mistress.”  
 
    Then, as if on cue, Diane entered the room. 
 
    Karen gazed at the beautiful blonde, her eyes glinting into hers. “I’ve just made a decision,” she announced. “You’re going to have to go along with it whether you like it or not.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Fourteen  
 
      
 
    “What’s not to like?” said Diane amiably when Karen had informed her of the decision she’d made and why she’d made it. “Where’s Robert going to sleep while this trial period is going on?”  
 
    “Well, not in his current luxurious quarters on the first floor,” Karen responded. “That wouldn’t be right when you consider the small spartan cell in the basement James gets locked into at night.” 
 
    Diane looked at her curiously. “Where then?” 
 
    “Locked in the other equally small spartan cell in the basement,” said Karen 
 
     “Would that be the one you incarcerate me in whenever I piss you off  and where I spent last night after you chastised me so severely for my most recent wrongdoing?” said Diane, clearly for Robert’s benefit. 
 
    “The very place.” 
 
    Diane grinned. “I think I could live with that.” 
 
    “I’ll bet you could,” Karen replied drily. 
 
    Robert was paid not the slightest attention during this conversation between the two stunningly erotic women before whom he knelt – Karen in the black leather corset that did not cover her breasts and who wore nothing else all the way down to her sharp black high-heeled shoes; and Diane still in the shiny second-skin black leather catsuit and long black boots with metal-tipped heels she’d had on in the dungeon.  
 
    “So when’s all this going to start?” asked Diane.  
 
    “No time like the present,” replied Karen. “Wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    She nodded eagerly. “I certainly would.”  
 
    Karen looked down at Robert with gimlet eyes. “Would you agree too?” she said. “Not that we give a damn what you think.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “Anything you say.” 
 
    “To get the whole process underway you’re about to receive the most merciless of thrashings,” the raven-haired dominatrix went on. 
 
    “Can I deliver that thrashing, Karen?” asked Diane.  
 
    She turned toward her. “I’ll let you as long as you’re extra-hard on him.”  
 
    “Trust me on that,” replied Diane.  
 
    “I do,” said Karen. 
 
    Diane looked down at Robert, her lips curled in amused pity. “Do you trust me on that as well, slave?” 
 
    “I do, Mistress,” he said, his voice faltering. 
 
    Karen and Diane went back to completely ignoring him as this time they discussed the method of his chastisement. Diane suggested she use what Robert heard her refer to as the “special tawse” and Karen agreed, saying, “That’ll make his ass smart awfully.”  
 
    “It will as long as I’m as merciless as you want me to be.” Diane nodded sagely. “And that’s a given.” 
 
    The blonde dominatrix went to a side cupboard and opened its top drawer. She extracted the tawse she’d referred to, a thick black leather strap slit into three parallel tails.  
 
    “Get onto your hands and knees, slave,” she instructed Robert, the handle of the tawse resting in the palm of her hand. 
 
    Robert liked hearing himself addressed that way: slave. He liked it a lot. “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did, shivering in fearful anticipation. 
 
    Karen sat down in a black leather armchair and got him to crawl over and kneel on all fours before her.  
 
    As Diane positioned herself behind Robert, Karen opened her thighs to reveal the bare gleaming smoothness of her pussy. Its lips were swollen and glistening with love juice.  
 
    As Robert’s gazed into this earthly paradise Diane launched in with the tawse. He jerked fiercely as the first lash of the cruel implement seared his rear cheeks. The pain bit deep and he couldn’t restrain his squeal of agony. 
 
    “Shut the fuck up, slave,” Diane demanded sharply.  
 
    “And shut your eyes too while you’re about it,” added Karen. 
 
     Diane’s second stroke lashed Robert whose his eyes were now firmly shut. He stopped himself from crying out this time but could not help gasping as the impact seemed to drive the breath from him. It hurt even more than the blonde domme’s first strike. His rear clenched and wriggled in his smarting agony. Her third strike fell and he felt his backside squirm helplessly again. 
 
    On and on Diane beat Robert. For a while he tried to count the strokes. At the twenty-fifth he could no longer keep track. His eyes remained closed tight as he fought to stem his tears of pain, and his rear cheeks clenched and shook violently at each savage strike. 
 
    “I love it, slave,” Karen informed Robert, bringing a hand to her sex and starting to rub herself in a slow luxurious motion. 
 
    Slave. Diane had called him that. Now Karen had too. Bliss!  
 
    “Witnessing you being chastised this hard by Diane turns me on so much I’ve begun to masturbate,” the dominatrix went on. “And it would turn me on even more for you to witness me doing that while your chastisement continues.”  
 
    She told him to open his eyes then, and he did. 
 
    As the blows Diane was delivering to Robert’s punished rear became even more merciless Karen watched him writhe even more too in the agony of his beating. The sight of it made her masturbate with increasing vigor, her frantic fingers dripping with love juice. Robert could see her energetically flicking the stiff bud of her slippery wet clit as she parted her thighs wider. 
 
    His rear flamed and he squirmed ever more helplessly in his agony, rapturous that he was bringing her so much erotic pleasure in this way. His greatest joy was to be flogged by Diane while Karen pleasured herself before his eyes at his cruel torment. It made his pain seem glorious. And now, after dozens of those vicious tawse-strikes, he reached a plateau of delirious agony. 
 
    “Once I’ve brought myself off, slave, I’m going to want you to do the same to me with your tongue,” Karen said, panting slightly as she stroked her clit that much harder. 
 
    Soon she was churning and writhing as she masturbated with even more energy. She was breathing heavily, her fingers now sunk deep inside her wetness, and Robert saw she was about to climax. As Diane continued to viciously beat his ass without pause Karen’s thighs began to tremble uncontrollably and she cried out in her orgasm. 
 
    She allowed herself a few moments to collect herself and then demanded that Robert shuffle forward and go down on her. “Bring me off again, slave, and do it quickly,” she gasped, adding, “Diane, beat him harder still.” 
 
