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    SOLD TO THE MISTRESS 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    To Mistress G, the love of my life. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    “I love her passionately with a morbid intensity; madly as one can only love a woman who never responds to our love with anything but an eternally uniform, eternally calm, stony smile.” 
 
    Leopold von Sacher-Masoch, ‘Venus in Furs’ 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter One 
 
      
 
    Naked but for a tight black leather G-string, Nick waited to be summoned into the living room of the secluded Edwardian town house he’d called home for the last two years. He had been feeling increasingly uneasy of late and was particularly on edge this evening.  
 
    What had gotten into his Mistress? Nick wondered, an anxious frown creasing his darkly handsome features. Linda seemed perpetually discontented with him these days although for the life of him he couldn’t understand why. 
 
    One way or another, he thought despairingly, it wouldn’t be long before she’d be telling him it was time for a parting of the ways. Then that would be that, end of story.  
 
    But no, Nick tried to reassure himself, she wouldn’t do that to him without good reason. It would all be fine. He was worrying needlessly, letting his imagination run away with itself. “Calm down, man,” he said under his breath. “You’re being paranoid.” 
 
    Then a louder voice – one that made his pulse quicken – told Nick to do something else.  “Get your ass in here, slave,” Linda commanded. 
 
    Nick knew not to keep his Mistress waiting even a moment. The living room he hurried into was graciously elegant: dark wooden beams that arched into a white plaster ceiling, thick oriental rugs that showed a subtle mixture of dark blues and burgundies, furnishings of plush black leather and polished mahogany.  
 
    Linda stood at the center of the room, a fearsome look on her face. She looked to Nick’s  gaze as stunningly beautiful as ever though, her shiny shoulder-length raven hair framing a face of perfect symmetry. She had flawless milky-white skin, lips that were full and sensuous, and gleaming violet eyes.  
 
    Linda had an exquisite figure too, her glorious curves and long legs accentuated by the shiny black leather minidress she had on, which she’d matched with killer stiletto-heeled shoes. The dress plunged low at the front, cupping her full firm breasts and was so tight it looked like it had been sprayed on. It was also so short it barely skirted her shapely thighs.  
 
    Linda scowled. “Once upon a time I was foolish enough to think you’d make a damn good slave.” 
 
    “I thought I was…” 
 
    “You thought wrong,” she interrupted dismissively. “You’ve turned out to be a complete disappointment to me.” 
 
    Nick’s hazel-brown eyes widened in alarm at what she’d just said. “Really, Mistress?”  
 
    “Really,” she confirmed.  
 
    “But where have I gone wrong, Mistress?” His voice wavered 
 
    “Where to start?” Linda snapped. 
 
    “I’d do anything to get back in favor with you, Mistress,” Nick’s stomach was churning. “Hopefully if I do my very best I’ll succeed.” 
 
    Linda shrugged. “You can hope what you like,” she said sarcastically.  
 
    Waves of anxiety washed over Nick now. It seemed he’d been wrong earlier when he’d tried to convince himself he was being paranoid. Not long ago he’d thought he was the perfect slave for Linda.  But this evening she’d made it frighteningly clear he was nothing of the sort and that he’d totally blown it. But how had he managed to do that? It made no sense.  
 
    He’d done nothing to deserve such sweeping condemnation – at least not that he could work out. Where was all this rancor coming from? Nick couldn’t fathom it out. It seemed from what Linda had just said that he couldn’t get anything right in her eyes anymore. But what else did she want of him for goodness’ sake? Jesus, he thought despairingly. It really did look like he’d be on his way soon to an unknown fate. 
 
    Leaving aside the raunchy Fetish clubs Linda had regularly taken him to for the last couple of years, Nick’s world had been almost entirely limited during that time to the confines of her fine town house. Here in those luxurious premises he’d delighted in the submissive pleasure of being her devoted twenty-four-seven slave.  
 
    By agreeing to initially try Nick out in that role the dominatrix had given him an opportunity he’d never had before but had often dreamed about. The yearning he’d felt for the sadistic domme at that time had been almost brutal in itself. The life he’d just started to live with her as a probationer but was absolutely determined to make permanent had been his fate, he’d felt. It had been predestined.  
 
