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RULE OF THE MISTRESS  By Alex Jordaine    To Mistress G, the love of my 

life.   “Be then my slave,  and know what it means to be delivered into the hands of a 

woman” 

 •Leopold von Sacher-Masoch 










Chapter One  

Donna’s slave, a handsome dark-haired man called Adam, was in the antechamber to the 

liv-  ing room. He was stark naked and kneeling with his back to the wall. A buzzer sounded, 

telling him  the first of the two visitors his Mistress was expecting that afternoon had arrived. 

He got to his feet  and padded over to the entry-phone to respond. “Who is it please?” he 

asked.  “It’s Mistress Corinne, slave,” said a familiar voice, and Adam buzzed open the 

entrance  gate to the high-walled Edwardian dwelling. He went to greet the dominatrix at the 

front door and  then ushered her into the hall and through to the antechamber.  Corinne had 

sapphire-blue eyes, full red lips, a wide strong jaw and blonde hair that was as  smooth as 

glass and cut to the shoulders. Her figure was to-die-for and shown off to great effect by  the 

purple minidress she had on. The shortness of the dress and the height of the black 

stiletto-  heeled shoes she wore made her long legs look as if they went on for miles.  Corinne 

looked Adam up and down, surveying his lithe, lean body before settling her gaze  on his now 

semi-tumescent cock. “You know, Adam, there’s one thing I like to see more than a  naked 

slave with a semi-on,” she said, a playful pout on her lips. “Shall I tell you what it is?”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he replied, his submissive gray eyes shining.  “It’s a naked slave with a  full  hard-on.” She lifted the hem of her minidress, revealing that  she wasn’t wearing any panties and 

that her pussy was clean shaven. “I won’t ask you whether  you’re enjoying the view,” she 

added, looking at his now fully erect cock, “as it couldn’t be more  obvious that you 

are.”  Just then the door to the living room opened and Donna appeared in the doorway. She 

had  lustrous shoulder-length hair of the darkest black, a high-cheek-boned face, and a wide 

sensuous  mouth. Her skin was white and almost luminous, like alabaster. The short black 

dress she wore  showed off the shapeliness of her beautifully proportioned figure and was 

matched with long black  leather boots with heels so high they could have delivered a mortal 

wound.  She looked at Corinne inquiringly, her dark-brown eyes flashing. “What have we 

here?” she  said.  “Nothing that need give you any cause for concern, I assure you, Donna.” 

Corinne gave her  a mischievous grin, pulling down the hem of her skirt. “I haven’t laid a 

finger on your slave.”  Donna raised her eyebrows. “Just been tantalising him, huh?”  “You 

got it,” Corinne replied. “Being a cock-tease.”  “And getting a predictably Pavlovian response 

from him in return.”  “Exactly.”  “I approve,” said Donna.  “Thought you would.”  “Come 

into the living room, Corinne,” Donna said. She turned to look at Adam, adding  curtly, “You 

too.”  The tumescent slave entered the room after the two women, pulling the door shut 

behind  him. The living room was elegantly stylish, with polished oak furniture, a suite of soft 

black leather,  and gilt-framed oil paintings hanging on the walls.  “Humor me here, Corinne.” 

Donna had a wry smile on her face. “Show me what you’d have  liked to have done to Adam 

if I hadn’t opened the door when I did.”  “And if you’d already given me  carte blanche, so to 

speak?” asked Corinne.  She nodded. “That’s right. Show me.”  “What, show you  on  Adam, 

you mean?” Corinne had a frown of puzzlement on her face. If  Donna agreed to anything 

involving her getting genuinely up-close-and-personal with the seriously  dishy Adam it 

would be a first time.  “I do mean that, yes,” Donna replied evenly, a smile still fixed on her 

face.  Corinne didn’t need telling twice. “Well, I’d have started like so,” she said, her eyes 

glittering  with unconcealed enthusiasm. She touched Adam on the thigh, flattening her palm 

against it. Then  she began sliding her fingers up and down slowly and sensuously.  “Then 

what?” Donna asked. 

“I’d have done this.” Corinne grasped the thick length of his shaft and started to stroke it 

in  regular movements, greatly heightening the arousal already climbing through his 

body.  Adam could not bring himself to meet Donna’s gaze but he could feel her watching; 

could  sense her dark eyes tracing the motion of Corinne’s fist rubbing up and down his shaft. 

His face  had colored, his heart raced in his chest, and his hands were trembling a little. The 

feel of Corinne’s  fingers working his ever more urgent erection, caressing it so insistently, 

was very exciting. And yet  he felt very confused too. What in God’s name was his Mistress 

up to? Why had she allowed this to  happen,  encouraged  it to happen? There was a first time 

for everything, he knew, but…  “Wouldn’t it be dreadful if you climaxed without my 

permission, slave,” Donna remarked,  interrupting Adam’s train of thought. It certainly would 

be dreadful if he committed that cardinal  sin, he reflected nervously. But would he be able to 

stop himself? That was the question. The sheer  novelty value of what was happening to him 

combined with what was  actually  happening to him  had made him feel incredibly excited – 

dangerously excited.  “Yes it would be dreadful if that happened, Mistress,” said Adam. He 

felt Corinne’s fingers  continue to press hard, moving firmly up and down his throbbing 

erection.  “But you won’t let that happen, will you, slave?” Donna said.  Adam’s breath was 

coming faster. “I’ll try my best, Mistress.” He was still unable to lift his  eyes to meet hers but 

he was as sure as he could be that she wasn’t smiling anymore.  “Your best had better bloody 

well be good enough,” she warned. “It will be though, won’t it,  slave,” she added. It wasn’t a 

question.  “Yes, Mistress.” he fought to keep his voice level.  But will my best be good 

 enough?  he won-  dered desperately.  Or is it already too late?  He turned slightly and happened to catch a reflection of  the three of them in the full-length mirror across the room. 

He could see the steady rubbing and  squeezing of Corinne’s hand over his shaft. Also framed 

in the reflection was the glacial expression  Donna now wore, the puzzlement that had 

returned to Corinne’s face and the arousal – and fear –  written on his.  Corinne looked at 

Donna. “What now, my dear?” she asked, still masturbating the increas-  ingly frantic 

Adam.  There was a silence for a few seconds. Then Donna said, “I’d like to have a few 

words with  you privately.”  “As you wish,” replied Corinne. She removed her hand from 

Adam’s straining erection – and  not a moment too soon as far as he was concerned. 








Chapter Two 

 

    Adam was back on his knees in the antechamber. He was much relieved to be out of 

the  danger zone – at least for the time being. Christ, that had been a close call:  way  too close for com-  fort.  All sorts of questions were buzzing through his head and he felt decidedly 

uneasy. What, if  anything, would happen to him after his Mistress had finished her few words 

in private with  Corinne? And if it turned out to be more of the same would he be able this 

time to prevent himself  from climaxing? He didn’t feel confident about that at all, being 

painfully aware of the fact that all  the training in orgasm control Donna had given him had 

pretty much come to naught a few mo-  ments ago.  Why exactly had Donna invited Corinne 

here today anyway? She hadn’t told him the reason,  that was for sure. She had made certain 

she’d kept him right out of the loop. And why had she en-  couraged her to masturbate him 

the way she had? That had come as a great surprise. Even though  Corinne was a close 

personal friend of hers, Donna had never allowed her – or anyone else for that  matter – to 

cross that line before.  His Mistress did all sorts of deliciously outrageous things to him all the 

time. But their rela-  tionship had been strictly monogamous. She’d always insisted on that. 

More than that though, she  hadn’t even been willing to let another woman have any kind of 

intimate physical contact with him  at all before now. So why had she decided to let Corinne 

do what she’d done to him today?  Donna was full of surprises and that was one of the 

delights of being her slave. It was ex-  tremely rare for her to let him know in advance what 

sort of kinky treatment she’d be subjecting him  to from one day to the next. And that was just 

fine by him because she never disappointed. She was  a superb Mistress and he absolutely 

adored her. So if she wanted to keep him in the dark a lot of  the time, you wouldn’t find him 

complaining about it.  It was Adam’s greatest joy to be Donna’s personal slave – her personal 

 naked  slave most of  the time. His life was complete in that role, he felt. By the same token it was his greatest fear that  she would one day lose all patience with his undoubted 

shortcomings as a slave, or simply tire of  him period and decide to call it quits; that she’d tell 

him it was time for him to move out and for  them both to move on. It would be heartbreaking 

if she did that. It would be the end of everything  he held most dear because it would mean the 

loss of the person who meant more to him than all  the world. It made him break into a sweat 

just thinking about it.  He stopped himself from having these sorts of pessimistic thoughts 

most of the time. Why,  he wondered, had they come into his head now? Were there particular 

grounds for him to have wor-  ries like that at the moment? Maybe, maybe not but  something 

unusual was definitely going on  today. And it wasn’t just what Donna had encouraged 

Corinne to do to him. What were the two  women talking about right now that Donna didn’t 

want him to hear? And why had she asked Angel-  ica to come and meet her and Corinne a 

little later this afternoon as well?  Angelica ran the aptly named – and highly lucrative – 

Punishment Manor for Donna. As a  wealthy lifestyle dominatrix Donna had enjoyed adding 

still more to her substantial riches by invest-  ing in various kink-related projects. These 

included an expensive range of leather and latex fetish  wear and a business specialising in 

top-of-the range BDSM items.  But the project closest to her heart was her most recent one: 

Punishment Manor. It was a  place to which well-off dommes sent their slaves when they 

considered, for whatever reason, that  they needed more extreme and prolonged domination 

and discipline.  There had been that unfortunate business recently at the Manor involving 

Monique – the  woman who was now no longer Angelica’s second-in-command, and Kit – the 

man who was now  no longer Corinne’s personal slave. It had to have something to do with 

that surely…  The door to the living room was opened abruptly by Donna, accompanied by 

her brisk com-  mand: “Get to your feet and come back in here, slave, but this time leave the 

door open.”  “Yes, Mistress,” Adam said, lifting himself from his knees. He padded back into 

the room,  his eyes lowered deferentially.  Donna turned to Corinne. “Would you like to 

continue with Adam where you left off?” 

“You sure?” asked her friend.  “I’m certain,” Donna replied.  “Then how could I possibly 

decline?” Corinne’s eyes gleamed with lust as she gazed at  Adam’s cock. It was again semi-

tumescent, his excitement swelling noticeably.  And within moments he once more found 

Corinne’s hand sliding slowly and sensuously  over his thigh, her fingers travelling with 

deliberate intent ever closer to his shaft. When she finally  touched his cock it had grown 

rock-hard once more and a thin jewel of pre-cum fluid had started  seeping from its 

slit.  Adam couldn’t help but revel in the sensation as Corinne began expertly masturbating 

him  again, her hand sliding up and down his shaft. She upped the tempo, the movement of 

her fist  more and more insistent as she worked her wrist harder. It made him dizzy with 

excitement he  found himself powerless to resist – even though he knew full well that was 

precisely what he should  be doing: resisting it with every fiber of his being.  Adam’s 

erection, so intense now that it hurt, had begun leaking pre-cum in profusion and  his whole 

body felt hot and tingling and alive with sexual arousal. He moaned with desire and 

his  engorged shaft flexed and throbbed at the exquisite sensations of pleasure he was 

experiencing as a  result of Corinne’s enthusiastic ministrations. His breathing had become 

short and shallow and he  could feel himself once again right on the very edge of climaxing. 

 But I mustn’t,  he told himself  frantically , I mustn’t.  A moment before he reached the point of no return the buzzer in the antechamber sounded.  “That’ll be Angelica at the front gate,” said 

Donna. “Better stop now, Corinne.”  “Sure, my dear,” she said, and immediately let go of 

Adam’s shaft.  He was breathing more heavily than ever. It had been even closer this time, he 

thought.  Fuck, it couldn’t have  been  any closer.  Donna sat down on the couch and gestured 

for Corinne to sit beside her. She then looked at  Adam and ordered, “Go and admit Mistress 

Angelica to the house and bring her in here.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.  “When you’ve 

done that,” she went on, “serve the three of us with coffees before returning  to the 

antechamber, shutting the door behind you and getting back on your knees with your back 

to  the wall. Got all that, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied.  “Off you go then,” she said, 

and he padded out of the room. He looked back quickly at  Donna on the way, catching a 

sharp glance from her in exchange. What was she saying to him with  that glance? He really 

didn’t know because her expression was unreadable.  The good news was that he hadn’t 

ejaculated when Corinne had been masturbating him this  time just like he hadn’t the first 

time. The bad news was that on both occasions it had been a case  of dumb luck on his part 

rather than anything in which he could take any genuine pride. The first  time Donna had 

called a halt before the inevitable had happened. This time he’d been saved by the  bell – or 

the buzzer, to be precise.  So was his Mistress pleased with him for doing as he’d been told? 

Or was she displeased  with him because he’d managed to do that more by luck than 

judgment. Maybe she would want to  punish him for not exercising sufficient self-control – 

for not keeping his urge to climax at bay as  she’d painstakingly trained him to do.  If so, 

maybe she would want to punish him with a sound beating. Or maybe – God forbid –  with a 

stint at Punishment Manor.  No, don’t even go there, he said to himself with a shudder, 

dread-  ing the time he might end up doing that very thing. It had been a sword of Damocles 

that always  hung over his head ever since Donna had opened the place.  Adam greeted 

Angelica at the front door. The shapely redhead wandered in, hips swaying.  She was dressed 

in a short form-fitting dress of charcoal-gray and had on shiny black stiletto-  heeled shoes. 

Angelica had s a stunningly beautiful face with superb bone structure and full sen-  suous lips. 

But it was her eyes that were her most striking feature. They were almond-shaped and a  cat-

like green under arched eyebrows.  Angelica couldn’t resist commenting on Adam’s advanced 

state of arousal, which was still  much in evidence. “You seem to be  very  pleased to see me, 

slave.” She smiled, showing perfect  white teeth. But her smile barely reached those feline 

green eyes of hers. She looked very much like  a woman with more important things on her 

mind. 










Chapter Three 

 

    Donna took a sip of coffee and began the informal meeting she’d set up with Corinne 

and  Angelica. “This is the first time all three of us have got together since Monique and Kit 

did their  disappearing act,” she said. “I think we should talk freely and frankly – no holds 

barred, as they say  – about the whole unfortunate situation and see what sense we can make 

of it all. Are we agreed on  that as a general approach?”  Angelica nodded. “I certainly am,” 

she said.  “Me too,” said Corinne, taking a sip from her cup. “Why don’t you start the ball 

rolling,  Donna?”  “OK, I will,” she said. “What happened with Monique and Kit was 

completely unacceptable  as far as I’m concerned. When a dominatrix pays good money – 

extremely good money – to send  her slave to Punishment Manor what she expects at the very 

least is for him to emerge from his stay  there more obedient, more loyal and more 

submissive. What she  doesn’t  expect under any circum-  stances is for him to run off with one of the staff – the second-in-command at the place, no less.  “When you first brought the 

situation to my attention, Angelica,” she went on, “I asked you  whether there’d been any 

collateral damage at the Manor arising from what had happened. You told  me you’d been as 

quick off the mark as you possibly could be to make sure that didn’t happen. You  also 

assured me you’d do your best to ensure that continued to be the case. How’s that going, 

may  I ask?”  Angelica took a sip of coffee. “It’s going very well, Donna,” she replied. “The 

line I’ve taken  with the other Mistresses is that Kit’s term at Punishment Manor came to an 

end and he left, sim-  ple as that. As to Monique, it was well known among her colleagues she 

was very homesick and  wanted to return to France. I told them an urgent personal matter had 

come up that had resulted in  her needing to return to Paris and it was highly unlikely she’d 

return.  “There is a dominatrix at The Manor called Lana who’s especially well liked and 

respected by  the other dommes,” Angelica continued, “and I informed them she’d be filling 

Monique’s shoes  pro temps. That went down very well with them, I’m pleased to report. 

Actually I’d be more than  happy to have Lana as a permanent deputy. But any decision like 

that is obviously entirely up to  you, Donna.”  “And what do you have to say specifically 

about Monique’s actions, Angelica?” Donna  asked. “You must be as angry as I am about 

what she did.”  Angelica exhaled heavily and put her coffee to one side. “Too right I am.” Her 

face had  grown flushed, a faint pink tinge on her pale cheeks. “I feel hugely let down by 

Monique. At one of  our progress meetings – the last one we ever had, as it turned out – 

Monique told me she and Kit  had developed strong feelings for one another since he’d been 

at Punishment Manor. I told her in  the strongest terms to pull herself together, that it was the 

only way if she wanted to stay employed  at the Manor. That seemed to bring her up short – or 

so I thought. I also told her to stop seeing Kit  from that point on.  “Monique promised me 

faithfully she’d do what I’d said and would have no further contact  with him. I took her at her 

word, much to my regret. Because the next thing I knew she and Kit had  run off like thieves 

in the night to, well, goodness knows where. I assumed France, which is why I  told the other 

Mistresses what I did, but I was only guessing. Do you by any chance happen to  know where 

they’ve got to, Corinne?”  The blonde dominatrix shook her head. “No I don’t, Angelica,” she 

said. “France would be  my guess too. Kit’s a real Francophile and speaks the language 

fluently. Having said that, the man’s  worth a fortune. So they could have gone almost 

anywhere. They could have disappeared right off  the radar if that’s what he’d put his mind 

to.”  “You must be furious about what happened, Corinne,” Angelica suggested.  “Well, I’m 

not,” Corinne replied calmly, “not in the slightest.”  Angelica looked at her in surprise. “But 

why?”  Corinne was silent for a few seconds before she answered. “Because I was pleased to 

see  the back of the tiresome son of a bitch, to be perfectly frank,” she then replied. “It wasn’t 

working   

out between us at all. He was constantly disobedient to me and I’d thought a decent-length 

spell at  Punishment Manor would cure him of that and...”  “I’m sure it would have done if 

he’d stayed the course,” Angelica interrupted.  “Yes, but his disobedience was just the tip of 

the iceberg,” Corinne said. “The fact is we  weren’t right for each other. I’d known it deep 

down for quite a while, to be honest, but hadn’t want-  ed to admit it to myself. No amount of 

time spent by him at the Manor would have cured our  essential incompatibility. I realise that 

now. Good riddance to him, I say. And yet if he’s found true  love with Monique,” she added 

magnanimously, “then good luck to him too. I bear the man no ill  will.”  Donna weighed in 

again. “You don’t feel he’s behaved in a cowardly, disreputable way to-  wards 

you?”  Corinne took a sip of coffee. “Yes I do,” she replied. “I think he’s behaved like an 

absolute  shit. And so has Monique.”  “I’ll second that.” Angelica gave a curl of the lip. “I’ve 

lost all the respect I once had for her.  She’s nothing to me now.”  “Is Monique a gold-digger, 

do you think, Angelica?” Donna asked.  She thought for a moment before replying. “No I 

don’t,” she said. “I think she’s genuinely in  love with Kit. I just wish both of them had had 

the decency to…”  “Look, what happened happened,” interrupted Corinne crisply. “Monique 

and Kit are old  news to me. If I don’t care about what they’ve done, why should you 

two?”  “Aren’t you merely putting a brave face on things, Corinne?” Donna 

suggested.  “Don’t you mean a  brazen  face?” Corinne smiled. “Just think about how I greeted 

Adam  today, and what I got up to with him after that – with your entirely unexpected 

encouragement.”  Donna returned her smile. “Fair comment,” she said. “But the fact is when 

we talked about  it immediately after Monique and Kit did what they did you were obviously 

genuinely upset.”  “Well, that was then.” Corinne shrugged. “I feel very differently about it 

now.”  “But I don’t,” said Donna. “I feel like it’s basically my fault, to be candid.”  Corinne 

looked at her incredulously. “Why would you think that?”  “Because I own Punishment 

Manor, which means the buck stops here,” she started to ex-  plain.  “I know but…”  “And 

Monique was my appointment and mine alone,” Donna went on. “She turned out to be  a 

drastically wrong choice.”  “You appointed me the same day,” Angelica reminded her.  “And 

you proved to be very much the right choice,” Donna said. “You’re exceptional at what  you 

do.”  Angelica stared at her. “You can say that after what I allowed to happen on my 

watch?”  “I can and I do,” Donna said. “And just to put my money where my mouth is, if you 

want to  appoint Lana as Monique’s replacement, go right ahead and do it. No need to involve 

me in the ap-  pointment process at all.”  “You still trust me, then?” Angelica asked.  “I still 

trust you,” she confirmed, “as I hope I’ve just demonstrated.”  Angelica let out a deep breath. 

“That’s a relief.”  “And  I  still trust  you, Donna,” Corinne said emphatically. “You really mustn’t blame yourself  for what happened.”  Donna shrugged, an eloquent gesture. “Easier 

said than done.”  “Tell me this, Donna,” Corinne continued. “Was the fact you’d put yourself 

on this entirely  unnecessary guilt trip the reason that today the brief chat you wanted to have 

with me turned out to  be an offer to let me have Adam as my personal slave for the next 

month if I wanted him?”  “Yes, it was. And it was of course why I let you sample the goods 

before making that offer,”  Donna replied. “And was the fact that you’d decided Kit had done 

you a favor by absconding with  Monique,” she went on, “the reason you immediately and 

firmly turned down my offer after first  sampling those goods?” 

Corinne chuckled. “Yes it was. And, by the way, thank you for allowing me a second 

sam-  pling of those enticing goods regardless of that decision. That was even more 

unexpected, I have to  say.”  “Oh, I had my reasons,” Donna replied mysteriously. Pausing, 

she raised a curious eyebrow  at Corinne. “So what  are  you going to do about replacing 

Kit?”  “Oh, I already have someone very much in mind – someone who’ll be a much better 

slave to  me than Kit ever was,” she responded. “Adam would merely have distracted me 

from my goal.”  Donna turned to Angelica and laughed. “Now  she tells me.” 










Chapter Four 

 

    The meeting was over and Corinne and Angelica had left to go their separate ways. 

Adam  was washing up the coffee things in the kitchen. He was still none the wiser about 

what had actually  been going on that afternoon. Donna sat on the black leather couch in the 

living room with only her  thoughts for company.  Something had gone horribly wrong there 

for a while in the enclosed world of Punishment  Manor. But disaster had been averted and 

matters resolved as a result of the effective damage limi-  tation exercise carried out by the 

canny Angelica who from the outset had acted quickly and intelli-  gently.  Regarding 

Donna’s own personal situation, she  hadn’t  had to give up Adam to Corinne for a  month. 

That had been something she’d been prepared to do under the regrettable circumstances.  But 

it certainly hadn’t been something she’d wanted to do by any means. And yet there was 

still  unfinished business to attend to today, she reminded herself, and the sooner she got on 

with it the  better.  The door to the living room was already partway open and Adam poked 

his head around it.  “May I come in, Mistress?” he asked softly.  “You may,” Donna 

replied.  Adam padded nakedly in, his eyes lowered. “Is there anything I can do for you, 

Mistress?” he  asked respectfully.  “There is, slave,” she informed him. “You can kneel before 

me where you belong.”  “Yes, Mistress.” He dropped submissively to his knees. “I hope your 

meeting with Mistress  Angelica and Mistress Corinne was a success, Mistress.”  “It was, 

slave,” Donna replied. She looked at him for several long seconds before adding, an  edge to 

her voice, “But I don’t want to talk about that. What I want to talk about is what 

preceded  it.”  Oh shit, Adam said to himself, looking at her nervously.  Oh, shit, shit, shit, shit, shit.  “Are you permitted to climax without my permission, slave?” Donna asked 

pointedly, lean-  ing forward and fixing her dark eyes directly on his.  He shook his head. 

“No, Mistress.”  “And did you transgress that rule today?”  Adam could feel the muscles in 

his face tightening. “No, Mistress.”  Donna sighed. “Let me rephrase the question,” she went 

on. “Did you  effectively  transgress  that rule today?”  “No, Mistress,” he lied, not meeting her eye.  “Is that a serious answer?” There was a snap in Donna’s voice.  “Yes, Mistress.” He still 

did not make eye-contact.  “So if I hadn’t put a stop to things with Mistress Corinne when I 

did you wouldn’t have  ejaculated?”  “I like to think so, Mistress,” he said, his voice lacking 

conviction.  “Both times?”  He hesitated before saying, “Yes, Mistress.” His eyes still avoided 

hers guiltily. Sweat was  prickling his brow.  “What did I do to you the last time you lied to 

me?” Donna asked, noting with some satis-  faction the sudden look of fear that crossed his 

face.  “You beat me mercilessly with a bamboo cane,” he replied, a tremor in his 

voice.  “Painful, wasn’t it, slave?”  “Extremely, Mistress.” He flinched at the 

memory.  Donna’s eyes searched his features. “Did you just lie to me again?”  Admit it for 

 Christ’s sake, Adam thought, his breath quickening.  Stop digging yourself into a  deeper and deeper hole. But he didn’t reply.  Donna suddenly leaned forward and slapped his face hard. 

She then grabbed his hair in her  fist, lifted his face closer to hers and glared at him. “Answer 

the fucking question, slave,” she   

rasped. “Did you just lie to me again?”  Adam was shaking. “I did, Mistress,” he whispered. 

“I’m very sorry.”  The dominatrix let go of Adam’s hair and lapsed into a long silence. Then 

she gave him the  briefest of smiles and said, “Do you know what, slave? I happen to be in 

rather a good mood at  present, no thanks to you I might add. So when I punish you for your 

duplicity – as punish you I  must – I won’t perhaps be  quite  as harsh as I might have 

been.”  Adam inhaled deeply, held it and exhaled slowly. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said in a 

quiet  voice.  Donna leaned further forward, her lips slightly parted, and forced her mouth 

over his. The  dominatrix kissed him hard and long, her mouth crushed against his. She pulled 

her head away  from that passionate open-mouthed kiss, and said, “You are ready for your 

punishment now, slave,  aren’t you.” She said it as a fact, not as a question, and again at first 

he didn’t answer her.  “I’m waiting for a response, slave.” Donna frowned. “Say the words I 

want to hear.” She held  her thumb and little finger to his face. “Say them right this very 

minute.”  “Yes I am ready for my punishment now, Mistress,” he replied quickly, his voice 

quavering  again. His eyes were wide with trepidation…and excitement.  “Edge backwards, 

get onto all fours and prepare to be beaten, slave,” Donna demanded, the  coldness in her 

voice contrasting with the fire in her eyes.  Adam did as instructed, getting onto his hands and 

knees. He felt a thrill shoot through his  body at the prospect of what was to come.  Donna 

pushed herself to her feet and strolled over to a sideboard, opened a drawer and took  out a 

thick black leather strap. Adam was breathing hard and his heart beat wildly as he awaited 

his  chastisement.  He didn’t have to wait long. Donna raised the leather strap high for an 

instant and swung it  down hard. It tore at his backside, a red heat of pain that cut across both 

cheeks. Adam let out a  loud cry.  “Silence, slave,” Donna said sharply. She brought the strap 

down again, searing more excru-  ciating pain through him, and he stifled the cry that rose 

naturally to his lips.  Over and over Donna brought the strap down, turning his ever-more 

agonised behind a  darkening pink that turned steadily to a blazing red. Each of her strikes 

sent spasms of sensation  rippling through Adam’s body. The beating went on and on. Every 

strike of the strap stung deeply,  blistering Adam’s rear with pain and yet there was a quality 

to that pain that took it into the realms  of blissful pleasure. As Donna kept on strapping him 

again and again he could feel his backside  burn and a slow ooze of pre-cum slide from the slit 

of his shaft – and they both felt like the same  delirious sensation.  Donna suddenly stopped 

beating Adam and threw the strap unceremoniously to the floor.  He looked over his shoulder 

and saw her staring at him. She smiled, her dark eyes still glowing with  excitement. Adam 

smiled back, the gratitude welling up inside him. Donna was his world, his life.  He 

worshipped and adored her – worshipped and adored every part of her.  His erection 

throbbing fit to burst, he watched his Mistress slowly and seductively remove  her short black 

dress. He kept watching as she took off her black silk bra and panties to reveal her  shapely 

breasts and thighs in all their naked perfection. All the dominatrix had on now were her 

tall  black stiletto-heeled boots. 










Chapter Five 

 

    “Worship my pussy, slave,” Donna demanded, sitting back down on the black leather 

couch  in front of Adam. She spread her legs wide apart so that he had a good view of the 

mouth of her  glistening wet vagina. He watched a trickle of love juice seep from its 

depths.  Adam put his face between Donna’s thighs, his breath falling hot against her smooth 

pussy.  He snaked out his tongue and began moving it around the hard bud of her clitoris, 

making her  shudder with passion.  Donna opened her thighs further to let his tongue enter her 

more fully, pushing against the  sensitive, aroused flesh. Her fluid poured from deep within 

her and into his mouth, the taste lin-  gering deliciously on his tongue.  “Bring me to orgasm, 

slave,” Donna demanded ravenously, her lovely pale face now pink  with arousal, and he 

redoubled his efforts in licking her pussy.  Adam tongued her deep and quick, sucking her 

juices until she came, throwing her head  back. Donna climaxed in spasms, shuddering 

without control. Her eyes were unfocussed, her  breathing heavy.  The dominatrix pushed 

Adam’s face away from her sex and allowed herself a few moments  to compose herself 

before climbing lithely off the couch. “I’m going to ass-fuck you in a few mo-  ments, slave,” 

she announced. “Position yourself.”  Adrenaline coursed through Adam’s veins as he 

anticipated what was coming next. He  curved his spine further inward and bent his knees 

more until the cheeks of his rear were even  more taut and round and his anal hole more fully 

revealed.  “Look at me, slave, and listen carefully to what I have to say,” Donna ordered and 

he turned  to gaze at her. He saw the black rubber dildo strap-on she’d extracted from the 

sideboard. “You are  not allowed to come unless I say so,  as I shouldn’t have to damn well 

 remind you,” she said. “Do I  make myself crystal-clear about that?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

croaked.  Donna tightened the buckles of the strap-on harness with matter-of-fact efficiency. 

“And this  time if you fail to adhere to that rule I really will make you sorry. Are you crystal-

clear about that too,  slave?”  Adam was both very frightened and very excited at the same 

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

immediately complied.  Donna clutched the rubber shaft protruding from her crotch and 

stroked it as she surveyed  his taut curved backside and the puckered opening of his anus. 

Then she went to the sideboard  again, took out a bottle of lubricant and doused the dildo with 

a liberal amount of its contents.  Soon her hands were on Adam’s backside, spreading its 

cheeks further apart. He groaned  when he felt the head of the wet rubber shaft press against 

the entrance to his anus. Donna started  to enter him slowly, pressing the strap-on through the 

tightness of his sphincter. She carried on  pushing into him, sinking it steadily further 

inside.  The dominatrix began to pick up her pace, bucking her hips as she ground the dildo 

deeper  into his hole. Soon she was fucking Adam in the ass really hard, grinding her hips 

over and over,  plunging into the depths of his anus.  He jerked and moaned with pleasure as 

Donna continued to power into him, steering the  strap-on dildo in and out with unyielding 

strokes. Faster and faster she thrust into his anus. She  pumped her hips pneumatically back 

and forth, filling him, penetrating him. Her strokes were short  and sharp, fast and 

firm.  Adam’s body shook and he panted uncontrollably with desire, frighteningly close to 

ejaculating. His throat was corded with the great effort of preventing that happening. Donna 

kept on  butt-fucking him, spearing her strap-on in and out of his anus, until she climaxed 

again. Her hips  pressed up against his backside and her hands tightly gripping his thighs, she 

cried out, surren-  dering to the force of her orgasm.  “You’re allowed to come now, slave,” 

she gasped and he immediately let go, succumbing to   

a violent climax. Shuddering from head to toe, he spurted out thick wads of spunk in an 

explosion  of orgasmic ecstasy.  Donna and Adam gasped for air together, filling their lungs 

in ragged bursts, until the mo-  ment had passed. “It’s a good thing you didn’t let me down 

this time, slave,” Donna said, still a lit-  tle out of breath. She pulled her black rubber cock out 

of his gaping anus. “Shall I tell you what I’d  have done to you if you had?”  If you really 

 must, Mistress, he felt like saying. “Yes, Mistress,” he said, looking over his  shoulder at 

her.  “I’d have sent you to Punishment Manor,” she told him simply.  “I see, Mistress,” he 

gulped.  “But you didn’t let me down this time, so you’re safe from that, slave,” Donna said. 

A sec-  ond slipped, two seconds, before she added ominously, “for now.” 










Chapter Six 

 

    The slave’s name was Paul. He lay naked in bed, fretting in the night-time silence of 

the  spartan room he’d been allocated after arriving at Punishment Manor. The light was off 

and it was  pitch-black in the room.  The dominatrix who’d dealt with his admission and then 

settled him into his room – taking  away all his clothing in the process – had been a dark-

haired, dark-eyed beauty called Mistress  Lana. She’d told him that whilst the door to his 

room would never be locked he’d suffer a fate  worse than death if he ever tried to leave it 

unsupervised.  Paul’s room was sparse and functional in the extreme. It had a bed, a small 

table beside it  and a chair, but not much else. Everything was reduced to the absolute basics. 

There was a state-of  the art bathroom attached to his room, though, which was good. But the 

room itself, while air-  conditioned and of a decent size, was a bleak and desolate affair.  It 

had no pictures or any other decorations on its walls, which, like the ceiling and floor of  the 

room, were a dead black. It was also entirely deprived of natural light since it had black 

shutters  firmly locked over its windows. The room was essentially black-on-black-on-black-

on-black. Need-  less to say, for inmates like him there was no TV, access to the internet, 

phone access, anything like  that.  The Manor itself was an impeccably restored Victorian 

dwelling with a façade of pillars and  classical doorways. It was set well back from the road in 

its remote rural location and hidden by an  ancient forest of large and stately trees. Fat chance 

he’d get to see any of those beautiful trees while  he was here in the middle of nowhere, Paul 

reflected ruefully. Lana had told him there was no way  the shutters over the window of his 

room – his cell really – would ever be unlocked during his stay.  The dark world of 

Punishment Manor would be his only reality while he was here.  Sighing into the black 

emptiness that surrounded him, Paul tried to block out the regretful  thoughts that kept on 

nagging at him. But it was in vain. They kept on coming. He counted himself  immensely 

privileged to be the personal slave of Mistress Mandy, the woman who’d sent him to  this 

place only as a last resort.  He had nobody to blame but himself, though. There was no doubt 

about that. Right from  the start in their Mistress-slave relationship she’d had half a dozen 

rules that, she’d emphasized,  she expected him to adhere to religiously. She had been in the 

practice of allowing him sexual re-  lease when she’d finished physically chastising him. But 

one of her rules was that he must never  climax in those circumstances unless she specifically 

gave him permission.  As for the rest of the time, another of her stipulations was that he must 

remain constantly in  chastity to her. She’d told him she’d toyed with the idea of locking him 

into a chastity device of  some kind but had decided against it. She wanted, she’d said, to be 

able to trust him. And how had  he repaid that trust? By jacking off whenever he was left 

alone for any length of time, that’s how.  He’d always confessed afterwards to his latest 

transgression and taken his punishment like  a man. But that was hardly the point. He’d 

betrayed Mistress Mandy’s trust. He had however always  exercised rigorous orgasm control 

when she disciplined him. Then he’d screwed that up as well.  Paul hated being parted from 

his adored Mistress and was missing her like mad already. He  wished he was home safe and 

sound with her, and he’d barely even arrived here at the Manor. He  was worried he would be 

unable to cope without her there to guide him. A feeling of anxiety  clutched at his chest every 

time he thought about it. But, God knows, the situation in which he now  found himself was 

entirely his own fault.  Paul’s thoughts were interrupted by the sound of the door opening. 

Someone entered, the  light was switched on, and the door was closed again. His heart raced 

as he sat up in bed, pulling a  pillow behind his back. He looked at his visitor, an arrestingly 

beautiful woman with shiny red hair  and a curvaceous figure. She had on a tight-fitting black 

leather catsuit and matching stiletto-heeled  boots.  “My name is Mistress Angelica,” she said, 

gazing coldly at the handsome blond slave. “You  need to get used to nocturnal visits like this 

now that you are in our charge. Understood, slave?”  Paul’s throat felt tight. He coughed once 

to clear it before replying, “Yes, Mistress.” Looking   

at her apprehensively, he added, “Should I kneel before you, Mistress?”  “No, stay where you 

are.” Angelica sat on the bed beside him. “Did I wake you when I came  in, slave?” she 

asked.  “No, Mistress,” he said.  “Were you masturbating then?” she asked, her eyes suddenly 

locked on his face.  He shook his head emphatically. “No, I wasn’t, Mistress,” he assured 

her.  “You’d better not have been,” she warned.  “I promise you I wasn’t masturbating, 

Mistress,” Paul repeated nervously, his blue eyes dart-  ing about.  “Mistress Mandy never 

caught you wanking, I gather,” she said, “even though it’s a dis-  gracefully disobedient habit 

of yours, she tells me.”  “No she never did catch me, Mistress. But I always used to confess to 

her after the event.”  “Every single time, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “I’m nothing if not 

honest.”  “What did she used to do then?”  “She’d thrash me, Mistress.”  “Hard?” she 

prompted.  Paul nodded. “Very hard, Mistress,” he said, shivering at the painful memory of 

those  thrashings. His backside had carried the marks for days afterwards every 

time.  “Mistress Mandy is a strict disciplinarian?”  “The strictest, Mistress,” he replied 

unthinkingly.  “Even stricter than I am, would you imagine, slave?” Angelica stared intensely 

at him.  He looked down, turning away from her piercing green eyes. “I can imagine you 

might be  stricter, Mistress,” he murmured.  “Why do you say that, slave?”  “Because you’re 

the boss here, Mistress,” Paul whispered, still looking away from her. “And  I’ve been told by 

Mistress Mandy that you have a reputation for being… eh … unforgiving.”  “Look at me 

when you address me, slave,” Angelica snapped, raising her voice suddenly.  Paul looked up 

and gazed respectfully at her. “I’m sorry, Mistress,” he said softly.  “How does Mistress 

Mandy usually treat you, slave?”  “She does exactly what she likes with me exactly when she 

likes, Mistress. I’m as likely to be  spanked or caned or whipped if I’ve been behaving well as 

if I haven’t.”  “But the punishment is much harsher when you haven’t been behaving well, 

yes?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, swallowing hard.  Angelica smiled approvingly. “A 

woman after my own heart.”  “You do remind me of her, Mistress,” Paul said, starting to relax 

a little. “She’s a beautiful  redhead too.”  “And you’re willing to give yourself to me, slave, in 

the same way you’ve been in the practice  of giving yourself to Mistress Mandy?”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he replied immediately.  “Actually you’ll have to do better with me than you did 

with her, slave,” she said. “After all, if  you’d done that well with Mistress Mandy she 

wouldn’t have sent you to Punishment Manor, would  she?”  “No, Mistress,” Paul replied, his 

expression regretful.  A pause, and then Angelica said, “Tell me about the last time Mistress 

Mandy chastised you.  Describe to me what she did to you and how exactly it felt.”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he said, squirming at the memory.  “Where were you and what were you both 

wearing?” Angelica said. “Tell me that first. Paint  me the picture.”  “We were in the 

bedroom, Mistress,” Paul began. “Both of us were naked. Mistress Mandy  was on her feet 

and I was on my hands and knees.”  “Go on.”  “Mistress Mandy took hold of her favorite 

whip.” 