    Robert’s rear cheeks blazed under Diane’s even more savage ministrations and his erection trembled and pulsed as he also did Karen’s bidding. He was knelt with his lips pressed hard against her pussy, his tongue as busy as anything between its shining wet lips. 
 
    Karen’s thighs shuddered at the swift flicking of Robert’s tongue on the distended button of her clit. He felt her gushing love juice on his chin and his tonguing grew even fiercer. And then she climaxed convulsively.  
 
    “Stop beating him now Diane,” she said in her spasms, and the blonde dominatrix did. 
 
    At length Karen got Robert to shuffle round and lick Diane’s stiletto-heeled boots in gratitude for his beating. 
 
    As he did so with grovelling enthusiasm Karen rose to her feet and stood beside Diane who immediately remarked to her, “Promising, very promising.” 
 
    Karen shrugged. “He’s doing OK,” she replied. “For the time being anyway.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you perhaps put it a little stronger than that?” Diane said in a tone that suggested she personally would. 
 
    “Robert has a chance to win through,” said Karen, a flash of irritation in her dark eyes. “Whether it’s a good chance is too soon to say. You know that perfectly well.” There was a pause. “Leave us now, Diane, and tell James to get this one’s cell ready for occupation. I want our wannabe slave here all to myself for the rest of this session.”   
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Fifteen  
 
      
 
    Once Diane had left the room Karen looked down at Robert and asked, “Are you ready to go on right this very minute?” 
 
    “Yes I’m ready to do that, Mistress,” he answered softly.  
 
    Which he wasn’t really. But he knew somehow he was going to have to be. 
 
    The dominatrix then told him, “Lie flat on your back on the floor, slave.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert said. And he immediately did, his erection rearing obscenely in the air.  
 
    “You are not to come until I say you can,” Karen directed. “Understood, slave?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress.”  
 
    Almost before Robert’s reply was out of his lips the dominatrix had straddled his thighs and sunk down on his stiff cock. She immediately began to buck on top of him with fervent strokes, her rear cheeks slapping against his thighs.  
 
    Soon she started masturbating energetically again too, vigorously caressing her clit with her fingertips. In no time she groaned and cried out in another powerful orgasm. 
 
    Then, as suddenly as Karen had mounted Robert she climbed off him, leaving his erection pulsing and unsatisfied. 
 
    “I want you to lick my pussy again and I’m going to suck your cock at the same time,” she informed him lasciviously, challengingly. 
 
    The dominatrix straddled Robert’s face. And as he began to again energetically tongue her pussy, his face buried deep beneath her quivering thighs, she fastened her lips around his hot shaft. Karen worked it with her mouth, her swift bobbing motions bringing him perilously close to spurting in her throat. Soon she climaxed again…and he didn’t, though only just. 
 
    Karen climbed off Robert’s prostrate body. “That was very close indeed, slave,” she remarked, wiping her pre-cum covered lips with her fingers and licking them. “Get onto all fours again.” 
 
    When he’d done this she ran her fingernails over his painfully wealed rear cheeks, making him wince in discomfort. “You’ve had enough of a thrashing for the time being, slave,” she told Robert. “I want you to squirm with pain in a different way now.” 
 
    The dominatrix ordered him to reach back with both hands and spread the cheeks of his rear, saying she wanted to inspect his asshole. Trembling in fear and excitement, he immediately did as he’d been told. 
 
    “James has been fucked in the ass many times not only by me and Diane but by various other dommes before us,” she informed him. “How about you, slave? Have you ever been ass-fucked by anyone?” 
 
    “No, Mistress,” he replied, looking over his shoulder at her.  
 
    “Nobody’s ever popped your cherry in any way?” 
 
    “Nobody, Mistress.”  
 
     “You swear?” 
 
    “I swear, Mistress,” he said. 
 
     “Then what I’m about to do to you will be all the more painful an experience,” she commented, walking away from him. “You’re a complete anal virgin. Perfect.” 
 
    Robert let go of his rear cheeks, brought the flats of his hands back to the floor and watched Karen stride over to the side cabinet. The dominatrix went to the same drawer from which earlier Diane had extracted the tawse. Karen drew from the drawer a double-dildo strap-on and the leather harness that went with it along with a tube of lubricant. 
 
    Breathing heavily, Robert gazed in excited fascination as Karen climbed into the strap-on harness, slowly pulling it up from the knee. The dominatrix took the internal dildo in one hand and with the other parted the lips of her pussy.  
 
    She used the tip of the dildo to play at the wet opening of her sex and her shiny clitoris, letting out short moans of arousal as she did so. Then she firmly thrust the black shaft all the way into her vagina with a long sigh of pleasure at its penetration.  
 
    Karen pulled the straps of her harness tight so it was firmly positioned. She began stroking her false cock, feeling the one inside her play up and down simultaneously while also rubbing directly against her clit.   
 
     Robert watched Karen squeeze out a thick wad of lube and smear the clear translucent jelly over the external dildo of her strap-on. She did this from its head to the base where the lubricant mingled with the love juice leaking from her tightly filled pussy. Watching her lubricate the rubber shaft she was soon to penetrate him with, Robert felt his erection pulse in anticipation. 
 
    The dominatrix positioned herself behind him and he gasped and yelped as he felt her push the cold wet tip of the dildo into the tender opening of his asshole. Then she pushed again. The pain both times was indescribable. 
 
    Karen ordered Robert to relax his anal muscles. He found this to be considerably easier said than done. He did the best he could but her further thrusts only seemed to increase the resistance of his anal hole to its painful invader. 
 
    Suddenly, though, he gasped not just in pain but in great relief. This was because his previously reluctant sphincter suddenly yielded to the dildo. He felt it sink inside him in one smooth plunge until it was buried up to the hilt. The dildo filled Robert tightly, a cool hard presence deep in his anus.  
 