    Back then every time he’d contemplated becoming Linda’s devoted full-time slave his loins had clenched as though his future was pulling at him. And he had gone on to make that role fully his own – or had thought he had until recently. What good had all his efforts turned out to have achieved after all? he asked himself ruefully. None, it would appear. How deluded he’d been in telling himself otherwise. 
 
    But it hadn’t always been this way. He’d been an excellent slave to Linda for a very long time. Hadn’t he? So when had she started to become disillusioned with him? Was there an actual moment when something had changed? If so, how had he managed to miss it? God, when he thought how good it had been in the early days of their relationship... 
 
    During his probationary period as Linda’s twenty-four-seven slave she’d trained Nick thoroughly in what she required of him to meet her specific needs – and an exceptionally good trainer she’d been too. That training had often been very arduous but right from the word go Nick had proven he was made of tough stuff.  
 
    Anyway the truth was that though what Linda had imposed on him during that time had been daunting he’d loved it all – every gruelling punishment and humiliating experience she’d inflicted on him – because it had gotten him ever closer to what he regarded as his true, authentic self: the ultimate slave to the ultimate Mistress.  
 
    Once his training had been completed to Linda’s satisfaction she had to his delight officially made him her full-time slave. As such Nick was required night and day to obey the domme’s orders without demur and respond immediately to her every whim.  
 
    He was obliged to submit unthinkingly to any manner of chastisements. And these were frequent. They were also often entirely arbitrary rather than genuinely deserved. Did Nick mind about this? Not at all. Linda could do anything she wanted to him, to his way of thinking.  Every one of her sadistic acts fed his subservient and masochistic desires. The fact was he was in love with the life he led with her.  
 
    It beat the hell out of the “vanilla” world; that was for sure. He’d grown increasingly to believe he didn’t belong in that world, regarding it as essentially meaningless to a man like him, and had ended up hating it with a passion. His uninspiring middle management position with an anonymous public authority had contributed to that sentiment no end since it had often made him feel like nothing more than a nondescript corporate clone. When Linda had originally agreed to try him out as her full-time slave, Nick hadn’t had to think twice before throwing in that soul destroying job right there and then.  
 
    By doing this and otherwise leaving the vanilla world behind it was as if he’d been released from a heavy weight he’d been carrying for years. It was one of the paradoxes of the topsy-turvy world of BDSM that what the submissive partner in an S&M relationship felt more than anything was a sense of liberation. And that had certainly proven to be the case in his relationship with Linda. 
 
    Nick had always tried his level best not to displease his Mistress. But occasionally he’d failed in those efforts and had been severely disciplined for it. He’d accepted all such harsh corrections uncomplainingly when Linda had delivered them even though he’d often been unable to hold back his cries of anguish. He was only human. 
 
    Today he knew he was almost certainly in for some heavy punishment from the dominatrix and he could not deny that, deeply masochistic as he was, he welcomed it. What he didn’t welcome – what he dreaded to his core – was the devastating prospect of being dispensed with by her.  
 
    Linda had expected so much of him as her full-time slave and he’d genuinely thought he’d lived up to her expectations. But it appeared that somehow or other he’d failed to do that, big time. He wanted to drop penitently to his knees and beg her forgiveness. But instead he stood rooted to the spot, paralysed by nerves.  
 
    Linda had begun pacing back and forth in front of Nick, each stride she took making him feel even more nervous. 
 
    She shook her head in disgust. “Like I said, you’re a complete disappointment to me.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Mistress,” he whispered. 
 
    The dominatrix replied sharply, “Not half as much as you’re going to be, slave.” She paused and looked into his submissive eyes for several seconds.  “I intend to cane your sorry ass super-hard in a few moments. Now lose the G-string and get on your hands and knees.” 
 
    Nick obediently pulled off his G-string and dropped onto all fours. Then, steeling himself for the onslaught he knew was coming, he waited. 
 
     Linda strode toward one of several cabinets of disciplinary implements she had in the room, her shapely thighs rippling as she moved. When she returned she had in her hand a bamboo cane. By this time, in a typically Pavlovian response, Nick had developed a powerful erection. 
 
    The dominatrix positioned herself behind him and whisked the cane through the air in a couple of practice swipes. 
 
    Then the first harsh strike landed on the slave’s behind, marking both cheeks with a long red welt.  
 
    It hurt like a motherfucker, making Nick cry out. 
 