“What type of whip is that?” Angelica interjected.  “A braided black and red leather flogger,” 

he said. “She raised her arm and brought the whip  down so hard and sharp on my backside 

that I screamed with pain. I felt like I was on fire, the heat  of the whip was so harsh. Then she 

struck again and I screamed again but she told me to be quiet  and I forced myself not to 

scream anymore.  “Each time Mistress struck me with that braided flogger, my backside 

burned more and  more. But I was conscious that the pain was changing within me to 

pleasure-pain – and it was  exquisite. For a while my mind went blank and all I could think 

about was the rhythm of that cruel  flogger crashing down on my ass and the heat in my body 

and how wonderful I felt. And then it  happened.”  “Then what happened, slave?”  “I 

ejaculated, Mistress,” he replied. “I came like a fountain.”  “Without Mistress Mandy’s 

permission?”  “Yes, Mistress,” Paul replied. “She told me it was the last straw and…” His 

voice trailed off  into silence.  Angelica remained silent for a moment too, her eyes fixed on 

his. “And here you are at Pun-  ishment Manor.”  “And here I am at Punishment Manor,” he 

said. 












Chapter Seven  

 

   There was a lustful gleam in Angelica’s eyes. “Climb out of bed, slave,” she instructed 

Paul  who was now tumescent. “Then get over my knee.”  Paul delayed for a moment, but one 

harsh look from the catsuited dominatrix was all it took  for him to quickly do as he had been 

told.  A sensuous smile on her full red lips, Angelica looked down at the naked body of the 

slave  stretched across her lap. She admired the view of Paul’s taut backside as much as she 

enjoyed the  feel of his erection pressing against her tightly leather-covered thighs. “You 

weren’t allowed to  come without permission when Mistress Mandy disciplined you, were 

you, slave?” she reminded  him coldly.  “That’s right, Mistress.”  “And you disobeyed her, 

didn’t you?”  “Only that  last  time, Mistress,” he offered feebly.  She considered his words. 

“Know what, slave?”  “What, Mistress?” he whispered, looking over his shoulder briefly at 

her and seeing the  sadistic look on her face. He had a sinking feeling about what she was 

about to say.  “I’m not going to permit you to come at all when I discipline you this  first 

time,” she said. “I  thought I’d tell you that right from the word go.”  “I see, Mistress,” he 

replied through trembling lips.  “I’ll tell you something else, slave,” she taunted. “By the time 

I’m done with you, you’re  re-  ally, really  going to want to come. But you will not be allowed to. I hope that’s very clear.”  With that she welted the left cheek of his behind with a pistol-crack slap.  “Did that sting, slave?” she asked.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied through gritted 

teeth.  “Good.” She struck hard again in the same place, another exceptionally hard smack of 

flesh  on flesh.  Paul cried out and moved reflexively, but Angelica pressed her other hand 

down firmly on  his lower back to keep him still.  “I don’t want any resistance from you, 

slave,” she said, running the hand with which she’d  spanked him over his backside. “And I 

don’t want to hear any more cries of pain from you either.  Are you clear about that?”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he gasped. There followed a further harsh slap followed quickly by another,  both 

of them this time on the right cheek of his behind. He stifled his cries of pain.  His backside 

was now patterned with finger marks. A few more harsh spanks to both cheeks  had his rear 

blushing pink, and a few more still had turned it a glowing red. Looking down at 

Paul’s  punished behind, Angelica began to stroke him there again slowly and 

deliberately.  “Are you feeling very horny, slave?” she asked in a husky whisper, feeling the 

insistent pulse  of his erection against her thighs.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied hotly.  Angelica 

went back to spanking him: short hard slaps against skin that reddened even fur-  ther, 

spreading a glow that merged with the throbbing of his shaft. She heard a small sigh 

escape  from his lips, and watched gleefully as he lifted his rear and began moving his body to 

the rhythm  of her blows.  “Feeling even hornier, slave?” She aimed her smacks a little lower, 

directing them to the  sweet spot at the top of his thighs.  A louder sigh escaped from his lips. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he said, his voice shaky.  Angelica continued spanking him, bringing her 

hand down with one forceful blow after an-  other. His backside smarted painfully but the red 

heat of punishment he experienced was as noth-  ing compared to the delicious feeling of 

pleasure that went with it.  Paul moved languidly, parting his thighs slowly and lifting himself 

to meet Angelica’s fiery  blows, unable to resist the seductive mixture of pain and pleasure 

coursing through his body. He  began to let out little moans of pleasure-pain and almost 

allowed himself to lose control and   

climax, so lost was he in the world of sensation Angelica had created for him.  The dominatrix 

seemed to sense this because without warning she suddenly stopped spank-  ing him. “How 

close are you to coming right now, slave?” she asked.  He looked over his shoulder at her, 

confusion and excitement in his eyes. “Very close, Mis-  tress,” he admitted 

breathlessly.  “Well, you can’t,” she declared. “But I am going to spank you some more. Got 

that slave?”  “Got that, Mistress,” Paul gasped, bracing himself for another onslaught of fierce 

blows  from her hand.  Angelica resumed spanking him, delivering a further series of harsh 

smacks across his rear,  which was now a furious shade of crimson. He moaned and gasped 

every time she struck, each of  her blows causing spasms of ecstasy to pass through his body. 

Paul was hardly able to control  himself any longer. And yet he knew he must, that it was 

imperative he stop himself from climaxing  at all costs.  “Want me to relent and let you come, 

slave?” Angelica asked, her blows falling even harder,  even faster.  “Please, Mistress,” he 

replied, wild with carnal frustration.  Angelica stopped spanking him. “No fucking way,” she 

replied decisively. “Now get to your  feet, slave.”  Paul got off her lap and stood up, aware of 

the painful smarting of his behind and the con-  stant throbbing of his now pre-cum drizzling 

erection. He hadn’t reached climax and was not al-  lowed to ejaculate. But, Jesus, how he 

wanted to. His body ached with a deep unsatisfied need.  Angelica got to her feet too and 

looked him squarely in the eye. “Don’t even think about  masturbating, slave,” the dominatrix 

warned him. She then turned on her heels and left his room,  switching off the light as she 

went.  Paul got back into bed and closed his eyes. Why keep them open? There was nothing 

whatsoever to see because the dark in the room was absolute. He was so pent-up with arousal 

it was beyond belief. Angelica had taken him right to the very edge and left him there, 

desperate for sexual  release as never before. And he knew there was nothing he could do 

about it, nothing at all – unless…unless. But dare he?  Dare he? 

  












Chapter Eight  

 

   Corinne stood at the bar in a popular upscale inn called The Grenadier, which was not 

far  from her office, and she’d just been served with a glass of white wine. The beautiful 

blonde was  dressed in a rather severe black dress and matching heels, and looked like the 

powerful woman she  was. But today she wasn’t her alter ego, Mistress Corinne.  No, today 

she was Corinne Ward, Director of Corporate Services for Howell and Collier, a  large 

publishing house. She had a string of qualifications to her name, a highly impressive CV 

to  match them, and an excellent reputation at the firm, where she was liked, respected and 

trusted.  She kept her private life strictly private, of course, for reasons her colleagues could 

hardly have  guessed at.  Corinne had spent all afternoon in the office with a good-looking 

man called Simon Bell. He  had kind eyes – dark brown like his hair – and a pleasant, self-

effacing manner. Simon worked for  the firm of lawyers the publisher employed. He wouldn’t 

be with them for much longer, though, as  he’d been successfully head hunted by another 

legal firm.  Corinne and Simon had been going through the financial small print in the latest 

batch of  the company’s more important draft contracts to make sure everything was exactly 

as it should be.  When they’d come to the end of this essential but tedious and pedantic task 

Corinne had said she  thought they both deserved a drink, and Simon had readily 

agreed.  He’d gone to put his laptop in his car and feed the meter again while Corinne had 

entered  The Grenadier. And there she now stood waiting for him at the bar with the glass of 

white wine  she’d been served by her side. She hadn’t ordered anything for Simon because 

she didn’t know  what he drank. In fact, although there was a real connection between them – 

a chemistry that was  palpable – she didn’t know all that much about him at all other than that 

he was single and unat-  tached.  She did know this though. He too had an alter ego. And his 

was Slave Simon. At least that’s  what it was inside Corinne’s head. How premature was that! 

Not only was he very definitely not a  slave, totally in her power, he wasn’t even a work-in-

progress. Indeed this was the very first time  they’d agreed to “meet socially” – if you could 

even call it that. A quick drink together after work  hardly counted as any kind of 

date.  Corinne fully understood all that of course, she wasn’t mad. But as far as she was 

concerned  Simon was the right person for her. She was as convinced of that as she was of his 

innate sexual  submissiveness. Corinne had a second sense about that trait in a man and she 

trusted it implicitly.  Here in this bar was where in a small way it was all going to begin, she 

told herself confidently.  Her thoughts were interrupted by an over-cheerful male voice 

coming from behind her.  “Fancy seeing you here, Corinne.”  She recognised the voice at 

once and inwardly groaned. It was Toby Palmer. He’d worked  for the firm for years and, 

although a perfectly nice man, was the most dreadful bore.  There was no harm in Toby and 

he was always well-meaning. The trouble was that once he  thought he’d got your attention he 

was difficult to shake off. He didn’t seem to pick up on any of  the body language that would 

have told a more empathic individual he was starting to lose his audi-  ence – or in his case 

bore the pants off them.  “Toby,” she said, turning round and forcing a smile.  “I was just 

going to get myself a drink,” he said. “Can I get you one while I’m about it?”  She shook her 

head. “No thanks, I’m good.” She picked up her glass of white wine off the  polished wood 

bar top and took a sip.  “How are you?” he asked.  “I’m fine,” she said. “How about 

you?”  “Fine as well thanks,” he replied. “What are you doing here – meeting someone?”  She 

took another sip of wine and put down her glass. “Yes, I am,” she informed him.  “Anyone I 

know?”  Corinne looked at him, shrugged. “I’m not sure. You don’t deal with the firm’s 

lawyers in  your department, do you?” 

“No we don’t,” he confirmed.  “Then I wouldn’t think you’d know him.”  “Is it business or 

pleasure,” he said, adding jauntily, “or shouldn’t I ask?”  “Strictly business,” she replied . Or it will be if we get lumbered with you.  Corinne peered around the room surreptitiously, looking 

over Toby’s shoulder at the door  just as Simon arrived. When she looked back at Toby she 

saw him raise his hand to catch the atten-  tion of the barman.  Corinne grasped her 

opportunity. “Got to go,” she announced hurriedly. “See you, Toby.  Take care.” And with 

that she made a beeline for Simon.  “Change of plan,” she said, waylaying him.  He gave a 

short baffled shake of the head. “Oh, OK.”  “Follow me,” she said, and Simon found himself 

being led out of the bar he’d only just en-  tered.  Outside it was starting to get dark. The street 

was lined with parked cars and busy with traf-  fic. “What was that all about?” asked Simon, 

giving Corinne a lopsided smile.  “Me saving us both from the office bore to end all office 

bores, bless him,” she replied.  “And a close escape it was too.”  He laughed. “What shall we 

do now?”  Corinne said, “Let’s walk for a bit.”  “Sure,” he said, and they began to stroll down 

the street, side by side.  “I’ll tell you what,” Simon remarked, stopping and turning to face 

Corinne. “I’m pretty hun-  gry. How about you?”  She looked at him for a moment and 

nodded. “I am too, now you mention it.”  “Fancy going somewhere for a bite to eat?” he 

asked.  “Why not?” she replied nonchalantly. “There’s a nice place along here I can 

recommend.”  As Corinne made her way towards her restaurant of choice accompanied by the 

man of her  choice, she knew that what had looked for a few moments like a false start had 

become a true  beginning. Her eyes shone with excitement as she thought about what lay 

ahead.  She was convinced Simon was at heart as submissive as she was dominant. He 

simply  didn’t know it yet. Her intention was to take him one step at a time to the point where 

he did know  it – and then beyond that to the point of no return. 










Chapter Nine 

 

    It was nighttime and another brand new inmate at Punishment Manor waited naked in 

his  room, wondering what lay ahead for him. This one was called Jake and he was lying on 

top of the  bed. He was a sensitive-featured man with a shaven head, pale-blue eyes, and 

chiseled cheekbones.  None of this was immediately evident, however, because a black 

leather hood had been placed over  his head and zipped tight. The hood had nose and mouth 

holes that enabled him to breathe but  had its blindfold attachment in place so he couldn’t see 

a thing.  Jake had been the most obedient of slaves to Mistress Fay, the dominatrix who 

owned him  and whom he loved beyond measure. He had always done everything she’d ever 

demanded of him.  But then it had happened: a demand too far.  Fay had told him she was 

going to take him to a notoriously extreme Femdom fetish club  called Pandora’s Box where 

she intended to parade him around buck-naked and let the other Mis-  tresses there grope and 

play with him to their hearts’ content. She’d also said she’d arrange for two  of them to 

discipline him harshly at the same time and would then get two more of them to jointly  bring 

him to climax with a mix of pleasure and pain. Jake had contemplated all this, trying not to 

get  into a panic, but his courage had failed him.  He had been even more respectful than usual 

in the way he’d expressed his response to his  Mistress. But the bottom line had been that he’d 

refused. He had said the experience would be way  too humiliating for him. Mistress Fay was 

having none of it. Rubbish, she had told him. It would be  humiliating for him, yes, she’d 

agreed. But that humiliation would be sublime.  He’d remained unconvinced, though, and had 

persisted with his refusal. He was far too shy,  he’d insisted; he simply couldn’t handle it. 

Nonsense, she’d replied, pissed off with him now. She’d  told him if he didn’t change his 

mind it would be a stay at Punishment Manor for him. She had  been bluffing surely, he’d 

thought; she wouldn’t do that to him. He’d continued to say no, to his  now great regret, and 

all too soon had found she’d meant exactly what she’d said.  Jake had been shown to his room 

at the Manor by a dominatrix called Mistress Lana, a very  beautiful woman with glossy dark-

brown hair cut short and bobbed. She had oval eyes that were al-  most as black as the ultra-

short leather dress and sharp stilettos she’d worn. Having got him to  strip naked, she had 

taken all his clothes away while he’d been using the bathroom. Lana had then  got him to sit 

on the bed and had put the black leather hood over his head. After that she’d ordered  him to 

lie flat on his back with his head on the pillow, his arms by his side and his legs 

together.  Once he’d got into position with a little help from Lana, she had asked, “Anything 

you’d like  to know, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” Jake had replied nervously. “What’s going to 

happen to me now?”  “You’ll see – or rather you won’t.” She’d laughed.  “No, seriously, 

Mistress,” he’d tried.  Lana had leaned in close to his leather-hooded head in reaction to that. 

“Stay exactly as you  are, slave,” she’d said coldly. “Don’t move a muscle.”  “Yes, Mistress,” 

he’d replied, lying motionless with nothing but pitch-blackness before his  eyes.  He’d heard 

Lana stride out of his room, her stiletto-heeled shoes marking out a steady beat  against the 

hard surface of the floor. Soon afterwards everything had gone as silent as the grave.  He’d 

lain there, feeling vulnerable, trapped and panicky. There’d remained no light in his 

darkness  and everything had been quiet and still. If Lana or anyone else came into the room 

he’d be bound to  hear them, he’d reasoned.  Wrong.  The four pairs of hands he felt 

simultaneously grasp both his arms and legs caused a feeling  of absolute panic, nearly 

making him jump out of his skin. His heart pounding, Jake struggled,  fighting to regain 

control. He had no idea who it was who’d crept up on him so silently other than  that they had 

to be female given where he was and that if one of them was Mistress Lana she must  have 

taken off her shoes.  “Mistress Lana stripped as naked as the rest of us when she left this 

room,” a voice in the   

darkness announced. “But what did she order you to do before that, slave?” The voice didn’t 

belong  to one of the women who’d grabbed him. He knew that because it came from some 

way away from  the bed – nearer the door, he thought. It was not a voice that Jake could 

identify.  “She ordered me not to move, Mistress,” he replied, trying to fight back his panic 

and slow  the breath he was gasping through the mouth hole of the hood.  “Well, do that now 

or else,” the voice warned menacingly.  Jake knew the only thing he could do was comply. He 

stopped struggling, and lay back. He  tried to figure out how many naked women were in the 

room. There were four holding him down  and the one who’d been talking to him. That made 

five. He wondered whether Mistress Lana was  there too. He found out she was a moment 

later when he heard her voice.  “Is it OK for them to release him now, Angelica?” Lana asked. 

 So that’s who the other voice  belonged too, thought Jake. It was Mistress Angelica, the boss 

of the place. Fay had told him about  her and how formidable she was.  “It is,” said Angelica. 

“Let him go, ladies,” she added curtly, and Jake was released by the  hands that had been 

holding him down.  “Tell me the instruction Mistress Fay gave you before delivering you to 

this place, slave,”  Angelica demanded sharply, her voice coming from closer now.  Jake felt 

thoroughly shaken up. “I’m trying to think, Mistress,” he replied in a faltering voice,  racking 

his brains to try to remember what had passed between Mistress Fay and him just 

before  they’d parted.  Get a hold of yourself, he thought.  Concentrate, for fuck’s sake. “Oh yes,” he continued.  It had come to him now. “To always do as I’m told while I’m here, 

Mistress, and to never display  defiance.”  Angelica snorted. “Haven’t got off to the greatest 

of starts, have you, slave?”  “No, Mistress,” Jake replied weakly, his lower lip 

trembling.  “Grounds for punishment, slave,” Angelica said. “You need to be whipped till 

your ass  burns like a furnace.”  “What I did was only a reflex action, Mistress,” Jake wailed, 

knowing that it was futile to  plead but unable to stop himself. “I didn’t mean any disrespect 

by it.”  “That’s as may be, slave,” Angelica snapped. There was a pause, then: “Turn over 

onto your  front. Do it now!”  Jake immediately obeyed, breathing hard.  “Soften him up for 

Lana and me, ladies,” Angelica then ordered, and he felt a pair of hands  stroke his back on 

one side and then another pair on the other side.  “He’s got a very nice ass,” someone cooed 

salaciously and there was a general murmur of  agreement. And Jake suddenly saw himself as 

he was: stark naked and belly-down, his back being  stroked sensuously while his behind was 

ogled by six lots of eyes that were invisible to him.  Then his backside was touched and 

stroked as well, two palms sliding up from the thigh  and ardently caressing one muscular 

cheek. Then another pair of ardent hands began to stroke the  other cheek, rubbing their 

fingers over it before smoothing them down his thigh.  The other two pairs of hands continued 

to rub and caress his back. And again Jake saw him-  self as he was: being ogled and fondled 

and caressed by four lubricious Mistresses while another  two looked on, all of them as naked 

as he was. And he liked what he could see in his mind’s eye, he  couldn’t deny it.  He could 

not actually see because of the leather hood and he couldn’t resist because he’d  been told not 

to in no uncertain terms by Angelica. He could do nothing to stop all this.  Nothing.  Jake 

pushed his hooded face into his pillow and his shaft against the mattress as he felt the 

excite-  ment that had been gathering inside him begin coursing through his blood. The slave 

was by now  thoroughly compliant and his imagination had become as rampant as his 

erection. 










Chapter Ten  

 

   Jake groaned with passion as all those skilful female fingers continued stroking his back 

and  rear so sensuously. The pleasure flooding through his body was made more intense 

because he  knew he was naked, helpless and being watched. Behind the leather hood 

covering his face he luxu-  riated in the physical sensations he was experiencing and the 

delicious images he had of it all in-  side his head.  Suddenly the fingers ceased their seductive 

work and the hands were pulled away from his  body. A few moments later the exquisite 

pleasure he’d been experiencing was transformed to pure  pain. It happened when a leather 

whip was snapped swiftly and hard across his backside, its impact  burning hotly against the 

skin. A moment afterwards there was the snap of a leather whip to his rear  again, this strike 

coming from the other side of the bed.  “A double whipping for you from me and Mistress 

Lana, slave,” Angelica announced, and he  realised she was on one side of the bed and Lana 

on the other.  The beating continued, each of their blows inflaming his rear and the backs of 

his thighs as  they bit into his flesh. Again and again their whips seared his body and he 

squirmed and cringed.  Angelica and Lana thrashed Jake’s rear until he was shivering 

uncontrollably with pain. His back-  side ached like blazes, the smarting pain of each impact 

merging with the ones that had preceded it  and seeping through his body. Jake shook and the 

punished cheeks of his backside quivered.  The sensation of sublime pleasure that had 

suffused him before had gone entirely. All he  could feel was pain as the two whips kept 

crashing down on his rear from either side of him –  whip,  whip, whip, whip – one after the 

other, over and over again. But steadily the pain he was experi-  encing turned itself into 

something very like the erotic pleasure he’d felt before. He found he could  not separate the 

one sensation from the other since they were both so close together.  Jake could feel where his 

skin had reddened and the burning felt wonderful now, the heat of  the continued whipping 

increasing the heat of his arousal more and more. The air in the room sang  with the double 

whipping Angelica and Lana carried on delivering to the cheeks of his rear, which  shook and 

clenched at each furious impact.  Jake shoved his hooded face harder into the pillow and also 

started to arch his back. He was  lifting himself, offering his backside to their fiery strokes. 

The pain he’d suffered with each strike  had dissolved completely into a red heat that 

simmered through his body, connecting with the  pulsing hardness of his cock.  Angelica and 

Lana started to strike more quickly. Each jolting impact inflicted even more  excruciating pain 

on Jake, which brought with it even more delirious pleasure too. Shudders of  sensation 

coursed through his body and he could feel the heat blazing on the cheeks of his back-  side, 

the skin raised and imprinted with the pattern of the two whips.  Jake continued to give 

himself fully to his chastisement. He lost count of the number of  times the two women 

brought their whips down on his inflamed flesh, so utterly absorbed was he  in the intense 

pleasure-pain he was experiencing as a result of his double beating.  The cheeks of his rear 

burned deeply as the punishment continued to descend on them,  blow after shuddering blow. 

Jake began to let out short gasping breaths, feeling as if he was on the  brink of orgasm. Then 

the blows stopped all of a sudden. Jake’s chest was heaving and his shaft  was pulsing and 

wet. He lay on his front on the bed, waiting for whatever it was that was going to  be done to 

him next.  “Turn onto your back, slave.” It was Angelica’s voice again. “Two of my other 

colleagues  want to work on you now.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he panted. He did as he’d been told 

immediately, the sheets cool against  his burning rear.  Then a pair of hands reached for his 

nipples. They squeezed them roughly, fingers pressing  tightly over the two hard nubs of 

flesh.  Jake loved the sensation, each pinch of the fingers sending spasms of pleasure through 

him.  And as this pleasurable nipple torture continued another hand grasped his erection and 

began  pulling it. 

His breathing became increasingly labored as one of the women’s hands moved up and  down 

his shaft faster while the other woman used both hands to pull even harder at his nipples.  The 

strokes of the Mistress masturbating him grew shorter as she pumped her fist back and 

forth  over his erection. His shaft pulsed within her pounding fist, his balls tightened, ecstasy 

rising inex-  orably within.  “Come for us now, slave,” demanded Angelica. And he did, 

crying out as his climax shud-  dered through him. He felt his erection shoot like a geyser, 

pumping out streams of spunk. The two  Mistresses unhanded him then, and he lay there 

gasping through the mouth hole of his leather  hood.  Angelica waited for his orgasm to 

subside before speaking again. “What happened to you  here remind you of anything, slave?” 

she asked him calmly.  Jake was too slow to respond at first. The hooded slave was lying on 

his back, his belly cov-  ered with semen. His body tingled and smarted.  “Well, slave?” 

Angelica said impatiently. “What have you got to say in reply to my question?”  Jake took a 

deep breath. “Sorry, Mistress,” he said quietly, pulling himself together as best  he could. “It 

reminds me of everything Mistress Fay said would happen to me at Pandora’s Box.  “The 

Femdom fetish club?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “And how’s that left you feeling?”  Jake thought for 

a moment. “Like the damn fool I am, Mistress,” he replied bluntly. “I feel  very grateful 

too.”  “For what?”  “For being shown the error of my ways so effectively, 

Mistress.”  “Couldn’t have put it better myself, slave,” Angelica said. “Hold still,” she added 

before  unzipping one side of the hood and then the other.  “You can take off the hood, slave,’ 

said Lana, quickly adding, “but  only  after slowly counting  out loud to fifty, starting 

now.”  As he patiently did as he’d been told, Jake thought he heard the door to his room 

quietly  click shut but he couldn’t be sure.  The moment he’d finished counting he sat up, 

grabbed the leather hood and pulled it off.  He could feel the coolness of the air back on his 

face but could still see nothing. He realised that  the light to his room had been switched off 

by one of his six nocturnal visitors before leaving him  alone.  Jake sank back onto his pillow 

and lay in the darkness, his body tingling and burning with  the aftereffects of what he’d just 

experienced. He contemplated the reason it had been orchestrated,  feeling both regret and 

gratitude in equal measure. 








Chapter Eleven 

 

    Donna and Adam were in her living room. It was early in the evening and the light had 

only  just started to fade. The dominatrix sat on a black leather armchair wearing a short red 

leather dress  and matching stilettos, and her slave knelt naked before her.  Donna was 

thinking about Corinne and the last time they’d been in this room on their own  together. On 

that occasion she’d offered to transfer Adam to Corinne’s ownership for a month. She  felt a 

stab at her heart as a thought pierced. What if Corinne had taken her up on her offer? 

Where  might that have led, taking a worst-case scenario?  Donna looked at Adam. “Do you 

find Mistress Corinne desirable, slave?” she asked. Her  tone was quite neutral, not 

threatening. And yet Adam felt threatened somehow and was immedi-  ately on his guard.  He 

looked at her nervously, his forehead creased into a frown. “No, Mistress,” he lied.  Donna 

gave him an incongruous look. “Honestly?”  “Honestly, Mistress,” he replied, 

dishonestly.  “You sure about that, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “The only woman I’m 

interested in is you.”  Donna sighed heavily. “Why must you lie, slave?” she said in a strained 

voice. “It infuriates  me.”  “But you  are  the only woman I’m interested in, Mistress,” he 

insisted.  “That doesn’t mean you can’t find Mistress Corinne desirable,” Donna said. “The 

two things  aren’t mutually exclusive, slave. And you know that perfectly well, don’t 

you?”  “Yes, Mistress,” Adam replied softly, his face coloring.  “So, you admit to the lie?” 

she asked. “And such a transparent one it was too. Just think  about the last time she was here. 

What happened between you then speaks for itself.”  Adam licked his lips, which had 

suddenly become dry. “I do admit to the lie, Mistress,” he  whispered in a trembling voice. 

“But…”  Donna cut in, her voice harsh. “And you know that I will punish you for it,” she 

pointed out  sternly, her eyes fixed on him. “You know the rule – although, God knows, you 

transgress it often  enough. You are not allowed to lie to your Mistress and must pay the 

penalty if you do.”  “I didn’t mean to lie, Mistress,” he said. “I sort of got confused, didn’t 

want you to get the  wrong idea…” His voice trailed to silence.  “Get to your feet this instant, 

slave,” she ordered sharply.  Adam stood up straightaway, his arms hanging limply at his side, 

fists clenched anxiously.  Donna got to her feet herself and moved to the side. “Step forward 

so you’re right in front of  the armchair,” she then ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, and 

immediately did so.  “Wait there, slave,” Donna said, and Adam watched her apprehensively 

as she strode across  the room, her stiletto heels clicking sharply on the polished floor. He 

knew exactly where she was  headed.  Donna went to the sideboard, opened a drawer and took 

out a black leather paddle. She  weighed it in her hand, gripping the handle tightly. “Yes, this 

will do,” she decided.  She walked back across the room toward Adam. “Bend over, slave,” 

she told him.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied with an unsteady voice. He bent at the waist and 

reached out to  hold onto the arms of the armchair for support.  Donna began to caress his 

rounded backside with the smooth surface of the paddle. “Do  not lie to me again, slave,” she 

said. “You know how much I hate it.” She continued to stroke the  paddle over the cheeks of 

his rear.  Adam tensed his body in readiness for his punishment. But the dominatrix was in no 

hurry,  deliberately taking her time. She knew the tension she was creating in Adam was as 

important in its  way as the pure physical effect of the pain she would be delivering to his 

backside when she was  good and ready.  Donna raised the paddle and held it there, stretching 

the moment, leaving it in suspended   

animation. Finally she swept the implement down hard, striking Adam firmly on the behind 

and  causing him to let out a yelp of pain.  “Silence!” Donna barked.  In rapid succession she 

beat out half a dozen more strokes with the paddle, each as hard  and well-aimed as the first. 

But the redness that now flushed Adam’s rear cheeks was steadily suf-  fusing, spreading 

through his being, absorbed by his senses into something more diffuse and sen-  sual.  Donna 

could see Adam had developed a hard-on. She stopped paddling him for a while and  reached 

out her free hand to caress his punished rear briefly. She then brought the same hand  round to 

his front and closed her fingers tightly around his erection, beginning to masturbate him  in a 

regular rhythm.  “Rather like what Mistress Corinne did to you, huh, slave?” she whispered 

hotly in his ear.  “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped.  “Would have been even better if she’d done this 

at the same time,” said Donna and began  paddling his rear again. She beat it fast and furious, 

while continuing to masturbate him, his shaft  flexing and twitching in her tightly squeezing 

fist.  Adam found the joint pleasure of being punished and masturbated by his Mistress a 

blissful  combination. The two sensations merged, becoming indistinguishable, and he sighed 

and gasped  in response as he got ever closer to the ecstasy of release.  “Permission to come, 

Mistress,” he panted.  “Permission granted,” Donna replied. And within a second his body 

had raced quickly to its  climax. He spurted thick white jets of cum over her fingers, his shaft 

throbbing in her hand.  Donna dropped the paddle to the floor and removed her other hand 

from Adam’s cock. Her  fingers were splattered with ejaculate, pearly droplets of liquid all 

over them.  “Turn round and get onto you knees, slave,” she demanded, and he immediately 

complied.  Donna held her cum-covered fingers to his lips. “Lick them clean, slave,” she 

ordered, and  he began to lap softly at her fingers, licking them and swallowing his 

spunk.  When Adam had completed this task to her satisfaction, Donna looked down at him 

and  spoke again. “I’ll ask you the same question I asked you before, slave,” she said. “Do 

you find Mistress Corinne desirable?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. “But the only woman I’m 

interested in is you. And that’s the  truth.” 










Chapter Twelve 

 

    “Come on through,” said Corinne with a breezy smile as she let Simon into her plush 

mod-  ern apartment.  He followed the shapely blonde down the corridor, allowing his eyes to 

linger on the sway of  her hips in the purple dress she had on, which was snug-fitting and very 

short. The black stiletto-  heeled shoes she wore contoured her legs, emphasising the shape of 

her calves and thighs.  It had been Simon’s first day in his new job and, in order to mark the 

occasion, Corinne had  invited him to come over for a drink. He had gratefully accepted the 

invitation – and at face value  too because he hadn’t wanted to give himself false hopes. 

Maybe he’d been wrong about that  though, he reflected with a surge of optimism, given how 

overtly sexual her outfit was.  Corinne showed Simon into the spacious living room, directed 

him to one of two black  leather armchairs facing each other, and disappeared into the kitchen. 

“How’d it go today?” she  called out.  “Very well, thanks,” he said. “It couldn’t have gone 

better.”  “Then let’s celebrate with champagne, shall we?” she called out again.  “Great 

idea.”  Corinne came back into the room with a bottle of Dom Perignon and two crystal 

glasses.  She opened the champagne, the cork coming out with a satisfying pop. She poured 

them each a  glass and handed him his.  “To your new job,” she said, clinking glasses with 

Simon.  “To my new job,” he replied. “Thank you for this, Corinne,” he added. “It’s a very 

nice ges-  ture and I really appreciate it.”  “My pleasure,” she replied good-naturedly, putting 

the bottle on a side table. She took her  glass with her and settled down in the other 

armchair.  Simon sipped his champagne, savoring the crisp cool taste. “Delicious,” he 

said.  Corinne tipped back her glass a little and took a sip. “You said it,” she agreed.  “Did 

you enjoy the meal we had after work the other day as much as I did?” Simon asked.  There 

was more than a hint of mischief in Corinne’s gaze. “I don’t know, Simon,” she said  drily. 

“How much  did  you enjoy it?”  “Immensely,” he enthused.  She took another sip of 

champagne. “Then the answer to your question is yes.”  Corinne shifted a little in her chair, 

making herself more comfortable. In the process the  hem of her short dress rode up slightly, 

its tightness lifting to reveal even more of her long smooth  legs.  Simon found himself 

staring, his soft brown eyes drawn naturally to the enticing sight of  Corinne’s smooth flesh. 

The whiteness of her bare skin was especially seductive against the dark-  ness of her 

dress.  “See anything you like?” Corinne smiled knowingly, her sapphire-blue eyes 

sparkling.  Simon started to blush. “I didn’t mean to stare,” he replied apologetically.  “Stare 

away as much as you want.” Corinne was still smiling. She raised a sculptured eye-  brow. 

“And in answer to my question?”  “I see something I like very much,” he said, “someone  I 

like very much.”  “When you accepted my invitation to come over for a drink this evening did 

you expect me  to be dressed something like this: the extremely short tight dress, the killer 

heels?”  He thought about this for a moment. “I guess not,” he replied with a shake of the 

head.  “If we’re going to see more of each other…” Corinne started to say.  “I can already see 

quite a bit of you already,” Simon interrupted sardonically.  “If we’re going to see more of 

each other,” she repeated with a laugh, “you’ll need to get  used to seeing me in such 

outfits.”  Corinne poured herself some more champagne and took a sip. She stood up and 

came over  to refill Simon’s glass too.  While she was doing this his gaze drifted to her long 

legs, so perfectly displayed by the   

tight-fitting minidress. And he couldn’t resist feasting his eyes again on her thighs, on the 

silky  smooth skin revealed by the shortness of the dress.  Corinne put the champagne bottle 

back on the side table. “In fact this outfit is positively  tame compared to some of the one’s I 

favor when I have some privacy,” she said, her comment  picking up from her previous one. 

“You see, I don’t mind admitting I’ve got something of a leather  fetish.”  Simon took a sip 

from his glass. “Kinky,” he said, smiling up at her.  You have no idea how kinky, thought 

Corinne. She looked back at Simon and stared deep into  his eyes, fire in her own. “Could you 

put your drink down now and stand up, please,” she said.  Corinne may have couched her 

words in the form of a request but they came out sounding  to Simon much more like an 

order, and one he was extremely happy to obey. He set his glass to  one side and slowly rose 

to his feet. He faced her excitedly, knowing something was going to hap-  pen between 

them.  Corinne reached out and gently touched Simon’s face before giving him a brief but 

sen-  suous kiss.  “You like?” Her breath was hot against his face.  “God, yes,” he replied 

urgently.  She kissed him again, more passionately this time. Her mouth pressed hard against 

his, her  tongue touching and searching his own.  Corinne broke the kiss and stood away from 

Simon. He saw that her nipples were jutting  visibly against the tightness of her dress.  “What 

now, Corinne?” he managed to whisper.  Her pause was long drawn out. “Nothing,” she 

finally said.  Simon was completely thrown by her reply. “Nothing?”  “That’s right,” she said. 

“It’s time for you to go.”  He stared at her, his face blank with bewilderment. His breathing 

was ragged; his cock was  aching. He was being dismissed at the height of his desire. But 

why? Simon was in a fog of confu-  sion and, worse, suddenly felt very worried. “Did I do 

something wrong?” he asked anxiously, his  face tense.  “Absolutely not,” she told him.  “And 

will you see me again?”  “Certainly I will,” she said.  Simon breathed a sigh of relief. 

“Soon?”  “Very soon,” she said. “But now I want you to leave.”  He shrugged resignedly. 

“OK, Corinne, your wish is…”  She cut in. “…my command. Yes, I know, Simon.” 










Chapter Thirteen  

 

   Paul sat on the edge of his bed, head in hands. He’d been getting increasingly anxious 

as  the day had dragged on. The last time he’d seen Angelica had been just before she’d left 

his room,  which had been the night before last. Once she’d left, shutting the door firmly 

behind her, it hadn’t  been long before he’d done exactly what she’d told him he shouldn’t. 

Just do it, he’d decided  impulsively,  recklessly, and he’d jacked off. He’d known it was 

entirely the wrong thing to do but  he’d just not cared. He’d  had  to come. Afterwards: regret, shame.  But it hadn’t lasted long. When Paul had awoken the next morning he’d found a tray 

by his  door, containing food and drink sufficient for a few modest meals. Also on the tray 

was an anony-  mous note, written on a computer and printed out, telling him he’d be left 

entirely alone that day  and night. And how had he filled too many of those empty hours? You 

guessed it. The urge to bring  himself off had seized him again on a number of occasions and 

he’d succumbed to it every time.  The door to Paul’s room suddenly opened and he rubbed his 

face, composing himself. He  lifted his head to be confronted by a gorgeous young woman 

with olive-brown skin. She was com-  pletely naked and looked sublime. Her hair was 

cropped close to her head, her full lips were sen-  sual, and her figure voluptuous. Everything 

about this nude apparition was sultry and sexy. He tried  not to let the excitement he felt at the 

sight of her show through. However his growing erection be-  lied his efforts.  “I am Mistress 

Lydia,” the young woman announced, sauntering over to him. “As you see,  I’m as naked as 

you are.”  “And very lovely you look too, Mistress,” he responded, his heart beating 

faster.  Lydia stood over him. “You’re pretty easy on the eye yourself, slave,” she 

retorted.  He gave her a crooked smile. “Thank you, Mistress.”  “But enough of all that,” she 

said tersely. “Mistress Angelica told you something just before  she left you the night before 

last, didn’t she, slave?”  The air immediately went out of the room. Paul no longer felt 

excited, although his cock re-  mained at half-mast. “Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled, trembling 

slightly.  “What did she tell you?”  Paul looked at her nervously but didn’t reply. He wished 

the ground would open up and  swallow him.  “Keeping schtum is not an option, slave,” 

Lydia said and repeated, “What did she tell you?”  A thin layer of perspiration had formed on 

Paul’s skin. “Not to masturbate, Mistress,” he  replied.  “And you failed that test, didn’t you,” 

she said. “In fact you brought yourself to orgasm.”  He nodded, hardly daring to look up at 

her. “Yes, Mistress. I cannot tell a lie.”  “And yesterday, did you jack off then too? Come on, 

fess up about that too. Get it off your  chest.”  Paul nodded, a red flush of shame on his face. 