    He felt a sudden joyful submission to pain and fullness. The pain was beyond words but so too was the pleasure now. He was submitting in the most degrading manner possible to the dominatrix… and he loved it, adored it. 
 
    Karen’s haunches began to buck and her pelvis gyrate as she pushed in even harder. “Hurt much, slave?” she asked gleefully. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    The dominatrix thrust into him harder still. “Want me to stop?”  
 
    “No, please don’t do that, Mistress,” he whimpered ecstatically. 
 
    Robert could hear Karen panting, releasing short gasps of delight with each push. She glided the oiled shaft smoothly in and out of his asshole, which expanded and contracted over its thickness. Each time she plunged it into his anus Robert felt an aching thrill of pleasure that made his body writhe and shudder. 
 
    He began to move with the rhythmic motion of the dominatrix fucking him in the ass with such skill and vigor. He pushed his thighs more fully apart and pressed himself back to meet Karen’s every thrust, raising his behind to make himself as open as he could to the dildo’s constant penetration. Each of the domme’s thrusts, each of her rapid piercing drives, brought him ever more erotic pleasure.  
 
    The pain had subsided by this stage. It still hurt, but only in a way that added to his arousal. Faster and faster Karen penetrated Robert, using her hands to force his rear cheeks further apart so she could gaze at the wet dildo she was sliding in and out of him with such energy.  
 
    While continuing to fuck him in the ass vigorously, impaling him with the double dildo that pleasured them both, Karen brought a hand round to Robert’s front. She squeezed his shaft before beginning to rub it swiftly.  
 
    As she carried on powerfully ass-fucking Robert, delivering the pounding pressure of her black rubber shaft to his squirming, clenching asshole, she rubbed his hard cock more and more quickly.  
 
    He got ever closer to climaxing but knew he must exercise maximum self-control to prevent this from happening until he’d been given permission. His body juddered with muscular spasms at the effort.  
 
    Then…“Come for me, slave,” Karen gasped. 
 
    At that, Robert’s throbbing erection bucked and he spurted his creamy cum onto her waiting fingers. His voice all the while cried out in the ecstasy of his orgasmic spasms. 
 
    The dominatrix did not cease ass-fucking Robert until her fierce pounding strokes had brought her to yet another shuddering climax. Then with one final and conclusive thrust into his asshole it was over. 
 
      Her double-dildo strap-on still lodged deep within both of them, she brought her glistening cum-covered fingers to Robert’s lips and told him to lick up and swallow his sperm.  
 
    And that is what he did, every last drop of it. 
 
    While he was doing this Karen rasped into his ear, “The pain you’ve experienced today will fade to nothing compared to what will be inflicted on you in my dungeon tomorrow, slave. Ponder that as you endure the comfortless reality of your first night locked in the small cell in the basement I’ve allocated you.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Sixteen  
 
      
 
    Robert pondered that frightening prospect in the windowless, cheerlessly functional little room in which he’d been locked for the night. While it was almost bare – the furnishings not much more than a narrow bed, a chair and a folding table – he consoled himself with the thought that at least there was a reasonably well equipped bathroom attached to it. So things could have been a lot worse. 
 
    Robert didn’t expect to sleep well that night and he didn’t. He was awake for hours, the sheets twisting and cloying beneath his body. And as he lay there in that agitated state, his mind oscillated constantly between two contrasting emotions. Sometimes he experienced feelings of wild optimism, psyching himself up for the challenges ahead. At other times he became deeply pessimistic, worried to death he wouldn’t be able to cope with those challenges. Dozens of such contrasting thoughts spun in a turmoil through his head throughout that dark night of the soul.   
 
    Tomorrow couldn’t come soon enough for him, Robert told himself confidently at times. Bring it on, no matter how much agonizing pain he’d have to endure. He was a hard-core masochist, for Christ’s sake! Nothing was going to break him. Nothing was going to stop him successfully getting through this trial period.  
 
    Then all too quickly his underlying doubt crept through all the false confidence. Because, despite all the empty bravado Robert was trying to hype himself up with, he wasn’t sure he was going to succeed. Not by a long way. Extremely inexperienced newcomer that he was to the esoteric world of BDSM, he worried he’d be way out of his league. Winning through under such circumstances seemed absurdly implausible. 
 
    Then there was the pain aspect. He mustn’t underestimate that, Robert told himself. Everyone had their breaking point, didn’t they? And Karen was extremely keen to find his. That much seemed certain. Everything could go horribly wrong for him if he allowed himself to wimp out in reaction to such relentless treatment. And that would be the end of that.  
 
    Robert was determined not to let this happen or to let anything faze him. He told himself that he mustn’t let his resolve falter. He needed to stay focussed and strong at all times. But how long for? How long was this trial period going to last? A couple of days? More than that? The full week? He had no idea. Karen had made sure of that. He had no idea even what was coming the next day other than that she’d informed him it was going to be hellishly painful. 
 
    Robert told himself that whatever length of time the trial period turned out to last and however much extreme pain he had to withstand during that time he had to remain single-minded in his resolve. The stakes he was playing for were as high as could be so he couldn’t afford to make a single mistake. If he did he’d like as not end up completely fucked – and not in a good way. 
 
     Because then he’d be cast adrift. He did not want to think about that potential outcome but had to face facts. If he screwed up this incredible opportunity he’d been given he’d be exiled from this amazing place and these two amazing women. And where would he go then? To what? For answers all that came into his head was a black void of misery and regret where his future was supposed to be. No, here with Karen and Diane was where his future lay. Here with them was where he was meant to be. It was where he belonged… 
 
    . 
 
    …And here with them was where he was now – in the dungeon. This time Diane as well as Karen was gloriously topless and bottomless. The two women were standing side by side before Robert’s shackled form. They were identically but minimally attired in soft black leather: tightly laced corsets that accentuated their fabulous curves, and tall high-heeled boots. 
 