    He continued crying out as he took at least two dozen similarly fierce strikes. All were swift and biting as Linda worked a rash of welts over Nick’s rear cheeks and high on his thighs. 
 
    All of a sudden the dominatrix stopped. She got Nick to climb to his feet and stand before her.  
 
    “That’ll do for now, slave,” she announced in a cold voice. “I’m taking you out to Club Depravity shortly. I’ve damaged the goods just enough to serve my purpose when we’re there.” 
 
    Having delivered this cryptic comment, Linda told Nick to get ready to go out and to be quick about it. She told him exactly what to wear too. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Two 
 
      
 
    Linda and Nick were seated in the backseat of a chauffeur-driven midnight blue Mercedes with tinted windows as it glided through the nighttime cityscape towards Club Depravity. 
 
    The dominatrix and her slave were both dressed all in black leather. Linda still wore the plunging micro-minidress and stilettos, and Nick had put on tight black leather jeans over his G-string. He was also wearing a short leather jacket with nothing beneath it, and his bare feet were tucked into ankle boots.    
 
    The chauffeur dropped them off at the anonymous commercial address that housed Club Depravity and they made their way to its metal entrance door. It had a CCTV camera above it and a buzzer to the side.  
 
    Linda pressed the buzzer and a few seconds later the door was opened by an attractive Oriental woman. She had closely cropped black hair, porcelain skin, perfectly manicured hands, and wore a purple leather catsuit so tight it looked as if it was part of her body.  
 
    After she had booked Linda and Nick into the club the pair went down a corridor that led to swing doors. Nick had been to Club Depravity with Linda on a various occasions before. He was therefore prepared for the orgy-fest that met his gaze as soon as they walked through those swing doors and entered the pulsating half-darkness of the club’s cavernous playroom  
 
    With Nick in tow Linda began to walk through the large high-ceilinged space, which was as heaving with hardcore BDSM players as it usually was. Nick scanned the room to have a closer look at what was going on this time. As was invariably the case it was beyond outrageous: a circus of deviant debauchery, its uninhibited participants unleashing their wildest, darkest, most carnal selves. 
 
     The first scenario to catch Nick’s eye was that of an athletically-built blond man in a tank top and backless shorts, both of red latex, bent over a whipping bench being vigorously ass-fucked with a strap-on by a shapely brunette. She had on an electric-blue leather catsuit and matching thigh-high boots. Beneath the shiny material of her catsuit her pronounced nipples stuck out proudly as she thrust in and out of her hunky blond submissive.  
 
    Next Nick’s eye rested on a naked young woman with short coffee-collared hair and numerous metal piercings who had been blindfolded, gagged and strapped on her back on a leather-covered bondage table in such a way that her knees were upraised and her thighs wide apart. A man with a silvery crew-cut and naked to the waist stood above her. He had a sculptured gym-toned body, his torso gleaming as if it had been oiled, and wore snug-fitting black leather jeans tucked into tall boots. He was skilfully fisting the young woman’s multiply-pierced pussy.  
 
    Not far from that kinky couple a naked olive-skinned man with jet-black hair lay flat on his back on the floor. A voluptuous blonde, as naked as he was and whose lips, fingernails and toenails were painted dark red, was sitting on his face. She was looking in the direction of another equally naked comely blonde, this one heavily tattooed, who was knelt between the man’s legs, sucking his hard wet cock in a regular rhythm.  
 
    Nick had observed many of these kinds of outlandish activities before at this and other extreme Fetish clubs Linda had taken him to since they’d been together: all those kinksters really going for it, doing what drove them sexually. And it never ceased to excite him.  
 
    Would he be joining there number soon, engaged in some kind of erotic BDSM scenario stage-managed by the ever imaginative Linda? That had very often been the case before. But who knew what was going to happen this time?  
 
    All bets seemed to be off at present with his Mistress. Fetish play aside, maybe she'd deign to let him know soon what awful faux pas he’d perpetrated – or whatever else it was he was guilty of in her eyes. He could only hope so because that would at least give him something to work on to try to make things good with her again.  
 
    Or was it too late for that already? He was a “complete disappointment” to her apparently. He felt burdened by his extraordinary failings – whatever the hell they were. It was all so mystifying. 
 