“I did, Mistress” he admitted.  She stared at him impassively. “Several times?”  “Yes, 

Mistress.”  “During the night too?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “You’re a bad slave, aren’t you?” Lydia 

scolded. But she appeared far from angry, Paul  couldn’t help noticing. What she looked more 

than anything was horny.  He nodded again. “Yes I am a bad slave, Mistress.”  Lydia sat 

down on the bed beside him. “You can’t stop yourself wanking can you, slave?”  she 

suggested, putting her hand on his thigh.  “No, Mistress,” he sighed. “I’m so weak-willed and 

self-indulgent, so lacking in self-  control.”  And so very disobedient too, he thought 

ashamedly.  Lydia began sliding her hand along his thigh. “I’m the same, you know,” she said 

sympa-  thetically. “I masturbate all the time. I’m a compulsive wanker. That’s how I’d 

describe myself if  asked. And it’s a compulsion that can grip me at any time and indeed does 

grip me pretty much  all   

the time.” She paused for effect before continuing. “I’m addicted to masturbation, you see. 

I’m for-  ever finger-fucking myself – giving myself that instant gratification I crave but never 

becoming en-  tirely satiated.”  Paul was excited by the erotic images her revelation had 

conjured up. “I see,” he gulped.  “And that makes me more understanding about someone like 

you, slave – more inclined to  cut you some slack,” she said, noting the look of relief on his 

face when she’d spoken the words. “I  mean, I’m hardly one to preach now, am I? I’m hardly 

one to judge.”  “I guess not, Mistress,” Paul conceded.  Maybe I’ve actually got away with it, 

he thought,  suddenly hopeful.  “Imagine us two partners in crime, lying side by side, 

mutually masturbating,” she went on  huskily, still stroking his thigh.  Paul’s breath became 

ragged. He was unable to get the images out of his head of what she’d  just said – not that he 

wanted to even slightly. There could be no denying the excitement, the pure  physical reaction 

he felt. His cock had become rock-hard.  Lydia looked at him for a few moments, her 

expression lascivious, her dark eyes flashing.  “Would you like to make that idea a reality?” 

she asked, drawing a hopeful smile from Paul. There  was a wild sexuality about this amazing 

woman that was impossible to resist.  “I’d love to, Mistress,” he breathed in reply, his 

urgently upright erection throbbing now.  Jesus, I can’t believe my luck,  he said to himself 

excitedly . Looks like I’ve got away with what I did scot-  free and now this! “And that’s 

exactly what  would  have happened if you’d done what Mistress Angelica told you  instead of 

failing to do so – comprehensively as it turned out, slave,” Lydia said. There was a new  tone 

to her voice: hard, unyielding. “As it is, there is something very different that awaits you 

today  in our dungeon. Which is where I’m going to take you just as soon as I’ve got you 

prepared.” 










Chapter Fourteen  

 

   Lydia left Paul’s room for a short time and when she reappeared was holding a black 

leather  hood. She put it over his head and secured it tightly at the back with its thin leather 

laces. The hood  had nose holes and a mouth hole but had a blindfold attachment in place that 

prevented him from  seeing even a sliver of light.  What a gullible bastard he’d been, thought 

Paul as he gazed into the inky-blackness before  his eyes. Mistress Lydia had been toying with 

him all along and he hadn’t even guessed it for a mo-  ment.  Lydia got Paul to rise to his feet 

and took him by the arm out of the room. The nude domi-  natrix walked him down a long 

corridor, through a door at the end and into what he correctly as-  sumed was the dungeon. 

She took Paul over to what she told him was a whipping bench and care-  fully maneuvered 

him into position over it.  All was silence for a while. You could have heard a pin drop. 

Then… “Here we have the slave  who thinks he can disobey me – disobey me with a 

vengeance too – and somehow get away with  it,” a voice hissed. Paul’s body tightened. He 

recognised the voice at once as belonging to Angelica.  She was clearly fuming. There was no 

getting away from that fact – no getting away from the fact  that she was also bent on taking 

her revenge. And who could blame her?  Paul’s brain went into a spin and he began to breathe 

heavily. He’d really gone and done it  this time. He was totally in the shit now and no 

mistake.  “Proud of what you did, are you, slave?” Angelica spat.  “No, I’m extremely sorry 

for what I did, Mistress,” he whimpered. “I deeply regret my behav-  ior.”  She snorted at that. 

“Empty words,” she railed. “Empty, empty, empty.”  “It will never happen again, I promise 

on my life, Mistress,” he said vehemently, hoping  against all the odds that she would believe 

him.  “Believe that, you’d believe anything,” said another voice sarcastically, this one 

belonging to  Lydia.  “He needs to be punished,” sneered a further voice, adding, “severely 

punished.” He recog-  nised that voice too, its pitch, its timbre. It was that of Lana, the 

dominatrix who’d handled his  admission to the Manor and settled him in his room, strongly 

emphasising that he must never  under any circumstances leave it unaccompanied.  There 

were murmurs of agreement with Lana’s pronouncement and from more than Angel-  ica and 

Lydia too. Paul tried to work out how many of Angelica’s kinky cohorts there were 

around  him – at least half a dozen, he reckoned – and wondered if she and they were all as 

naked as Lydia.  He bet they were.  “Remain silent while you receive your punishment, 

slave,” ordered Angelica in a tone that  expected total obedience – an obedience he’d so 

demonstrably failed to show her before. “Lydia,  you go first.”  Paul’s skin hummed and his 

heart beat hard as he braced himself for the heavy punishment  he was about to receive.  He 

stifled the cry that came to his lips as the riding crop came down, striking a line of fire  across 

his backside. Paul stifled another cry as Lydia brought the crop down again, further 

inflam-  ing his backside as it bit into his flesh. She sliced the crop through the air again and a 

further red-  hot strike landed across Paul’s rear.  It was followed by another harsh stroke, and 

another. He heard the swish as it came down  again, again, again. Lydia used the riding crop 

on Paul’s backside over and over, delivering dozens  of hard blows to his flesh, every one a 

sharp sensation of fire.  She stopped all of a sudden. “I’ve warmed him up for you, Lana,” she 

informed her, gliding  her fingers over the welts swelling on Paul’s backside.  “I can’t wait to 

get at the disobedient son of a bitch,” snapped Lana. “I’m disgusted with  him.”  “We all are,” 

said a voice he didn’t recognise. 

“Every one of us,” another anonymous voice agreed.  “You’d better continue to keep silent, 

slave,” Lana warned him threateningly.  Then the first stroke of a thick strap landed perfectly 

across both cheeks of Paul’s backside  with a snap of leather on flesh. There was another 

crack as the strap landed squarely on his cheeks  for a second time. The pain was intense, a 

white flash of sensation that burned like a brand deep  into his skin. And so the strapping 

continued, every loud report of leather on his naked skin accom-  panied by a flair of acute 

pain.  Lana abruptly ceased beating Paul who was now shivering with agony. “Over to you, 

Angel-  ica,” she said.  Within a moment Angelica brought a leather whip down with great 

zeal, slashing it across  Paul’s already extensively wounded backside. Then she cut the whip 

down again, his body vibrating  with the impact. After those first few ferocious strokes Paul 

felt the sting of the flogger time and  time again as Angelica swung it through the air faster 

and faster. Tremors of intense pain were  shuddering through him and he wondered when all 

this remorseless punishment was going to end.  But as the whipping continued in this 

relentless fashion he found himself responding to it  sexually. The leather hood prevented him 

from seeing anything at all. But in his mind he could see  himself very clearly: naked over a 

whipping bench and being beaten without mercy by an equally  naked dominatrix who was 

furious with him. And surrounding them stood a group of other nude  Mistresses, all of whom 

regarded him with the contempt he so richly deserved.  By the time the ferocious whipping 

Angelica had been giving Paul finally came to an end a  heat was radiating through his body. 

His fiercely erect cock pulsed with a pleasure that burned with  the same heat as the redness 

that suffused his backside.  Paul’s arms and legs were shaking without control. He felt himself 

charged with the antici-  pation of an imminent orgasm. He was right on the edge, his body 

ready to collapse into the most  ecstatic of climaxes. It was all too much: too much pain, too 

much pleasure, too much sensation.  He  had  to have release.  “Climax without permission 

now like you did with Mistress Mandy that last time with her,  you disrespectful fucker, and 

you’re finished here at the Manor,” Angelica hissed. “And that means  Mistress Mandy will 

finish with you – she’s made that  extremely  clear to me. Which means that  you’ll be finished too, completely finished.” She paused. “I  do  hope you make the right decision.” 










Chapter Fifteen   

 

Simon stood at the front door of Corinne’s apartment, waiting for her to let him in. It 

had  been two days since he’d seen that incredible woman and he couldn’t wait to see her 

again. He was  however thoroughly perplexed about the way she’d cut things short on the last 

occasion. He simply  couldn’t get his head around it. And yet in a funny way he relished his 

confusion because it was  heavily tinged with excitement.  Simon felt out of his depth with 

Corinne, it was true, but out of his depth in a way he found  he liked a lot. It made him feel 

energised, revitalised, no, even more than that: primal, alive, almost  a different person 

altogether. And that person was someone capable of considerably more than  those around 

him in his everyday life would have imagined. The diligent, meticulous, conventional  lawyer 

– a bit of a stuffed shirt, some might have said – had discovered inside himself 

someone  potentially much more interesting. And it was all because of the redoubtable 

Corinne.  Anything was possible when he was on his own with that unpredictable, wildly 

attractive  blonde and it would all be their secret. He was fixated with Corinne now, mad 

about her: the tone of  her voice, her taste, her smell, everything about her. She was so 

beautiful, her white skin flawlessly  perfect, her eyes so blue, her lips so sensual and inviting. 

Every time he thought about her it gave  him a stirring in the loins, an ache in his 

balls.  Corinne let him into her apartment, wearing a skintight black leather micro-minidress 

and  matching boots that were thigh-high, no less. “Hello again, Simon,” she said, a lustrous 

light in her  eyes. “So what do you think?”  Simon tried not to look as taken aback as he was 

by her amazingly seductive outfit. “That I  approve of your leather fetish,” he managed to 

reply.  “Good answer,” she said, giving him a devilish smile. “Follow me.”  Once Corinne had 

led Simon into the living room she turned to him and asked, “Been miss-  ing me?”  “Oh yes,” 

he grinned.  Her eyes opened up, widening slightly. “Even after what I did to you the last 

time?”  “Especially after what you did to me the last time,” he told her. “Always leave them 

wanting  more. Isn’t that what they say?”  She fixed him with her bewitching eyes. “And you 

want more, do you?”  “I want more,” he agreed urgently, his handsome face aglow with 

passion.  “Let’s see what we can do about that,” Corinne said. She reached out and brushed 

her hand  against his hair. Then she touched his face with the tips of her fingers, stroking the 

skin softly. She  brought her lips against his and they moved together naturally into a kiss. 

They kissed languorously  at first and then with increasing passion. Their mouths were 

pressed firmly together, their tongues  engaging wetly.  Corinne pulled away from the kiss. 

“Get on your knees before me,” she demanded.  Simon closed his eyes for a moment and 

opened them again. What was Corinne up to now?  he wondered, a wave of sexual excitement 

washing through him. He knelt down, happily obeying  her instruction, and looked up at 

her.  Very slowly she began to undo the zip down the front of her leather minidress. With 

each  pull of the zip she revealed to his wide-eyed gaze a little more of the naked body 

beneath: the swell  of her firm full breasts, the slight curve of her belly, the smooth bulge of 

her mons.  Corinne threw the dress aside and stood there, feet apart, the heels of her thigh-

high boots  pressed into the ground. She stared down at Simon. “Take a good look at my 

breasts,” she said.  And he did, looking up and feasting his eyes on those beautiful bare orbs. 

“Now suck my nipples,”  she ordered, and he immediately moved to obey.  Simon brought his 

lips to one of her nipples and she sighed with arousal when his tongue  touched its sensitive 

puckered flesh. He teased the tip of her nipple at first with his tongue before  beginning to 

suck gently at it, causing her to moan again with pleasure as the nub stiffened in 

his  mouth.  She pushed him away from that breast and presented her other one to his lips. 

Simon fell   

hungrily onto that nipple too and began sucking it. And as he did, it grew hard as well, rising 

and  expanding in his mouth. As he continued to suckle the stiff nub, she arched her back, sat 

her hands  on the top of his head and closed her eyes. After a time she opened them again and 

ordered him to  stop, pushing his head away.  “Lick my pussy,” Corinne demanded.  Simon 

straightaway crouched down and complied, touching his tongue to her pussy lips be-  fore 

pressing it right into the heat of her sex. He licked hard, pushing his tongue deep into 

Corin-  ne’s moistness. She tasted divine and he felt his own pleasure redouble.  Her hands 

combed through Simon’s hair, her sex pressed even harder on his mouth. “Lick  my clit,” she 

directed, and moving his mouth up slightly, he lapped at the shiny bud.  Corinne sighed in 

response, and he lapped harder, moving his tongue to tease and delight  her. Nothing mattered 

any more to Simon than this. He was where he wanted to be, doing what he  wanted to do. All 

that mattered to him was that he was giving pleasure to the divine blonde God-  dess standing 

above him in nothing but thigh-high black leather boots.  Corinne gasped and grabbed 

Simon’s hair and forced his mouth closer to her pussy lips. He  used his tongue even harder 

and was rewarded with her climax as she cried out her orgasm. She  came in spasms, her eyes 

unfocussed, her breathing heavy.  After allowing herself a few moments to calm down 

Corinne stepped away from Simon  slightly. “Now masturbate me,” she ordered. “Bring me to 

another orgasm, this time with your fin-  gers.”  He immediately brought his hand up between 

her thighs and started to stroke her there. His  fingers lingered at the mouth of her pussy, 

stroking the lips further apart. He pushed his fingers  into her sex, which was as wet with love 

juice as ever. Simon began to stroke hard, his fingers slip-  ping in and out of her pussy. 

Corinne squirmed against him until she could stand it no more and  climaxed with another cry 

of ecstatic pleasure, shuddering without control.  She waited for several moments while her 

climax subsided. “You may get up from your  knees and go now, Simon,” she then told him. 

“Come here tomorrow at the same time.”  “Jesus, I can’t believe this,” he protested, climbing 

reluctantly to his feet.  “Believe it,” she said.  Simon looked at her, his expression 

exasperated. “But Corinne…” he started.  “Always leave them wanting more,” she 

interrupted. “Your words, not mine.”  He rubbed his forehead. “I know but....”  “Same time 

tomorrow, Simon.” 












Chapter Sixteen   

 

Fast forward a day. This time when Corinne let Simon into her apartment she had on 

noth-  ing but a short gown of shiny black silk. The gown was open to the waist so the swell 

of her beau-  tiful breasts was visible. The stiffness of her nipples was impressed on the flimsy 

material. The  gown was exceptionally short too and barely covered the top of her long 

smooth thighs.  “Like what I’m nearly wearing, Simon?” she asked in a husky voice.  He 

lifted his gaze from Corinne’s thighs, pausing at the open cleavage. Then he met 

her  questioning eyes, those beautiful eyes that had the sparkling blue of sapphire. 

“Enormously,” he  said.  “Another good answer.” She laughed. “Follow me,” she added and 

led him into the living  room.  When they got there she turned to him, a half-smile flickering 

on her full lips. “Wondering  what I’m going to demand of you this time, Simon?” she 

asked.  “I can’t wait to find out,” he replied. “The suspense is killing me.”  “I’ll want you to 

take off all your clothes, for one,” Corinne said.  “Sounds like a good start,” Simon 

retorted.  “And once you’ve done that I’ll then lose the gown,” she went on. “So we’ll both be 

as naked  as nature intended.”  Simon smiled. “Even better.”  “Then guess what?”  “Will my 

patience finally get to be rewarded?” he said. “Will I at last get to, you know…?”  “Yes, I do 

know what you think you’ll get to do, Simon,” she said.  “And will I?”  Corinne shook her 

head. “Absolutely not,” she replied firmly. “In fact you won’t be able to  even touch me when 

I do what I intend to do to you once we’re both naked.”  Simon stood there for a moment and 

sighed heavily. “I don’t like the sound of that,” he  complained.  “Why?”  “Because I’m mad 

about you, Corinne, and I want to be close to you,” he explained. “I don’t  want you to do 

something to me that won’t involve me even touching you this time.”  Corinne studied him 

for a few moments, her eyes penetrating. “Yes you do, I can see that,”  she said. “The very 

idea of it turns you on and that’s largely because you don’t know  what  it is I’ll be  doing to you next.”  “Want to give me a clue?”  “All right,” she said. “I’ll play with your cock for a 

time and then…” She paused.  “And then what?” he asked.  Her face was expressionless. “I’ll 

want you to bend over the table.”  “Why?”  “Because that’s the position I want you to be in 

the first time I whip you,” she replied evenly.  Simon’s eyes went wide with alarm. “Whoa!” 

he exclaimed. “Whip me, did you say?”  “Yes, that’s what I said.”  “You’re kidding, 

right?”  “No, I’m not,” she said.  Simon seemed dazed. “Whip me?” he repeated. “Is that 

where all this has been leading,  Corinne?”  “No it isn’t,” she said. “If that had been the case it 

would mean the whipping had been an  end in itself, Simon, which it isn’t.”  He closed his 

eyes for a moment. “So, what exactly  is  your end game with me?” he asked  exasperatedly. 

“I’d really like to know.”  There was a long pause as Corinne considered his words. “OK, 

here goes,” she then replied.  “I want you to lose yourself to me, Simon. I want you to find 

your true nature at my heels. I want  you to submit to me completely. I want you to fully 

accept that you are extremely submissive   

sexually, that it is deeply ingrained in your DNA. I want you to also fully accept that I am 

your one  true Mistress – your one true dominatrix.  That  is my end game.”  For a moment 

Simon was very still. Then he drew a sharp breath. “But I don’t want it to be  like that 

between us, Corinne,” he said plaintively.  “Are you quite sure about that?” Corinne asked, 

tilting her head.  Simon’s thoughts churned. His mouth felt dry. “I – ehh…” he started and 

then became lost  for words.  “I – ehh?” Corinne smiled, repeating his stumbled response. 

“That doesn’t sound very cer-  tain.” She liked the way Simon was struggling with himself. 

That was because it had to be this way:  the anguish of self-discovery. It was never easy, 

always hard to take at first. No one could be ex-  pected to accept that was their true nature 

without question. “There’s a strong part of you that re-  sponds to what I’ve got to offer you,” 

she told him. “You know that’s true.”  Simon’s face was marked with indecision. He shook 

his head as if trying to clear it. “Is there  no other way for us to be a couple?”  Her jaw was 

set. “No there isn’t,” she said emphatically.  Simon took a few seconds to gather himself 

before he spoke again and when he did he  avoided Corinne’s eyes. “I’m sorry,” he said, his 

face colored red with emotion. “I need to go away  and think about all this.”  “You’ll be 

back,” Corinne told him. She was very confident that the promise of being disci-  plined by a 

woman he plainly adored and who wanted to be his Mistress, while it had come as an  initial 

shock, opened up a whole new world of possibilities he would find impossible to 

resist.  Corinne walked Simon to the front door. “You will have me back if I return?” he asked 

anx-  iously, halting at the door and looking directly at her again.  “Bet on it,” she said, giving 

him a quick peck on the cheek. “Bye now, my dear,” she added  and saw him out.  Corinne 

gazed through the net-curtained window at Simon as he walked, key in hand, to-  wards his 

car. What a lovely man he was. She was almost certain she hadn’t frightened him off 

for  good by putting all her cards on the table the way she had. She felt she needed to be sure 

she  hadn’t done that, though, and went to get her mobile to give him a quick ring before he 

drove off.  Simon climbed into his car and sat in the driver’s seat. For several moments he did 

nothing.  He just sat there, not moving. His instincts were telling him that what Corinne had 

proposed, out-  landish though it was, was right for him. That spectacular, beautiful, 

intelligent woman – those in-  stincts were telling him – knew exactly what he needed. It 

would, he felt, be heaven on earth to sur-  render to her completely. He experienced a 

sensation of pure unadulterated joy at the very idea of it.  But, no, all this was crazy wasn’t it? 

It was sheer bloody madness. It was warped. It was  delusional... Or was it? His feelings were 

jumbled, his mind all over the place. What was he going  to do?  One thing was certain. If he 

decided to go along with what Corinne wanted it would do far  more than take him even 

further out of his comfort zone. No, this time it would be profoundly life-  altering for him. 

There’d be no returning to conventional normality after something as momentous  as that. So 

he really needed to take a step back and think things through.  Anyway there was nothing 

more to be done right now, he told himself. He would drive home  and he’d sleep on it, let his 

subconscious get to work on the problem. In the morning he would  think about it all coolly 

and calmly. He wouldn’t do anything rash.  Simon’s mobile rang. He took it out of his pocket 

and looked down at the caller I.D. When  he saw it was Corinne he felt warmth rush through 

his chest. He raised the phone to his ear. There  was a pause and then he heard her voice. 

“Same time the day after tomorrow?” she asked.  His reply was immediate. “I’ll be there.”  So 

 much for not doing anything rash, he thought.  “Great to hear,” Corinne said.  Simon 

swallowed, thinking,  In for a penny, in for a pound. “I could come round same 

time  tomorrow if you’d like.”  “I appreciate the thought but I’ve got something else I need to 

do then,” she replied, and fin-  ished the call. 










Chapter Seventeen  

 

   Corinne sat on the black leather couch in Donna’s living room, looking as relaxed and 

as-  sured as ever – as gorgeous as ever too. She had on a highly seductive outfit consisting of 

long red  high-heeled boots and a minidress of the same color. The thin fabric of the dress had 

a shimmer to  it and stretched tight across her firm, round breasts. The dress was also so short 

it barely skirted  her naked thighs. She wore neither bra nor panties.  Adam, who as usual 

wasn’t wearing anything at all, came into the room and handed her the  coffee he’d made for 

her. His shaft was semi-hard.  “Aren’t you going to join me in a coffee, slave?” Corinne 

asked.  “I’m good thanks, Mistress,” he replied.  “Well, you can come and join me on the 

couch anyway.” She patted the space beside her  with a welcoming hand, its tapered nails 

glossy under a coat of red polish.  Adam experienced a small internal tremor in response to 

her summons. “Yes, Mistress,” he  said, and did as he’d been directed.  Corinne brought her 

mug to her lips and took a sip of coffee. “I’m sorry to have missed  Donna,” she said. “It’s my 

fault. I should have phoned ahead.”  “She’ll be sorry to have missed you too, Mistress,” he 

replied.  Corinne tilted her head. “And you’re not expecting her back for quite a while, you 

say?”  “That’s right, Mistress,” he confirmed with a nod.  Corinne took another sip of coffee 

and put the mug on the side table next to her. “Remem-  ber what I did to you the last time I 

came to visit, slave?” she asked teasingly.  He gave her a lopsided smile. “I don’t think I’ll 

ever forget it, Mistress.”  “A favorite memory?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  The hand that touched 

Adam’s knee at that point did not come as a complete surprise to  him. “Want me to caress 

your thigh, slave?” Corinne asked.  That was how it started the last time, thought Adam 

nervously. “No, Mistress,” he managed  to lie.  “Your mouth says one thing,” Corinne 

declared amusedly, eyeing his ever thickening cock.  “But another part of your anatomy says 

something quite different, doesn’t it?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he had to concede.  “Like what I’m 

doing to you now, slave?” she cooed, sliding her hand up his thigh.  “Sort of, 

Mistress.”  “What do you mean, ‘sort of’?” she said with an amused snort. “You mean ‘yes’, 

don’t you?”  “Yes I do, Mistress.” He closed his eyes momentarily as Corinne stroked his 

inner thigh,  getting closer to his erection. It felt very good; he could not deny that. It wasn’t 

that he didn’t enjoy  her soft caresses. It was rather that he was afraid of where they might, 

correction,  would  lead.  “You want me to touch your cock now, slave, don’t you?” Corinne 

suggested, her voice  insinuating.  Adam let out a deep breath. “Perhaps for a bit, Mistress,” 

he replied hurriedly.  She began to stroke his erection. “This feel good, slave?” she asked, 

sliding her fingers up  and down.  Adam was falling fast now, increasingly lost in the 

voluptuous pleasure of being mastur-  bated by the beautiful blonde dominatrix. The 

movement of her hand over his now rock-hard shaft  was making him so hot, so excited.  “I 

asked you whether this feels good,” she reminded him.  “Yes it does, Mistress,” he 

gasped.  Corinne smiled a sharkish smile. “Perhaps you want me to do more than play with 

your cock   for a bit, eh, slave?” she suggested, her fist sliding insistently up and down his 

shaft. Already silvery  strands of pre-cum were dribbling down his erection and covering her 

fingers.  Adam was unable to resist the pleasure. “Yes I do, Mistress,” he agreed, his final 

resistance  giving way. 

“In fact I can do what I like with you, slave,” Corinne went on, rubbing harder at his 

erection.  “That’s right, isn’t it?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied urgently.  Corinne rose to her 

feet. “Lie down flat on your back on the couch,” she demanded.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and 

immediately did as he’d been told.  “I am going to straddle your face,” Corinne continued. 

She immediately got into position to  do that, facing in the direction of the now supine slave’s 

raging erection. Her spread, wet sex was  utterly exposed to his gaze for a moment. Soon 

Adam’s face was pressed against her pubic mound  as she pushed down.  She pressed down 

further, her legs even more widely parted, her inner thighs doused with  fluid. And his face 

was forced even further into the space between them until his mouth was buried  in her vulva, 

which was hot and damp.  As Corinne continued queening Adam in this intoxicating way, he 

felt very excited. The blood  rushed and pounded through his body. He began to gasp and 

moan beneath the thighs wrapped so  tightly around his face.  “Lick me deep, slave,” 

demanded Corinne.  Adam tilted his head back a little and extended his tongue inside her 

vagina. She wriggled  and pressed down in response, smearing his face with love juice. He 

extended his tongue further  this time and felt the tremor that ran through her body in 

reaction.  Corinne moved her hips rhythmically over Adam’s face, pushing down constantly. 

Then she  shifted position so she could suck his hard cock as well as continue to queen him. 

First her tongue  licked the glans, tasting the silvery fluid that glistened against the smooth 

skin. Taking his shaft  fully into her mouth, she felt her juices running from her wet pussy into 

his mouth, her excitement  growing even more.  Corinne’s head began bobbing up and down. 

She sucked Adam’s cock vigorously and he  reciprocated with his tongue. He thrust it 

voraciously into her sex, causing her arousal to soar. She  lifted her head from his shaft and 

her orgasm erupted in an ecstatic explosion of energy as she  cried out her delirious 

pleasure.  “Come for me, slave,” Corinne then ordered before covering Adam’s shaft with her 

mouth  again. He emitted a pussy-muffled cry as, abandoning all control, he felt the semen 

pump from his  straining erection into her mouth. His orgasm shook him, his body trembling 

uncontrollably.  Corinne sucked hard, drawing in every drop of the spurting, gushing eruption 

of sexual ec-  stasy that surged from Adam’s shaft. She drank it down thirstily until she’d 

sucked him dry.  As he was coming down from his orgasmic high, the after-echo of his erotic 

pleasure still  ebbing through his body, Corinne lifted her thighs from his face and climbed 

lithely off the couch.  “Time for me to go, slave,” she said, adjusting her dress and looking 

down at him.  Adam felt dizzy but a surge of panic forced him to speak. Struggling to catch 

his breath he  said, “Can this be our little secret, Mistress?”  Corinne gazed back at him, 

humor in her eyes. “Put it this way, slave,” she replied, shrug-  ging on her coat. “I’ve 

swallowed the evidence.” And with that she retrieved her handbag, gave a lit-  tle wave and 

turned to go. 










Chapter Eighteen  

“How have things been in my absence, slave?” Donna asked Adam as soon as she’d 

arrived  home. The short black dress and stilettos she wore showed off her hourglass figure to 

splendid ef-  fect.  “Fine, Mistress,” replied her naked slave.  “Everything right as rain, 

huh?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “Did you do all those chores I told you to do?”  He gave her an 

ingratiating smile. “Every one of them, Mistress.”  “Worked hard, did you?”  “I did, 

Mistress,” he replied, still smiling.  “That’s what I like to hear, slave,” she said approvingly. 

“Were there any phone calls or mes-  sages?”  Adam shook his head. “There were none, 

Mistress.”  “Any emails?”  Another shake of the head. “Nothing of any substance, Mistress. 

There were just a couple of  junk ones that I deleted for you.”  Donna paused for a moment 

before adding, “Any visitors?”  “No, Mistress,” Adam replied hurriedly, averting his 

gaze.  “No situation where you had to quickly put on some clothes before answering the door 

to a  random vanilla visitor like you sometimes have to do?”  “Definitely not, 

Mistress.”  Silence. Then Donna asked, “So you haven’t had even one visitor while I’ve been 

away?”  “Not even one,” he informed her, making sure his eyes still did not meet 

hers.  “Certain about that, slave?” she countered.  For a moment Adam didn’t know how to 

react. “Yes, Mistress,” he uttered, almost tongue-  tied with nerves.  “You seem ill at ease, 

slave,” she said. “You’re all jittery.”  “Sorry, Mistress,” he replied, rubbing his face. “You 

make me nervous sometimes. I can’t  help it.”  Donna accepted this without comment for a 

few moments. Finally she sighed and asked,  “Why exactly have I made you nervous this 

time, slave?”  “All these questions, Mistress” Adam murmured, his voice quivering.  “Which 

you’ve answered,” she pointed out.  “Which I’ve answered, Mistress,” he said, inhaling 

sharply.  “Not a problem then,” she said.  “No, Mistress,” he agreed.  Donna’s face tightened. 

“‘No, Mistress’, you reply,” she said, regarding him sternly. “So,  you mean there  is  a 

problem?”  “I meant to say there isn’t a problem, Mistress,” Adam said, his voice dulled by 

confusion  and nerves.  “And that’s the truth, is it?” The atmosphere between them was 

electric with tension by now.  “Yes, Mistress.”  Donna paused before asking, “The absolute 

truth? You’re not keeping anything back?”  Adam didn’t reply. His eyes felt dry and his 

tongue swollen.  “The absolute truth?” she repeated.  He looked away guiltily. “Yes, 

Mistress.”  Donna considered his response for a moment before saying, “You expect me to 

buy that, do  you?” Her voice had a distinct edge to it now.  Adam gazed back at her, trying to 

appear perplexed. “Yes, Mistress.”  She looked him in the eye. “You’re being straight with 

me?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his voice flat. 

Donna kept her gaze on Adam, still holding his eyes. “No visit from, say, Mistress 

Corinne?”  He shook his head. “No, Mistress.”  “You don’t know what I’m talking about, 

huh?”  “I don’t, Mistress,” he replied, trying to adopt an expression of complete innocence. 

He  hoped against hope that Corinne had kept their secret.  For several long seconds Donna 

did not speak. “That’s very strange,” she then said in a  sharp tone. “You see, I asked Mistress 

Corinne to come over while I was away and try to seduce  you. So you’re saying she didn’t 

turn up and do that?”  Adam felt his heart plummet. There was no way out of it. He’d been 

caught. “Actually, she  did, Mistress,” he admitted, his voice cracking. He looked thoroughly 

unnerved.  “And did she succeed in seducing you, slave?”  “Don’t you know, 

Mistress?”  “No, I haven’t spoken to her since yesterday,” she said. “Now answer my 

question: Did she  succeed in seducing you?”  Adam shook his head, trying frantically to hold 

it together. “N-no, Mistress,” he stammered.  “Bullshit!” Donna exclaimed, moving a step 

closer to him. “I’ll ask one more time: Did she  succeed in seducing you?”  He nodded 

numbly. “Yes, Mistress.”  “Which means?” she asked, giving him a withering look.  “That I 

must be punished, Mistress,” Adam replied softly.  “Harshly?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “Very 

harshly?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “Over the table, slave,” Donna instructed.  As he padded towards 

the table she went to the sideboard, opened a drawer and selected  her choice of disciplinary 

implement, a rattan cane.  Adam bent across the table, pressing his face down flat on its 

surface and his waist against  the edge. He remained anxiously where he was, biting his lower 

lip, as he waited to be severely  chastised by his Mistress.  “Never was the harshest of canings 

more well deserved, slave,” Donna said. She had taken  her position directly behind Adam, 

the rattan cane held in her right hand, her eyes focused on his  taut rear cheeks. “Six of the 

best to start,” she said, “and a total of eighteen in all, no, let’s make that  twenty-four.”  Adam 

tensed as the cane cut through the air with a whistle. The crack of sound as it landed  was 

almost lost in his cry of pain. Donna delivered the second stroke; there was a swish as the 

cane  sliced cleanly through the air followed by a sharp crack of sound and another cry of 

pain.  The third strike landed as harshly as the first two. Adam could feel the three sharp red 

tracks  that were now etched on his skin. A fourth strike and then a fifth and sixth followed, 

the sharpest  edges of the pain melting into the heat of punishment.  There was an 

indeterminate pause before Donna commenced the next series of strikes. She  lifted the cane 

high, held it for a moment, and brought it down in a swift and graceful arc. The 

blow  delivered as much pain as her previous six strikes. But it also brought with it erotic 

pleasure, the  physical essence of punishment for a sexual masochist like Adam, and his cock 

became hard.  With the next strike he lifted his backside, gladly offering himself for 

chastisement, his body  now flooding with endorphins. His cries of pain were mixed with 

sighs of pleasure and his shaft  began to flex and pulse. Jolts of hot pleasure-pain surged 

through his body as Donna continued to  beat him on and on. The twenty-fourth stroke was 

delivered, hard and accurate, to a backside now  crossed with numerous lines of red.  “Turn 

round and get onto your knees before me, slave,” Donna ordered, stepping back and  putting 

the cane to one side.  “Yes, Mistress,” he whispered, immediately doing as he’d been 

told.  She looked at his massive erection. “Think you’ve done all right out of this don’t you, 

slave,”  she said.  “Yes, Mistress,” he had to agree.  Donna let out a hollow laugh. “Think 

again.”  “Mistress?”  “Your punishment has barely begun,” she announced. “That harsh 

caning was only for  allowing yourself to be seduced by Corinne. But that – significant though 

it was – wasn’t actually  the most important test I’d set you today that you failed, 

slave.”  “No, Mistress?” The color was ebbing from his face and his erection was rapidly 

disap-  pearing. This was all getting very serious – very serious indeed.  “No, slave.” Donna 

shook her head angrily. She lapsed into a heavy silence before adding in  a voice tight with 

rage and disgust, “You did it again, Adam, that thing you do when you’re under  pressure, that 

thing you know I fucking detest.”  Adam lowered his head. “I lied to you, Mistress,” he said, 

deep regret in his voice.  “You lied to me, yes,” she replied coldly, her look distant and 

austere. “And boy did you lie  to me. Lies on lies, one piled on top of the other. What’s that 

supposed to do for a relationship like  ours that should be based on trust, I’d like to know.” 

Another pause. She wanted the moment to  weigh heavily on him. “And that above all else 

has earned you a stay at Punishment Manor, slave.  You’ve left me no choice.” 












Chapter Nineteen 

 

    Angelica was sprawled naked on the edge of Paul’s bed with her legs parted. He was on 

his  hands and knees in front of her, eagerly lapping at her sex.  “You do that so well, slave,” 

she sighed hotly, running her fingers through his mop of blond  hair.  Paul lifted his face from 

the wetness of her pussy, love juice slicking his lips and chin. “I’m  pleased to be of service, 

Mistress,” he whispered, looking appealingly up at her before returning to  the task.  His 

tongue caressed the swollen bud of her clitoris for a moment, making it throb, before  sliding 

through the slippery folds of her pussy again to drink her juices in. Then Paul began to 

dart  his tongue into Angelica’s sex hot and hard, probing and prodding vigorously.  “I’m 

going to come,” Angelica gasped, her eyes alight with excitement. She moaned in ec-  stasy, 

her pussy spasming and her clit peaking, as a climax cascaded through her.  Once Angelica’s 

orgasm had subsided and she’d regained her senses, she pushed Paul’s  face away from her 

sex and asked, “Have you climaxed since I gave you that ultimatum in the dun-  geon a few 

days ago, slave?”  “No, Mistress,” he replied. “I haven’t been given permission.”  “Have you 

masturbated at all?”  “Same answer, Mistress.”  Angelica arched an eyebrow. “Desperate to 

come by now, are you?”  “Really desperate, Mistress,” he gasped.  She met his gaze and held 

it. “Hoping I might allow you to come this time?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he panted. His heart 

throbbed, his engorged cock did too.  There was a pause. “It’s a vain hope, I’m afraid, slave,” 

Angelica told him slowly. “I can’t –  all right  won’t – let that happen.”  The dominatrix then switched position so she was kneeling on the bed with her back to  Paul. She placed her legs 

apart and arched her back so the cheeks of her rear were parted. Paul  could see both the 

oozing slit of her sex and the puckered opening of her anus.  “Kiss my asshole, slave,” she 

demanded.  “Yes, Mistress.” He kept his eyes on the pursed ring before kissing it. His lips 

barely  touched the sensitive opening, sending tremors of pleasure through Angelica, who 

moaned deliri-  ously in response.  “Now get licking, slave,” she demanded, and Paul began to 

eagerly lap between the cheeks  of her backside. He focused at first on the tight little ring, 

tracing the rim with the tip of his tongue.  As Angelica pushed herself back, opening herself to 

the caress of his tongue, he pressed it right  into her anal hole. His tongue explored as far as it 

would go, pushing in wetly.  Angelica brought her right hand down to run across her hip and 

brush against the inside of  her thighs before arriving at her smooth wet pussy. She started to 

circle two of her fingers over her  shiny clitoris before rubbing it with more pressured strokes. 

After that she began pushing her fin-  gers deep between the lips of her vagina. Her green eyes 

glistened and she sighed with pleasure as  she used her fingers on herself, pressing them into 

the wetness of her sex.  “Tongue my asshole harder, slave,” Angelica demanded as she 

continued to rub at the slip-  pery folds of her sex, her fingers glistening with droplets of 

pussy juice. The sound of her labored  breathing and of her fingers working frenziedly at her 

wetness filled Paul’s ears as he did as he’d  been instructed, frantically lapping between her 

parted rear cheeks. And it excited him almost to the  point of orgasm, every twitch of his 

erection taking him closer to the point of no return. For one ter-  rible moment he felt himself 

falling, the ecstatic joy of climax incredibly close.  “Don’t you dare come, slave,” Angelica 

told him sternly, bringing him right up short in an  instant.  Angelica herself was close to 

coming again, her heart pounding in her chest, her breathing  halting. Her body flexed and 

shivered with excitement, every nerve on her skin a shimmering plea-  sure center. Finally her 

pleasure reached fever pitch. Gasping for air, she came hard, shuddering in   

ecstasy.  Her body still tingling with the glow of her orgasm, Angelica commanded, “Stop 

licking my  asshole, slave.”  After Paul had done as she’d instructed Angelica got to her feet 

and left the room for a few  moments. When she returned she was holding in one hand a black 

rubber anal dildo with a ribbed  surface. In her other hand was a bottle of lubricant, which she 

used to thoroughly lubricate the  dildo.  Then she immediately got to work with it, the cool 

object like a big black cock opening his  backside. Paul held his breath as she pushed the solid 

phallus inch by inch further into his anus.  The dildo seemed to take forever to enter him, 

opening and stretching the tightness of his  anal hole. It felt as if it was splitting him, filling 

him completely with its hardness. She pushed the  dildo in as far as it would go and his aching 

shaft pulsed even more in response, letting out a throb  of precome.  It felt so good, the 

tightness of his rear hole gripping the hardness that violated him. And it  felt even better when 

Angelica began to push it in and out. The dildo was hard and unyielding,  pressing deep and 

sending spasms of pleasure through Paul. He felt delirious with excitement and  humiliation. 