    Robert was standing with his feet flat on the floor in the same spread-eagled bondage in which Karen had placed him the first time she’d taken him to the dungeon. His legs were splayed apart by the metal spreader bar buckled to his ankles and his arms held apart above his head by another such bar buckled to his wrists and attached either end to ceiling chains. 
 
    The rack of BDSM items was behind Robert in his current bondage and while Diane strode over to it Karen remained standing before him. “I’m going to be as hard on you now as I said I was going to be, slave, and frankly I can hardly wait.” Her dark eyes gleamed with sadistic anticipation. “Expect me to be more merciless with you than I have ever been before.” 
 
    She didn’t invite Robert to speak and didn’t need to. His rampant hard-on spoke for him. 
 
     “To business,” she went on, roughly squeezing his erection before moving behind him. “Hand me the bullwhip, Diane.” 
 
    This she promptly did. There followed a chilling silence during which Robert did his best to fight down strong feelings of panic. Jesus Christ! A bullwhip!  Then the vicious whip whistled through the air and cracked resoundingly across his rear, causing him to shudder in agony. 
 
    In swift succession the second and third of Karen’s lashes cracked across his behind, making him clench in searing pain. Tears sprang to his eyes, and he bit his lip to stop the agonized cries welling in his throat. 
 
    With her firm round breasts bouncing in her exertions, Karen carried on flaying him. Each lash of that dreadful bullwhip seemed infinitely worse than the one before to Robert, and he could only squirm in helpless agony as his bonds held him inescapably by the wrists and ankles in an X- shape. 
 
    At the twentieth brutal stroke, he could not stop himself from letting out a long agonized cry. At this Karen paused and told Diane to gag him. 
 
    The blonde dominatrix selected a purple ball gag for the purpose. And as she was pushing it into Robert’s mouth, she told Karen, “Watching you use that bullwhip on our wannabe slave has made me really wet. Mind if I stand in front of him and pleasure myself when you go back to beating him?” 
 
    Karen gave her assent and then continued his lashing with the dreadful bullwhip as vigorously as before. At the same time, Diane, who was now standing in front of Robert, brought a hand to the moist warm cleft of her sex. With slow deliberate movements she began to masturbate before his wet-eyed gaze as he squirmed and writhed in agony.  
 
    Robert saw her shapely thighs gleaming with trickled love juice as she spread her pussy lips wider and started to rub ever harder at the shiny wet bud of her clitoris. Diane pleasured herself with increasing urgency, her pussy squelching against her fingers. She finger-fucked herself like a demon: wet and ravenous, her juices churning.  
 
    Eventually her fingers whipped her swollen clit as she brought herself to a shuddering climax. And with that shaking release – a quivering that raced up and down her body – Diane moaned with delirious pleasure. It was to be the first of a number of equally powerful orgasms as, after allowing herself a little time to compose herself, she continued feverishly masturbating. 
 
    Meanwhile the savage bullwhipping Karen was administering to Robert’s body progressed from his behind to his shoulders, striping them cruelly and making him jerk in his bonds to a different tune. Then she snaked the whip down the backs of his thighs, which hurt even more cruelly. 
 
    Robert squealed through his gag in unbridled agony, which only made the dominatrix bullwhip him that much harder. The lashes she delivered, which had now returned to his rear cheeks, were stronger than any of the others that had preceded them had been, and his howls were scarcely muffled by his ball gag.  
 
    Robert’s body jerked and writhed in its spread-eagled bondage as Karen caught his behind unrelentingly with the vicious bullwhip again and again. He wasn’t sure how much more of this he could take. With every minute that passed the excruciating pain was getting worse. He’d had more than enough by now and really did think he was getting close to breaking point despite his very best efforts. His agonised cries almost, but not quite, drowned out Diane’s cries of erotic rapture as she brought herself to another mighty orgasm before his tear-filled eyes. 
 
    Karen put the bullwhip aside then and, to Robert’s colossal relief, announced that his flogging was over. She told Diane to stop masturbating and to remove his ball gag, and she promptly did both. Robert was left sobbing and spluttering as he continued to spasm in agony in his restrictive bondage. Yet his erection still throbbed in his delirious degradation and was now spilling pre-cum in a constant stream. 
 
    Karen came to the front of Robert again. He looked at her desperately, hopeful perhaps of sexual release.  
 
    Fat chance. 
 
    Instead she took hold of his balls and squeezed them painfully for an endless moment. 
 
    “What have you to say to me, slave?” she said after she’d let them go. 
 
    “Thank you for my chastisement, Mistress,” Robert sobbed.  
 
    At that point Diane went over to the door of the dungeon, which was ajar. She pushed it open to find a figure lurking in the shadows just outside. It was James – the third member of the uniquely deviant tight-knit little “family” Robert was so desperate to join.  
 
    James started with surprise at being discovered. He was shamefaced but his long thick shaft was proud. 
 
    Diane glared at him accusingly. “I told you to stay in your cell until I instructed you otherwise, slave. I didn’t instruct you otherwise. So what the fuck are you doing there?”   
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Seventeen  
 
      
 
    “I’m really, really sorry, Mistress,” James blurted out. 
 
    “That’s as may be, slave,” Diane said, narrowing her eyes. “But answer my question. Why did you leave your cell?” 
 
    “You told me Robert was being tested to see whether he could join our family, Mistress.” His voice wavered. “I’m afraid I couldn’t resist coming to see how he was getting on. And, well, here I am.” 
 
    “And how do you think Robert’s doing, sobbing there pitifully in his bondage?” she asked.  
 
    “Very well, Mistress,” he replied, “especially when you consider what a beast of a thing that bullwhip is.”  
 
    Diane turned her gaze to Karen. “What now?” 
 
    “Now we punish the fucker for flagrantly disobeying you,” she hissed in angry condemnation.  
 
    Robert noticed the slave’s hard cock jump at the vehemence in her voice. 
 
    “Come in here and stand before me, slave,” Karen said, turning toward James. “Now!” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and did. 
 