He delighted in his abasement, in the exquisite degradation of being ass-fucked in this  way 

by this amazing woman.  Angelica reached the hand not holding the dildo round to the front 

of him and touched his  cock, a light caress that had him moaning. He could feel pre-orgasmic 

pleasure course through  him in waves again.  “Anything to say for yourself, slave?” she said. 

“Anything you’d like to ask of me?”  “Please let me come, Mistress,” he begged in reply.  No 

dice.  “I’ve already told you I’m not going to allow that, slave,” Angelica said. “But at least I 

can do  this for you,” she added, releasing his erection.  Oh thank God, thought Paul. Even so 

he was desperately near the precipice now, teetering  right on the edge. He struggled for 

breath as, with a monumental effort of will, he stopped himself  from climaxing.  “Well done, 

slave,” Angelica complimented him as she slowly extracted the dildo from his  anus. “You 

almost came, though, didn’t you?”  “Yes, Mistress – twice actually,” replied the ever-truthful 

slave.  “And if you had?”  “I’d have been finished here, Mistress,” he said. “Finished 

period.”  “Indeed so,” she agreed. “But you didn’t come either time – you almost did.” She 

gave a  half-shrug, adding, “And ‘almost’ doesn’t count in my book, slave.” A pause. “You 

know, I think we  might possibly – and I do mean  possibly – be starting to get somewhere 

with you.”  “Thank you, Mistress,” Paul responded, sounding positively elated. His stay at the 

Manor  had become a constant ordeal of torment – so very much more than it needed to have 

been as a re-  sult of his absurdly reckless behavior at the outset. God, if he could somehow 

reverse time. But he  now felt it was going to work out all right in the end  as long  as he 

continued to stay on the straight  and narrow.  He would just have to be very patient and carry 

on being obedient at all times to Angelica  and the other Mistresses who’d been put in charge 

of him at Punishment Manor. If he didn’t do  that it would be the end for him here. He’d be 

given no more second chances and Angelica had al-  ready spelled out the grim ramifications 

of failure to him in the most graphic of terms. There was  no way he was going to risk her 

wrath a second time because he knew he’d end up losing Mistress  Mandy for good as a 

result.  When Angelica left Paul’s room he took a long, freezing-cold shower. Since she had 

given  him that terrifying ultimatum he’d taken an awful lot of those and he didn’t anticipate 

ceasing the  practice any time soon. 










Chapter Twenty  

 

   Adam was in the room he’d been allocated at Punishment Manor and was kneeling 

before  Angelica, his shoulders hunched and his hands cupped in front of his naked form. He 

looked as  miserable as he felt, his expression twisted with worry and regret.  Angelica had on 

a shiny black leather bra that cupped and raised her full breasts and a  matching skirt that was 

minimal in length and very tight. She also wore pointed-toed black leather  ankle boots with 

sharp stiletto heels.  The flame-haired dominatrix was pacing backwards and forwards, 

delivering instructions to  Adam in a clipped and precise tone about what would be expected 

of him during his stay at Punish-  ment Manor. The look on her face was as stern and 

commanding as her tone of voice.  Angelica stopped pacing. “I can hardly believe it’s come to 

this, slave,” she said. “But it has  and you are now an inmate at the Manor, cut off from your 

idyllic life with Mistress Donna because  you’ve messed up so badly with her.”  Adam sighed 

sorrowfully. “I curse myself for what I’ve done, Mistress,” said the distraught  slave. “I’m full 

of self-disgust, mortified beyond belief. Mistress Donna is the most wonderful Mis-  tress a 

slave could ever wish for and I’m not worthy to…”  Angelica interrupted him. “Enough,” she 

snapped. “I’m not the slightest bit interested in  what you’ve got to say about the whole sorry 

business.”  “I apologise, Mistress,” he mumbled.  “Might  I go on?” she asked 

sarcastically.  “Of course, Mistress.”  “While you are at the Manor you are to make no 

mention whatsoever to anyone that you are  the personal slave of the woman who owns this 

place,” she ordered, fixing her piercing green eyes  on him. “We don’t want to upset the apple 

cart, now do we? On the same basis you are to mention  to no one at all that you knew me 

before you were admitted here. Got all that, slave?”  Adam cleared his throat. “Yes, 

Mistress.”  She kept her gaze fixed on him. “While you are here you are also to make no 

mention of  Mistress Monique or Slave Kit,” she continued. She paused for a moment before 

adding, “Got that  too?”  Adam nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”  “You do understand why I am 

making these stipulations?” she asked.  “Totally, Mistress,” he said, anxious to reassure her. 

“And I will obey them to the letter.”  “You will obey  every  instruction you are given here to the letter, slave,” she snapped. “Is that  quite clear?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  She raised her 

eyebrows and smirked. “And you’ll make sure you do that, will you?”  “I’ll make sure I do 

that, Mistress,” he affirmed.  “You give your word, slave?” she said, looking at him 

steadily.  “I give my word, Mistress,” he replied.  Angelica gave a derisive snort. “What’s that 

worth from a liar like you?” she said tartly.  “What’s that worth from a man who simply 

makes things up whenever the going starts to get a bit  tough?”  Adam looked away for a 

moment, collecting himself. “I deeply regret what I’ve done, Mis-  tress,” he said contritely, 

his voice trembling.  Angelica scowled at him. “And so you should, slave,” she replied 

contemptuously.  “I asked for this,” he added, looking utterly forlorn. “I know I did, 

Mistress.”  “Now that’s definitely not a lie,” she replied in a voice dripping with 

sarcasm.  “I’ll do anything – anything at all – to put things right, Mistress,” he said.  Angelica 

looked into his woebegone face. “And you’ll always be straight with me?”  “You can rely on 

me to always be straight with you, Mistress.” Adam clenched his jaw deter-  minedly. “I can 

change my ways and I will.”  “You’d better had,” Angelica said darkly. “If you don’t, it’s 

going to go very badly for you   

here. Do you understand, slave?”  “Yes, I do, Mistress.”  “Good. And be warned in advance.” 

Angelica paused before continuing. “We are going to  deal with you very strictly here at the 

Manor. We’re going to push you to the extreme of your limits  – and then beyond. You hear 

me, slave?”  Adam nodded gravely. “I hear you, Mistress.”  He wondered how many more 

grim pronouncements Angelica had to make, but instead she  suddenly switched track. “Is 

there anything you’d like to ask me, slave?” she said.  Adam thought for a moment. “Who 

replaced Mistress Monique as your deputy, Mistress?”  he said. “May I ask that?”  Angelica 

narrowed her eyes. “Be careful, slave,” she said fiercely. “Be very careful. I’ve al-  ready told 

you not to mention that woman’s name while you’re here.”  “I’m terribly sorry, Mistress,” he 

said, his voice quivering. “It won’t happen again.”  Angelica’s expression lightened 

marginally. “But since you’ve asked,” she went on in a  slightly softer voice, “the person now 

in that role is Mistress Lana, the dominatrix who registered  you on arrival, brought you to 

this room and so on.”  “I see, Mistress.”  “But be clear about something else, slave,” she went 

on. Her voice was clipped again, her  eyes cold. “As far as you’re concerned there is no 

hierarchy of Mistresses here at the Manor. They  all have equal authority over you. You will 

submit to the domination of any number of them while  you are here and you will obey  all  of 

them without question. Clear about that, slave?”  He nodded respectfully. “Very clear, 

Mistress.”  “I shall want you to crawl down the corridor to the dungeon in a moment, slave,” 

Angelica  then told Adam, waving her hand towards the door. “Understood?”  He took a 

breath. “Understood, Mistress.”  “But first I require some foot worship from you.” She 

gestured towards her sharp-heeled  black ankle boots.  Adam’s heart pounded. He crawled 

over to Angelica, his head bent forward and his eyes  fixed on her boots, and began to kiss 

and lick them lovingly. He slid his eager tongue over the  boots, his lips caressing the shiny 

smoothness of the leather.  After a while Angelica instructed him to stop. “Follow me on your 

hands and knees, slave,”  she demanded, and turned on her heel.  “Yes, Mistress,” Adam said. 

He followed her meekly on all fours as she opened the door of  his room and strode into the 

gloomy windowless corridor, heading for a heavy oak door at the end. 










Chapter Twenty-one  

 

   Adam’s eyes started to wander round the dimly-lit dungeon Angelica and he had entered. 

It  contained numerous pieces of equipment, which included a horse, a whipping bench, a 

bondage  chair, and a wall-mounted St. Andrew’s cross. There were several ceiling chains 

with black leather  manacle attachments. There were also a number of metal spreader bars 

with similar manacle at-  tachments at either end of them. These bars were also suspended 

from the ceiling by chains.  In addition there was a high-backed throne, a metal cage and a 

padded bondage table with  leather restraints dangling off its four corners by chains. A rack 

lined one wall of the dungeon upon  which hung a comprehensive collection of disciplinary 

instruments and other BDSM items. There  were crops, tawses, whips, paddles, canes, gags, 

chains, handcuffs, nipple clamps, bondage rope  and tape, butt plugs, strap-ons, hoods, masks, 

gags, straightjackets, body bags, you name it.  Angelica pointed to the whipping bench and 

told Adam to kneel over it. Once he had done  this she picked up one of the leather straps 

attached to the bench and buckled it to his left ankle.  She did the same thing to his right ankle 

with another strap. In both cases she pulled the buckle  tight and tugged at the strap to test it. 

She repeated the process with two wrist straps attached to  the bench and one that went round 

the waist. Adam was now firmly strapped to the whipping  bench. He pulled against his 

restraints to see if he had any room to maneuver but found there was  very little.  Angelica 

went over to the rack, her spike-heeled ankle boots clattering on the hard surface of  the floor 

as she went. She selected a thick black leather paddle with metal studs. Gripping the han-  dle 

of the paddle tightly, she stood behind Adam and raised her arm up to shoulder height. 

She  paused for a moment and Adam gritted his teeth and tensed his muscles in readiness for 

the heavy  beating he knew he was about to receive.  The dominatrix brought the studded 

paddle down vigorously, once, twice, three times. Each  strike landed in quick succession, 

detonating explosively on his backside. And as she’d started so  she went on. The cruel 

disciplinary implement continued to crack rapidly into his flesh. It seared his  behind and 

seeped through the rest of his body, which spasmed in its bondage with every hit.  On and 

relentlessly on Angelica beat Adam, her arm flashing up and down. The metal-  studded 

leather paddle fell with a steady blaze of sensation, his backside on fire with it. She did 

not  cease until the scorched cheeks of his backside were flushed a flaming shade of red and 

he was  whimpering with pain at the ordeal of merciless punishment she’d inflicted upon 

him.  The cheeks of Adam’s rear were sore and aflame, a jabbing pain throbbing through 

them  with an intense ache. His cock was aching too now though, the erect shaft pressed as it 

was against  the leather surface of the whipping bench to which he was so securely bound. 

And the hot tingling  feeling increased when, having laid down the paddle, Angelica stood 

before him and did what she  did next.  First she removed her leather bra to reveal the full 

ripeness of her breasts, the nipples stiffly  erect. After that she took off her leather miniskirt 

and tiny G-string and exposed the smoothness of  her sex to his excited gaze.  Naked apart 

from her leather ankle boots the dominatrix strode over to the rack again, her  bare breasts 

jiggling enticingly. This time she selected a black rubber double-dildo strap-on.  Angelica 

eased one end of it deep into herself, feeling a delicious thrill of pleasure as she felt  the dildo 

press against the walls of her wet pussy. Then she buckled the leather harness tightly over  her 

shapely hips. The other end of the double-dildo emerged from between her thighs like a 

big  black cock. It was large, thick veined, and had a bulbous head.  The dominatrix said 

nothing and didn’t need to. The strap-on she wore combined with the  clear look of intent on 

her face said it all. And Adam knew there was no more escape from the ass-  fucking she 

intended to give him now than there had been from the ferocious paddling she’d given  him 

before that. The cheeks of his rear still quivered from the after-burn of the cruel 

punishment  they’d received.  Angelica took hold of a tube of lubricant and squeezed out a 

thick wad of the clear translu-  cent jelly onto the big hard rubber cock jutting from her groin. 

She closed her eyes for a second or   

two and enjoyed the reciprocal feel of the other dildo lodged deep in her sex.  The dominatrix 

spread the lubricant all over the black rubber shaft protruding from her  crotch. She ensured 

all of it was covered in a glistening layer of lube from its head to its base where  it mingled 

with the love juice that flowed from her pussy over her internal dildo.  Angelica positioned 

herself behind Andrew. She pressed the head of the strap-on between  his splayed backside 

and against his tight anal hole, resting the slippery head of the dildo at its en-  trance. She 

pressed it through the tight band of muscles, the pressure on his prostate gland exquis-  ite. As 

she pressed deeper into the dark soft space beyond, spasms of delight began to rush  through 

his body and his handsome face contorted with pleasure-pain.  Finally she pushed the full 

length of the lubricated dildo into him. It slid deep into his in-  sides, filling him with its 

thickness. Angelica halted for a short while when the big rubber shaft had  been pushed as far 

as it would go.  Adam’s breathing was shallow. His marked and damaged rear cheeks were 

wide apart, his  anal hole spread tightly around the rubber shaft that Angelica now began 

working in and out of him  in slow fluid strokes. Her hands were on his thighs, her hips 

moving rhythmically. Adam released  short gasps of delight as the oiled shaft glided smoothly 

in and out of his anal hole, which ex-  panded and contracted over the girth of that ever more 

welcome intruder.  Angelica began fucking him in the ass harder, thrusting her hips over and 

over, plunging  into the depths of his anus. She forged her strap-on dildo in and out, impaling 

Adam again and  again. Supreme excitement engulfed him. His body shook within his bonds 

and he panted uncon-  trollably with desire, his breaths coming hot and fast.  Angelica began 

to pump harder still, gyrating her pelvis against his punished backside,  thrusting the dildo 

faster and faster. Adam’s moans became louder. Each rapid thrust seemed to  connect to his 

shaft, and he gloried in the excitement and delight of being butt-fucked so skillfully  by this 

amazing dominatrix.  All of a sudden the heavy door to the dungeon opened and Lana 

appeared. Her perfectly  curved body looked ravishing in the outfit of shiny purple rubber 

latex she had on. It consisted of a  minidress with a deep cleavage and short hem, and long 

boots with pointed toes and stiletto heels.  She entered the dungeon, the muscles in her thighs 

flexing as she moved. And she was not alone.  Paul crawled in behind her on all fours, 

sporting an enormous erection. 










Chapter Twenty-two  

 

   Angelica stopped butt-fucking Adam but kept the dildo lodged in his anus. “You look 

ex-  tremely turned on, Paul,” she said, looking over at the naked blond slave.  “Mistress Lana 

has seen to that, Mistress,” he replied, his eyes hooded with need.  Angelica gazed directly at 

the kneeling slave’s rock-hard shaft. “Longing for release?” she  asked.  “Yes, Mistress. I’m 

frantic,” Paul admitted in an urgent whisper. “Frantic,” he repeated.  An ironic smile appeared 

on Angelica’s face. “What do you think about that, Lana?”  There was a brief silence. “That 

he should bring me release instead,” she then said.  “I agree,” said Angelica, who then went 

back to sodomising Adam with a will.  Lana stared down at Paul. “Worship my pussy with 

your mouth,” she ordered, opening her  legs. She wasn’t wearing any panties.  “Yes, 

Mistress,” said Paul, and put his face between Lana’s thighs, his breath falling hot  against her 

smooth pussy. He snaked out his tongue and began moving it around the hard bud of  her 

clitoris, making her shudder with passion.  Lana opened her thighs further to let his tongue 

enter her more fully, pushing against the  sensitive, aroused flesh. Her fluid poured from deep 

within her and into his mouth.  “Lick me to orgasm while playing with your cock, slave,” she 

demanded.  Paul grasped his swollen shaft and began masturbating in slow regular 

movements, careful  – very careful – not to let himself ejaculate. At the same time he 

redoubled his efforts in licking  Lana.  He tongued her deep and quick, sucking her juices 

until… “I’m going to come,” cried the  dark-haired dominatrix, throwing her head back. She 

climaxed in spasms, shuddering without con-  trol.  After allowing herself a few moments to 

calm down Lana stepped away from Paul. “I’m  going in a moment, Angelica, if that’s OK,” 

she said, turning to look at her. “And I’ll leave this one  with you as we agreed.”  “Sure,” she 

replied, without breaking rhythm in butt-fucking Adam.  “Where do you want Paul now?” 

Lana asked.  “Standing directly in front of Adam’s face.”  “You heard Mistress Angelica, 

slave,” Lana said, looking down at Paul. “Climb to your feet  and go and get into 

position.”  As he moved to do so, Angelica asked, “Did you tell Paul I was mindful to let him 

climax  once you’d left him with me, Lana?”  “I did,” she replied with a smile.  “And did you 

tell him in what manner I was going to permit him to do that?” Angelica was  still pumping 

energetically in and out of Adam’s anus, her naked rear cheeks clenching and un-  clenching 

rhythmically.  “I did.”  Another powerful set of thrusts. “And what did he say?”  Lana’s smile 

broadened, her dark eyes sparkling with amusement. “Any port in a storm,” she  said. “That 

was the term he used.”  Angelica laughed. “I like it.”  “I’ll leave you to it then,” said Lana and 

turned to leave the dungeon, her stilettos click-  clicking on the hard floor. “I’ll shut the door 

on my way out.”  “Thanks Lana,” said Angelica. She waited for the heavy door to close 

before addressing  Adam. “Suck Paul’s cock, slave,” she demanded. “Do it right now.”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he said, and immediately complied. His head was swimming with the  outrageous 

humiliation of what he was now being required to do. He passed his tongue over the  glans of 

Paul’s hard cock before pressing his lips over the full length of its warm flesh, taking it 

in  fully.  There was a thrilling contrast between the cool hardness of the dildo with which 

Angelica   

was fucking him in the ass, her thrusting as urgent as ever, and the fleshy hardness of the 

real  thing. Adam sucked at the pre-cum fluid that now dribbled from the head of Paul’s shaft 

and he  shivered with desire as he swallowed it.  “Do some work here, Paul,” Angelica 

instructed. “Start fucking Adam’s mouth.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. He began to move his 

hips back and forth as Adam’s mouth  continued rising and falling over his throbbing 

shaft.  Adam was overwhelmed by sensations. He was sucking at the hard cock being pushed 

into  his mouth, alive to the feel of it against his cheek and the taste of it that filled his mouth 

and throat.  He had never had any kind of sexual experience with another male and had never 

had the  slightest desire to. Adam wondered what he’d been missing all this time. Nothing, he 

suspected.  This was all about sexual humiliation and he  loved  that. He carried on voraciously sucking the  fleshy shaft that was pressing in and out of his mouth and wallowed in his own 

degradation as he  did so.  At the same time Angelica continued butt-fucking him vigorously, 

impaling him over and  over with the double-dildo that pleasured them both. Adam wanted to 

cry out with erotic pleasure,  but knew any such cries would be instantly stifled by the urgent 

fucking his mouth was receiving  from the good-looking blond slave standing above 

him.  Angelica’s soaked pussy contracted hard around her internal dildo as she carried on 

pound-  ing into Adam. “I’m going to come,” she gasped, all of a sudden seized by shudders 

of pre-  orgasmic bliss. “And you two slaves can too,” she added, before cascading with a 

headlong rush  into the ecstasy of orgasm.  At the same time Paul forced his cock deeper into 

Adam’s mouth and climaxed volumi-  nously. His shaft spurted one thick wad after another of 

thick sticky jism and Adam felt the warmth  of it on his tongue. He swallowed it all down, 

letting it glide down his throat smoothly.  Then he came too. With his mouth still sucking the 

last drops of semen from Paul’s shaft  and his anus remaining wedged around the rigid dildo 

with which Angelica had butt-fucked him so  expertly, he shuddered to a huge climax. His 

hard cock pumped thick spurts of spunk both over his  belly and onto the leather surface of 

the whipping bench against which his body was pressed so  tightly in its bondage.  Adam felt 

as if he was spiraling through outer space. When he finally returned to planet  earth, he 

disgorged Paul’s cock from his mouth as he felt Angelica slide her dildo out of his 

anus.  “Relief at last, huh, Paul,” she said, looking across at the blond slave.  He gazed back at 

the flame-haired dominatrix with a smile. “Yes, Mistress.”  ‘Humiliating enough for you, 

Adam?’ Angelica added.  ‘Yes, Mistress,’ he gasped, looking over his shoulder at 

her.  ‘Plenty more where that came from,’ she said. 












Chapter Twenty-three 

 

    Lana sat behind the solid wooden desk in the Manor’s oak-paneled office. Her shapely 

fig-  ure was enhanced by the red latex minidress and matching stilettos she wore. Standing 

before the  dark-haired, dark-eyed dominatrix was a nervous young man called Ewan. He was 

the most recent  arrival at Punishment Manor and Lana was in the process of explaining to 

him how things worked  there for inmates like him.  “You are only to speak to any of our 

Mistresses when spoken to,” she said, expressing her-  self with her usual authority. 

“Understood, slave?”  “Understood,” replied Ewan, his eyes shining brightly.  Lana looked 

sternly across the surface of the desk at him. “Understood,  Mistress,” she cor-  rected in a cool tone.  The young slave hesitated momentarily. “Understood, Mistress,” he then echoed. 

“Sorry  about that.”  Lana’s chair legs squeaked on the hardwood floor as she shifted 

positions. “No problem,”  she said, adding firmly, “But don’t let it happen again, 

slave.”  Ewan bit his lower lip anxiously. “I won’t, Mistress.”  Lana thought Ewan was rather 

cute: wide-spaced hazel eyes, high cheekbones, a small cleft  in his chin, clean-cut dark hair. 

She continued, looking levelly at him, “You must always ensure you  address all the women 

you come into contact with here at Punishment Manor as ‘Mistress’. And  every one of those 

Mistresses has the right to discipline you whether you have broken one of our  rules or not.” 

She paused for a beat. “Clear about that as well, slave?”  “I am, Mistress.”  “The discipline 

you receive while you’re here may come in any of a whole variety of forms. It  could be a 

spanking, a paddling, a strapping, a caning, a whipping, the use of clamps, restraints,  etcetera, 

etcetera.” She paused again for this to sink in too. “You appreciate that, do you, slave?”  “I 

do, Mistress.”  “I’ll take you to your room now,” Lana said, abruptly rising from her chair. 

She snapped her  feet apart, her stiletto heels cracking down hard on the floorboards. “Follow 

me.”  Lana led Ewan down the corridor without speaking. When they got to his room she 

pushed  the door open and ushered him inside. The dominatrix showed him round the dark 

minimally-  furnished room and its by contrast rather sumptuously appointed en suite 

bathroom. Then she  gave him a dire warning about never under any circumstances leaving 

his room unless accom-  panied by one of the Mistresses.  “Strip naked, slave,” she then 

ordered, snapping out the words.  “Yes, Mistress.”  Ewan quickly pulled off his jacket and 

shirt and slipped out of his shoes. His socks came off  next after which he unzipped his 

trousers and pulled them down. He had a nice body, thought  Lana: lightly muscled and 

smooth-skinned. Lastly he removed his briefs but used them to cover  himself.  “Don’t be 

ridiculous, slave.” Lana smiled, grabbing them out of his hands. “You’re going to  be naked 

while you’re here.”  He gave her an incongruous look. “What, the  whole  time, Mistress?”  A 

short silence. “The whole time,” she confirmed.  Ewan’s response was a kind of giddy shock 

before he mumbled, “I see, Mistress.”  “Wait there for a few moments, slave,” Lana told him 

before removing all his clothing from  the room.  When she returned she did not come back 

into the room but simply poked her head around  the door and said, “I’ll take you to see the 

dungeon now, slave, where I’ll also introduce you to the  boss here, Mistress 

Angelica.”  When they got to the dungeon Ewan’s eyes darted about. They took in all the 

leather and  steel equipment spread through the cavernous space and the rack that lined one of 

its walls, con-  taining the various instruments of correction and other BDSM items. But, 

given that Angelica was   

standing in the middle of the dungeon, it was upon her that his gaze inevitably soon settled. 

He  continued to look her way, his mouth slightly open.  “It’s rude to stare, slave,” she 

chided.  “Sorry, Mistress,” he replied hoarsely, dropping his gaze to the ground. He did not 

need an-  other look, though, because already the image of the strikingly beautiful redhead 

had imprinted it-  self vividly into his imagination. She wore long black leather boots and an 

obscenely tight black  leather minidress. Her ample breasts, hardened nipples foremost, 

asserted themselves against the  clinging material of the dress. It was very short too, showing 

off the creamy whiteness of her thighs  and the perfection of her long smooth legs. Angelica’s 

face to him was pure ice: white flawless skin,  eyes like green diamonds, and lips that were 

full and enticingly sensual. Her lips and nails were  painted red.  Ewan could imagine himself 

knelt down on his hands and knees before her and lavishing  kisses on the shiny tight-fitting 

pair of tall boots she had on. The heels of the boots were high, the  curve tapering down to a 

point. His heart thumped and the blood seemed to rush to his face as well  as to his cock, 

which had quickly become very stiff. He felt both excited and embarrassed.  “Follow your 

cock over here, slave,” Angelica told him, laughing lightly at his obvious dis-  comfort.  “Yes, 

Mistress.” He padded towards her, his head bowed in submission, his cock raised.  Angelica 

gave him an appraising look. “I’m given to understand you are a very inexperienced  slave. 

That is so, is it?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, lifting his eyes and meeting her gaze. “The woman 

I worship…”  “Mistress Frieda,” she interrupted.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said. “She is only 

prepared to accept me as her personal slave if I acquit  myself well here.”  “And are you 

confident of being able to do that?”  Ewan shook his head. “I can’t say that I am, 

Mistress.”  “What’s the reason for that?”  “Everything here is so strange, Mistress,” he started 

to try to explain.  “And you’re worried you won’t be able to acclimatise yourself to it?” 

Angelica suggested.  “That’s right, Mistress,” he said, looking back at her with uncertain 

eyes.  “I can assure you that you’ll soon get used to our ways here at the Manor, slave,” she 

said,  her statement precisely worded and without doubt.  Ewan looked unconvinced. He 

stared at Angelica, chewing his lower lip again. “But I really  am incredibly inexperienced, 

Mistress,” he told her.  “Let’s clearly establish the extent of your inexperience, slave,” 

Angelica said. “Have you ever  been put into bondage by anyone other than Mistress 

Frieda?”  “No, Mistress,” he said, his brow furrowed.  She paused for a moment. “Has anyone 

other than her ever beaten you?”  He shook his head. “No, Mistress.”  “Have you ever 

pleasured any dominatrix other than Mistress Frieda?”  “No, Mistress.”  “All these things are 

completely uncharted territory to you?”  “They are, Mistress.”  Angelica turned to Lana. “I 

think we should chart that territory straight away, don’t you?” she  said.  “I do,” Lana agreed. 

“Best to get it over with.”  Ewan looked up sharply, as though unable to believe his ears. “I’m 

really not sure about  this, Mistress. You see, I…”  He didn’t have time to finish his sentence. 

Lana slapped hard, her wrist a blur as it struck  him full across the face. Her eyes were 

narrowed, anger expressed as an ice-cold look. “I’ve already  told you never to speak unless 

spoken to while you’re here, slave,” she hissed.  Ewan held his hand to his stinging cheek. 

“I’m so sorry, Mistress,” he whispered, his voice  barely audible in its shame. 

“Get over to the St. Andrew’s cross, slave,” Angelica then ordered, pointing a long red 

fin-  gernail at the wall-mounted item of dungeon equipment. “Stand facing it.”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” he replied, thrilling to the sound of his own submission. He padded toward  the 

cross, his eyes wide with fear and arousal. His cock was more stiffly erect than ever and 

was  now throbbing constantly too.  “By the time we’ve finished with you in here, slave, you 

won’t have to worry about being so  inexperienced,” Angelica announced.  Lana eyed his 

pulsing erection. “And we can both see how much you’re looking forward to  it.” 












Chapter Twenty-four  

 

   Angelica and Lana got to work with the strategically placed straps attached to the St. An 

drew’s cross. With a few deft movements the two Mistresses had tightly buckled these to 

Ewan’s  ankles, waist and wrists. He was now securely bound on his front to the cross with 

his legs and  arms apart, unable to get free even if he’d wanted to.  Angelica’s eyes scanned 

his spread-eagled form with a cool and imposing eye. “Scared shitless, slave?” she 

asked.  “Yes, Mistress,” replied the fettered slave.  “But still turned on?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he 

said with a shiver of excitement, his hard cock pressed right up against  the leather surface of 

the cross.  Angelica moved closer. “You’re going to be beaten harshly by both of us now, 

slave,” she  told him, her warm breath on his neck. “And we don’t expect you to cry out in 

pain at any time  throughout the ordeal. Got that?”  Ewan’s heart thumped against his chest. 

“Got that, Mistress.”  Angelica stroked the inside of his thighs, the feel of her fingers making 

him catch his breath.  She then stepped back and directed her gaze at Lana. “Want to beat him 

first?”  Lana nodded. “I’d love to,” she replied enthusiastically. “I’ll go over to the rack and 

pick out  my weapon of choice.”  Ewan strained to turn around but was too well secured to 

have any real freedom of move-  ment. From the corner of his eye he could see Lana striding 

towards the rack, her short red latex  dress curved tightly around the firm roundness of her 

backside, her shapely legs so long and sup-  ple in their shiny stilettos.  “This is going to hurt 

like fuck, slave,” Lana promised, marching back towards Ewan. She  held a leather whip in 

her hand. “And bear in mind I’ll simply be preparing you for what Mistress  Angelica does to 

you with whatever implement of correction she decides to beat you with.”  Lana squeezed the 

handle of the whip tightly as she positioned herself behind Ewan, her  eyes lingering on his 

taut muscular backside. She brought the whip back before slashing it across  onto his rear. 

The sharp sound of the whip landing on his behind echoed in the dungeon. It felt like  fire on 

his flesh, a blazing red heat that seared and smarted. Lana delivered another fiery blow, 

fol-  lowed by another, aiming quickly and hitting hard. She whipped him expertly across the 

cheeks of  his rear and at the top of his thighs, and he squirmed, clenching and twisting in a 

reflexive but futile  effort to get away.  Lana beat him harder and harder, wielding the cruel 

instrument of pain she held in her hand.  Ewan lost count of the number of times she used the 

whip on him, his flesh quivering and burning  with great pain… but with great pleasure now 

too. He closed his eyes and began to give himself  fully to the sensations shooting through his 

body. His heart hammered and his breathing was  rapid.  Ewan found he had lost himself in 

the rhythm of his chastisement, accepting it with plea-  sure in the midst of all the pain. By the 

time Lana finished beating him tremors of sensation were  shuddering through him, his 

backside flushed a deep crimson from its punishment. His pulsing  erection was wet with the 

pre-cum fluid pouring from its glans and onto the leather surface of the  cross against which it 

was so firmly pressed.  “Don’t forget, slave,” Lana reminded him, her voice sharp. “All that 

was by way of a prepa-  ration for the harsh beating Mistress Angelica is about to give 

you.”  Ewan tried to steady his nerves but to no avail. His breathing was fast and shallow as 

he  braced himself for this next bout of chastisement. His stomach was clenched with fear and 

excite-  ment and his pre-cum leaking erection throbbed insistently against the cross.  He 

watched out of the corner of his eye Angelica’s lush leather-clad body, as she strode to  the 

rack of disciplinary implements. Her spike-heeled boots clattered on the hard surface of 

the  floor as she went. She lost no time in making her selection, which was a leather-covered 

swagger  cane. 

Getting behind him, Angelica rubbed the sleek black cane against his backside. The 

domi-  natrix then lifted it high and sliced it through the air in a graceful arc that cracked 

painfully across  the cheeks of Ewan’s rear, the sharp sound of the blow against his flesh 

reverberating through the  dungeon.  Angelica slashed the cane across his backside much 

harder the second time, almost causing  him to let out a cry of pain. But he didn’t, keeping 

resolutely to the instruction he’d been given by  her. He desperately wanted to become 

Mistress Frieda’s personal slave and he knew there was only  one way he was going to 

achieve that. He must always do as he’d been told, come what may, during  his time at the 

Manor.  Don’t cry out, he told himself in a frantic mantra.  Don’t cry out, don’t cry out, don’t cry out.  Angelica slashed the swagger cane across his rear for a third time. The pain it 

inflicted was  even more blistering than her second strike but again Ewan stopped himself 

from crying out in re-  sponse. Then she ratcheted things up still further. Her fourth strike was 

so ferocious it was almost  unbearable. It made him want to scream. But with a great effort of 

will he shoved the scream back  down in his throat.  Another four strokes followed in swift 

succession, each one as harsh as the one that pre-  ceded it. And so it went on… and on. The 

cruel implement continued to crack into his flesh, searing  his behind and seeping through the 

rest of his body, which spasmed in its bondage with every hit.  But Ewan didn’t cry out with 

pain and before long didn’t want to. He was right back in  the zone   again, the burning of his flesh and the aching of his erection a single delirious sensation. The  cheeks of his rear were 

patterned the deepest red with the marks of his beating and he felt amaz-  ingly 

aroused.  When Angelica eventually stopped beating him and his dual thrashing was over 

Ewan had  lost all track of time and place. The prolonged and severe chastisement he had 

received from both  Mistresses had taken him out of himself. The insistent harsh blows to his 

rear and the heat of all  his punishment had disorientated him completely. Everything was 

spinning and he felt lost in an al-  tered universe of exquisite masochistic sensation. His shaft 

ached, the feel of the leather it was  pressed against a tantalising frenzy of lust.  “He never 

once cried out in the midst of all that pain we inflicted on him, Lana,” Angelica  pointed out 

approvingly, her eyes lingering on Ewan’s heavily punished backside. “That’s a very 

en-  couraging start.”  “Shall we get him out of bondage and begin charting some more virgin 

territory for him?”  asked Lana eagerly.  Angelica smiled, a hungry look on her face. “Let’s 

do that very thing,” she replied. 










Chapter Twenty-five 

 

    Angelica sat down on the high-backed throne while Lana began to release Ewan, from the 

St.  Andrew’s cross. He still felt weak and dizzy.  Lana could clearly see the state Ewan was 

in. “Stay strong, slave,” she told him, stroking her  cool fingers over the burning cheeks of his 

rear. “Apart from that slight wobble at the outset, which  earned you the slap to the face I gave 

you, you’ve done really well so far. And we want to keep  things that way, don’t we? So 

you’ll keep doing your very best, won’t you?”  Ewan took a deep breath, trying hard to pull 

himself together “Yes, Mistress,” he croaked,  and Lana released the last of the straps that had 

been holding him to the cross.  “Turn round, slave,” she ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, 

and immediately did as she’d instructed.  “On your hands and knees, slave,” Lana ordered 

next, pointing to the dungeon floor.  “Yes, Mistress,” he again replied, and knelt down at once 

on all fours.  “You are now going to be required to worship Mistress Angelica and myself in 

different  ways,” Lana said. “How do you feel about that?”  “Wonderful, Mistress,” Ewan 

responded instantly, his chest thumping. The idea of it filled  him with delight.  “Crawl over 

to Mistress Angelica.” Lana gestured towards the throne on which the red-  haired dominatrix 

was seated.  “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan replied, and crawled forward obediently.  “Prostrate 

yourself more humbly before me, slave,” Angelica demanded when he’d arrived in  front of 

her. “Lower your forehead to the ground and spread your legs more.”  Ewan obeyed her, 

bending forward until he felt his forehead touching the floor, at the same  time spreading his 

legs further. With his legs even further apart, his cock hard and pulsing, and his  rear thrust 

into the air, his anal hole clearly exposed, he was acutely aware that he was 

presenting  himself in an extremely humiliating posture. And he loved it.  “Lift your head 

slightly so you can worship my feet, slave,” Angelica said, pushing her high-  heeled boots 

towards his face. His mouth up against toes that flexed in shiny black leather, Ewan  began to 

use his lips and tongue to worship her feet abjectly, pressing ever more urgent kisses 

on  them.  “Lick the heels now,” Angelica ordered, and he obeyed as she presented them to 

him in  turn. At the base of the heel of first one and then the other of her glossy black leather 

boots Ewan  licked and sucked. He closed his eyes to give himself fully to the sensation, 

which he found ex-  tremely arousing.  Angelica withdrew the heel he’d been sucking. “That’s 

enough, slave.” She pulled her feet  away from him and stood up. “It’s Mistress Lana’s turn to 

receive some worship now – some pussy  worship, that is. Understood, slave?”  “Understood, 

Mistress,” Ewan replied, her words music to his ears. He longed to be com-  manded to 

pleasure Lana, to go beneath the hem of her ultra-short red latex dress and apply his  tongue to 

her hot pussy.  Angelica got to her feet and Lana swapped places with her. “Make sure you do 

a good job of  this, slave,” Lana told Ewan.  She sat on the edge of the throne and parted her 

thighs. Underneath her latex dress she  wore nothing at all. She paused for a few seconds and 

then clutched a handful of Ewan’s hair and  steered him into place, opening her pussy to his 

searching tongue.  Soon he was as lost in pleasure as Lana plainly was. His mouth was 

suffused with the deli-  cious taste of her sex, enjoying the slick juices he licked onto his 

tongue. Ewan lapped up and  down, drinking in the dew from her sex, before searching for her 

swollen clitoris. He licked at  Lana’s clit, listening to her moans of delight and sighs of 

pleasure. Finally she cried out her or-  gasm, her body going limp as she peaked 

ecstatically.  “My turn again,” Angelica declared. “Swap places with me, Lana, if you 

would.”  “Sure,” she replied with a smile. “Of course.” 

“I’ve decided on a current favorite of mine, slave,” Angelica informed Ewan, thinking of 

her  last time with Paul. “I want you to worship my asshole with your tongue while I 

masturbate.”  The dominatrix turned her back on him and lifted the hem of her pelmet-length 

black leather  dress, revealing the firm round globes of her bare behind. She put the palm of 

her left hand on one  of the arms of the throne, placed her legs apart and arched her back so 

the cheeks of her rear were  parted and were pushed towards Ewan’s face.  “Prise my cheeks 

further apart, slave,” Angelica ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped, lifting his hands to her 

soft skin and doing as she’d instructed.  “Put your face between my cheeks now, slave,” she 

said, “and put your tongue into my  anus.”  “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan repeated before plunging 

his tongue right in. At the same time she  started masturbating with her right hand, her fingers 

pressing into her wet sex.  “Tongue my asshole harder, slave,” Angelica told him, her fingers 

continuing to rub at her  pussy. “Keep doing that until I finish masturbating.”  Ewan’s tongue 

was taut and wet and hot as he thrust it hard between the cheeks of Angel-  ica’s backside, 

joyously probing her anal hole. It felt incredibly good to Angelica, making her shud-  der with 

pleasure. It also felt incredibly good to Ewan to be doing it, immensely exciting. He was  lost 

in sensual pleasure. His pulse raced and his erection throbbed like mad.  The taste of 

Angelica’s pink wet anus and the squelching sound of her fingers working away  at her pussy 

filled Ewan with the utmost desire. Her orgasm erupted in an ecstatic explosion of en-  ergy as 

she cried out her delirious pleasure. Ewan removed his tongue from her anus at the same  time 

that she removed her fingers from her sex.  Once Angelica’s orgasm had subsided, she seated 

herself again on the high-backed throne  and looked at the kneeling slave. “I must 

congratulate you, slave,” she said. “You’ve made excellent  progress in a very short space of 

time. Now get to your feet and Mistress Lana will return you to  your room.” 












Chapter Twenty-six 

 

    Corinne’s phone rang and when she picked it up Simon’s voice filtered into her ear. 

“Hi  there, Corinne,” he said.  “Hi, Simon,” she replied cheerfully.  “I know it’s only been a 

couple of days but I’ve been missing you.”  “I’ve been missing you too,” she responded. “I’m 

really looking forward to you coming  over.” She glanced at her wristwatch. “There’s only an 

hour and a half to go.”  She heard a deep intake of breath from Simon. “About that…” he 

started to say.  “Don’t tell me,” she interrupted. “Something else has come up at the last 

minute.”  “No, it’s not that,” Simon told her, his voice unsteady.  “Then what is it?” she 

demanded. “What’s wrong? Are you OK?”  “I am OK, Corinne.” Simon paused for a 

moment, his breathing hard against the mouth-  piece, and then added, “It’s what you’re 

proposing to do to me when I get to you that isn’t.”  Corinne sat up in her chair. “You have 

reservations?” she asked, keeping her tone level.  “Not about the way I feel about you, 

Corinne,” he said. “But this stuff about being whipped  by you and all the other things you 

were talking about.”  “What about it?”  There followed a long pause. “The thought of it makes 

me feel uncomfortable,” Simon fi-  nally managed to say.  “You’d be a very strange man if it 

didn’t at this stage,” she told him calmly. “It’s no big  deal.”  “No, what I mean is that it… 

well… goes against my nature,” he said haltingly. “Sorry,  Corinne, but I’m not that 

guy.”  “Yes you are,” she said.  Simon took another audible intake of breath. “Well, maybe I 

don’t  want  to be that guy.”  “Has what I’ve done to you so far brought you pleasure?” Corinne asked. “If it hadn’t I as-  sume you’d have told me.”  “Yes, it has brought me pleasure,” he 

acknowledged, “a lot of pleasure.”  “But you don’t want to go any further than that even 

though the thought of being dominated  and disciplined by me in the way I’m proposing turns 

you on so much, makes you feel so much  more alive. Just thinking about it makes your skin 

quiver, doesn’t it?”  “Yes, I grant you, it does.” His voice had picked up a little excitement. 

“But…”  She cut him off abruptly. “But what?”  “I’m…just... not clear.”  “About what, 

Simon?”  “Everything seems to be happening so fast.” His voice tightened as he spoke. “It’s 

all too  much. I feel like I’m on a runaway train.”  “Well, you’re not,” Corinne snapped. “I 

would suggest you’re reluctant to go further simply  because you are reluctant to accept your 

own desires. Am I right?”  There was a moment of silence. “I guess so,” he admitted.  “But 

what’s the alternative, Simon?” she said reasonably. “It is to suppress those desires  rather 

than liberate them.”  “By having you whip me?”  “Yes, and have you submit completely to 

me,” Corinne said. “You know that’s my end  game.”  “And that’s my point,” Simon 

countered. “How can that kind of docile subservience be  liberation? You’ve got things all the 

wrong way round.”  “No I haven’t,” she said. “You’re just being unimaginative and, if I may 

say so, not a little  cowardly.”  “I don’t think I am,” he said defensively.  Corinne’s jaw 

tightened “Look, I’m not going to bandy words with you any longer, Simon,”  she said 

impatiently. “It’s up to you. I’ll expect to see you this evening at the time we agreed.” She   

continued without waiting for an answer, “Here’s the deal. If you come I will take a whip to 

you. If  you don’t then our relationship is over. It’s your choice.”  “But, Corinne…” he started 

to say, but she’d already hung up. 












Chapter Twenty-seven  

 

   Ewan was back in his dark sparsely-furnished room. He lay on the bed, flat on his back 

with  his erection pointing at the ceiling. What Angelica and Lana – both of them clothed in 

those amaz-  ingly seductive outfits of power and pleasure – had done to him in the dungeon 

had been mind-  blowing.  Images of it were circling through his head endlessly: the way 

they’d strapped him spread-  eagled to the St. Andrew’s cross and beaten his ass so severely, 

so exquisitely too; the foot worship  demanded of him by Angelica and the pussy worship by 

Lana. Then there’d been that final thrilling  homage from him that Angelica had wanted.  He 

could see himself on his knees tonguing her anal hole, pressing his tongue deep into the  tight 

sheath of muscle. The thought of it made him tremble with excitement. In his mind’s eye 

he  could see it all so clearly: his face buried in the softness of Angelica’s backside, his tongue 

pushing  in and out of her anus as her fingers did the same between the lips of her 

pussy.  Involuntarily, he reached down and touched his hard cock, almost climaxing right 

there and  then. The images inside his head were incredibly vivid and strong, the desire raging 

within him  powerfully erotic. Ewan immediately snatched his hand away from his erection. 

He knew he wasn’t  allowed to masturbate at Punishment Manor unless instructed to do so by 

one of the Mistresses.  Lana had made a point of emphasising that particular rule to him when 

she’d given him his initial  briefing in the office. There was no way he would disobey…  He 

didn’t complete the thought. At that moment the door to his room was flung open and  there 

stood Angelica. The dominatrix was still in the skintight black leather micro-minidress 

and  long high-heeled boots she’d had on in the dungeon. She closed the door behind her and 

strode  across the room.  Gazing accusingly in the direction of his huge erection, she asked, 

“Have you been mastur-  bating, slave?”  “No I haven’t, Mistress,” he stated unequivocally, 

starting to get up.  “Stay where you are,” she demanded.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and he put 

his head back on the pillow.  Angelica sat on the edge of the bed and looked at him. “You 

haven’t even touched your erec-  tion since you’ve been back in your room, slave?” she 

probed, her lips pursed  Ewan tried to swallow but found his throat was dry. He gave a little 

cough. “I did just touch  it once, Mistress,” he confessed. “I did it without thinking and once 

I’d realised what I’d done I im-  mediately stopped.”  Angelica reached across the bed and let 

her hand find his erection. “Don’t let it happen  again,” she told him sternly, slapping hard the 

bulbous head of his cock.  “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan said, wincing at the biting pain.  There was 

a silence for a few seconds. Then she said, “But I haven’t come here to punish  you, 

slave.”  He blinked. “No, Mistress?”  “No, I’ve come here to reward you for the most 

impressive way you conducted yourself in  the dungeon earlier,” Angelica said with a smile. 

She reached out and touched her cool fingers to  his brow.  “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, 

resisting the impulse to grab her hand and shower her  fingers with worshipful kisses.  She 

cocked her head to one side, smiling once more. “Know how I’m going to reward 

you,  slave?”  “No, Mistress,” he whispered as he gazed at the imposing dominatrix – a 

woman who  would be the object of desire of any submissive man and certainly was of 

his.  “Thought I might wank you,” Angelica said, giving him a hot look. “Would you like 

that,  slave?”  Ewan gulped. “I’d love that, Mistress,” he said excitedly. Pre-cum fluid was 

seeping from the  slit of his shaft and dripping onto his belly. He could feel the pressure on his 

balls, on the edge of   

climax even before Angelica had begun to do what she’d promised.  Ewan sighed breathlessly 

as she took hold of his hard cock. The shape of its veins pulsed  beneath her fingertips as she 

worked her palm over it, bringing her hand up and down both rhyth-  mically and quickly. 

Within moments Ewan had closed his eyes and was squirming, his hands  clutching at the bed 

as waves of overwhelming desire cascaded through him.  He moaned and shuddered in 

cataclysmic release as hot cum burst copiously from his  aching, pulsing erection. Ewan 

ejaculated in great bursting spasms, gushing out a deluge of sticky  wetness. He bucked and 

writhed as Angelica continued with the up-down motion of her fist, pump-  ing out every last 

drop of his spunk.  When she’d removed her hand from his spent shaft she slapped his face 

even more force-  fully than Lana had done earlier. “I don’t remember giving you permission 

to come, slave,” she  scolded.  “I’m terribly sorry, Mistress,” Ewan whimpered, clutching his 

burning face and looking  down at his cum-spattered body. His belly glistened with pools of 

thick creamy semen.  “Put your hand back by your side like the other one, slave,” she 

commanded, ‘and don’t  move from that position.’  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and straightaway 

did as he’d been told.  Ewan watched silently as Angelica scooped up one of the thickest 

droplets of spunk off his  stomach and slowly brought it to his mouth. “Lick all this off my 

fingers and swallow it down,  slave,” she ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan replied, a quaver in 

his voice. Trembling with humiliated delight, he  licked her fingers clean. As he did so he 

swallowed, the taste of his own orgasm filling his mouth  and sliding down his 

throat.  Angelica then took her fingers from his lips, slapped him smartly round the face again, 

and  scooped up another glistening pool of spunk from his body. She brought her fingers back 

to his  lips. “You know what you need to do now, slave,” she informed him gleefully, “just 

like I think you  must know the way the rest of this is going to go until you’ve swallowed 

every last drop of the copi-  ous amount of cum you ejaculated.” She paused. “Think of it all 

as a valuable lesson learned.” 










Chapter Twenty-eight 

 

    “You made it then,” Corinne said when Simon arrived at her apartment. He looked 

worried:  his face pale and drawn, his forehead beaded with perspiration.  “I made it,” he 

replied flatly.  Corinne’s beautiful body looked stunning in a tight black leather dress with a 

plunging neck-  line. The dress was very short too and beneath it she wore no underwear. Her 

long shapely legs  were accentuated by the shortness of the dress and by the black stiletto-

heeled shoes she had on.  “Come through to the living room,” she said.  When they’d got 

there Simon began wringing his hands nervously. “Here’s where this whip-  ping you intend 

to give me is going to happen, is it?” he said.  “It is,” she replied with a nod.  Simon breathed 

suddenly, almost gasping for air. “I suppose it’s too late to ask you to  reconsider?”  “You’re 

right, it is too late,” she responded calmly. “OK?”  Simon nodded and subsided into a tense 

silence. He stood waiting, trembling slightly with  apprehension. “What do you want me to 

do?” he asked  Corinne smiled. “First and foremost I want you to trust me, really trust me,” 

she said. “Do  you?”  He looked at her thoughtfully for a moment. “Yes, I do,” he replied, and 

as soon as he said  the words he felt his anxiety start to ease. And with that, his cock began to 

awaken, the warmth of  an erection stiffening beneath his trousers.  Corinne reached across 

and pressed her fingers firmly over the pronounced bulge, gently  massaging it. “Know what I 

want you to do now?” she said, giving him a sexy smile.  “What’s that?” His voice was 

trembling.  “I want you to take off all your clothes,” she said. “Do it right this minute,” she 

added. And  he did, his hands shaking as he fumbled with the clothing he was removing as 

fast as he could.  Once Simon was naked Corinne took hold of the thick length of his cock. 

“Very nice,” she  said in a husky voice. She rubbed his erection softly, relishing the skin 

under her fingertips as she  stroked her hand slowly back and forth. She continued teasing and 

stroking his erection, tantalising  it with lingering caresses.  Simon let out a low moan of 

desire, his eyes half closed as the pleasure pulsed through him.  For a while Corinne just 

touched and caressed his shaft, moving her hand as the mood took her.  She took her time, 

enjoying her control of the compliant and thoroughly aroused man before her.  She could feel 

Simon’s shaft throb and pulse as it was teased, moistness oozing from its tip.  Corinne knew 

Simon’s excitement was growing by the second and began to stroke his  aching shaft harder, 

flicking her thumb over its cum-slit. She pulled at his hardness ever more  vigorously, making 

it strain so much within her grasp that she knew he was on the verge of orgasm.  That was 

when she stopped abruptly and let go of his cock. “I think you’re now ready for  your very 

first whipping,” she announced. “Bend over the table.”  Corinne crossed the room, not 

bothering to look back to see whether Simon had obeyed her  – because she was certain he 

would have done. She opened a drawer and took out a leather whip.  “This is what I’m going 

to beat you with, Simon,” she informed him, and he looked over his  shoulder to see what she 

had in her hand. His eyes focused on the whip, on the stiff handle  Corinne held and the 

thongs of black leather that hung at the business end of the cruel implement  of 

chastisement.  Corinne walked to the other side of the table and he looked ahead again to see 

her. “Do you  want this?” she asked. Her eyes shone as she watched Simon struggle with his 

inner demons.  He shook his head, trying to clear the fog of doubt and denial in his mind. But 

he said noth-  ing.  “A head shake,” Corinne said. “Does that mean you don’t want what I’m 

going to do to  you?”  More silence. 

“Do you want that whipping?” she persisted. “Do you need it?”  “I want it,” he said at last, his 

voice soft. “I need it.”  “And do you want me to be your Mistress?” she asked, deliberately 

laying stress on the last  word.  “I do,” he replied through trembling lips.  “You want to be my 

slave?” Again she deliberately emphasised the last word.  “I do,” he agreed, the same quiver 

in his voice.  “Keep looking to your front,” Corinne ordered, her tone of voice betraying none 

of the emo-  tion she felt at the full weight of what had just passed between them. “And don’t 

utter a sound as I  whip you,” she added, as she moved around the table to get behind him. 

“You can only do that  when you climax.”  For a moment everything was still. Then in one 

fluid motion Corinne’s hand was raised  high. The whip swished sharply through the air 

before biting hard against his rear. Simon remem-  bered Corinne’s words just in the nick of 

time. He caught his cry of pain, swallowed it and let the  sensation blaze through 

him.  Gritting his teeth throughout, he felt the whip land another half a dozen times, every 

strike  burning hotly into his pale white skin. Soon his backside was covered in a lattice of 

painful red  tracks. But not once did he utter a sound.  Corinne beat him with a relentlessness 

that didn’t end until his ecstatic cry of orgasm an-  nounced that it had to. And he spurted out 

wads of warm, silky cum onto the table over which he  was bent. Simon’s body shook and his 

backside ached with the pain of the severe whipping it had  received. Yet he felt transported 

with joy, more alive than he’d ever done before. He felt nothing but  adoration for the woman 

who’d beaten him so cruelly, so  deliciously.  Corinne put the whip aside and stroked his 

punished rear with her soft fingers. “My turn to  climax now,” she said, pulling her fingers 

away from him and pushing them into her sex instead. It  was damp and sticky and she began 

to masturbate feverishly, shivering with pleasure. Soon her fin-  gers became ever wetter 

inside her pussy and she climaxed deliriously, shuddering without control.  Corinne waited a 

few moments, her face still flushed from her orgasm. “Glad you decided to  come over 

tonight?” she asked, removing her fingers from her dripping sex.  Simon felt dazed. “Oh yes,” 

he replied, looking over his shoulder at her in awe. “Best deci-  sion I ever made in my life.” 












Chapter Twenty-nine   

 

Adam and Paul had been left alone in the dungeon by Angelica. Before departing she’d 

posi-  tioned them close to one another, kneeling face to face with their arms by their sides. 

She’d told  them very firmly they weren’t allowed to shift position  at all  in her absence, 

adding that it might be  some time before she returned.  “So,” said Paul as soon as the door to 

the dungeon had shut.  “So,” echoed Adam.  “The last time we were in here together I came in 

your mouth.”  “That’s your idea of small talk, is it?” Adam joked.  Laughing, Paul went on, 

“A great relief it was too after such a long time not being allowed to  climax. I definitely owe 

you one. Was it a first for you?”  “Totally,” Adam said. “You?”  “Totally not,” he said 

emphatically. “I’m bisexual.”  “Ok-ay,” Adam responded slowly  “Also, when I was younger 

I went through a phase when the pendulum swung for a while  more in the direction of the 

prettier members of my own sex,” the blond slave continued. “It didn’t  last long, I must say. 

And when I think back to that period of my life it all seems rather remote and  alien – almost 

as though it happened to someone else, if you know what I mean.”  “I think I do,” replied 

Adam.  “I had no idea it was just a phase of course,” Paul went on. “Equally I had no idea I 

had a  very strong predisposition towards sexual submission and masochism. The last thing I 

imagined  happening to me was that I’d end up becoming a willing personal slave to a 

lifestyle dominatrix. My  God, I’ve come such a long way since that stage in my life. With 

hindsight, I think a lot of what I  was doing sexually back then was essentially about 

narcissism.”  “Self-love,” said Adam. “It was all about you, you mean?”  “That’s too often 

been the case with me, I must admit,” Paul replied ruefully. “Always think-  ing about number 

one in some way or another.”  “Sounds like you’re being a bit hard on yourself,” Adam 

said.  “I beg to differ,” said Paul.  “Anyway, going back to that time in your life,” said Adam, 

a glint of inquisitiveness in his  eyes, “would you mind talking about it now while we’re here 

with time on our hands?”  Paul shrugged. “I suppose not.”  “What sort of things did you get 

up to?” Adam prompted. “What sticks in your mind the  most?”  Paul thought about Adam’s 

question for a while before answering, “Well, at one point I was  very close to a hedonistic 

young guy called Steve. He was blond like me but with softer features.  His gentle appearance 

belied how sexually adventurous he was, that was for sure. Before Steve and  I hooked up 

he’d had a really full-on relationship with a guy called Keith. And that got even heavier  when 

Keith bought someone else – Luke was his name – into their sex sessions.  “They’d had some 

fantastic threesomes, Steve told me. But the trouble was it had become  clear after a short time 

that Keith favored Luke over him. It might only have been novelty value but it  made Steve 

jealous. He split up with Keith …”  “And you got Steve on the rebound from his relationship 

with Keith, I suppose,” interjected  Adam.  “That’s about the strength of it,” Paul replied. 

“And that was fine by me. There was a real  chemistry between the two of us and for a while 

we were fairly inseparable. However Steve had  developed a fascination with group sex after 

his time with Keith, saying he loved the sheer deca-  dence of encounters like that. Before 

long he suggested we get it together with Keith and Luke.”  Adam raised his eyebrows. “A 

foursome?”  Paul nodded. “That was the idea,” he said. “But things didn’t exactly go 

according to plan –  as I’ll go on to explain, if you like.”  “Please do,” said Adam with 

enthusiasm. “You’ve got me really interested now.” 

“Well, after Steve had set everything up with him, he and I went round to Keith’s place,” 

Paul  continued. “It was a glorious day in August, as I recall. Not a cloud in the sky. The 

house was really  nice – Art-deco and spacey – and had an outside pool that wasn’t 

overlooked at all by the neigh-  boring properties.  “As soon as Keith opened the front door to 

us I could see why Steve had been drawn to him.  He was darkly handsome and in great shape 

too. His body was lean and tanned and looked very  good in the ultra-brief black Speedos he 

had on. Then I caught sight of Luke. Damn, he looked hot!  Everything about him attracted 

me. Of slightly Oriental appearance, he had longish shiny black hair,  beautiful skin, a soft 

full mouth and amazingly blue eyes. He also had a slim hairless body and, like  Keith, was in 

small tight black Speedos.  “Keith said he and Luke had just been out by the pool, taking the 

sun. Would we like to  come and join them out there for a while? he asked. Steve and I said 

we would but explained we  hadn’t brought any swimming gear with us. That was easily 

rectified, said Keith with a leer, and he  and Luke immediately took their Speedos off. Steve 

and I needed no further encouragement. We  both removed all our clothes, and in a matter of 

moments four horny naked guys were on their way  to the pool area.  “Once out by the pool 

Luke steered me over to a shaded area near the boundary wall where  there was a wooden 

picnic bench. He stood to one side of the bench and immediately reached out  his slender 

wrist, grabbed my cock and began stroking it. Soon afterwards he was on his knees  deep 

throating me.”  “Did Keith and Steve come over and join you?” asked Adam, his eyes bright 

with interest.  Paul nodded. “Yes, but surprisingly they kept to themselves,” he replied. “Steve 

sat down on  the other end of the bench to Luke and me, and Keith knelt down and started 

blowing him. Luke  carried on doing the same to me for a while longer and then got to his 

feet. He turned round and  bent before me, squeezing apart his pert ass cheeks. He and Keith 

were already lubed up, he told  me loudly enough for Steve to hear. I needed no further 

encouragement and slowly eased my cock  into Luke’s rear, entering it deeply. I began to fuck 

him in the ass, taking my time and relishing  every second of it. Meanwhile Keith had bent 

over on the other end of the bench and Steve began to  butt-fuck him too, immediately going 

at it hard and furious.  “I decided to follow Steve’s lead and started pounding away as well 

until I climaxed, spurting  powerfully. I filled Luke’s anus with my spunk, while he bought 

himself off onto his hand. Steve  withdrew from Keith who sat back down on the bench. Steve 

started masturbating and Keith did  too. Keith pulled himself off and at the same time that he 

climaxed Steve did as well, ejaculating  abundantly over his ex-lover’s torso.  “The two of 

them then sat together and kissed with such intense passion it was obvious to  me they now 

only had eyes for each other – again! But it didn’t matter as it turned out. By the end of  that 

afternoon, Steve was well and truly back to being Keith’s main squeeze, it was true. But I 

had  the incredibly pretty Luke as my new partner. Fair exchange is no robbery, as the saying 

goes. So, it  was a happy ending for all concerned.”  A moment passed and the two kneeling 

men looked at each other.  “That was quite a story,” said Adam whose cock had grown erect 

during Paul’s salacious ac-  count.  “You liked it?” Paul’s shaft had also stiffened during the 

telling of his steamy tale.  Adam tilted his head. “I did like your story, Paul. But was it just 

that: a story?” He wasn’t  sure he bought the way everything had got neatly tied up at the end 

like that. It had sounded per-  haps a little too pat. And hadn’t Luke been a bit too 

conveniently smooth-skinned and pretty?  Wouldn’t you make up a character like that if the 

audience for your tall tale was a heterosexual man?  Had Paul simply been spinning him a 

sexy yarn to kill time?  Paul looked taken aback. “I’m a lot of things I’m not proud of,” he 

replied through clenched  teeth. “But I’m not a liar.”  “Sorry,” Adam said, feeling hot with 

shame. How ironic it was, he thought guiltily, that he of  all people should have made such an 

insulting inference. He reached out and put a placatory hand  on Paul’s shoulder. “I don’t 

know why I said that. It was completely uncalled for.”  Paul exhaled. “Forget it, water under 

the bridge and all that,” he said, gathering himself. “We  were told not to shift at all, 

remember?” he added quickly, bringing his hand to Adam’s to push it  away. “Let’s not screw 

up.”  But they already had. At that very instant the dungeon door flew open and Angelica, 

stunning  in a shiny black leather catsuit and stilettos, strode in. The expression on her face 

told the two  slaves immediately that they were in real trouble. 














Chapter Thirty  

 

   Angelica marched over to the two kneeling men. “You were instructed not to move, 

slaves.”  She didn’t raise her voice as she spoke but her eyes were fired with anger. “I 

couldn’t have made it  any clearer to you both if I’d tried.”  “It was all my fault, Mistress,” 

Adam said, blurting out the words. “Paul’s not to blame.”  Angelica turned her blazing gaze 

directly towards Adam. “What do you mean by that, slave?”  “I upset Paul by saying 

something foolish, Mistress,” he explained. “Once I realised what I’d  done I apologised and 

touched his arm when I was doing that. He was pushing my arm away when  you 

returned.”  Angelica looked skeptical. “Is that actually true, slave? After all, it’s far from 

unknown for  your assertions to be anything of the kind.”  “I’d swear to it on a stack of bibles, 

Mistress,” Adam replied passionately.  Angelica turned to Paul, looking at him through 

narrowed eyes. “And you attest to all this  stuff about him upsetting you and the rest of it, do 

you, slave?”  He nodded. “I do, Mistress.”  “So it was basically all his fault, was it?”  “Yes, 

Mistress,” replied Paul quietly.  “Get to your feet, slave,” she told him, and he did. His cock 

remained rigidly erect.  “I can see how  upset  you are, slave,” Angelica commented 

sarcastically as she reached out  for his erection. The contact was like an electric shock to 

him. She began to masturbate Paul slowly.  He sighed as his shaft was stroked and caressed 

by the dominatrix before she suddenly slapped it  away.  “Fetch me that thick leather strap 

there at the end of the rack, slave,” Angelica ordered Paul,  gesturing with the hand with 

which she’d just been masturbating him.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and padded off to collect 

the implement. While he was doing that  Angelica got Adam to position himself on all fours 

and she stood behind him.  After Paul had handed her the leather strap he stood back upon her 

further instruction.  Angelica then addressed Adam again. “I’m going to punish you with 

twelve strokes of the strap,  which I want you to count out, slave,” she told him.  Angelica 

lifted the strap and held it high above her head, letting the moment stretch while  she feasted 

her eyes on the sight of Adam’s muscular rear cheeks. He hardly dared breathe as he  waited 

for her first strike to fall. Then the strap whistled through the air and snapped down hard 

on  his backside. He exhaled heavily before calling out, “One, Mistress.”  Angelica’s next 

strike was even harsher. She swung the strap down as hard as she could.  “Two, Mistress,” 

Adam cried out, feeling the full sting of the strap as it lashed down onto his 

back-  side.  There was a pause before the next stroke, during which time Paul’s eyes were 

drawn to the  two lines of redness striped across Adam’s rear cheeks. The third and fourth 

strokes were counted  out by Adam, the red stripes standing out distinctly against the paleness 

of his skin. From where  Paul stood he could see that Adam’s cock had hardened even more. 

It was evident that the thrash-  ing he was in the process of receiving had done nothing to 

dampen his sexual excitement, quite the  reverse.  As the number of strokes continued to be 

counted out by Adam, the red lines gradually  began to merge, tanning his backside and upper 

thighs scarlet. At last Angelica delivered her twelfth  blow, Adam counted it with a gasp, and 

his beating came to an end, leaving an echoing silence in  the dungeon.  The dominatrix 

looked down for a moment, her feline green eyes gleaming with excitement  as she enjoyed 

the view of what her exertions had created. Adam’s body shook; the cheeks of his  blazing 

backside quivered. She reached down and massaged those trembling reddened 

cheeks,  checking the full extent of the punishment she’d inflicted upon them.  “Now that’s 

what I call a damn good beating,” she pronounced, apparently satisfied with the  treatment she 

had meted out to Adam. She stopped stroking his rear and stood upright again. 

She went over to Paul and touched his stiff cock once more. “Enjoyed watching that, did  you, 

slave?”  Paul’s face flushed with embarrassment but he did not reply, instead making a little 

helpless  gesture.  “Answer my question, slave,” the dominatrix snapped impatiently, drawing 

a contrite look  from Paul.  “I’m afraid to say I did enjoy it, Mistress,” he said.  She 

considered Paul for a moment, her head slightly on one side. “But because Adam has  taken 

full responsibility for your transgression, slave,” she suggested, eyeing him thoughtfully, 

“am  I right that there’s a part of you that’s hoping you won’t be punished yourself?”  There 

 is, he thought.  It’s the part of me that’s terrified of being thrown out of the Manor and 

 los-  ing Mistress Mandy for good as a result. “Yes, Mistress,” was all he said.  Angelica 

glared at him. “Are you serious, slave?” she said in a harsh tone. “I told you not to  shift from 

the position I’d put you in. You did shift from that position. End of story. You’ll have to  take 

the consequences. I intend to treat you exactly the same as Adam.”  And you’re clearly not 

 proposing to throw Adam out, Paul said to himself in utmost relief.  I  mean,  w hy would you? “Get down onto all fours about six feet to the front of Adam,” Angelica demanded. “I 

want  you to count out the strokes I deliver, just like he did.”  Once Paul was in position and 

the dominatrix was too she did not delay. The leather strap  hissed through the air, the snap of 

impact loud. The blow momentarily knocked the wind out of  Paul. “One, Mistress,” he cried 

out.  The red impact of Angelica’s first precisely aimed blow to Paul’s backside was a vivid 

track.  Adam looked at it from his own position on all fours, watching the welt raise on his 

fellow slave’s  skin. He could well imagine the pulses of sensation it had caused in 

Paul.  “Good start, Adam,” Angelica reported, turning to look at him. “Just think,” she added 

re-  proachfully,  tauntingly, “it’s all your fault.”  Angelica turned back and brought the strap down on Paul’s rear cheeks again, with the same  power and aim as her first stroke. “Two, 

Mistress,” he cried out. His skin was coloring rapidly, the  two strap marks almost parallel 

across his behind. Angelica allowed him no time for recovery. She  issued the next two 

merciless strokes in quick succession, swishing the strap and striking hard.  “Three, Mistress,” 

he cried. “Four, Mistress.” He’d begun to shake uncontrollably by this point.  Part of Adam 

wanted to turn away from the chastisement Angelica was delivering to Paul’s  backside 

because of its sheer severity and yet he was drawn to it for the same reason, aware of 

the  ambiguity of his own reaction to what he was viewing. Despite his sympathy for Paul and 

the guilt  he felt because he’d been the direct cause of the punishment he was receiving, Adam 

could not re-  sist the desire and the excitement he felt. His heart beat like a drum and his shaft 

throbbed.  Just as Adam could not control his physical reaction to what he was viewing Paul 

could not  control the red heat that now covered his rear or the pulse of his own stiff erection. 

What the blond  slave was experiencing was like a drug to him, stunning his mind as much as 

his body. Each of  Angelica’s savage blows bathed his brain in another flood of 

endorphins.  As the whiplash of sound continued resonating around the dungeon Paul carried 

on count-  ing out his punishment in anguished cries. The shaking he’d experienced before 

had stopped to be  replaced by something close to ecstasy. His rear became marked with more 

and more lines, each  one merging with the others with a burning heat that seemed to radiate 

sexual excitement.  “Twelve, Mistress,” counted Paul finally and the beating 

stopped.  Angelica strode over to the rack and returned the strap. She looked over at the two 

punished  backsides on display before her and found the view immensely erotic.  “Get to your 

feet, then come and stand before me, slaves,” she said, and they both immedi-  ately did as 

instructed.  Angelica brought one hand to Adam’s erection and the other to Paul’s and began 

mastur-  bating the two priapic slaves. Both men were deeply thrilled by what she was doing 

but at the same  time very nervous. They hardly dared to think about where this latest move of 

Angelica’s might be  leading.  “Neither of you are allowed to come unless and until I say so, 

slaves,” she instructed stern-  ly, continuing to masturbate them both in a regular rhythm. 

Their erect cocks throbbed within her  pumping fists, pre-cum fluid seeping from their slits 

onto her fingers.  Angelica stirred the two men to increasing paroxysms of delight with her 

busy hands until…  “I want you both to come now, slaves,” she demanded. And they did 

instantly and simultaneously.  Their orgasms exploded and white semen spurted from their 

throbbing shafts over her fingers.  “You know what you have to do now, slaves,” she said, 

showing them the fingers of both  hands, wet with the sticky juice she had milked from their 

cocks.  “Yes, Mistress,” they replied in unison.  Angelica raised her fingers to their lips and 

watched them lick away the wetness. “I decided  to treat you both equally,” she said. “Think 

what you’d have missed if I hadn’t, Paul,” she added,  gazing right into his eyes as he licked 

his jism from her fingers. “Perhaps you shouldn’t have been   quite  so ready to let Adam take 

all the blame.” 












Chapter Thirty-one  

 

   Lydia, magnificent in her nudity, burst into Jake’s room in such a dramatic way it sent a 

jolt  of panic through him. “Stand up, slave,” snapped the crop-haired, olive-skinned 

dominatrix.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, immediately getting to his feet.  “Mistress Angelica has 

agreed to your request to see her,” Lydia told him. “Actually you’ll be  seen by both Mistress 

Angelica and Mistress Lana.”  Jake rubbed the back of his shaven skull. “That’s great, 

Mistress,” he replied breathlessly.  He felt relief tinged with nerves.  Lydia stared at him. “Oh 

you think it’s great, do you, slave?” she said darkly, her tone sug-  gesting his nervousness 

was actually more justified than any sense of relief on his part.  Jake suddenly felt weak. 

When he’d decided to ask for a meeting with Angelica it had seemed  like the right thing to do 

and the right time to do it. But now he was afraid that in making the re-  quest he had 

unwittingly broken some important rule at the Manor.  “Follow me, slave,” Lydia demanded. 

She turned on her heels and padded across the room  to the door, her sexy curves swaying 

away from Jake. He chased after the comely naked dominatrix  and followed her along the 

silent corridor.  Lydia tapped on the office door and went in. A second later she was out again 

and gesturing  for Jake to go in. Taking a deep breath he entered the office but she did not join 

him.  Lana, her face coldly impassive, stood by the desk, which was occupied by Angelica 

who  wore an expression of equally icy untouchability. Both women had on identical red 

leather catsuits  that were extremely tight and low cut. They also wore stiletto-heeled shoes of 

the same color.  Angelica raised her arm and beckoned Jake with her hand. “Come over here, 

slave,” she di-  rected, her voice emotionless.  “Yes, Mistress,” Jake whispered, bowing 

deliberately. He looked down at the floor as he  padded over to stand before her.  “You 

wanted to see me, slave,” Angelica said.  “I did, Mistress,” he murmured hesitantly. He gazed 

up at her, his eyes seeking direction  from her expressionless countenance.  “Well, don’t look 

so nervous about it,” she responded with a smile, losing the iciness she  had been 

projecting.  Jake smiled back instantly, gratified by the friendly smile and taking it as a sign 

that he had  not after all made a gigantic faux pas in asking for the meeting.  “Tell me why 

you wanted to see me, slave,” Angelica went on.  “Mistress Fay sent me here because my 

courage failed me and I refused to go to the Pando-  ra’s Box Femdom club and have various 

humiliating things done to me there by strangers, Mis-  tress,” he began. “You and your 

fellow Mistresses very effectively showed me the error of my ways  the first day I 

arrived.”  “And have been continuing to do so ever since,” Lana cut in. “We’ve done all sorts 

of de-  lightfully kinky stuff to you involving all kinds of outrageous scenarios, haven’t 

we?”  Jake nodded vigorously. “All sorts, Mistress,” he agreed, “all kinds. I am so grateful for 

it  all.”  “But,” Lana interrupted again. “There must be a ‘but’ coming here.”  “You think 

we’ve perhaps exhausted our repertoire, is that it?” Angelica asked, exchanging  an amused 

glance with Lana.  Jake looked embarrassed. “Absolutely not, Mistress,” he stated. “I would 

never suggest such  a thing.”  “You reckon there’s all sorts of other weird shit we could do to 

you, don’t you: more de-  bauchery, more debasement?” said Lana. “And you’d kind of like 

us to, yes? The thought of it both  scares and thrills you so much that you find it off-the-chart 

arousing. Am I right?”  “Yes, Mistress.” he confessed guiltily.  “So why on earth are you 

here?” asked Anita  Jake bit his lip and shifted anxiously. “Because I think I’ve learned my 

lesson, Mistress.” 

“But you could not possibly know,” Angelica pointed out, looking squarely into his 

eyes.  “How could you conceivably know what depravities Mistress Fay may want to submit 

you to at  Pandora’s Box – or wherever else she chooses – once you’ve been returned to 

her?”  “I don’t, Mistress,” he admitted. “I see what you mean.”  “If she came up with 

something she wanted you to do but you refused to do it like you did  before she’d hardly 

thank us,” Lana commented, turning to Angelica who nodded sagely. “She  might even 

conclude that your stay here had been a gigantic waste of money.”  “Is this really all about the 

fact that you’re missing her, slave?” Angelica asked directly.  Jake hung his head and thought. 

“Yes, Mistress,” he replied softly. “I guess it is. I am de-  voted to Mistress Fay utterly and 

completely, you see. And I’m, well,  pining  for her.”  There was silence for a moment, and 

then Angelica rose from behind her desk. “I’m sorry  but I do not feel inclined to agree to 

your request, slave,” she told him. “My view is that you should  continue to accept the full 

rigors of our treatment of you here at Punishment Manor until  we, not  you, consider you’re 

ready to return to Mistress Fay.” She paused, turning to her deputy. “But what  do you think, 

Lana? I’d welcome a second opinion on the matter.”  “I entirely concur with your view,” Lana 

said, sitting back behind the desk Angelica had va-  cated. “There is not the slightest doubt in 

my mind. Why did Mistress Fay send Jake to Punishment  Manor? Because his courage failed 

him. Why has he asked to be released at this time? Same answer  when it comes right down to 

it.”  Angelica turned to Jake. “What do you say to that, slave?”  “You are both right about 

everything, of course, Mistress,” he replied.  “That’s it settled then, slave,” Angelica said, 

staring into his eyes again. “You are going to  have to be patient and carry on doing what is 

demanded of you here. We will continue to expect  complete submission from you. Are you 

clear about that?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “The slightest sign of defiance or disobedience from you 

will not only be severely punished  but will result in your stay here being further extended,” 

Angelica warned, her face deadly serious  and her green eyes shining with power.  “You 

won’t transgress, will you, slave,” Lana interjected.  “I won’t, Mistress, I promise,” he 

whispered.  “Worship my feet, slave,” Angelica then directed, pointing to her steel-tipped 

high heels.  Jake immediately sank to his knees, his eyes fixed on the shiny red leather. His 

heart and  shaft throbbed, each with their own rhythm, as he crawled forward to do Angelica’s 

bidding. 












Chapter Thirty-two  

 

   The door to Ewan’s room opened and he heard the shuffle of bare feet in the darkness. 