    “Kneel down,” she ordered with equal sharpness.  
 
    He dropped rapidly to his knees. 
 
    “Time for you to face the music, slave,” said Karen, a sadistic smile playing on her lips. She pointed to two ceiling chains with leather cuffs at the end of them. The chains were set a couple of feet apart and hung all the way to the floor. “Crawl over to those chains and lie on your front with your feet between them and your arms behind your back.” 
 
    Once James had positioned himself in this way she used a set of metal handcuffs to hold his wrists together. 
 
    “Now lie on you back and part your legs.” 
 
    This he did, still ragingly erect. 
 
     Kneeling down, Karen buckled his ankles into the cuffs at the base of the two chains. Then she operated a wall-mounted pulley linked to the ceiling chains, winching them up until James was hanging upside down by his ankles, his legs spread by the two chains. 
 
    Karen turned her attention to Robert. She freed him from his chained bondage, her fingers working deftly. “Your current chastisement is now complete, slave,” she told him. “Get onto your hands and knees.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Robert said, and did. 
 
     “What do you think James’s punishment should be for his outrageous disobedience?” she asked, looking down at him. 
 
    “With respect, I don’t think it’s my position to say, Mistress,” he replied deferentially. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea, Karen,” Diane piped up, her beautiful face gleaming with cruel desire. “Why don’t we alternate using the bullwhip on James? Whoever is not whipping him will be seated on the throne having her pussy worshipped by Robert with his lips and tongue. Each time he brings one of us off, we swap places until you announce it’s over.” 
 
    “I like your idea,” said Karen, retrieving the bullwhip and immediately lashing James’s backside fiercely. 
 
    “Guess I know which of us is going first with the bullwhip.” Diane smiled. 
 
    With that, she lounged back on the throne, opened her legs, and gave Robert his instructions. He immediately crawled between her thighs and got to work. When his tongue found Diane’s clit she sighed hotly. Robert continued licking her pussy as she bathed his face with fragrant love juice. 
 
    And all the while the constant lashing of the bullwhip against James’s backside echoed in Robert’s ears. After a time as the vicious bullwhip continued to crack hard, fast and furious on James’s increasingly weakened behind he began to shriek with pain. At that point Karen barked at him to take his punishment in silence. 
 
    Robert did the only thing he could think of to help James: he tried to bring Diane off as quickly as he possibly could. He started to lick frantically at the blonde domme’s sex, hearing increasing moans of pleasure from her and feeling her loins shift and wriggle around his pressing mouth. Before long she shivered and sighed and then cried out half a dozen times as he brought her to a resounding climax. 
 
    Her place was almost immediately taken by Karen, and he tried to do the same thing with her. His tongue darted hot and slick over her clitoris and labia, licking and licking feverishly. All the while he could hear the constant harsh crack of the bullwhip on James’s flayed body. He hadn’t helped James at all, he felt, because his savage flogging had continued virtually without pause. The only difference was that this time it was Diane wielding the bullwhip. 
 
    In actual fact she was making James jerk in agony in a slightly different way to Karen, choosing to beat him in a criss-cross fashion. It was as broad as it was long though. For all his pitiful clenching and flailing, suspended helplessly upside down in mid-air, James could no more escape the searing agony of her whiplashes as he’d been able to escape the agony delivered by Karen’s cruel blows. 
 
    As the bullwhip continued to crack pitilessly against James’s wriggling body Robert heard Karen gasp and felt her loins begin to writhe over his pressing lips and frantic tongue. Then she cried out in spasms of orgasmic pleasure. 
 
    “Release James now, Diane,” Karen panted in the final throes of her climax. 
 
    Diane lowered the ceiling chains, carefully positioned him on his back on the dungeon floor and freed his ankles from the chains. After that she got him to flip onto his front and removed his handcuffs 
 
    “Get to your feet, James,” Karen then said, and he pulled himself off the floor. His body was a mass of welts from shoulders to thighs, his backside by far the worst affected. But his cock remained stiffly erect and was throbbing constantly.  
 
    Robert, still on his hands and knees between Karen’s thighs, was in the same advanced state of pulsing tumescence as James. 
 
    “Get to your feet too, slave,” the raven-haired dominatrix told him, and when he stood up so did she. “I’ll bring Robert off, Diane,” she went on, turning to the blonde, “and you do the same to James. Let’s make it super quick.” 
 
    And so they did. With their erections clutched in the two Mistresses pounding fists the two men rapidly built to orgasm. As Robert ejaculated so did James. Thick warm cum gushed from their straining erections in spurting eruptions that sprayed abundantly into the air and splattered down onto the dungeon floor. 
 
     When they’d finally spurted to a stop Karen let go of Robert’s cock and Diane let go of James’s. Karen told the two men to get on all fours and lick up and swallow their own ejaculate.  Obediently Robert and James got onto their hands and knees, shifted forward and bent their heads low. Then they brought their lips to the floor and began licking and swallowing the pearlescent smears of their semen. When they’d completed this most demeaning of tasks to Karen’s satisfaction she told them to climb to their feet. 
 
    “I’ve something else in mind for you two now,” the dominatrix announced. “Stay here in the dungeon while I confer with Diane about it elsewhere. And Robert,” she added almost as an afterthought, “some time soon make sure you ask James what it’s actually like being a slave here.” 
 
    Then without a backward glance and with their hands gently caressing each other’s bare behinds, she and Diane left the dungeon.  
 
    Robert turned to James. “Before I ask you that question, I’d like to apologise.”  
 
    “James looked at him in puzzlement. “What for, for God’s sake? I saw what you did to try and help me there and I really appreciated it.” 
 
    “I feel I could somehow have done more though,” said Robert.  “Perhaps when Mistress Karen asked me how you should be punished I could have said something more useful. Perhaps if I had more experience …” His voice tailed off. 
 