The  young slave lay on top of the bed, pensive but excited too. So this was it, he thought, his 

heart  pounding against his chest. This was the first of the nocturnal visits he’d been told to 

expect while  here at the Manor.  He’d been looking forward to the start of these with a sense 

of excitement mixed with dread  from the moment Lana had told him about them. “Such visits 

are all part of the regime at Punish-  ment Manor, slave,” she’d said. “So be prepared.” Her 

words had become imprinted on his mem-  ory and he felt a tremor of anticipation whenever 

he brought them to mind.  “You awake, slave?” said a voice he did not recognise.  “I am, 

Mistress,” Ewan replied, his voice shaking as he sat up.  “My name is Mistress Lydia,” she 

said, “and I have not come alone.” Ewan could see several  silhouettes, no more than dark 

shadows barely illuminated by a little light in the corridor. “I am  stark naked here in the 

darkness and so are my three companions,” Lydia went on. “But none of us  has come empty-

handed.”  Ewan’s cock started to thicken at her words. “I see, Mistress,” he managed to reply 

after several beats of silence.  “Actually you  don’t  see and we don’t want you to either, 

slave,” Lydia said, a cutting edge to  her voice, “even though I’m about to switch on the 

light.”  “Mistress…” he mumbled in confusion.  “Shut your eyes and don’t open them until I 

tell you to,” she snapped. “Understood, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, promptly closing 

his eyes.  Before Ewan had a chance to react, his mouth and nose were covered with a leather 

hood  and he could hardly breathe. Then he realised the hood that had been put over his head 

and deftly  zipped into place had nose holes and a mouth hole. The hood blocked his vision 

completely  though. He found this out when Lydia told him he could open his eyes – because 

it made no differ-  ence when he did this. All he could see was the blackness of the leather 

hood.  “Open your mouth, slave,” Lydia said.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied before pressing his 

lips against the edge of the leather hood’s  mouth hole.  “Which gag should we use on him, I 

wonder,” a voice said a moment later.  “We’ve brought a red rubber ball gag and a black 

leather tongue gag, slave,” another voice  explained.  “Why don’t we let him choose?” 

suggested another voice in a mocking tone, prompting  laughter from the assembled 

Mistresses.  “A novel suggestion I actually think we ought to take seriously,” Lydia remarked 

when the  laughter had died down. “Are we all agreed?”  There were murmurs of approval all 

round after which Lydia said, “Well, slave, which gag is  it to be?”  It was an easy decision 

for Ewan to make as he hadn’t the slightest idea what a tongue gag  actually was. “The ball 

gag, Mistress,” he told her, and in no time the red ball was forced into his  open mouth and 

between his teeth.  Lydia buckled it behind the hood. “Put your head back on the pillow,” she 

ordered, and he  obeyed. He was feeling extremely aroused by now – and was aware that it 

showed.  Once Ewan was flat on his back again Lydia said, “I am a little reluctant to give you 

your next  instruction, slave. And I’ll tell you why that is. It’s because your big beautiful cock 

is nice and hard  and I for one am enjoying looking at it and all that pre-cum leaking from its 

tip. It’s a delectable  sight and gazing at it is making my thighs grow wet.”  “Mine too,” said 

one of the other Mistresses.  “And mine,” said another.  “Mine as well,” said a third. “Gazing 

at his hard-on is – how should I describe it? – a lubri-  cation-fest for all four of us.” 

“Tempting though it is to go further,” Lydia said, pumping his erection and lightly 

slapping  his balls for a moment or two, “I guess we’d better stick broadly to the plan.” She 

paused. “Anyway,  here goes,” she went on with a mock sigh of resignation. “I –  we – want 

you to turn over onto your  stomach now and spread your legs.”  “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan tried 

to say through the ball gag, but the muffled sounds that came  out of his mouth were 

incomprehensible.  “Don’t try to speak again, slave,” Lydia told him as he turned over on his 

belly, thighs apart.  “It’s futile.”  “Only an inexperienced slave would even try to speak once 

he was ball-gagged like that,”  said one of the Mistresses, sounding rather 

contemptuous.  “Well, that’s exactly what he is, don’t forget. He’s a novice,” Lydia replied. 

“Lift your hips,  slave,” she added. “I’m going to put what we call a ‘positioning cushion’ 

underneath you.”  The black leather cushion she placed beneath him had the effect of forcing 

his backside up  and slightly open and his leather-covered face flat against the pillow.  Unable 

to see through the darkness of the hood, rendered dumb by the ball gag and ob-  scenely 

exposed by the positioning cushion and his spread thighs, Ewan delighted in the feeling 

of  submission his bondage invoked. It sent a wave of surrender washing over him. He felt 

utterly  powerless, totally vulnerable, and it made him tremble with desire.  It was of course 

the case that his arms and legs had not been bound but it made not the  slightest difference to 

him as he was fully,  thrillingly  compliant. He had no will to resist whatsoever.  Ewan was 

totally under the control of a group of naked dominatrixes, the name of only one of  whom he 

knew but not one of whom he had ever even seen. And it felt wonderful. He reveled in 

the  submissive bliss wading through him.  One hand stroked the inside of his left thigh 

slowly and sensually and another hand did the  same to his right thigh. A third hand gently 

stroked the cheeks of his rear. And while this was going  on he heard appreciative comments 

from the women about his body and what a fine young spec-  imen of a slave he was.  “I’d 

like to beat his gloriously spankable ass,” said the Mistress who was stroking his back-  side. 

Then she lifted her hand and brought it down across both cheeks with a single sharp 

smack.  “And I’d like to butt-fuck him,” said Lydia.  “Why don’t we let him choose again?” 

said one of the other Mistresses, and there were  more murmurs of approval.  “This letting-

him-choose thing is turning into something of a theme,” Lydia commented  with a chuckle. “I 

quite like it. How about you, slave. Nod if you like it?”  He nodded keenly.  “So what’s it to 

be, slave?” Lydia asked. “Nod if you’d like to be fucked in the ass by me and  shake your 

head if you don’t and would prefer to be spanked.”  Another enthusiastic nod.  “Before I 

harness on my strap-on, slave,” said Lydia, “I’m going to put on a latex glove,  slather it with 

lube and prepare you for your butt-fucking.”  After several moments of excited anticipation 

Ewan felt Lydia tease a single latex-covered fin-  gertip, slick with lubricant, around the rim 

of his asshole. After that she introduced two then three  fingers, snaking them inside to slide 

the cold slippery substance into the depths of him. Soon Lydi-  a’s fingers were knuckle-deep 

and buried as far as they would go. There was pain at the violation  but pleasure that made 

him moan into his ball gag as the heavily greased fingers slid in and out of  his anal 

hole.  Then the fingers were removed and Ewan found himself grabbed by the waist and his 

back-  side pulled up further, opening him even more over the leather positioning cushion. He 

felt over-  whelmed by the desire surging through him as he contemplated what would happen 

to him next.  Then something cold and hard touched the crack of his rear. He felt his anal hole 

envelope  the head of a dildo as Lydia slipped the long smooth cock-substitute against it and 

began to push  in. Lydia’s hips made three or four slow thrusts, gliding the dildo smoothly in 

and out, before she  did a harder thrust all the way inside. He tried to cry out but nothing came 

through the ball gag  except much the same muffled sounds he’d emitted before, which 

merged with the sounds of his  pleasure.  The images in Ewan’s head were breathtakingly 

erotic. In his mind’s eye he could picture  himself as he was now: leather-hooded and ball-

gagged, his raised spread ass being vigorously  fucked by a dominatrix naked apart from the 

strap-on dildo jutting from her groin. He could feel her  grinding the hardness of her artificial 

cock into his anal passage unrelentingly. Each stroke, each  forward thrust made him feel 

dizzy with pleasure and he began to grind his erection exquisitely  against the leather cushion 

beneath it.  “Don’t you dare come, slave,” one of the Mistresses demanded.  “Yeah, don’t you 

fucking dare,” another chorused.  “I’m going to though,” announced Lydia deliriously. “I’m 

 so  close.”  Her thrusts became faster and more powerful and she pounded the dildo in again 

and again  with force and fury. At the same time she moaned as the end of the strap-on rubbed 

hard against  her engorged clit. Lydia climaxed suddenly, the wet dildo plunging deep inside 

Ewan’s hole one last  time. As her orgasm slammed into her Lydia’s body tensed and she fell 

forward, her warm breasts  pressing against his back.  “I’m finished with you now, slave,” she 

told Ewan when her orgasm began to subside. She  rested her chin on his shoulder and he 

could feel her hot breath on his neck. “But, as you know,  there are three other naked 

Mistresses in here with me. At least one of them will want to beat you  and  all  of them are 

going to want to use your asshole for their pleasure in the same way I have. And  they are 

going to want to do that until each of them climaxes with as much pleasure as I did too.”  “But 

don’t for one moment think we’ll take pity on you and let you come as well, slave, be-  cause 

we won’t,” said one of the other Mistresses, her voice rasping.  “Only when we’re all sated 

will we leave,” added another, “removing your ball gag and hood  and taking them away with 

us along with everything else we came in here with. You will then be able  to rest your weary 

head and try to sleep.”  “Although sexual frustration may well make such sleep extremely 

difficult to achieve, slave,”  added a third voice, “because you won’t be allowed to climax 

even after we’ve left.”  “But think positively, slave,” Lydia added as she began to slide her 

strap-on dildo out of his  anus. “If Mistress Frieda accepts you as her personal slave, which is 

the end you’re working to-  wards – the end we are  all  working towards – she’s told Mistress 

Angelica she will want to keep you  in chastity for most of the time. Regard your experiences 

tonight as the essential part of your train-  ing here at the Manor that they’re intended to be.” 










Chapter Thirty-three 

 

    Patterns of light danced across the surface of the bathwater in which Corinne was 

immersed, moving with the rhythm of her breathing. Her firm full breasts rose and fell, 

beaded with  droplets of water that cascaded with her movements.  She began to replay what 

had taken place between her and Simon in her bedroom immediately prior to him dutifully 

running this bath for her at her command. Her memory projected the sequence of erotic 

images onto her mind right from when things had started to get interesting. And  she began to 

masturbate...  She and Simon stood face to face, the invisible current of libido between them 

 incredibly pow erful. They were both naked and he had a huge erection. “Kiss my feet,” she 

 said, and he got onto his  knees to obey. Simon brought his lips to her toes, lavishing them 

 with worshipful kisses until she told him  to stop. “I want you to crawl over to the bed and stretch your arms and upper body across the mattress,”  she said, and he did as she’d 

 instructed.  She went to a chest of drawers and took out a leather whip. Holding it in her 

 hand, she walked  over to Simon. She dragged the thongs of the whip back and forth across 

 his backside for a short while.  Then she slowly raised the whip, took aim carefully and 

 slashed it down on his rear. The whip made a  sharp cracking sound when it landed. Simon 

 cried out with pain, his flesh quivering under the impact.  She raised the whip again and 

 brought it down once more, eliciting another cry from him.  Then she started to strike more 

 quickly. Each jolting impact inflicted even more pain on Simon,  and his cries came faster. 

 She paused momentarily before slashing the whip down again, markedly harder  than before. 

 This time he only moaned, and no longer only with pain. She whipped him just as hard  again, 

 three times in quick succession this time, and he moaned some more. By now Simon’s 

 backside  was criss-crossed with red welts. She thrashed his rear until he began shivering 

 uncontrollably with pain…  and pleasure, at which point she stopped all of a sudden and put 

 the whip to one side. “Get onto the middle of the bed and lay face-up,” she ordered. And 

 Simon immediately did as  he’d been told, his eyes glassy, his massive erection jutting from 

 his groin.  She ran her hand over his torso, letting her fingers briefly brush his shaft. Then she climbed onto  the bed and straddled Simon’s hips. Sighing with pleasure, she pressed her sex 

 right up against the hard-  ness of his cock. It sent a thrill of pleasure shuddering through her. 

 She badly wanted that big hard cock  deep inside her. She’d waited long enough for this 

 moment. Hell, they both had.  She guided the smooth glans of Simon’s erection between her 

 labia. Then she slowly lowered her-  self, feeling his shaft pressing up into her sex, inch by 

 inch. It pushed the walls of her vagina apart, pene-  trating her, filling her. “That feels so good,” she declared with a moan, pressing him in all the way before pulling out.  Spreading 

 her legs further, she ground herself down on Simon’s pubic bone. She began rising and 

 falling  urgently on his shaft, wanting to take its hardness repeatedly, endlessly. She slammed 

 her body down on  Simon harder and harder, her breasts bouncing up and down each 

 time.  Soon she was on the point of orgasm and she could tell he was too. She rose up off him, 

 feeling his  cock jerking convulsively against the mouth of her vagina. Then she fell on him 

 one last time, grinding her  clitoris against the base of his shaft. And as she felt her orgasm 

 explode Simon’s climax exploded too, his  shaft gushing thick wads of cum into the depths of 

 her pussy. “That was beautiful,” she said as their orgasms began to subside. “Now go and 

 run me a bath.”  And with that she pulled her body apart from Simon’s, enabling him to go off 

 to the bathroom to obey  her latest instruction…   










Chapter Thirty-four  

 

   Simon watched the ripples in the bathwater created by Corinne’s fingers as she 

mastur-  bated. “Oh, I’m sorry,” he said, his voice breaking the erotic reverie that had 

enveloped the blonde  beauty with its sensual warmth. “The door was open and I thought it 

was OK to come in.”  “It is OK,” she replied, twisting her head round to look into his eyes. “I 

was thinking about  all the things I did to you before you ran me this bath and I was playing 

with myself while I was  doing that,” she added in a matter-of-fact tone. She took her fingers 

from her sex and waved them  lazily at him, droplets of water trickling from her 

hand.  Simon’s cock hardened. “The ultimate compliment,” he said.  Corinne gazed briefly at 

his erection. “What, me finger-fucking myself while thinking about  that,” she responded with 

a smile, “or you getting a hard-on when I tell you?”  He returned her smile. “Both, I 

guess.”  Corinne sat up in the bath. She felt the disturbance of the water pass across her 

shapely  breasts, tremors of warmth across her stiff nipples. She looked at him in silence for a 

while before  asking, “Do you like being my slave?”  Simon nodded. “I do,” he replied 

earnestly. “Being your slave means more to me than any-  thing else.”  Corinne trailed her 

hand back and forth in the warm water. “You will always do what I tell  you to do, won’t 

you?” she said in a tone suggesting she did not believe there was a shadow of  doubt on the 

subject.  “Always,” he assured her immediately.  “You do realise we’re only at the very 

beginning of our Mistress-slave relationship,” she  said, “and I’m going to put the reply 

you’ve just given me to the test at every opportunity from now  on. Are you sure you’re 

prepared to put up with that?”  He swallowed. “I am,” he replied. “But I don’t kid myself it’ll 

be easy.”  “Oh, it’ll never be that,” Corinne promised.  That was perfectly fine, thought 

Simon. As far as he was concerned he was willing to submit  to any torment Corinne wanted 

to subject him to, no matter how painful or humiliating, so long as  she kept him as her 

slave.  “By the way,” Corinne added, “from this point on whenever we are on our own 

together I’ll  generally want you to be as naked as you are now. Is that clear?”  “If that’s what 

you want that’s what I’ll do,” he accepted without complaint.  There was a brief silence 

before Corinne continued, “I want you to address me as ‘Mistress’  for the rest of this 

conversation. Understood,  slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied softly.  “Addressing me that 

way when we’re alone together is something you’ll have to get used to  all too soon,” she 

went on. “Like the nudity rule I just mentioned it will serve as a symbol of your  enslavement 

to me.”  Simon gulped. “I see, Mistress.”  Corinne stood up, letting the water pour from her 

beautiful body. And Simon watched,  enjoying the sight of the warm rivulets running down 

between her breasts and thighs.  She placed a hand on one of her breasts, cupping it and 

flicking a thumb over the peaked  nipple. “What do you think, slave?” she purred, taking her 

other hand and playing it against her  other breast.  “That I wish my hands were where yours 

are, Mistress.”  “Then let it be so, slave,” she said invitingly. “I’ve got other things I want to 

do with my  hands anyway.  Simon began to caress her breasts, massaging the fleshy orbs 

softly and flicking his fingers  across their swollen nipples. His eyes were brimming with 

excitement, his gaze fixed on her expres-  sion of delight at what he was doing to her. Then 

his gaze shifted and he saw what she was doing to  herself.  Corinne had run both her hands 

down her belly to stop at the cleft of her sex. She shivered   

with excitement as she pressed the fingers of one hand deep into her pussy while bringing the 

fin-  gers of the other one to her clit. She breathed heavily, masturbating hard until she 

climaxed with a  shudder.  When her orgasm had subsided she spoke again. “Keep doing what 

you’re doing with your  hands, slave,” she told Simon who was still lovingly massaging her 

breasts and playing with her  nipples. “I have yet another use for my hands.”  With that she 

brought her fingers to his nipples and began to squeeze them, bringing a pres-  sure to the two 

nubs that started as pleasure but turned rapidly to pain… that soon became plea-  sure-pain the 

harder she squeezed.  “Do you like me doing this to you, slave?” she asked, staring at 

him.  Simon replied without hesitation, “Yes, Mistress.”  She let go of his nipples and kissed 

him quickly. “I want to get out of the bath now,” she  said.  “Right, Mistress,” he said, taking 

his hands away from her breasts and helping her out of the  bath.  “Would you like to dry me, 

slave?”  Simon’s heart skipped a beat. “I’d love to, Mistress,” he sighed. “It would be a 

pleasure and  a privilege.” So this was what being a slave was like, he thought. It was a living 

delight.  “This is the easy part of being a slave,” Corinne said as he rubbed the towel over her 

body.  “We’re in the honeymoon period, as it were.”  He looked at her quizzically 

“Mistress?”  “I hope you’re capable of handling what follows as I move our Mistress-slave 

relationship  further forward,” she challenged. “I’m talking, for instance, nipple torture not 

with my soft fingers  but with harsh metal clamps.” She paused for effect. “I’m talking severe 

chastisement. For example,  the whipping I gave you today will be as nothing compared to the 

next one I intend to give you.  You’ll bear the marks of that one for at least a week. Imagine, 

Simon: Your ass will be black and  blue with bruises for all that time.” There was another 

dramatic pause. “I’m talking wax-play, elec-  tro-play, sensory deprivation with blindfolds, 

gags, hoods and the like, prolonged restrictive  bondage, body bags, straightjackets, 

suspension bondage – heavy duty stuff like that.”  Simon bit his lip. “I see, Mistress,” he said, 

putting the towel over a rail.  “I hope you can cope with that sort of thing,” Corinne said. 

“And I’m confident you can.”  Suddenly Simon’s heart was racing, fears and misgivings 

rushing through him. He hoped  he could cope with that sort of thing as well but by no means 

did he share Corinne’s confidence  that he could. 










Chapter Thirty-five  

 

   Adam and Paul found themselves alone again together in the dungeon. The two naked 

men  stood face to face, their wrists leather-manacled to either end of a metal spreader bar that 

hung  from the ceiling by chains. This was how the equally naked Angelica had positioned 

them before  she’d left the dungeon, not telling them when she’d be returning. She had left the 

door ajar, though,  so they both assumed she’d be back quite soon.  “I’m sorry I let you take 

all the blame the last time we were in here,” Paul said.  “That’s OK,” Adam replied 

equably.  Paul shook his head, frowning. “I don’t think it’s OK at all.”  “It worked out all 

right in the end for both of us,” Adam pointed out, “a good deal  more  than  all right in 

fact.”  “That’s true,” Paul said. “But that was no thanks to me.”  Adam met his gaze and held 

it. “Listen to me please, Paul,” he said. “I  was the one in the  wrong, let me remind you.  I’m the one who as good as accused you of being a liar. And the irony of  it is that’s the main 

reason I’m in Punishment Manor. I kept lying to my owner, Mistress Donna,  you see. She 

kept telling me to stop doing it but, like they say, old habits die hard and I didn’t seem  to be 

able to stop. I carried on disobeying her, abusing her trust in that most fundamental of 

ways,  until she forced the issue and it all came disastrously to a head for me.”  “And I’m in 

here mainly because my owner, Mistress Mandy, couldn’t trust me either,”  replied Paul. “In 

my case it was because I kept flagrantly disobeying her chastity rule and jacking  off. And 

why was that? Because I couldn’t help it, I used to tell myself. It was a compulsion I had 

no  control over. But that wasn’t the case. The fact is I did it because I’m so self-indulgent. 

And why’s   that? It’s because I’m so selfish. I’m always behaving as if my needs come first. 

And I did it again  with you.”  “We’re a right pair, aren’t we,” Adam said with a wry 

smile.  Paul smiled back at him. “Aren’t we just,” he agreed, his voice soft.  There was silence 

between the two men for a while, which Adam was the first to break. “I  haven’t lied once 

since I’ve got here, you know,” he said proudly.  “I wish I’d been as sensible,” Paul replied. “I 

made such a gigantic mess of things when I  first got here that I’ve been drinking at the last 

chance saloon ever since. There’ll be no more sec-  ond chances for me at the Manor. That’s 

been made frighteningly clear to me. If I’m thrown out,  which I so easily could be, there’s no 

way Mistress Mandy would take me back. I know that for a  fact. It sends a cold shiver 

running through me whenever I think of it because I’m absolutely crazy  about her. She truly 

is the love of my life, you know. I’d be lost without her, devastated.” He paused  for a 

moment. “And so fucking alone. Nobody could ever fill the void in my life she’d leave. 

No-  body.”  “Which explains why you let me take all the blame the last time,” said 

Adam.  “Still no excuse,” Paul replied. “It was wrong of me not to at least take some share of 

the  blame, for Christ’s sake. Mistress Angelica picked up on that and she was dead right. I 

won’t let you  down again, Adam, I promise.”  “And I won’t let you down again either,” 

Adam said. “If we can both do that maybe we’ve got  a fighting chance of not letting 

 ourselves  down.”  “Sounds good to me,” Paul replied. “I would suggest we shake hands on it 

but...” He looked  up at their manacled wrists.  “Your word is good enough for me.” Adam 

said. “But is my word good enough for you?”  Paul looked at him quizzically. “What do you 

mean?”  “Does my word really have any credibility?” Adam said, “In the past it hasn’t meant 

much  because of all my damned lies.”  “But that’s the point,” Paul said. “It was in the 

past.”  “So my word is good enough for you?” Adam asked.  Paul nodded. “It certainly is,” he 

replied firmly.  And that was as far as they got in sealing their pact because just then Angelica 

came back   

into the dungeon. She was completely naked as before, her beautiful body on full erotic 

display.  The first thing she did was to release the two slaves from the spreader bar to which 

they’d  been manacled. Her second course of action was to go over to the rack where she 

selected a dou-  ble dildo strap-on and a bottle of lubricant.  The dominatrix first inserted the 

internal dildo into the wetness of her sex, letting out a lust-  ful groan of pleasure in the 

process. Then she buckled up the leather harness of the strap-on and  lubricated her external 

dildo – which was as hard as the erections the two slaves both now dis-  played.  “Adam, get 

on all fours,” she ordered briskly. “I want to fuck you in the ass.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he said 

straight away, his voice shaky.  Adam got onto his hands and knees and she positioned herself 

behind him. He waited for  the inevitable, his heart racing and his breathing quickening all the 

while. But Angelica took her own  sweet time.  She stroked his muscular rear sensuously, 

tantalisingly, over and over again, teasing him  unmercifully. Finally she began pushing 

herself against him, ready to enter his anus at any moment.  He lifted his hips slightly in order 

to meet her imminent thrust.  That was when Angelica pushed in. Her strap-on dildo found its 

mark and began to sink  past Adam’s anal entrance. She pushed with a sudden groan, and he 

was impaled on half the dildo.  Then she began to butt-fuck him good and hard. She plunged 

in and out of him, each time going  deeper into his anus.  Soon Angelica had her strap-on 

dildo really deep inside Adam and was thrusting against his  backside, squeezing his hips with 

her hands. She pounded into him ever harder, his sphincter  clamping and possessing with 

each of her powerful thrusts. Adam’s eyes clouded over as Angelica  continued to butt-fuck 

him, moving her strap-on in and out of his anus, harder, faster.  Angelica looked over at Paul. 

“I see your cock’s grown even stiffer while watching me fuck  Adam in the ass, slave,” she 

observed.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied excitedly.  “I want you to make good use of your 

erection now,’ she said. “Stand in front of Adam and  put it in his mouth.”  “Yes, Mistress,” 

he repeated, and did as he’d been instructed.  “Suck him off, Adam,” Angelica then 

demanded. “I want you to make him climax with your  mouth. You’ve done it once before 

and I want you to do it again. Give him an even more energetic  blow job this time too – 

really go for it big-time.”  And that’s what Adam obediently tried to do. In and out he drew 

Paul’s erection, sucking it  down, the entire length swallowing into him. He kept blowing Paul 

as vigorously as possible, mov-  ing his shaft into and out of his mouth fast. At the same time 

Angelica continued enthusiastically  ploughing inside Adam’s anus with her strap-on.  “You 

are not permitted to stop blowing Paul until I’ve climaxed, Adam,” Angelica 

suddenly  announced. “And you are not permitted to climax under  any  circumstances, 

Paul.”  But Adam could tell that, barring some kind of miracle, it was almost certainly already 

too  late for Paul. He had felt his excitement mount to boiling point and knew he was right on 

the very  brink of climaxing.  Paul did his absolute best not to let that happen even at such a 

desperately late stage. His  breathing rapid and shallow and the veins bulging in his neck, he 

strained every sinew to prevent  himself from climaxing. And he succeeded… almost. 

Because it was not a stream of pre-cum that  jetted into Adam’s mouth and that he drew down 

into his throat but the real thing.  As Adam swallowed that cum, he heard Angelica climax. 

Her cry mounted, escalated, be-  came more ecstatic, and drifted away in a moan. Adam 

withdrew Paul’s still erect shaft from his  mouth then. Angelica started to withdraw the dildo 

from his gaping anus at the same time.  “So, did you succeed in making Paul come, Adam?” 

she asked. “Or am I going to have to  punish you savagely for failing to do what I clearly 

instructed you to do?”  Adam’s heart was pounding and his forehead was moist. He felt fear 

slip inside his soul,  overwhelming him: fear both of the level of severe punishment Angelica 

had just threatened but  also that he would be betraying Paul if he actually told her the truth. 

The swirling sensations in his  head made him feel faint.  He looked up at Paul and saw how 

petrified he was even though he was clearly trying ex-  tremely hard not to show it. And the 

urgent swirling inside Adam’s mind stopped. There was clarity  now, the choice he had to 

make sharply focused. There was no longer any other option. The prom-  ise he’d made to 

Paul superseded everything. He must not fail him.  Angelica tapped Adam on the shoulder. 

“Did  you make Paul come, slave?” she asked,  adding sarcastically, “Or didn’t you hear me 

the first time?”  “No I didn’t make him come, Mistress,” he lied, his voice full of 

apprehension.  “Your efforts were futile, huh?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled.  “Think I’ll 

gather a couple of the other Mistresses for this one,” said Angelica, un-  harnessing her strap-

on and putting it aside. “Stay where you are, both of you,” she added before  heading for the 

door, “and don’t utter a word while I’m away, do you hear me – not a single word.”  As soon 

as she’d left the dungeon, Paul, his cock now flaccid, looked down at Adam and  gave him a 

“Thank you” smile that could not have been more heartfelt. Adam smiled back and gave  a 

little “You’re welcome” shrug – which might have been more effective if he hadn’t also been 

shaking like a leaf with fear. 








Chapter Thirty-six  

 

   Adam looked away from Paul and concentrated on stopping himself from shaking, 

which  was not easy. He felt incredibly nervous, his mind full of agitation and disquiet. When 

he’d entered  Punishment Manor he’d been determined to do two things: first, to always obey 

whatever Angelica  or any of the other Mistresses here told him to do and, secondly, to always 

 but always  tell the truth.  He now found himself in a situation where he appeared to have 

failed to do as he’d been  told by Angelica when in reality he hadn’t. And it appeared that way 

because he’d lied about it,  which meant he’d failed to meet that second all-important 

objective. It was a nightmare.  Adam hoped against hope he’d get away with the lie he’d told 

Angelica. But what if he  didn’t? he asked himself, moving still deeper into the dark forest of 

his worries. What if Angelica  somehow got the truth out of him? Then he’d be in even more 

trouble than he already was. But  much worse than this was that he’d be betraying the trust so 

openly given to him by Paul.  That would be likely to have disastrous repercussions for his 

new friend who as a result  would lose Mistress Mandy whom it was clear he worshipped. So 

the stakes were extremely high  for Paul. It was not in Adam’s nature to betray a trust like 

that. He knew he’d never forgive himself if  he did. The guilt he’d be bound to feel afterwards 

would be overwhelming.  I have to stick to my story  here, he told himself with fresh 

resolution.  I simply have to.  Adam then had a momentary flash of panic. In order to try to get him off the hook, what if  Paul told Mistress Angelica what really happened? But no, he 

decided, after pondering the matter  briefly. If he did that it would simply make it doubly bad 

for both of them. Paul was obviously an  intelligent man and would already have worked that 

out for himself.  Adam wished more than anything that he hadn’t got himself into such an 

invidious position.  The trouble was everything had happened so quickly. He’d “swallowed 

the evidence” to borrow the  expression Corinne had used, and he had said what he’d said to 

Angelica. It was too late to turn  back now. He would be doing Paul a huge favor by enduring 

the savage punishment that was about  to come his way, however, and that made it all 

worthwhile. He had to keep telling himself that be-  cause, damn it, it was true.  He was doing 

right by Paul. That was the most important thing when it came right down to  it. Angelica was 

going to make him pay dearly for failing – or apparently failing – to do what she’d  ordered 

him to do. He’d have to take whatever chastisement he received, no matter how extreme,  and 

not lose his nerve. It was the only way. What would Angelica and the two other 

Mistresses  she’d gone to collect actually do to him though? he wondered in trepidation, every 

muscle in his  body tensed.  He realised he was probably about to find out as he heard 

movements coming from outside  the door to the dungeon, which Angelica had left ajar again. 

He looked up at Paul and saw again  how tense and fearful he was. Their eyes met and Adam 

saw the imploring look his friend was giv-  ing him. He smiled back to reassure him he 

wouldn’t let him down. “Trust me,” he mouthed.  The door opened fully and Angelica and 

two other shapely dominatrixes filed into the dun-  geon. Angelica was no longer naked but in 

a minimal latex outfit and the two Mistresses accom-  panying her were also garbed in latex 

fetish wear, theirs identical. Adam did not recognise either of  the women, both of whom were 

as beautiful as Angelica in their different ways.  One had Latin looks with smooth, dark skin, 

deep chocolate eyes and hair that was shiny-  black, straight and cut just below the chin. The 

other woman was of Asian appearance and had  creamy skin, violet eyes and short white-

blonde hair. Both of the women had on seductive purple  rubber latex minidresses and shiny 

stiletto-heeled black latex shoes.  Angelica herself was all in black latex, wearing a bustier so 

tight it revealed the tips of her  nipples, a G-string, and knee-length boots. She stood in front 

of Adam. “Ready to take your punish-  ment – your  savage  punishment?” she asked, looking 

down at the nervous slave knelt on all fours  before her.  “Yes, Mistress,” he muttered 

unconvincingly.  Angelica looked sceptical. “Sure about that?”  “Yes, Mistress,” Adam 

reaffirmed with only a little more conviction. 

She tipped her head at him slightly. “Had you perhaps hoped for a last minute reprieve?”  He 

looked into her icy green eyes and said, as steadily as he could, “I thought it most un-  likely 

that you’d agree to one, Mistress.”  “You were right to think that,” Angelica said with a 

mirthless chuckle. “There won’t be any  such reprieve.” There was a pause. “I’m disappointed 

in you, slave,” she went on to declare, shak-  ing her head sadly. “What have you to say for 

yourself?”  Adam inhaled, his eyes darting nervously. “I am very sorry to have failed at the 

task you set  me, Mistress,” he whispered.  “Not half as sorry as you’re going to be once the 

three of us have finished with you, slave,”  Angelica replied sharply. She pointed to the 

whipping bench. “Bend over that while I fetch a cane.”  Adam got to his feet while Paul of 

course stood where he was. He watched Adam as he  padded towards the whipping bench. 

Paul was secretly, shamefully,  unavoidably  excited but openly  afraid for his new friend. 

Paul’s hands trembled slightly and beads of perspiration had formed on  his brow. He wished 

it was him about to be savagely punished by the three Mistresses. He certainly  deserved it, he 

felt very strongly. He watched as Adam bent over the whipping bench, the cheeks of  his rear 

taut. He watched too as Angelica selected a cane from the rack.  The cane had a curved handle 

and was long and supple – a thin strip of bamboo Paul knew  would bite mercilessly with 

every stroke. He could imagine just how much it was going to hurt  Adam, his mind full of 

masochistic memories of the numerous times he’d been caned himself by  Mistress Mandy. 

He knew as well how much the pain would connect to Adam’s consciousness,  taking him to 

where he needed to be. And he felt a shiver of erotic pleasure flash through him at 

the  thought.  Positioning herself behind Adam, Angelica paused for a moment or two in order 

to gently  stroke his backside with the hand not holding the cane. Then she raised the thin 

length of bamboo  and delivered her first strike, which whistled down quickly before landing 

on his flesh with a sharp  crack. It left a clear red stripe across Adam’s backside and caused 

him to whimper painfully. She  delivered another strike, harder and louder, drawing another 

red line on his flesh.  Then another strike came and another and another. And so it went on, 

over and over and  over. Adam groaned and cried out as his backside grew an ever deeper 

shade of red, each fierce  strike carrying the imprint of the swishing, cracking cane.  The 

caning ended as suddenly as it had begun. A final swish of the cruel implement and it  was 

over. Adam remained in place, his backside latticed with painful cane marks.  Paul 

swallowed. He could see Adam’s punishment had elicited a predictable physical re-  sponse, 

his friend’s cock having grown furiously erect. Paul’s cock was equally hard again now 

too,  his desire re-enflamed by the sight of Adam being so expertly caned.  “Remain in 

position, slave,” Angelica ordered tersely when she saw Adam begin to straight-  en up. 

“Mistress Maria and Mistress Naomi are going to chastise you next.” She paused. “And 

I  haven’t finished with you myself either, let me be clear. Got that, slave?”  Adam exhaled. 

“Got that, Mistress,” he replied softly.  He felt incredibly self-conscious. His cane-reddened 

backside burned and his erection  raged. All eyes in that dungeon were upon him, every 

greedy pair of them – Paul’s included – wait-  ing to enjoy the further savage punishment he 

was set to endure. 










Chapter Thirty-seven 

 

    Adam now knew which of Angelica’s companions it was who was going to discipline 

him  next. He knelt naked and erect over the whipping bench, his body alive with a mix of 

arousal and  fear, and watched Maria stride over to the rack. Her stiletto heels clicked across 

the hard floor as  she went.  Maria picked up a large black rubber butt plug onto which she 

liberally drizzled lubricant.  “Spread your thighs further, slave,” she ordered, getting behind 

him.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said. And when he did she slowly pressed the butt plug into his 

anus.  He groaned when he felt it pass through the tightness of his sphincter.  Next Maria 

returned to the rack and took hold of a ball-restraining device called a humbler.  It was crafted 

of two fifteen inch lengths of wood with a smooth black-lacquered finish mounted in  the 

center of a bar with metal tighteners to clamp them together. It was shaped so it would 

rest  where the base of the backside meets the top of the thighs.  Having got behind Adam 

again, Maria pulled his balls back between his legs. She slipped  the humbler around the top 

of his ball sack, clicked it shut and firmly secured it with its tighteners.  Maria went over to 

the rack a third time, on this occasion selecting a straight red fiberglass  cane. Positioning 

herself behind Adam once more, she slashed the cane across his rear, the sharp  sound of the 

blow against his flesh reverberating through the dungeon. Then she delivered her sec-  ond 

strike, which was harder than her first. Immediately afterwards she slashed the cane across 

his  rear for a third time, the pain it inflicted even more blistering than her second 

strike.  Another three strikes followed in swift succession. And so it went on. The cruel 

implement  continued to crack into his flesh, searing his behind and seeping through the rest 

of his body,  which spasmed with every hit.  When Maria eventually stopped beating him she 

turned to look at Naomi, arching an eye-  brow at her. “Want to have a go now?”  The Asian 

beauty nodded her head enthusiastically. “You bet.”  His skin prickling with anticipation, 

Adam watched Naomi go over to the rack and make her  selection. It was a two-tongued black 

leather tawse. His cock remained achingly erect, straining and  jerking against the humbler 

that tightly surrounded the top of his exposed ball sack as at the same  time his anus pulsed 

around the large butt plug.  Naomi got behind Adam and brought the tawse down hard on his 

backside, immediately  producing a sharp gasp from him. She swung at him with the tawse 

once more, making the now  scarlet flesh of his backside quiver. Many more such blows 

followed and he gasped at each jolt of  pain. His heart raced; his lungs strained; his breath 

came out in ragged gasps.  Naomi stopped beating him but only temporarily. “Something 

even nastier now,” she said.  The dominatrix strode over to the rack and replaced the tawse 

with a riding crop.  Getting behind him once more, she raised the crop and cut it down across 

his backside.  Adam cried out, feeling his whole body shudder. He cried out again as the crop 

came down a sec-  ond time, striking another line of fire across his backside. This was 

followed by another harsh  stroke, and another. Naomi used the riding crop on Adam’s 

backside over and over, delivering  dozens of hard blows to his flesh, every one a sharp 

sensation of fire.  Adam lost count of the number of times she used the riding crop on him, his 

flesh quivering  and burning with great pain… and with great pleasure too. With every blow 

he could feel the butt  plug pressed deep into his rear, a hard and painful presence that added 

to his pleasure as much as  did the humbler tightly encasing his balls. He closed his eyes and 

gave himself fully to the sensa-  tions he was experiencing, luxuriating in the purity of the 

intense pleasure-pain shooting through  his body.  Naomi stopped all of a sudden and cast 

down the crop. She looked over at Angelica, angling  her head slightly to the side. “Time for 

you to take over again, I would suggested,” she said.  “The perfect time,” Angelica replied, 

and Naomi went and stood next to Maria.  Adam listened to the hard clicking of Angelica’s 

boots as she strode over to the rack and he  watched as she selected a heavy leather flogger. 

She squeezed its handle, clenching and   

unclenching it in her fist.  Getting behind Adam, she paused for a moment gliding her fingers 

over the deep welts  swelling on his backside. Then she started to take the flogger to him. The 

cruel implement of flagel-  lation whooshed through the air with flourish and cracked loudly 

against his rear, cutting into the  flesh.  She continued to expertly wield the flogger, which 

swung through the air with whoosh after  whoosh before landing on its target with one sharp 

crack after another. Angelica carried on beating  Adam for some time, swinging the flogger 

through the air faster and faster. The resounding whoosh  and crack of her blows mingled with 

his cries. Adam was in considerable pain. That was very clear.  But at the same time his cock 

had begun spitting out silvery pre-cum constantly. His need to ejac-  ulate was building 

inexorably, desperately.  Finally Adam made a keening noise, a cry of both extreme pain and 

ecstatic pleasure.  “Please let me come, Mistress,” he managed to plead in a strangled voice. 