    James rolled his eyes, a good-natured smile on his handsome face. “You’re over-thinking the situation, Robert,” he told him. “You couldn’t have done more than you did. At the end of the day I was the one that got himself into that predicament. I deserved to be severely punished and I was. That’s the long and short of it.” Switching tack without the hint of a pause, he added, “Your ass hurt like fuck, Robert?” 
 
    He nodded. “It sure does.” 
 
    “Mine too,” said James. “It’s a great sensation for total pain-sluts like us. Am I right?” 
 
    “That you are, James,” he replied with a grin. 
 
    He rubbed his wealed behind, and turned to show him the deep red contusions that patterned it. 
 
    James did the same, and Robert whistled in admiration. 
 
    Robert then asked the question Karen had told him to pose.  “What’s it actually like being a slave here?”  
 
    “Beyond anything I could have ever dreamt of,” James replied euphorically. “I’m the happiest man alive. I thought my previous Mistress was fantastic. But not compared to Mistress Karen and Mistress Diane she wasn’t. I idolise the pair of them. It is heaven to me to be their submissive sex-toy, their masochistic plaything, pushed hard by them all the time to the limits of pain and humiliation. There’s nowhere else in the world I’d rather be than here in this place with those two wonderfully sadistic women as their slave.”  
 
    He paused for breath. “To think, Robert, once upon a time in an earlier incarnation I used to be a corporate drone working for a big anonymous Insurance firm. I think I’d rather shoot myself than go back to that soulless existence. But I don’t want any kind of an existence in what we kinksters call the ‘vanilla’ world now and I haven’t for a long while. I’m exactly where I want to be.”  
 
    He paused again. “There’s not one day goes by when I don’t receive at least one harsh beating from Mistress Karen or Mistress Diane or both of them together, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I’m forever counting my blessings. To my endless delight I have to be available at all times to serve my two Mistresses and to be there for their pleasure however they choose to take it.” 
 
    “And how do you think they’ll choose to take it next?” Robert asked. “What’s going to happen to us?” 
 
    “No idea,” James said. “But I’ve a feeling in my gut it’s going to be momentous.”  
 
    “And where’s it going to happen, do you think?” 
 
    Robert shrugged. “Right here in the dungeon, I guess.”  
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eighteen  
 
      
 
    Robert was wrong in his guess about where it would take place. In fact it happened not in that dark dungeon but under an azure blue sky in Karen’s big garden. Soft sunshine bathed the wide green lawn, showing off the trees, shrubs and flowers that edged it. The rock pool shimmered invitingly in the distance just beyond the majestic oak tree.  
 
    Both Karen and Diane were topless and bottomless exactly as before – in tight leather corsets, tall boots and absolutely nothing else. They gazed at the two small carriages they were driving. Karen’s was being pulled by Robert and Diane’s by James.  
 
    The two men were naked apart from the leather and stainless steel chastity devices they’d been padlocked into and the heavy leather ankle-boots into which their feet were tucked. Their mouths were filled with gagging bits and their anuses with ponytail butt plugs.  
 
    They had leather harnesses around their waists, and their thighs and chests were encircled by leather straps that were attached to their carriages. They’d been reined in by the two Mistresses and were standing to attention, heads held high. Both “thoroughbreds” were twitching noticeably with nerves.  
 
    “Giddy up,” Karen told Robert.  
 
    The reins flicked and he felt the smarting of the riding crop she had in her hand crack against his damaged rear cheeks. Robert jerked immediately into trotting motion. Karen walked her carriage with effortless grace to the starting post of the “pony race” she’d decided to have.  
 
    “Stay boy!” she cried when she’d steered him to the starting post. 
 
    Diane went through an identical procedure with James and the two Mistresses carefully lined up the carriages. 
 
    Robert’s heart was pounding fiercely. He was determined to win this race. He was primed and ready – ready to fly like the wind. 
 
    There was a beat of silence. Then Karen dramatically announced, “Whoever wins this race will get to stay here as a slave to two Mistresses. And the loser will have to leave this place for good.” 
 
    Robert and James glanced at each other in alarm. James had said he’d a gut feeling something momentous would be happening to them next. His reaction had been laid-back when he’d found out it was going to be a pony race. But from the shell-shocked look Robert saw in his eyes right now it was plain he hadn’t anticipated anything remotely like this startling turn of events.  
 
    Robert’s chest was suddenly so tight with fear he could barely breathe. That fear turned to quaking panic which quickly morphed into something else: grim determination. 
 
    Karen gave the word and the two “ponies” she and Diane were driving were off. Eyes straight ahead, both of them broke into a fast trot as they pulled away, straight off the mark. James bolted into the lead initially, his ponytail butt plug flicking along behind him. 
 
    Robert rapidly picked up speed though. His body was working furiously, his legs going like pistons. Adrenaline coursed through his body, keeping him centered and strong, his steely resolve intact. He was going to win this race, come what may. Everything had all happened so suddenly with Karen’s bombshell announcement, making this race now a do or die contest. If he was to achieve his cherished goal it had to be now or never. 
 
    Robert began gaining on James and before long they were neck and neck, nostrils flaring, muscles straining as they ran faster and faster. To encourage them to even greater effort Karen and Diane flicked their stinging riding crops against rear cheeks already covered in painful red contusions from the fearsome bullwhip.  
 
    Harder and harder Robert and James ran, their bodies straining against the tight leather that harnessed them to their carriages. Getting to the half way point, they turned tightly and started back again, both still neck and neck. Robert had a stitch by this time but didn’t even pause to catch his breath. 
 
    Then James began to flag, falling behind Robert. Diane immediately raised her crop and delivered half a dozen quick strikes to his backside, each one snapping hard against the inflamed skin. James’s behind flared redder than ever where it was flicked by the crop.  
 
    Duly spurred on, he was firmly back in the race, every one of his strides closing the gap between him and Robert. But it was never going to be by enough to win the race. Robert was unstoppable. He was going to win as long as he continued sprinting at his current ferocious pace.  
 