His need to cli-  max had intensified to the point of no return by the heat radiating from the 

numerous livid welts  covering his rear, the pressure of the large butt plug in his anus and the 

tightness of the humbler  against his erection and balls.  “Permission granted,” Angelica said, 

at which point his orgasm exploded and white semen  spattered in volume from his shaft. It 

kept on coming, creamy ropes that jetted onto the surface of  the whipping bench beneath 

him.  After several long shuddering moments, Adam started to come down from the erotic 

high of  his orgasm, still breathing hard. Angelica unfastened and removed his humbler, 

slowly pulled out  his butt plug, set both to one side, and told him to get to his feet.  She then 

turned to Paul, fixing him with a steady look. “We’re returning Adam to his room  now and 

you to yours,” she told the hugely erect slave. “You’ll be back in here tomorrow on 

your  own, Paul,” she went on, “and what I do to you then will make everything you’ve 

witnessed being  inflicted on Adam today pale into insignificance.”  As the two men were 

marched towards the door, their eyes met in mutual incomprehension.  If Angelica accepted 

Paul had done everything she’d required of him today why had she said what  she just had? 

He and Adam between them had covered their tracks perfectly, hadn’t they?  Hadn’t  they?  










Chapter Thirty-eight   

 

Paul sat on the side of the bed with his elbows on his knees and his chin resting on top 

of  fists clenched with tension. Once he had been returned to his room there’d been plenty of 

time for  him to brood and agonise over that parting shot of Angelica’s. And that’s what he’d 

done during a  largely sleepless night and well on into the next day, and what he was still 

doing – not that it was  getting him anywhere.  Paul kept on turning things over and over in 

his mind. But he felt too overwrought to think  properly, his emotions dragged out to 

exhaustion. He was so tired and his head so muddled that he  was unable to organise his 

thoughts properly. Every time he tried to think rationally, every time he  endeavored to go 

through something from start to finish, the thought was obliterated before he  could come to 

any proper conclusion.  What if Angelica asked him straight out if Adam had lied about not 

managing to make him  come? What the hell was he supposed to say? If he said Adam hadn’t 

lied he was far from confident  he’d be able to get away with it. There were few things he 

prided himself on but one of them was  that he was as honest as the day was long. The trouble 

was it made him a pathetic liar and he knew  it.  It would be different if Adam was asked 

about the same thing – and he may very well have  been, let’s face it. It sounded from what 

he’d told him that he was a practised liar. He was probably  one of those people you heard 

about who could throw a polygraph.  So if Adam had been asked whether he’d lied, he’d have 

lied very credibly about that too and  their secret would have remained safe. Which meant 

what? It meant he would have to persist in the  lie too, try desperately to take a leaf out of 

Adam’s book. If he didn’t do that and do it successfully  he’d get both of them into the most 

dreadful trouble.  He’d have to brazen it out but with little confidence that he’d succeed. That 

seemed to be  the top and bottom of it. Jesus, what a mess. He was between a rock and a hard 

place here, wasn’t  he, so it was no wonder he couldn’t think straight.  He certainly wasn’t 

prepared to renege on the pact he had made with Adam. It would be un-  thinkable to do that. 

Arising from that pact his friend had done something very altruistic and self-  sacrificing. And 

he’d done it purely because he was aware of Paul’s perilous situation, aware that he  was 

“drinking at the last chance saloon”.  Every time Paul thought about that he found himself 

seized by a wild panic, terrified of los-  ing Mistress Mandy. So stop thinking about it then, he 

told himself. Keep it straightforward. What  sort of punishment was Angelica going to inflict 

on him? Why not focus on that?  Angelica had fucked Adam in the ass with a strap-on, made 

him suck cock and, a little later,  beaten him with a bamboo cane. She’d then handed him over 

to Maria who’d filled his anus with a  large butt plug, tightly secured a humbler round his 

balls, and chastised him with a red fiberglass  cane. Naomi had taken over then and used a 

tawse and riding crop on him before leaving Angelica  to finish him off – in more ways than 

one – by beating him mercilessly with a heavy leather flogger.  Follow that!  Well, clearly 

Angelica  was  going to follow that, because she’d said so. All Adam had been  put through 

wouldn’t be enough for him, it seemed. It was going to “pale into insignificance” com-  pared 

to what Angelica would be doing to him today. That’s what she’d told him, her exact 

words.  So, what would his punishment consist of? The possibilities were too frightening to 

contem-  plate in detail: a prolonged beating with a succession of vicious implements of 

correction that  would make him scream and cry with red-hot pain. She’d use a cat o’ nine 

tails on him, maybe, or a  long-tailed whip, or even – perish the thought – a bullwhip.  The 

mere idea of such extreme chastisement made his body shiver. He could see himself in  his 

mind’s eye: his prone naked figure bent over the whipping bench, his backside beaten an 

even  deeper shade of red than Adam’s had been yesterday. Because what had sufficed for 

Adam simply  wouldn’t do for him as far as Angelica was concerned.  Something much worse 

was obviously in store for him. And it was unlikely to be limited to  an even more savage 

succession of beatings than the ones Adam had endured. Adam had been   

penetrated by a strap-on dildo and a large butt plug. So, he could be in for – what? – a fisting 

per-  haps.  Adam had had a humbler fitted to his balls. What would it be for him? Maybe 

he’d have a  heavily weighted ball stretcher attached to his scrotum. Perhaps Angelica would 

test his resolve to  the limit in that way. How much would he be able to take before she broke 

him,  broke his balls,  forced him to tell the truth?  Yes, he was a hard-core sexual masochist. 

Yes, he relished that baffling but magical moment  whenever he was being chastised when 

pain turned to pleasure. Every time he was punished it was  a scary but exciting discovery to 

find out how much he could take compared to the last time. But,  fuck, there were limits 

…  Paul’s thoughts could go no further because at that moment Angelica opened the door 

to  his room. The flame-haired dominatrix strode briskly in wearing a black leather catsuit and 

steel-  tipped ankle boots. She looked spectacularly sexy and at the same time frighteningly 

stern. “Stand  before me, slave,” she snapped, her eyes icy cold.  Paul kept his face impassive 

even though his heart was beating in his throat. “Yes, Mis-  tress,” he replied, and did as 

instructed.  Angelica looked at him accusingly. “You and Adam tried to deceive me 

yesterday, didn’t you,  slave?” she said in a harsh tone. Her jaw was tight when she 

spoke.  Paul took a long deep breath. “No, Mistress,” he replied nervously.  “You’re a fucking 

liar,” Angelica told him brutally, slapping him hard across the face. “Admit  it.”  He took 

another long inhalation before speaking. “I’m not a liar, Mistress.”  She sighed wearily. “Is 

that a fact?” she asked as she watched the red rose of a bruise begin  to bloom on his 

cheek.  “It is, Mistress,” he muttered feebly, keeping his eyes low.  Angelica gave him an 

even harder slap, this one with enough power to twist his face around.  “OK, slave, I’ve given 

you a last chance to come clean and you’ve blown it,” she declared. “We’re  going to the 

dungeon now and you can take the consequences. Come with me.”  “Yes, Mistress,” Paul 

replied grimly, and followed her out of the room. 










Chapter Thirty-nine 

 

    As soon as they’d entered the dungeon, Angelica placed a hand on Paul’s elbow and 

guided  him over to the wall-mounted St. Andrew’s cross. “Stand with your back to the cross 

in a spread-  eagled position, slave,” she ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” Paul said, trying to keep 

his voice steady, and immediately did as he’d been  told.  Angelica began to secure him to the 

cross by its leather straps. She passed the straps one by  one over his legs, pulling the leather 

tightly before buckling it. She applied three pairs of straps to  his left leg – one pair to the 

ankle, the second to the lower thigh and the third to his upper thigh –  before doing the same 

to his right leg.  The dominatrix worked methodically, checking every strap meticulously as 

she went along.  She buckled the straps so tightly the leather indented his flesh. Once she’d 

finished with his legs  she repeated the process with his wrists and upper arms, and finished 

by tightly buckling a thick  strap around his waist. By now his movement was restricted more 

or less completely.  Paul was frightened of what Angelica was going to do to him next and 

began to panic, his  blood flooding with adrenaline. She evidently wouldn’t be beating his 

backside; that was clear. His  current bondage precluded any kind of anal penetration too. So, 

what the fuck  was  she going to do  to him next?  He got his answer once he’d watched her go 

to the rack and pick out a set of chained clover  clamps.  Angelica stood in front of him again, 

her green eyes glinting sadistically. “I know you’re  looking forward to this, slave,” she said 

with a sly smile, touching the steel of the clamps to his  chest. “I’m not wrong, am I?”  It 

could not have been more evident that she was right. Paul was openly aroused by this  stage, 

his erection sticking out obscenely from his leather-bound, spread-eagled body. “No, 

you’re  not wrong, Mistress,” he replied in a trembling voice.  Angelica fiddled with the 

clamps for a moment before placing the first one over Paul’s right  nipple, snapping it down 

tightly. The nipple clamp pressed so cruelly hard he experienced an explo-  sion of white-hot 

sensation that went straight to his shaft.  It only took a moment for her to clamp his other 

nipple in the same manner. The further  sharp sensation Paul experienced was just as jarring 

and intense, an explosion of pleasure-pain that  again travelled directly to his 

erection.  Angelica began to pull at the chain between the clamps with her right hand, making 

Paul  wince with pain. At the same time he became even more sexually excited, the pulsing 

heat of his  nipples building the layers of sensation. He closed his eyes, feeling another 

explosion of pleasure-  pain as she began to yank harder at the clamps. Paul felt as though his 

chest was on fire, his nip-  ples molten points connected to every erogenous zone of his 

body.  Angelica then moved her right hand away from the clamps and firmly grasped the 

thick  length of Paul’s cock instead. She started to masturbate him, each stroke sensual 

torment for him.  Her fingers soon became wet with the rivulet of silvery fluid that had begun 

to drizzle from the  glans of his shaft.  She started to tug at the chain between Paul’s nipple 

clamps again, doing so with her left  hand this time while carrying on masturbating him with 

her right. Continuing to pull at the chain  between the clamps attached to his nipples, 

intensifying the pleasure-pain he was experiencing all  the time, she carried on smearing her 

fingers with sticky pre-cum as she pulled his shaft ever  harder. Then to Paul’s huge relief she 

abruptly stopped what she was doing, letting go of both the  chain between the clamps and his 

shaft.  Angelica stepped back to survey her efforts, admiring the handsome blond slave in the 

re-  strictive and painful bondage into which she’d placed him. There he was bound tightly in 

place to  the cross by numerous leather straps, with metal clamps attached to his nipples and a 

massive pre-  cum soaked erection jutting from his groin.  The dominatrix folded her arms 

across her chest. “What I’m going to do to you next will last   

a long time, slave,” she told Paul. “Got that?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his heartbeat 

quickening under her stare.  “What I require of you during that time is simply this,” she 

added, continuing to hold his  gaze with the intensity of her own. “You must not under any 

circumstances climax.”  With that Angelica turned away from Paul, went back to the rack and 

picked out a black  leather hood. Returning to stand in front of him, she forced the leather 

hood over his head, pulling  it down and zipping it at the sides.  As she was getting Paul 

hooded, his air supply was cut off for a moment and he felt nothing  but primal fear. It was as 

if he was being smothered. Unable to breathe, he fought for air. But sud-  denly it flooded into 

his lungs and he could breathe again.  His world was now as black as night, but he could 

inhale and exhale through the nose and  mouth holes of the hood. And knowing he could do 

that calmed him down. His breath was halting  and ragged but it was unconstrained, the result 

of excitement and not the constriction that had  momentarily panicked him.  The tight-fitting 

hood covered Paul’s head and face. He could see nothing at all and feel  nothing except the 

leather covering his skin. He couldn’t hear anything either apart from the click-  ing sound 

against the hard floor made by the sharp heels of Angelica’s ankle boots. Then that  sound 

stopped too and he could hear nothing, the silence as unnervingly absolute as the 

complete  darkness before his eyes.  Had Angelica taken the boots off? He assumed she must 

have done. Had she gone on to  leave the dungeon? He didn’t know. Possibly. With all sight 

and sound cut off, it was not long be-  fore Paul found himself beginning to zone out of 

reality. He became lost in a state of half-dreaming,  with little sense of anything but the sight 

of inky-blackness before his eyes and the sound of dead  silence in his ears. A combination of 

that and his tight bondage made him feel spaced out. He  could feel his conscious mind 

shutting down, closing in on itself.  Gazing into the deep darkness before him, Paul felt 

woozily confused. He wasn’t quite sure  who he was anymore. It was as though he’d been 

replaced by someone different and all of this was  happening to that man and not to him. It 

was that man who was standing in the dungeon in spread-  eagled bondage with no sense of 

sight or hearing, not him.  There in the total blackness and silence of his bondage, Paul felt he 

had somehow become  another person. But his body told him otherwise. The muscles of his 

arms and legs felt taut in their  bonds and his clamped nipples ached with pain. He could feel 

his erection straining upwards, also  reminding him he was very much still there. It registered 

somewhere in his brain that it was himself  on whom he should focus his attention not that 

illusory “other man”.  And he did, consciously turning inwards to concentrate on the 

sensations inside him. But as  time shifted, swelling and expanding until it became 

meaningless, his focus changed again. He felt  his body transform itself into something that 

was both part of him and separate, an entity that was  independent of his mind and spirit. And 

it felt great, this out-of-body experience he was having.  Christ, it felt unbelievable.  In the 

altered state of awareness he’d entered Paul felt no pain in his clamped nipples, 

no  discomfort from the tightness of his numerous bonds. All he felt was safe and secure in 

his  bondage… and seriously turned on. He could feel the pure naked sensation of extreme 

sexual  arousal that was so familiar to him. It was all-encompassing, that sensation. But it was 

also subtly  different in one vital respect. He no longer felt the urgent need for sexual release 

that in his case in-  variably accompanied being in such a state. Something seismic was 

happening to him here, he felt,  something truly transformative.  It was as if time had stopped 

altogether now and Paul’s mind soared with exhilaration. Be-  cause of the sensory 

deprivation that had been imposed on him he had travelled inside himself and  discovered a 

place he had never before glimpsed. It was a place he could not describe because he  couldn’t 

see it. Nor could he hear it. And yet it spoke to him, impinging directly on his conscious ness. 

Then a hand touched his chest…   








Chapter Forty  

 

   The hand grasped the chain between Paul’s nipple clamps and began pulling:  yank, 

 yank,  yank.  It should have hurt but it didn’t. Instead it sent tendrils of pure feeling pulsing through his  being, a blissful sensation that made him sigh with pleasure.  Paul marvelled at 

what was happening to him. It was an amazingly surreal and transcendent  experience. In the 

dark dreamscape that filled the blindness before his leather-covered eyes Paul felt  more 

joyous in his enslavement than he’d ever been before. He’d never found such ascendancy 

in  his submission, such pleasure in his pain, such a sense of freedom in his bondage. What he 

was  experiencing was so limitless and beautiful he wanted it to last forever.  Paul felt another 

series of yanks at his nipple clamps that felt more like a continuous caress.  They resonated 

through his being, merging imperceptibly with all the others and causing him to let  out 

another sigh of pleasure. It felt as if his whole body was being caressed sensuously, 

endlessly.  His spirit soared still further, ecstasy surging through his being, as he felt his cock 

being en-  gulfed by an anonymous mouth. Its hot tongue worked its way up and down, up 

and down until he  climaxed in ecstasy. Except he didn’t. Paul did not ejaculate into that 

waiting mouth. He did not  ejaculate, full stop. Angelica’s voice still echoed in his head:  “You 

 must not under any circumstances  climax.”  An order like that from her was more than 

enough for him…this time.  Paul could feel his hard cock twitching on the verge of 

ejaculation but not quite going over  the edge, keeping up the tension without finishing it. 

Normally he’d be whimpering for release by  now. But not this time. This time he’d entered a 

state of ecstasy where he found himself ascending  the heights of sexual bliss repeatedly 

without actually ejaculating. Paul didn’t want what was hap-  pening to him to ever end, 

wanted it to vibrate through his body forever. It was like the most won-  derful orgasm 

imaginable but one that never stopped.  Time had stood still and without time there was no 

beginning to what he was experiencing  or any end to it, every sensation a continuum of 

ecstasy that was boundless. It was as though his  entire body was glowing with erotic bliss, 

every cell united in a tantric ecstasy that rippled and  echoed through him without end.  But of 

course it did come to an end. All good things must come to an end. And this expe-  rience did 

as well – and all too quickly too when he felt both the clamps being abruptly removed  from 

his nipples simultaneously. The rush of blood flooding back to his pinched tissues was 

so  painful it caused Paul to let out a brief cry of agony.  “I’m going to take your leather hood 

off now, slave,” he heard Angelica say.  “You OK?” she added when the hood was off. Her 

voice was clear and firm but compas-  sionate too. The concern for his wellbeing was as 

evident from her tone as the charismatic authority  that came so naturally to her.  Paul was in 

a daze. “Yes I’m OK, Mistress,” he replied, breathing hard. His vision cleared as  he gradually 

felt his way back to reality. “I’m disoriented, though.”  “Understandable,” she said with a 

shrug. “It’ll take a little time to readjust. You appreciate  that, I’m sure.”  “I do, Mistress,” 

Paul agreed.  “I can be very quiet when I want to be, can’t I, slave?” Angelica smiled, her 

green eyes shin-  ing. “All I needed to do this time was remove my ankle boots, do you 

see?”  Paul looked down at Angelica’s elegant bare feet. “Yes, Mistress.”  “And I’m all done 

with you now, slave,” she said.  “Is it really all over, Mistress?” he asked quietly. “I can 

hardly believe it.”  Angelica nodded. “Actually it is all over for you, slave – all of it,” she 

said, staring into Paul’s  eyes with a steady gaze. “Your whole stay at the Manor is over to all 

intents and purposes. I need to  release you from this cross, contact Mistress Mandy to come 

and collect you, and so forth. But  essentially our work with you here at Punishment Manor is 

over. We’re done with you.”  “I don’t understand, Mistress,” Paul said, looking amazed. “It 

doesn’t make sense.”  Angelica gazed back at the stunned slave. “Confused, huh?”  “Totally, 

Mistress.” 

“You’d like me to make sense of it for you?”  “Please, Mistress,” he said earnestly. “I really 

would.”  “Why did Mistress Mandy send you here in the first place, slave?” Angelica asked 

after a  pause. “Remind me of that in a few brief words.”  “Because she couldn’t trust me to 

remain in chastity to her, Mistress.”  “And will she be able to trust you to do that from now 

on, slave?” she asked, her face break-  ing into another smile.  “Definitely, Mistress,” he 

answered happily.  She gave him a look of mock puzzlement. “Why’s that?”  “Because of 

what you’ve just done to me, Mistress,” he replied in awe.  “What was that, 

slave?”  “You’ve…ehh… reprogrammed me, Mistress.”  Angelica laughed. “That’s one way 

of putting it, I suppose.” She paused to stare at him.  “And will you be a genuinely 

trustworthy slave to Mistress Mandy from now on?”  “Again, definitely, Mistress,” he replied 

softly. “I learned the true meaning of trust during my  time here.”  “Yes, you did,” Angelica 

said. “And you learned it from another slave too, I’m certain of it.”  She cocked an eyebrow. 

“What, if anything, do you have to say to that?”  “I don’t know what to say, Mistress,” Paul 

responded nervously. He would not admit any-  thing because it might get Adam into trouble 

and there was no way in the world he would risk that.  He would hold his tongue to the bitter 

end, if it came to it.  “Then don’t say anything at all and simply listen,” Angelica told him. 

“First, let me make  something very clear. I wasn’t fooled for one second by the attempt you 

and Adam made to deceive  me. Why? Because by the time I said you wouldn’t be allowed to 

climax under any circumstance,  Paul, I knew very well you’d already more or less passed the 

point of no return. I also watched your  face as you came. Every picture tells a story, my dear. 

And that one was very clear indeed. After I  pressed you directly today to tell me the truth I 

watched your face again, this time as you tried fran-  tically to keep up the deception. You 

really are a hopeless liar, you know. It was almost a relief to  put that leather hood over your 

slapped face so I wouldn’t have to witness any more of your feeble  efforts to 

dissemble.”  She paused to stare at him, focussing her bright eyes on his. “But here’s the 

thing, Paul. If  you’d given in to the pressure I put you under to tell me the truth I know for a 

fact – for reasons  you’ll now only ever be able to guess at – that you’d have broken trust with 

Adam. And then I’d  re-  ally  have given you a hard time, believe me. As it is, things have had a very different outcome for  you and a highly satisfactory one as well.” She paused again 

before concluding, “Well, that’s really  all I’ve got to say, slave. Anything you’d like to say 

yourself before I release you from this cross?”  Paul thought for a moment, his expression 

serious. “Only how sorry I am about – you know  – the way I was when I first got here, 

Mistress,” he said earnestly. “I was so disgracefully disobe-  dient, so recklessly self-

indulgent. If ever there was a man who deserved to reap what he’d sowed it  was 

me.”  Angelica’s face wore a forgiving look. “Don’t worry about it,” she said kindly. “We’ve 

cured  you of all that nonsense now. It all worked out right in the end. That’s the main 

thing.”  “So much of it is directly down to you personally, Mistress,” Paul said softly. “I owe 

an enor-  mous debt of gratitude to you. Thank you so very much for the way … the 

way…”  “I reprogrammed you?” she suggested with a laugh.  He grinned. “Yes, Mistress.” 










Chapter Forty-one  

 

   Lana was in Jake’s room with him. He lay on top of the bed on his back, his cock as hard 

as  a rock, and she was standing by his side. Lana reached down to touch his smoothly-shaven 

head.  Her fingers slid downwards, tracing the line of his eyebrows and stroking his 

sculptured cheek-  bones before reaching his sensuous mouth. The dark-haired dominatrix 

traced his lips with her fin-  gertips before ordering, “Lick, slave.”  Jake looked up at her, his 

pale-blue eyes shining. He opened his mouth and rolled his  tongue over her fingers, lapping 

and licking them. Eventually she told him to stop and removed her  fingers from his 

lips.  “You’ve been a pleasure to dominate from day one, slave,” she said giving him a warm 

smile  of approval.  “Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered.  “You obviously like it here,” she 

went on. “Why’s that, slave?”  “So many reasons, Mistress,” he replied, a note of wonder in 

his voice.  “Give me one of them.”  He paused for thought. “It’s like an alternative reality, 

Mistress,” he said. “Real life never in-  trudes at all. I find that most appealing.”  “Do you 

want to go home?”  He hesitated. “Not yet, Mistress.”  Lana looked at him, a frown on her 

face. “Why not, slave?” she demanded to know. “What  about your owner, Mistress Fay. 

Don’t forget you are her possession, not ours. Aren’t you missing  her anymore?”  “No, I 

didn’t mean that at all, Mistress.” he replied. “Not being with her feels as much like  an ache 

to the heart as ever.”  “What did you mean then?”  “That I don’t want to make the same 

mistake twice, Mistress,” he explained in a respectful  tone, “I thought I was ready to go home 

once before, as you’ll well recall. And I was told very firmly  I couldn’t and that it was not of 

course up to me to decide.”  “OK, I hear what you’re saying,” replied Lana.  She sat down on 

the side of the bed and brought her fingers to Jake’s erection. She teased  his shaft for a few 

moments and continued with this pleasurable task while asking, “You like me  doing this to 

you, slave?”  Jake moaned deliriously. “Oh yes, Mistress.”  “And this?” she added, rubbing 

harder at his erection.  “Jesus yes, Mistress,” he sighed, half-closing his eyes as the pleasure 

coursed through him.  “If I told you not to ejaculate while I did this to you, slave,” she went 

on, “you wouldn’t,  would you?”  “No, I wouldn’t, Mistress,” Jake replied resolutely. It might 

very well involve a Herculean ef-  fort on his part but he’d make absolutely sure he did as 

he’d been told.  Lana kept on rubbing his shaft. “And you’ll continue to always do whatever 

we require of you  here at the Manor?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he promised. “I’ll always do 

whatever you want. I always have and I always  will.”  She fixed her eyes on his. “You 

continue to give yourself to us willingly, slave?”  “Yes, Mistress,” he sighed, his shaft in her 

hand pulsing, its glans oozing sticky fluid over  her fingers.  “And what about Mistress Fay? 

Will you ever disobey her again?”  Jake’s mind reeled with pleasure. His cock twitched and 

leaked even more beneath her insis-  tent caress. “Never, Mistress,” he managed to say.  Lana 

kissed him on the lips, forcing her tongue into his mouth. “You weren’t good enough  as a 

slave when you first came here,” she whispered between hot, lingering kisses. “I think you 

are  now. But let’s put it to the test.” 

With that Lana stood up and climbed onto the bed over Jake’s head. She looked down 

into  his submissive eyes before squatting low, heels on either side of his face. “I’m going to 

queen you  now, slave,” she said.  Jake gazed up excitedly as she lowered herself, her pussy 

lips slightly open and only inches  from his hungry mouth. She squatted lower until his lips 

made contact with her flesh. Deliriously  he kissed the soft flesh at the top of her 

thighs.  “Worship my pussy and anus with your mouth, slave,” Lana demanded, and he 

touched his  lips to her labia before bringing them to the roseate entrance of her asshole.  Soon 

Jake had brought his tongue fully into play, tasting the love juice that poured from her  sex 

and pressing the tip of his tongue against the tight opening of her anus. He rimmed her 

skil-  fully, working his tongue round and round, while Lana pressed herself lower on his face 

enough to  make it a little hard for him to breathe.  Jake could not see anything beneath 

Lana’s quivering thighs. He had no thought for himself  as he pleasured her with his tongue, 

only wanting to bring her to orgasm. Fervently he sought her  swollen clitoris, teasing it 

between his lips. Lana climaxed suddenly, arching her back and tensing  her body as waves of 

bliss cascaded through her.  When she’d come down from her orgasmic high, she remained 

firmly astride his face and  leaned forward. Jake sighed into her sex when he felt his erection 

being stroked again. Fingers that  could not possibly have belonged to Lana wrapped 

themselves round his firm fleshy shaft and ca-  ressed it tightly.  Jake’s desire swelled up 

again, making his cock even harder, flexing powerfully against the  strong grasp around it. He 

sighed again, exhaling deeply between Lana’s sticky thighs.  The hand pulled at his shaft 

more vigorously, rubbing it hard from the glans to the base and  back again. It felt 

divine.  “Go back to worshipping my pussy with your mouth, slave,” Lana demanded. “And 

don’t  you dare come unless I say so.”  Jake began licking greedily at her soaked pussy while 

his hard cock was rubbed with equal  urgency. But by whom? He had no idea. It was one of 

the other dominatrixes, he was certain about  that. Lana had left his door open after she’d 

entered it and evidently one of the other Mistresses  had come in. But which one?  “Now my 

anus again, slave,” Lana ordered and Jake touched his tongue to the entrance of  her rear hole 

once more, pushing against the warm tightness. At the same time the other woman  began 

pulling even more energetically at his erection, her fist working up and down like a 

jack-  hammer. Then she abruptly stopped, unhanding his erection. But was it too late. Jake 

was con-  sumed with pleasure and yearned frantically for release by now, but knew he 

couldn’t let himself  surrender to it under any circumstances.  It was not long before Lana 

climaxed again, shuddering with ecstasy. At the same time she  gasped, “Come now, slave.” 

And Jake climaxed too, jetting wad after wad of cum onto his belly.  Thoroughly sated, his 

body aglow with the afterheat of orgasm, Jake felt Lana climb off his  face. He blinked. His 

vision steadied and his focus sharpened. He saw who the other woman was.  It was Angelica 

and she was as naked as Lana.  The two women stood side by side and looked down at 

him.  “Jake was a faint-hearted fellow when he first came here, wasn’t he, Lana?” Angelica 

re-  marked. “But nobody could accuse him of that now.”  “Could you ever see yourself 

wimping out of a visit to Pandora’s Box again slave?” Lana  asked him.  “Never, Mistress,” 

he replied, his voice a hoarse whisper that barely came out.  Lana leaned forward. “Louder, 

slave,” she demanded.  “Never, Mistress,” he repeated, this time loud and clear.  “So, what do 

you think, Angelica?” asked Lana, turning towards her. “Do you think he’s  ready to go 

home?”  Angelica looked at Jake. “If I agree to that will you ever give Mistress Fay cause to 

send you  here again?” she asked, a stern gleam in her eye. 

“No, I never will, Mistress,” he assured her.  “All right, slave,” Angelica said. “I’ll contact 

Mistress Fay to come and get you. You’d like  that wouldn’t you?”  “I’d love that, Mistress,” 

Jake enthused. “Thank you – both of you,  all  of you – for every-  thing,” he added. He was 

extremely grateful for the whole experience he’d had at Punishment  Manor. He was thankful 

it was over, though, and over for good too. At the same time, he realised  with a pinprick of 

guilt, he also rather wished it wasn’t. 












Chapter Forty-two  

 

   Corinne opened the front door of her apartment to Simon, taking in his pale gaunt face, 

his  bloodshot eyes. “What’s the matter?” she asked concernedly. “Are you unwell?”  “I’m 

perfectly healthy as far as I know,” he assured her, and then quickly changed the sub-  ject. 

“How’d your work conference at that country retreat go?”  “Four days away very well spent, 

thanks. It was most productive.”  “Good, good,” said Simon distractedly. He followed her 

down the corridor and into the  lounge, his shoulders hunched.  Corinne turned towards him. 

“Are you sure you’re all right? You look like hell, you know.”  “Appreciate the 

compliment.”  “I’m serious,” she said. “Are  you all right?”  Simon shook his head. “No I’m 

not, to be honest,” he replied, gazing back at her pensively.  “In fact I’m a mess.”  Corinne 

offered him a seat on the couch and sat down next to him, her thigh pressed warm-  ly against 

his. “Tell me what’s wrong,” she said. “What’s this all about?”  Simon wet his lips nervously 

before replying, “I’m having second thoughts about our rela-  tionship.”  She looked at him 

blankly. “What did you say?”  He repeated the statement, softening it slightly with a tiredly 

crooked smile.  Corinne was as puzzled as she was troubled by what he’d said. Things had 

been going in-  credibly well between them. What had gone wrong? “Have you fallen out of 

lust with me?” she  asked with fake lightness.  “God, no!” he exclaimed. “Nothing like 

that.”  “Why the second thoughts about our relationship then?”  Simon took a deep breath and 

said, “It’s making me feel bad about myself.”  Corinne was quiet for a minute. Finally, she 

breathed heavily and said, “What, you think  there must be something wrong with you – that 

you’re some kind of freak or something – because  you’re turned on by a dominant woman 

heavily into kink like me? You think badly of yourself be-  cause you’ve discovered you’re 

not the ‘normal’ man you thought you were but a highly submissive  masochist? I thought you 

had more self-knowledge by now, Simon. You are what you are and  there’s nothing to be 

done about it. There’s no point in fighting it. It’s futile to try to flee from your  impulses – 

especially when the part of you you’re trying to run away from is the truest part.”  He shook 

his head fretfully. “No, it’s not that.”  “What is it then?” she asked. “For goodness sake, 

Simon, why can’t you simply enjoy the  pleasure that submission to me gives you and accept 

it for what it is: a gift. Own it, embrace it,  luxu-  riate  in it. Normally it only takes the thought of being dominated by me to get you hard. Am I right?”  “You are right,” he 

conceded.  “What we have is real – absolutely real,” she went on. “It’s unorthodox, sure, and 

all the bet-  ter for it as far as I’m concerned.”  “But it’s wrong,” he said. “It must 

be.”  Corinne made an annoyed  tsk  sound and looked at the ceiling. “Seriously?”  “Seriously,” 

he replied. “While you’ve been away at your conference I’ve brooded and fretted  and argued 

it over in my mind until it exhausted me.” He paused tentatively. “But, I’m sorry,” he  added. 

“I kept coming back to that conclusion.”  “Honestly, Simon…”  “Don’t get me wrong,” he 

interjected, “I’m not talking about what we’ve done so far, I liked  all that, loved it. I’ve been 

having a fantastic time, all thanks to you. It’s been wonderful and I’m so  grateful to you, 

Corinne.” He swallowed to steady his voice before continuing. “It’s the more ex-  treme 

things you talked about the last time I was here that I don’t think I’ll be able to handle. 

I  thought perhaps…”  “Perhaps what?”  “That it isn’t too late for us to step back, have a 

rethink and…” he started to say. 

“And what?” she interrupted again.  Simon hesitated. “Well, you know, basically stick with 

the status quo rather than get into any  of that other stuff.” His voice died away under her flat-

eyed stare.  Corinne kept staring at him in the same unnerving manner for several long 

moments with-  out speaking. Eventually she declared firmly, “It’s all or nothing with me, 

Simon. There are no half  measures. I thought you’d realised that by now. I thought you knew 

the score. I see you for what  you really are and you know it. And that’s why I want what I 

want of you from now on. I want to  stretch you as a slave and explore your limits. I want you 

to submit to me without question, to be  fully compliant to my will so I can bring you the true 

ecstasy of powerlessness. And you want that  too, deep-down  crave  it, don’t you, Simon?”  “I 

do, yes, I can’t deny it,” he admitted. “But I don’t think I’ve got it in me to actually do 

it,  that’s the problem.” His voice faltered weakly, his eyes straying away from hers. “I can’t 

commit to  all that.”  “The hell you can’t, Simon,” she said. “You need to be upbeat about it. 

Think of it as an  exciting challenge and that you owe it to yourself to rise to it.”  “No, I 

simply can’t,” he insisted.  “Sure you can,” Corinne continued to assert. “You can if you 

really trust me like you told me  you did. And you bloody well should do by this 

stage.”  Simon met her gaze again. “I can’t do it,” he said, leaning toward her pleadingly. I 

can’t  commit to all those things in the way you want. It’s not on. So…”  “So nothing,” she 

said. “You’re going to have to be brave about this and do as I require.”  “I thought you might 

reconsider.” His voice was quiet, a strained whisper.  Corinne wasn’t going to give an inch. 

She shook her head, her eyes piercing. “Not going to  happen.” Her voice was cold. “Never 

going to happen.”  Don’t give in, Simon told himself.  Are you a man or a mouse? Stand up 

 for yourself. “Why does  it always have to be like this with you, Corinne?” he asked, adopting an irritated tone.  Corinne tensed. “Like what?”  “It always comes down to the same thing in 

the end,” he said. “You give me an ultimatum:  do things my way or not at all.”  Corinne’s 

annoyance with him had turned to anger. “Because that’s the kind of relationship I  want with 

you and that you want with me,” she snapped, “one where I’m in charge and call all 

the  shots. It’s worked a treat so far, as you know full well. You’ve been doing just great 

under my strict  ministrations and have made considerable progress already. Why stop now? 

I’m certainly not pre-  pared to let that happen. I’m sure I’m right about this and I’m not 

willing to compromise. That’s all  there…”  “For fuck’s sake, be reasonable, Corinne,” he cut 

in. “Look, let me try to explain it a bit bet-  ter.”  Corinne brushed the interruption aside. 

“Save your breath, Simon. I don’t want to hear any  more. I’ve told you where I stand on all 

this and my word is final. Just do what I tell you and nothing  bad will happen to you, I 

promise you that absolutely faithfully.” She paused. “And now I’ve made  that clear 

…”  Curtly he cut her off again. His jaw was tense, the tendons showing in his neck. “Not 

good  enough, Corinne, damn it.”  “Is that so?” she fired back.  Simon took a quick deep 

breath and tilted his chin at her “Yes that is so,” he almost yelled  before turning away 

abruptly.  “And that’s your last word is it?”  He didn’t miss a beat. “It is.”  “Then get the hell 

out of here,” she said angrily. “I’ve completely lost patience with you I’m  afraid. Go on, run 

along.”  “I’ll get out of your way right now, Corinne,” Simon replied, rapidly losing his nerve. 

His  faint voice seemed to come from miles away. “Although I really don’t want to, you 

know. I’m sure  once you calm down you’ll see what I’m saying makes sense.” 

She threw him an adversarial glare, her eyes flaring. “Let me rephrase what I just said.” 

Her  voice cracked like a whip. “I want you to get the hell out of here and out of my life for 

good.”  A dull ache came into Simon’s stomach. “I didn’t realise…” he began to say, gazing 

into  Corinne’s burning eyes.  “Simon,” she interrupted, “It’s all or nothing with me, like I 

said. You chose nothing. Go  now and don’t come back. I’m through with you.” She added 

offhandedly, “Oh, and don’t bother  trying to phone me or text me or anything else because I 

won’t respond.”  Simon was stunned, speechless. He sat staring at her, unable to move or 

speak.  Corinne’s eyes narrowed. “I want you gone,” she said angrily. “Did I not make myself 

clear  enough for you? Get the fuck out of here now!”  Simon threw up his hands in defeat. 

“OK, I give up,” he said, starting to get to his feet. “I’m  out of here.”  “Good,” she said, 

scowling. “Let me hasten your departure.” She arose from the couch too,  drawing herself up 

straight.  Corinne held out her hand in the direction of the living room door, and ushered him 

out of  the room. They crossed the corridor to the front door and she directed him 

unceremoniously  through it.  Walking away from her apartment, Simon noted with small 

relief that Corinne hadn’t shut  the front door with an angry slam as he would have expected 

her to do, given her furious mood.  His steps slowed and he paused, looking round. He saw 

she had not actually shut the front door at  all but had left it slightly ajar. For a moment he 

found himself teetering on the point of retracing his  steps.  He was that close to going back to 

the apartment; that close to going inside and apologising  profusely to Corinne, saying he’d 

been insane to ever doubt her assurances; that close to asking her  to ignore everything he’d 

just said as ill-considered and gutless; that close to asking, no  begging  her  to take him back. 

Then the moment passed and, flouting all his instincts, he continued on his way.  Simon 

walked disconsolately across the street to his car, got in and drove off into the traffic.  Dully, 

he cursed himself after he’d been driving for about five minutes. He realised that he’d 

made  the most terrible mistake. There’d been a last minute opportunity to retrieve a 

seemingly irretrievable situation there but he’d not taken it. Now all was lost. 