    Then all of a sudden the realisation hit him like a tsunami. He couldn’t do this thing, this awful thing. He slowed almost imperceptibly and allowed James to catch up. And as they passed the finishing line it was James, not he, who won the race. 
 
    Karen and Diane climbed from their carriages. Diane removed James’s bit gag and then released him from his carriage and Karen did the same for Robert. They then strode to the front of the two men. 
 
    “On your knees before us, both of you,” ordered Karen. 
 
    And side by side the two men knelt. Their shoulders were slumped low and their hands clasped nervously in front of them. 
 
    Karen gazed down at Robert for a long moment. “Why’d you do it?” she demanded to know. “Why’d you throw the race in the last few moments the way you did? Was it because you finally realised – better late than never – that you didn’t want to be enslaved to me and Diane here, that you’d just been fooling yourself? Did the penny drop at long last that you weren’t cut out for such a life, that the very idea of such an extreme S&M existence twenty-four-seven was too mad for words in your case?” 
 
    Robert felt a lump rise in his throat. “Not at all, Mistress, none of that.” 
 
    “No?” she said, pursing her lips.   
 
    “Definitely not, Mistress,” he replied emphatically. “You and Mistress Diane are both Goddesses to me. It was my deepest desire to be enslaved to you in that all-consuming way. I wanted it with every fiber of my being, wanted it more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my whole life. I’d have done anything to achieve that incredible goal. Almost anything anyway, as it turned out.” 
 
    Karen looked down at him intently. “Why then?” she asked. “Why the last minute change of mind?” 
 
    “Because I finally came to my senses, Mistress.” His voice cracked as he said the words. “Everything happened so quickly when you announced what the outcome of the race would be that I didn’t have time to reflect. For too long during that race, I’m ashamed to say, I wasn’t thinking straight because my mind was totally focused on winning. Before it was too late, though, I focused instead on not winning.” 
 
    Karen raised a quizzical eyebrow. “Because?” 
 
    Breathing out the words despairingly, Robert said, “Because James told me in the dungeon how much his enslavement to both of you means to him, Mistress. I knew what being forced to leave here would have done to him. You and Mistress Diane are everything to James. Ruining what he has with you would have broken his heart. It would have destroyed his whole life. There’s no way in the world I could’ve done that to him.” 
 
    “It’s a matter of integrity, huh?” 
 
    He nodded. “Essentially, yes, Mistress.” 
 
    “I get what you’re saying, of course I do,” said Karen. “But what about your dreams, your broken dreams?”  
 
    Robert sighed heavily. “They’d have been broken anyway, Mistress. What would have happened to James would have been my fault and mine alone. What I’d have achieved for myself by betraying him that way wouldn’t have been worth the price I’d have had to pay. What I’d have won would have been forever tainted.” 
 
    Robert’s voice had become thick with despair. He paused, collecting himself as best he could, then continued: “Quite frankly my life wouldn’t have been worth living. It would have been blighted by my treacherous actions. I’d have never been able to forgive myself, you see. I’d have been the bastard who’d ruined James’s life for my own selfish ends. I would have been left so full of self-disgust about that I wouldn’t ever have been able to live with the guilt.” 
 
    Karen had listened without further interruption until he had finished his heartfelt explanation. It had been impossible for Robert to read her expression. 
 
    There followed a lengthy silence during which she retained that same inscrutable expression. She’d given him ample opportunity to say his piece. Soon it would be his turn to listen.  
 
    “Let me tell you this, Robert,” the dominatrix eventually said, her dark eyes fastened to his. “It would have been even worse an outcome for you if you’d allowed yourself to win the race than the miserable one you’ve just described. That’s because you’d have literally lost.” 
 
    He looked up at her, confused. “Mistress?” 
 
    “Organizing this pony race today was not by any means a spur of the moment thing for me,” she began to explain. “It was entirely premeditated. But deciding what its outcome would be wasn’t. Now, that was entirely opportunistic, a case of simply seizing the moment. Even so, it was well thought out once the notion had come to me.” 
 
    She left a pause, and then went on: “James’s unexpected arrival outside the dungeon gave me the idea of killing two birds with one stone, and doing that fast, effectively and efficiently. The first was to punish James even more cruelly than he’d already been for his willful disobedience, and this time hitting him where I knew it would really hurt. He richly deserved such treatment. Of that there is no doubt because what he did was totally unacceptable. The second was to determine your fate once and for all, no messing.”  Karen exchanged a glance with Diane. “You explain the next bit to him.” 
 
    Diane picked up the thread, “You’ll recall, Robert, that just before leaving you and James on your own in the dungeon Karen told you to make sure you asked him to tell you what it was actually like being a slave here. While she and I were getting everything ready for this race I asked her why she’d instructed you to do that. She answered my question with one of her own.” 
 
    Diane paused momentarily and then went on: “What did I know about you? Karen asked me. I said I knew you were not only as good looking and sexy as James but as profoundly submissive and masochistic as he is too. I said it was also very clear to me both from what she’d told me and what I’d observed for myself that you were extremely determined to win through in this trial period. I told her bluntly that I for one hoped you did.” 
 
    Another pause. “But, Karen gave me food for thought when she then asked me what I knew about you as a person? Did I think your character was to be trusted? Were you honorable? Were you kind? Were you good? All the qualities James brims with. I admitted I knew none of that and she said she didn’t either.  
 
    “But she did know as well as I did what James would have said when answering the question she’d told you to ask him. That’s because he’s both extremely honest and extremely happy with his lot here with us. And then” – she flicked her fingers – “just like that everything fell into place and suddenly made sense to me. That was my eureka moment, if you like. I’d put it together and could now see with blinding clarity where Karen had been going with all this.” 
 
    Diane turned to Karen who picked up the account from where her blonde lover had left off. “The fact is, Robert, if you’d allowed yourself to win the race you’d have told me and Diane loud and clear what kind of person you were. If you’d been prepared to let James be cut loose like that, knowing what you’d have been doing to him, hell would have frozen over before either of us would have wanted you in his place. We wouldn’t have wanted you at all. You’d have been the one who’d have been thrown out, not James.” 
 