Chapter Forty-three 

 

    Adam sat on the side of the bed, head in hands. He’d been left in his room for what felt 

like  a lifetime and the tension was driving him crazy. He gazed up in alarm when the door 

burst open.  There stood Angelica, her voluptuous body poured into a clinging micro-

minidress of soft black  leather. It had a deep cleavage and a hem that reached not much 

further than her sex.  “OK, slave, you can quit the act,” said the estimable redhead as she 

marched into the room,  the spikes of her stiletto-heeled shoes clicking determinedly on the 

hard floor. “I know for certain  you and Paul tried to deceive me. What have you got to say to 

that?”  God Almighty, this is a minefield,  Adam said to himself in trepidation.  I need to tread ex-  tremely carefully here. He swallowed before replying warily, “I don’t know what to say, 

Mistress.”  “Maybe it will help you to come up with a response if I tell you that Paul is no 

longer here at  the Manor,” Angelica said, after a pause.  Adam felt his stomach tighten. Had 

Paul been thrown out of Punishment Manor? If he had  then Mistress Mandy would have 

banished him too – banished him for good; Paul had been posi-  tive she’d do that. She would 

have cast him adrift, condemning him to a life of desolation, lone-  liness and misery in 

permanent exile from the one true love of his life.  Oh Christ!  Adam remained quiet, staring 

back uneasily at Angelica.  “Shall I tell you what happened to him, slave?” Angelica went on 

in a neutral voice.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, more than ever fearing the worst.  She looked at 

him impassively. “He’s happily reunited with his owner.”  Adam breathed a sigh of relief. 

“I’m extremely pleased to hear that, Mistress,” he replied.  And extremely surprised too, he 

thought.  She raised her eyebrows. “And…?”  “I still don’t know what to say, Mistress,” he 

replied, confusion written all over his face.  Angelica regarded him for a moment before 

speaking. “You can’t get Paul into trouble, no  matter what you say now, slave,” she 

clarified.  He looked dubiously at her. “Really, Mistress?”  “Yes really, slave. I am being 

entirely straightforward here, I assure you. I have no hidden  agenda whatsoever.”  “I see, 

Mistress,” he replied, visibly relaxing.  “Do you admit you tried to deceive me now you know 

that, slave?”  Adam nodded. “Yes I do, Mistress,” he admitted. The punishing consequences 

waiting to be  faced now he’d made that confession were a daunting prospect indeed. He 

would get through them  somehow, though, he told himself stoically. “It was my constant 

lying more than anything that  caused Mistress Donna to send me to the Manor,” he went on, 

giving Angelica a rueful look. “I  vowed to myself that my days of telling lies were over once 

and for all. And look what I went and  did.”  She cocked her head at him. “You felt it was in 

the best of causes, though, yes?”  The question was a surprise to Adam. “I did, Mistress,” he 

said quietly but without hesi-  tation.  “Paul had told you just what dire a situation he’d got 

himself into at The Manor, hadn’t he?”  “Yes he had, Mistress.”  “I knew he had,” she said. 

“Shall I tell you  how  I knew that, slave?”  “Please, Mistress.”  “Because I stood outside the open dungeon door and listened to that last conversation you  had with him in its entirety,” 

she explained.  “I see, Mistress.”  “And you wanted to get him out of a very serious situation 

even though it meant lying to me,  right?” she said  “Right, Mistress,” he replied.  There was a 

silence and Adam waited with bated breath for her to continue, silently watching  her lips. 

Then Angelica said, “I agree with what you did one hundred percent, slave. Sometimes   

things aren’t black and white by any means, are they, and this was very much one of those 

times. I  expect the slaves under my control to come up to my exacting standards and I will 

not tolerate dis-  honesty.” She paused. “But paradoxically to be truthful in every case is not a 

guarantee of true hon-  esty. That is a false equation. Sometimes it shows the opposite, as it 

would have done in this case.”  She waved her hand. “As far as I’m concerned you’re 

forgiven for the lie you told me be-  cause there really is nothing whatsoever to forgive. You 

can expect no reproaches, no recrimi-  nations because none are deserved.”  Adam closed his 

eyes momentarily and felt pure relief. “Thank you, Mistress,” he said. “I  feel a huge weight 

has been lifted off my shoulders.”  Angelica smiled. “And you’re grateful to the person who 

lifted that weight from your shoul-  ders – even though she was the one who put it there in the 

first place. Is that not the case, slave?”  “It is, Mistress,” he replied, returning her smile. “I’m 

extremely grateful.”  “Get onto your hands and knees and show me just how grateful you are, 

slave,” she de-  manded. “I want you to worship my feet with your mouth.”  Adam’s cock 

began to stiffen. “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped, kneeling down on all fours.  He crawled across 

the few feet between them, his face almost flat against the surface of the  floor. Then he began 

to kiss Angelica’s stiletto-heeled shoes. His lips were pressed close against  the shiny black 

leather, lapping at it again and again. When Angelica reached down and stroked his  hair, 

Adam shivered with pleasure, his erection throbbing.  He began to lose himself in the 

sensuality of worshipping Angelica in the way she’d de-  manded, paying homage to her 

beautiful feet held tightly in their black leather stiletto heels.  “Stop now, slave,” Angelica 

ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” Adam said, and immediately did so. He looked up at the imperious 

domi-  natrix, power and sexuality blazing from her every pore. He felt insignificant, a 

worthless and servile  creature cowering in submission to this potent and radiantly lovely 

dominatrix.  “Now I want you to worship my pussy with your mouth,” Angelica demanded, 

parting her  legs slightly. She lifted the pelmet-lengthed hem of her dress to reveal the 

smoothness of her naked  pudenda to his eager gaze. “Start now, slave.”  “Yes, Mistress,” 

Adam said, and moved to obey. He touched his lips to Angelica’s thighs,  breathing the 

natural perfume of desire on her skin, before nuzzling his face into her sex.  He snaked out his 

tongue and began moving it around the hard bud of her clitoris, making  her shudder with 

passion. Angelica opened her thighs further to let his tongue enter her more fully,  pushing 

against the sensitive, aroused flesh. Her fluid poured from deep within her and into 

his  mouth. The taste lingered on his tongue and in his throat like nectar. Adam pressed his 

tongue fur-  ther into the warmth of her sex. He licked feverishly, his own excitement fired by 

the moans of de-  light from Angelica.  The dominatrix squeezed her thighs against his face as 

she climaxed ecstatically. When  she’d stopped panting she stepped away from Adam and 

looked down at him. The smile on her  face was that of purest pleasure.  “You have shown 

your gratitude to me well, slave,” she said. “I’ve decided I like having you  enslaved to me, 

you know. I like it very much indeed.”  “And I am honored to be your slave, Mistress,” Adam 

replied softly, looking up at her with a  rapturous expression on his love-juice-smeared face. 

He felt more strongly than ever that this was  his natural place in life: naked, abject and 

servile, kneeling worshipfully beneath a woman who was  nothing less than a Goddess.  “I 

want to take you to the dungeon now, slave,” Angelica said. “Stand up.”  Once he’d got to his 

feet the dominatrix took hold of his erection like she owned it – like she  owned  him. She led Adam by his hard-on out of the open door of his room and along the dim cor-  ridor towards 

the dungeon. 










Chapter Forty-four 

 

    “Here we are, slave,” Angelica declared, letting go of Adam’s shaft and opening the door 

to  the dungeon. As she closed the door behind them, he followed the flow of her hand 

towards the  center of the room where Lana stood with Ewan at her feet.  The dark-haired 

dominatrix was all in shiny black rubber latex: a skirt so short it barely  skimmed her thighs; 

her breasts held up by a tight bustier top, the stiff nipples poking out over the  edge; long 

boots with very high heels and pointed toes. Ewan was on his hands and knees beneath  her, 

his cock erect. He had been heavily beaten with the leather paddle Lana still held in her 

hand  and the cheeks of his rear were patterned red.  “Say hello to Adam,” Lana told 

him.  “Hello Adam,” he said quietly, offering him a friendly smile. “I’m Ewan”.  Adam 

smiled back at the young slave, nodded. “Hello there.”  “Kneel beside Ewan, slave,” Angelica 

ordered Adam, her voice cold. “Get into position to be  beaten.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, 

his heart pounding with excitement. He knelt down on all fours  to one side of Ewan and was 

soon displayed as perfectly as he was: legs slightly parted, backside  pressed upwards and 

back arched. He was vulnerable and willing, ready to be beaten as hard as  Angelica saw 

fit.  She took the paddle out of her deputy’s hand. “Mistress Lana has already tanned 

Ewan’s  hide bright red and I want to do the same to you Adam but, I’ve decided, not with the 

same imple-  ment,” Angelica told him before striding over to the rack and replacing the 

paddle. It took her only a  moment to make her selection, which was a riding crop tipped with 

stiff leather.  She held the crop in her right hand and slapped the tip of it softly into her left 

palm, beating  out the rhythm of her steps as she crossed the floor back to Adam.  Angelica 

reached down and stroked his backside, smoothing her palm over its rounded con-  tours. 

Adam lifted himself shamelessly, parting his thighs a little more so his backside was 

even  more rounded and its cheeks more open.  As Angelica tested the crop through the air a 

few times Adam arched his back even further in  preparation. His skin tingled with 

anticipation. He didn’t care.  Let the pain wash through me, he said  to himself. But it didn’t wash through him. It  cut  through him, the crop whistling down agonisingly  onto his 

rear.  Again and again Angelica lashed the riding crop down harshly on Adam’s backside, 

doing so  without apparent pattern or rhythm. Sometimes she struck the right cheek, 

sometimes the left and  sometimes across both of them.  “His ass is as damaged as Ewan’s, 

Lana,” Angelica announced at last, putting the crop  aside. “I think they’re both 

ready.”  Lana’s face broke into a lascivious smile. “And we both know what they’re ready 

for.”  Angelica walked to the front of the two men who were cowering beneath her and looked 

at  them. “You slaves are ready to be fucked in the ass, aren’t you?” she said.  They both 

nodded eagerly. “Yes, Mistress,” they assured her in unison, their eyes glowing  with feverish 

excitement.  “Then open yourselves,” ordered the flame-haired dominatrix with strict 

formality.  Their response was instantaneous. Both men reached back and pulled the cheeks of 

their  backsides apart, opening themselves completely and stretching their round assholes so 

they were  ready.  It was Lana’s turn to stride over to the rack this time, returning with a 

couple of strap-on dil-  dos and a bottle of lubricant. The two Mistresses harnessed on their 

strap-ons and lubricated them  lavishly. “Want to start first, Lana?” Angelica asked.  “Sure,” 

she replied and positioned herself behind Ewan.  Immediately she pushed her strap-on 

between the cheeks of his rear and into his anus.  There was a moment of resistance and he 

caught his breath as she pressed the dildo against the  tight sheath of muscles before going 

deep into his anal passage. 

Now Lana was inside him he returned his palms to the floor. She pressed in and out 

several  times, the pain of penetration lessening each time as his sphincter relaxed.  Ewan 

closed his eyes, letting the pleasure-pain flood through him, waves of sensation build-  ing up 

as he was penetrated repeatedly by Lana. Soon he was in rapture at the skilful butt-

fucking  she was giving him.  “Time for me to catch up,” Angelica announced. She got into 

position behind Adam and  stroked his backside, tracing the red lines she’d etched there with 

the riding crop.  Adam waited in silence, extremely aroused by a combination of the pain and 

anticipation –  and the fact of his complete obedience to Angelica. There was nothing else on 

his mind other than  his desire to serve that magnificent dominatrix in this way, in  any 

way.  Angelica held him tightly by the waist and pressed her strap-on against the crack of his 

back-  side. She pushed into the tight ring of his anus that was so temptingly offered. He could 

feel his  rectal muscles ripple and grip on the slippery rubber shaft that had penetrated 

him.  Adam returned his palms to the floor and Angelica began to thrust smoothly in and out 

of  his rear hole. She pushed the dildo in and out in a steady rhythm, sodomising him 

hard.  And he loved it, loved being on his hands and knees on the dungeon floor being ass-

fucked  by this Goddess of a woman; loved the feel of the dildo sliding in and out of his tight 

anus hard and  fast; loved the slap of Angelica’s thighs against the stripes of pain left by her 

crop as she pounded  in and out of him.  At the same time Lana continued pressing her dildo 

in and out of Ewan’s anus, making him  gasp for breath. She bucked her hips as she ground 

the rubber shaft deep into him. The two Mis-  tresses fucked the slaves in the ass furiously, 

grinding their hips over and over, every thrust inten-  sifying the sweet pain of the heavy 

beatings they’d both received.  “Climax if you feel you need to, slaves,” Angelica said when 

she considered the time was  right, adding quickly, “This time it’s your call entirely.”  Adam 

peaked straightaway. He was unable to hold back another moment, his aching shaft  shooting 

out thick spurts of semen. And Angelica immediately ceased fucking him in the ass. 

Adam  felt weak, his body shaking from the strength of his orgasm. His anus still tingled after 

the hard  pounding it had received.  Ewan desperately wanted to climax too. But he needed to 

do something else even more than  that. He needed to get ahead of the game here, he felt, and 

for a very good reason. But he knew it  would be very difficult. He had to be exceptionally 

strong in his submissiveness now, he told him-  self, his jaw set. He had to be the version of 

himself he now knew Mistress Frieda wished him to  be.  Lana continued relentlessly butt-

fucking him and Ewan’s body pulsed with pleasure as he  got ever closer to the ecstasy of 

orgasm. His neck muscles were straining so much they were trem-  bling. But he didn’t let 

that orgasm happen. He stopped his climb before he reached the summit  and did not 

peak.  By the time Lana stopped butt-fucking him he’d still not ejaculated. And, God knows, 

it  wasn’t because he hadn’t yearned to. It would have been so easy to have submitted to his 

almost  overwhelming desire to come but he’d successfully resisted it.  “Well done, Ewan,” 

Angelica told him. “Very good call.”  And she was right. He’d been clearly told Mistress 

Frieda would wish to keep him in chastity  for most of the time if she accepted him as her 

personal slave. So not to ejaculate on this occasion  when he’d been given the choice had 

instinctively felt to Ewan like the right thing to do. And that  proved to be the case. Because 

that was the last day he ever spent at the Manor, his rigorous train-  ing there deemed by 

Angelica and Lana to be complete. 










Chapter Forty-five 

 

    Adam was having great difficulty sleeping, his mind filled with doubts and anxieties. He 

lay  in bed wide awake, staring into the dark, worried thought chasing worried thought around 

his head.  Although nothing had been said to him about it, somehow Adam felt sure his time 

at Pun-  ishment Manor was coming to an end. And part of him was impatient for that to 

happen. He could  think of nothing better than to be back at home serving Donna, nothing 

better than to return to a  life devoted to a superb Mistress whom he loved and who loved him 

in return.  But he had to admit he’d developed something of an infatuation with Angelica of 

late, a dark  obsession that had been welling inside him fast. And he could feel that obsession 

overtaking him:  could feel himself on the brink of total submission to her. He would have 

sunk to any depths to  prove his devotion to Angelica, he felt. He’d have followed her 

anywhere. She’d ignited flames of  passion in him he feared he’d never be able to 

douse.  How could that be remotely right though? he berated himself. He already had a 

Mistress he  loved, no, adored. What the hell was he playing at even entertaining such ideas? 

Why was his mind  playing tricks on him like this? He needed to think clearly, reflect 

coherently on how he actually felt  about Angelica, he knew. And now was not the right time 

to do that. What was the point of such fu-  tile musings there in the darkness anyway? he 

reflected. All they were doing was making him miser-  able and confused.  Just go to sleep for 

 fuck’s sake, he told himself. But the more he wished for sleep  to overtake him – the more he 

willed it to happen – the more it eluded him. All his efforts merely led  him into an ever 

greater sense of frustration and anxiety.  It was hopeless trying to sleep, he concluded. It was 

just making matters worse. Who need-  ed sleep anyway? he said to himself, resigned now to 

wakefulness. He got out of bed and switched  on the light. Then he returned to his bed and lay 

on top of it on his back. Adam had been lying  down like that for only a few moments when 

the door swung open and he looked up to see Angel-  ica. The flame-haired beauty was 

completely naked and looked glorious, a total knockout. When did  she ever not?  “I thought I 

was going to have to wake you, slave, but I see that’s not necessary,” she said,  sashaying 

across to his bed. “What’s up? Couldn’t sleep?”  “That’s right, Mistress,” he confirmed, 

starting to sit up straight.  “No, stay as you are,” she instructed.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, 

and rested his head back on the pillow.  Angelica looked at Adam, gazing intently into his 

eyes. “You’ve grown exceptionally devoted  to me just recently, haven’t you, slave?” she 

said.  “Yes I have, Mistress,” he whispered.  “You lust after me with a vengeance too, 

yes?”  “Yes, Mistress.”  “In fact you only have to set eyes on me and you get an erection.” 

She looked at his cock,  which now stood hard and straight.  “I can’t deny it, Mistress,” he 

said, waiting for her next move whatever it might be.  “I like the feel of your body,” she said, 

sitting on the side of the bed and leaning in towards  him. “I like it a great deal.”  She began 

stroking his inner thigh teasingly, heightening his arousal with her every caress.  Adam closed 

his eyes and relished the feel of Angelica’s fingers on his body. She started to rub her  hand 

up and down his shaft and pre-cum began to leak from its tip.  Adam thought for one crazy 

moment that after all his attempts to get to sleep earlier he  might have actually succeeded and 

what was going on behind his closed eyes was a dream: a wet  dream.  “I’d like to have you as 

my own personal slave permanently,” Angelica then informed him.  Adam opened his eyes in 

surprise and looked into hers. “Would you, Mistress?” he croaked.  “Would you really?”  “I 

most definitely would,” she confirmed. Her voice was low and persuasive.  “Um…” was all 

he managed to say. 

“Were that to happen you wouldn’t have to be forced to kneel at my feet and serve me 

day  and night, would you, slave?” she said, her full lips widening into a seductive smile. 

“You’d do it  willingly.”  “Without doubt I would but that’s academic. I…” Adam’s voice 

began to break, falter. “I  mean …eh… you’re talking hypothetically, aren’t you?”  “Am I?” 

Angelica said coaxingly. At the same time she continued to rub her fingers up and  down his 

erection.  “Well, aren’t you, Mistress?”  “Wouldn’t you like to know, slave?” Angelica still 

had her fingers wrapped around his hard-  on and she carried on stroking it as she spoke.  She 

continued to work her fingers up and down the veined shaft with a lingering touch 

that  caused delicious sensations to spasm through his body. Adam fought through the 

pleasure, doing  his best to keep himself together. He was determined not to let go, not to 

allow the pleasure to take  him over completely.  The agony of his arousal was excruciating. 

How easy it would have been to just give in – to  let his cock do his thinking for him and to 

accept what Angelica was saying without question. It  would have been incredibly easy, yes. 

But there was something inside him that would not allow it.  His erection quivered in 

Angelica’s grasp. “But, Mistress,” he said, “I belong to Mistress  Donna.”  Her response was 

to bring her mouth to his, locking their lips together in a passionate kiss  that had him reeling. 

When she released him he was dazed, dizzy with arousal.  “But what If you belonged to me, 

slave?” she purred. He could feel her breath against his  face. “What if you had no other aim 

in life than to serve me and only me?” She began once more to  rub his cock up and down, 

again and again, making him moan with desire.  “What’s the point of ‘what-ifs’, Mistress?” 

Adam felt his lips tremble as he spoke.  “But what if I could actually make what I’m talking 

about a reality, slave?” Angelica asked,  her cat-like green eyes sparkling.  Adam looked 

bewildered. He stared at her, unable to believe what he was hearing. He didn’t  answer 

her.  “Well?” she persisted.  No, no, no, no, no!  Adam took a sharp breath. “It wouldn’t make 

it right, Mistress,” he said,  pushing her hand away from his erection. “The pleasure I feel in 

submitting to you, the way I revel  in the degradation and humiliation I experience at your 

hands is amazingly intense. I love it and  have become obsessed with you just lately, I must 

admit. If I didn’t belong to Mistress Donna and  if I didn’t worship her with all my heart and 

soul I would have gladly gone along with what you’re  suggesting. But I do feel that way 

about her and I always will. So, I’m sorry but I won’t agree to your  proposal, Mistress. Not 

now. Not ever.”  “‘Proposal’, did you say, slave?” Angelica responded with a derisive 

snort.  Adam’s brow furrowed with confusion. “Wasn’t it, Mistress?”  “Certainly not,” she 

replied, her gaze direct. “You’ve got it all wrong.” Pause. “But only be-  cause I wanted you 

to.” Another pause. “Not too long ago Mistress Donna used to insist your rela-  tionship be 

strictly monogamous, slave, didn’t she?” she said, appearing to switch track.  “Yes, Mistress,” 

he confirmed. “She did allow Mistress Corinne to masturbate me almost to  orgasm – twice 

actually – before you arrived for your meeting that time but…”  “Special circumstances, 

slave,” Angelica interrupted him curtly. “Nothing else similar?”  “No, Mistress.”  “There was 

no play involving other Femdom couples,” she went on, “nothing like that?”  “Never, 

Mistress.”  “Ever wonder why that was?”  Adam looked at her and frowned. “I used to think it 

was possessiveness on her part, Mis-  tress. I thought she wanted to keep me all to 

herself.”  Angelica raised her eyebrows. “Used to think?”  “Yes, Mistress.” 

“And what’s your current thinking on the subject?”  “That my assumption was very self-

serving, Mistress, and that the real reason was she knew  she couldn’t trust me.”  “And you 

proved her right by allowing Mistress Corinne to seduce you and then making the  situation so 

much worse by lying your ass off about it afterwards, slave,” Angelica said.  “Yes, Mistress,” 

he replied, looking uncomfortable.  “Anyway, that’s all history,” she went on, to his surprise. 

“And so will be your experiences  here very soon. Because, you see, we’re done with you 

now.”  Adam gave her a puzzled look. “You are, Mistress?”  “We are, slave,” she confirmed. 

“When you first came into the Manor you weren’t truthful  and you weren’t trustworthy. But 

you’re both of those things now, no doubt about it.”  Adam gave her a modest smile. “All 

thanks to you, Mistress.”  “And to Lana and the rest of my team… and to you,” she replied. 

“In any event it’s time to  call a halt. Tonight will be the last night of your stay with us.” She 

looked at his cock. His hard-on  had wilted slightly but had not subsided by any means. “Want 

me to finish you off, slave?” she  asked. “Might help you sleep.”  Adam felt desire surge 

through him again. “If you wouldn’t mind, Mistress,” he whispered.  Angelica laughed. “Oh I 

wouldn’t mind one little bit, slave,” she answered, bringing her fin-  gers back to his erection. 

She played with the pre-cum at the tip of his cock before starting to stroke  its length up and 

down again. “I suspect this won’t take long.”  She was right, it didn’t. And it did the trick too. 

Angelica switched the light off before she left  Adam’s room, closing the door behind her and 

leaving him to sleep like a baby. 












Chapter Forty-six 

 

    Donna and Adam were in her living room. She was seated in a black leather armchair 

and  wore a short red leather dress with matching stilettos. The dominatrix was the very 

picture of stern  erotic authority, power radiating from her like a force field. Adam knelt 

naked at her feet, the very  image of subservience. It was just like old times.  At Donna’s 

instruction, Adam had given her an account of what had happened to him while  he’d been at 

Punishment Manor. “I thought I’d got it all worked out, Mistress – more fool me,” he  said. “I 

would always tell the truth, come what may. I’d never be a deceiver again under any 

circum-  stances. It was dead simple, I thought. But it turned out my thinking wasn’t so much 

simple as sim-  plistic.”  “Because Mistress Angelica deliberately set up a situation where it 

would have been morally  wrong if you’d told the truth,” said Donna, “no matter how you 

might have tried to rationalise it.”  “Exactly, Mistress,” he said. “And that made me think 

much more deeply than I otherwise  would have done about what it means to be really honest 

and truthful.”  “What a clever woman Mistress Angelica truly is,” said Donna with a wry 

smile, “further evi-  dence of that being the ‘Monique and Kit’ type scenario she contrived in 

order to test the depth of  your loyalty to me.”  Adam nodded. “And which I nearly failed, 

Mistress, as I explained to you earlier. I’m deeply  embarrassed and ashamed about 

that.”  “No need to feel that way at all, slave,” she replied reassuringly. “Mistress Angelica is 

a lot  of things apart from being a very clever woman. She is also resourceful, imaginative, 

perceptive and  wise. All of which makes her outstandingly good at the well-paid job I 

employ her to do. But per-  haps more than anything she is a Mistress worthy of pure 

devotion. I’d have been most surprised if  you hadn’t fallen thoroughly under her spell after a 

while.” She paused. “That said, I’d also have  been extremely disappointed in you if you’d 

said yes to her bogus proposal.”  “And I’d have been even more disappointed in myself, 

Mistress.”  There was a silence between them, and then Adam said, “You mentioned Kit a 

moment ago,  Mistress.”  “Yeah?”  “Well, I was just thinking…”  “What, slave?”  “Has 

Mistress Corinne found a replacement for him yet?”  Donna shook her head sadly. “She really 

thought she had,” she replied. “Although the guy  was a complete newcomer to BDSM, 

Corinne told me he was coming along very well indeed. But in  the end he turned out to be 

another dud, I’m sorry to say.”  “What a damn shame, Mistress,” said Adam 

sympathetically.  “I’m taking you round to her place this evening so she and I can dominate 

you together,  slave,” Donna continued. “It will be our own little private play party and a good 

way to both welcome you back and cheer her up at the same time.” 










Chapter Forty-seven  

 

   “Go away,” Corinne told Simon who had turned up at her apartment out of the blue. 

“We’ve  said all we had to say to each other. And anyway your timing sucks – I’m expecting 

guests shortly.”  She was dressed for them too. The blonde dominatrix looked stunning in a 

tight-fitting pur-  ple leather micro-minidress that cinched in at her narrow waist and molded 

seductively to her  voluptuous curves. That she wore nothing underneath was obvious. The 

full roundness of her  breasts was displayed and supported by the constricting leather, her 

nipples protruding against the  shiny surface. She also had on purple stilettos, with tight straps 

around the ankle, and pointed toes.  “This won’t take very long, Corinne,” Simon replied 

pleadingly. “Just hear me out. That’s all I  ask.”  She gave him a curt nod and ushered him 

into the living room. “Say your piece,” she de-  manded coldly when they’d got there. She 

didn’t offer him a seat nor did she sit down herself. “Go  on, spit it out.”  “I just wanted to say 

I’m very, very sorry, Corinne,” he began, breathing hard. “I read every-  thing all wrong. I got 

it into my head that being enslaved to you in the way you wanted would mean  I’d have lost 

my freedom. I understand now that the opposite is true and it would have brought me  great 

freedom.” He continued, his tone earnest and fervent, “What greater proof of a 

submissive  man’s freedom can there be than to give it willingly to a Goddess like you. It’s 

the ultimate affir-  mation of liberty for someone like me. I get that now. I would become 

truly free if I gave myself to  you completely in that way.”  Corinne looked at him sceptically. 

“Nice speech. But words are cheap. Do you actually be-  lieve what you just said?”  “Every 

word,” he assured her.  “You know if you committed to that level of enslavement I’d 

regularly punish you and put  you into bondage, pushing your limits all the time,” she said. 

“I’d already made that clear, hadn’t I?”  “Yes,” he confirmed.  “There are so many things I’d 

do to you I’ve not even told you about yet,” she went on, a  half-smile forming on her full 

lips. “I’d use weighted clamps on your nipples and balls, for example;  there’d be needle-play, 

chastity devices…”  Simon interrupted her. “I’d welcome it all,” he avowed. “I want to be 

stretched in such excit-  ing ways by you.”  “What about being literally stretched by me?” she 

asked with a smirk. “I’m talking butt  plugs, being fucked in the ass by strap-ons dildos, wrist-

deep fisting.”  “Yes, all that too. I want more of what you can do to me – much 

more.”  Corinne cocked her head at him. “The nudity rule I told you about and the one about 

ad-  dressing me as ‘Mistress’,” she said. “How do you feel about those now?”  “The same,” 

he replied. “I want to be naked and helpless in your company as much as pos-  sible, and want 

to address you as ‘Mistress’ then too.”  “And any other BDSM protocols I may require of 

you?” she asked. “Only speaking to me  when spoken to when we’re alone together or when 

we’re among other kinksters, for example?”  “Anything you want, I’ll deliver,” he insisted. 

“That’s my attitude.”  “I might want to dominate you with another Mistress. How about that, 

huh?”  “Then I’d serve both of you to the best of my abilities,” he promised. “And I’d do it 

gladly.”  “It might please me to hand you over to another dominatrix from time to time,” she 

went on.  “How would you handle that?”  “By doing my very best to make you proud of me,” 

he replied.  “I might well want you to have sex with other people…not always of the opposite 

sex.”  “I’d do it willingly,” Simon insisted. “I’d do anything you require of me, Mistress.” 

He  paused, hesitating. “May I call you ‘Mistress’?”  “You may,  slave,” Corinne said.  He 

breathed a huge sigh of relief. “Thank you so much, Mistress. I’ve been absolutely  miserable 

since we parted.” 

“You and me both,” she admitted, kissing him lightly on the cheek. “Oh, there’s the 

door,”  she added at the sound of the doorbell. “I’ll just get that. It must be my guests. Take 

off all your  clothes while I go and say hello to them, slave.”  Corinne started to leave the 

room and Simon turned his head to the noise of her footsteps.  As he quickly stripped off he 

heard the front door open and the sound of another woman talking.  He couldn’t hear what she 

was saying but he did hear what Corinne said to her. “Simon’s come  round,” she announced, 

“and in more ways than one, I’m delighted to report. Let me take your coat,  Donna. I’m 

dying to see what kinky outfit you have on under there.” She went on, “Adam, I 

barely  recognise you with your clothes on. Think he’d better get them off  tout de suite,  don’t you, Donna?” 










Chapter Forty-eight 

 

    Adam and Simon were knelt back to back in the living room. Both of them had 

powerful  erections, the veins in their cocks pulsing. Donna and Corinne stood together 

several feet away  from them and the two slaves waited patiently for their Mistresses to 

command them at will.  Donna was a vision in shimmering black rubber latex: a skin-tight 

corset that came up to  just below her ample breasts and just above the smoothness of her 

naked sex, and black stockings  that were held up by garters attached to her corset. This 

beautiful black latex ensemble was com-  pleted by long boots with spike heels.  Corinne 

stood beside her, an equal vision in her form-fitting purple leather micro-minidress  – 

underneath which she wore no panties – and stiletto heels. She had a rattan cane in her hand 

and  was in whispered conversation with Donna.  “So that’s agreed,” said Donna when the 

two friends had concluded their conspiratorial dis-  cussion. She took the cane out of 

Corinne’s hand and placed it on the table. “We get our slaves to  pleasure us before any 

chastisement takes place.”  “That’s right,” said Corinne.  “You go first if you like,” Donna 

went on. “You’re hosting this little soiree after all.”  Corinne immediately strode over to 

Simon. She lifted the hem of her micro-minidress, took  hold of the back of his head and 

pressed it forward, so his mouth was jammed against her mons.  “Worship my pussy, slave,” 

she ordered.  Immediately Simon began tracing the shape of her labia with his tongue and 

pressing it  against the tip of her clitoris. It felt exquisite to Corinne: the pressure of his 

mouth, his tongue  across her soft pussy lips, that electric sensation she felt when his tongue 

met her clit. Then his  tongue pushed right into her, licking between the walls of her 

sex.  “Lick deeper,” she ordered.  He moved responsively, his tongue pushing further between 

her pussy lips to lap at the love  juice oozing from within her. She sighed as he buried his 

mouth in all that wetness, making love to  the swollen pinkness of her with his busy 

tongue.  Simon continued working energetically with his tongue on Corinne’s pussy, and she 

began  rocking back and forth into his mouth. Her heart pounded in her chest and she ached 

with the need  to come. Finally her pleasure reached fever pitch and, gasping for air, she 

climaxed hard, raining  love juice directly into Simon’s grateful mouth.  Corinne’s body was 

still tingling with the glow of her orgasm when she detached herself  from Simon and stepped 

over to Donna again. “Your turn now,” she said.  Donna immediately marched over to Adam 

and turned her back on him. “I want you to wor-  ship my asshole, slave,” she announced, 

looking briefly over her shoulder at him. She placed her  legs apart and arched her back so 

that the cheeks of her rear were parted. “Give it all you’ve got.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he gasped 

before plunging his tongue into her anal hole and making her  moan with pleasure.  Donna 

pressed back in response to his energetic efforts, pushing her backside even further  into his 

face. At the same time she began to masturbate, pushing her fingers deep between the lips  of 

her vagina. Her dark eyes glistened and she sighed with pleasure as she used her fingers on 

her-  self, pressing them into the wetness of her sex while he continued frantically lapping 

between the  parted cheeks of her rear.  “I’m going to come,” Donna cried, throwing her head 

back. She moaned in ecstasy, her  pussy spasming and her clit peaking, as a climax cascaded 

through her.  Once she’d regained her senses, she moved away from Adam. The dominatrix 

then marched  over to the table and picked up the cane, which she handed to Corinne. “Let 

your slave’s chas-  tisement commence,” she said, standing next to her.  “Stand up and come 

over here, Simon,” Corinne demanded.  “Yes, Mistress,” he said, and got to his feet.  “Make 

your Mistress proud of you, slave,” Donna counselled when he’d arrived before the  two 

women. 

“I will always try to do that, Mistress,” Simon replied, his eager voice filled with hope 

and  determination.  “On this occasion that will involve, among other things, not crying out no 

matter how much  pain you’re in,” Donna clarified. “Got that, slave?”  “Got that, Mistress,” 

Simon replied, and Donna stepped to one side.  Simon glanced over at Adam and his eyes met 

with his for a moment. The two men smiled  at one another, knowing instinctively they were 

going to be good friends.  “Turn round and bend over, slave,” Corinne told Simon, bringing 

his attention back to her.  “Place your legs apart and wrap your hands around your 

ankles.”  Simon felt a delicious shiver run through him. “Yes, Mistress,” he replied. He turned 

and  got into position.  Corinne’s first strike whistled through the air and broke hard against 

the parted cheeks of  his rear. Simon winced, gripping his ankles harder but he didn’t utter a 

sound. The curve of his  backside carried one thin red stripe.  Corinne waited a moment, 

raised the cane and let loose with another harsh stroke. “Hard  enough for you, slave?” she 

asked.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied through clenched teeth  She raised the cane even higher 

and swung down again, this time cutting at the top of his  thighs. Simon moaned quietly but 

did not otherwise react. There were now three lines neatly paral-  leled against the paleness of 

his muscular behind.  After that Corinne laid stripe after stripe on his backside and upper 

thighs. The caning was  made extra painful due to the tautness of his skin from the position in 

which he stood. But after a  while with the pain came the pleasure. She delivered strike after 

strike to his rear until he could feel  the warmth spreading through his body.  “Stand upright 

now, slave,” Corinne ordered.  “Yes, Mistress,” he panted, and immediately 

obeyed.  Corinne’s fingers traced the stripes she’d laid down on his backside. He felt her 

hand  smooth the skin over first one punished cheek and then the other as pre-cum dripped 

from the eye  of his straining erection.  “Bet you’re wondering what’s coming up next, slave,” 

she said.  Simon’s heart was pounding a mile a minute. “I am, Mistress,” he gasped.  “Over to 

you again, Donna,” Corinne said, turning towards her friend who in turn looked in  Adam’s 

direction.  “Crawl over to the front of Simon, slave,” she ordered him.  “Yes, Mistress,” 

Adam said, and straightaway proceeded to do so.  “I want you to do something at which you 

evidently became adept during your stay at Pun-  ishment Manor,” she said. “I want you to 

suck cock and swallow cum. Understood, slave?”  Adam’s shaft flexed. “Understood, 

Mistress,” he replied.  Adam brought his lips to Simon’s thick, veined rod. He swirled his 

tongue around its glans,  before opening his lips, taking it in and starting to suck 

feverishly.  At that point Corinne resumed caning Simon’s rear in his new upright position. 

Each time  she snapped the cane across, his breath came faster and Adam sucked his cock 

more greedily.  “Feel good, slave?” Corinne asked Simon, between strikes.  “Yes, Mistress,” 

he replied with a moan.  As Adam continued to feast on Simon’s erection, sucking with his 

mouth and swirling with  his tongue, the rhythm of the rattan cane did not cease. Corinne 

continued to beat Simon’s back-  side with the implement, inflicting the right degree of pain 

so it was always pleasure too.  At the same time Adam’s lips and tongue caused delirious 

spasms of sexual energy to drive  through Simon’s body. He felt overwhelmed with 

excitement. His senses had become overloaded  with passion by a combination of the sexual 

rush of being expertly blown by Adam and the rhythm  of the skilful correction being beaten 

out on his rear by Corinne.  Simon could feel himself getting ever closer to ejaculating but 

held on as best he could  until…“Come now, slave,” Corinne ordered and he instantly obeyed. 

Copious amounts of ejaculate  squirted out of his cock deep into Adam’s mouth, every drop of 

which he eagerly sucked down and  swallowed.  “I want you to come too now, slave,” Donna ordered 

Adam. “Bring yourself off into your  hand.”  The kneeling slave stopped sucking Simon’s now spent 

shaft, knelt upright and grasped his  own cock with his right hand. He began furiously masturbating, 

making his erection strain within  his grasp. Lost in a state of frenzied desire, Adam pumped his fist back and forth before reaching  his own much-needed climax, ejaculating one rope of cum after 

another into his fist.  “Bring your cum-covered fingers up to Simon’s mouth, slave,” Donna then 

ordered Adam.  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, his breath uneven and ragged, and immediately did as 

he’d been  told.  “Lick them clean, slave,” Corinne ordered Simon. “Swallow all his cum like he 

swallowed  yours.”  “Yes, Mistress,” he replied, and got to work with his lips and tongue on Adam’s 

up-  stretched hand.  “What do you think of Simon’s efforts on this occasion, Donna?” Corinne asked 

when he’d  licked all the ejaculate off Adam’s fingers and swallowed it down. “Give me your honest 

opinion.”  Donna broke into a broad smile. “I think he’s done you proud,” she answered. “And I have 

a  very strong feeling that’s the way things will continue.”  “And you, Adam. What’s your opinion of 

my new slave?” Corinne asked, looking down  meaningfully at him.  “I agree with Mistress Donna,” 

he replied, both his hands now down by his sides. “He’s  definitely a slave to be proud of, 

Mistress.”  “And you, Simon,” Corinne said, giving his arm a squeeze. “Show  me what’s going 

through  your mind right now.”  His reaction was to immediately fall to his knees and kiss her shiny 

purple stilettos. It was a  reverent, grateful action that was worth a thousand words. The raised cheeks of his backside dis-  played to perfection the vivid marks of the punishment his Mistress had inflicted on them. They  were a mass of stripes, the skin colored various shades of red and pink.  “Well, what 

are you waiting for, slave?” Donna said to Adam, pointing to her feet. And he  crawled worshipfully 

towards her and began licking her long black spike-heeled boots.  Adam felt a swell of pure happiness 

so intense it made him tremble. While Simon’s voyage  of discovery in the wonderful world of 

Femdom BDSM was still at an early stage his was far more  advanced, especially after his 

unforgettable, life-changing stay at Punishment Manor.  He knew that exciting voyage was nowhere 

near over for him, though, and indeed never  would be over as long as he remained true to his adored 

Mistress. And he knew with all his heart he  would be true to Donna for all time now – because, just as he’d always been able to trust her com-  pletely, she could at long last trust him in exactly the same way. 



 The End  
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“THE END” 
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