    Robert looked up at Karen. “And now, Mistress?” he asked in a shaky voice. 
 
    Her features softened. “You both get to stay.” 
 
    He gazed at her with wide disbelieving eyes. “You really mean that, Mistress?” 
 
    “You bet I do, slave.” Karen’s full lips formed into the warmest of smiles.  “Welcome to the family.” 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



[bookmark: aboutalexjordaine]ABOUT ALEX JORDAINE 
 
      
 
    Alex Jordaine is the author of numerous works of Femdom erotica and is one of the foremost writers of that genre. He is the author of the highly acclaimed “Mistress” series of novels. In all of these entertaining, fast-paced and highly erotic books sexy powerful women are very firmly in charge. They control the pleasure and men are there to serve and obey them.  
 
    Cara Sutra who edits the award-winning online magazine, carasutra.com, is a big fan of the series. “As a dominatrix and Mistress on the fetish scene I have a strong personal interest in all things Femdom,” says Cara. “So it was genuinely thrilling some years ago to find an author who wrote first-rate erotic fiction around the power dynamic of female domination.  
 
    “I initially discovered Alex Jordaine's fiction when I read the very first of his ‘Mistress’ series of books. I thoroughly enjoyed it and, fifteen such novels later, he remains one of my favorite writers. If you have any interest in Femdom and the female domination aspect of BDSM, you will love Alex Jordaine’s ‘Mistress’ books.”  
 
    Alex has revealed the secret to why his books are so believable. “If you want to write well and with real conviction,” he says, “it’s a good rule of thumb to write about something you both know and are passionate about. In my case that’s Femdom and BDSM. That’s why I chose the genre of Femdom erotica when I started writing.  
 
    “I’ve stuck with it ever since because I’ve found it works so well for me as a story teller: all those strict rules, all that seething emotion and sexuality. Something’s got to give and when it does the story kicks in with a vengeance.”  
 
    All of Alex’s novels are dedicated to Mistress G. The author explains: “Mistress G is my long term partner, dominatrix, muse and the love of my life. We have been serious players on the fetish scene for a long time. My books are escapist fiction – wild flights of imagination – but they have an authenticity about them based on my personal experience of Femdom BDSM with Mistress G. I think readers pick up on that at some level and it enhances their enjoyment of the books.” 
 
    Although the “Mistress” novels are full of graphic discipline, bondage and domination, they are essentially love stories. They explore the redemptive power of love and celebrate women. All the novels in this popular ongoing series are one-offs, so they can be read in any order.  
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    * * * * * 
 
    Five-Star Review Published on Amazon.com 
 
    Every time I read one of Alex Jordaine's Mistress series I think, "This is even better than the last one". And so it was again with “Mistress of Seduction”. The man's knowledge of the Femdom genre and his extraordinary imagination combined with his fine writing as a world class story teller never disappoints.  
 
      
 
    John Morton isn’t really interested in sex – or so he’s always told himself. But then he meets high-end professional dominatrices Suzanne Greenwood and Laura Collins who employ him to manage their finances. And in getting to know them as more than clients he realises exactly how wrong he’s been. 
 
    Under the seductive influence of the two stunning dommes John’s years of self-deception unravel. He’s at first shocked then deeply thrilled and excited to discover the true nature of his sexuality. It feels amazingly liberating to submit to the strict discipline the women inflict upon him, his backside smarting hotly from their cruel punishment, his erection raging. 
 
    Suzanne and Laura constantly push John’s boundaries, upping the ante all the time, and in the process take him into the dark depths of hardcore BDSM. But his ever more extreme experiences at their sadistic hands eventually bring him to a point where he loses his nerve. He feels compelled to bring that heady chapter of his life to an end. 
 
    At the same time one of John’s other clients, a talented young fashion designer called Monika Lewis, tells him she’s very attracted to him. He jumps at the opportunity of starting a “normal” sexual relationship with the dynamic blonde beauty. It doesn’t work out though and he gives up on her. But she doesn’t give up on him. With help from an unexpected quarter Monika prepares a less than tender trap for the unsuspecting John. 
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    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 experience 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 already 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 experience 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 deeper and deeper. The thought of it sent shock waves through his nervous system and made him shiver 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 he could continue to observe his damaged rear while also looking at himself rubbing his hard-on, his fingers moving up and down, up and down...  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    See what readers have to say about 
 
    Alex Jordaine’s “MISTRESS” books 
 
      
 
    “Superb Femdom. Alex Jordaine is one of the few masters of this genre. I read and re-read everything he writes. You will too.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A pleasure to read. It is a compelling page turner, intensely arousing and very erotic.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Arousing, erotic and liberating. This book is a great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Great Femdom erotica.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “Jordaine dazzles! Alex Jordaine continues to be a fantastic writer for the BDSM lifestyle exceptionally from the aspect of being a slave to a demanding Mistress.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “A very good read, extremely exciting and erotic. Would recommend to others who are interested in this type of literature and the author.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “A fabulous book. I've ordered a lot of BDSM Femdom books and this one was really good.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A very good e-book and a very good read, very erotic and can be recommended if your are into female domination.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “I have read the whole series of books. A great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Another wonderful experience in the Femdom BDSM genre written by the master storyteller, Alex Jordaine, as part of his superb ‘Mistress’ series, every one of which is a gift to the reader." 
 
    * * * * * 
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    YOU CAN BUY MORE ALEX JORDAINE TITLES ON AMAZON 
 
     WHERE YOU CAN ALSO VISIT HIS AUTHOR PAGE  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 cover.jpeg
SADISTIC
Alex; Jordaine





images/00002.jpeg





images/00001.jpeg
MISTRESS
OF
SEDUCTION

EX
A

AL
JORDAINE