    Nick followed Linda en route to… wherever she was headed in that crowded playroom. He was totally in the dark about what she had in mind tonight. I’m taking you out to Club Depravity shortly, she’d said. I’ve damaged the goods just enough to serve my purpose when we’re there. But what was that purpose? The only thing he knew was that whatever she threw at him this time he’d be able to hack it.  
 
    He always had, for fuck’s sake. What more did she want? What was the problem? What in God’s name was going on with his Mistress? Why was she doing all this? He couldn’t have been more confused if he’d tried. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Three 
 
      
 
    Dyane and Nick ventured even further into the large dimly-lit playroom and Nick now found his gaze resting on another dominatrix in action. This one was a svelte brunette with straight chin-length hair. She had on a black leather corset with chains across her breasts and a black leather skirt with a slit up the back that stopped just short of her rear cheeks. There was a whip dangling down her thigh, attached by a chain to her waist, and she wore stiletto-heeled shoes as tall and sharp as the ones Linda had on.  
 
    This imposing dominatrix had a stainless-steel chastity cage harnessed around the penis and balls of her otherwise naked slave and was leading him around the room with a cock leash. Clear ooze seeped from the tip of the man’s shaft, which was visibly straining against the metal confines of the unyielding genital jail in which it was confined.  
 
    Nick’s gaze was caught next by the sight of a vigorous blow job in progress. The recipient was a man of Nordic appearance wearing only a sleeveless black leather top that clung like glue to his muscular torso and heavy leather boots. Kneeling before him was a short-haired blonde, entirely naked apart from a black leather slave’s collar. She was sucking his rampant erection enthusiastically and finger-fucking herself with energy at the same time, love juice flowing freely down her hand.  
 
    As Nick continued to observe intense erotic scenarios like that in Club Depravity he kept asking himself what it was Linda had planned for him here tonight. He could feel his body tensing in readiness. But for what? Things were going to get better for him once his Mistress had done what she proposed to do to her “damaged goods” tonight… or they were going to get worse.  
 
    These were the sort of hopelessly confused thoughts going through Nick’s mind – all of them adding up to precisely nothing because he didn’t know what he’d done wrong in the first place – as he continued to follow Linda through the cornucopia of kink that was Club Depravity’s playroom. And as he did so he observed yet more eye-popping displays.  
 
    Before his gaze at the moment was a naked heavily-muscled male hung like a stallion whose upraised arms were secured to black leather wrist cuffs attached to a ceiling chain. The prodigious length of his erection was encased in tight circles by a black leather cock corset and he was being whipped ferociously on the chest by a dominatrix with shoulder-length hair as shiny and black as her second-skin latex catsuit.  
 
    Nick’s gaze moved to another Femdom BDSM scenario. Knelt over a whipping bench was a broad-shouldered pale-skinned man with a smooth hairless body and a shaven head. All he had on was a metal-studded red leather dog collar and his anus was filled by a red rubber butt plug. He was being dominated by two black women, both in maroon leather micro-minidresses and matching stiletto-heeled boots. One of them was tipping molten wax onto his back from the two burning red candles she had in her hands while the other was using a hefty red leather paddle to beat his rear cheeks furiously hard. 
 
    Linda and Nick walked a little further and arrived at the far end of the playroom. Right in front of them was a locked-closed door with an access code beside it.  
 
    Linda put a hand on Nick’s arm, leaned in close to him and said, “You’ve been trying hard to work out the reason I’ve been treating you the way I have recently. And so far that reason has eluded you. Right, slave?” 
 
    Nick took a deep breath. “Right, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’ve been assuming you need to up your game in some way…or maybe not. You haven’t been able to figure it out. And you really need to do that because most of all you’re worried about your future, yes?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” There was a tremor of panic in Nick’s voice. “And can I just say that I really, really want that future to be with you.”  
 
    Linda’s eyes lit ominously and she tightened her grip on Nick’s arm so much it made him flinch. He was on high alert now.   
 
    “Read my lips, slave,” she said in her chilliest voice. “Not. Gonna. Happen.” She let go his arm. “Got that?” 
 
    Nick’s heart thumped, his mind raced. “Got that, Mistress.”  
 
    “Which means what, slave?” she said. 
 
    He said nothing, momentarily dumbstruck. 
 
    “Say the words,” Linda insisted, her eyes fixed on his. 
 
    “That you intend to sell me, Mistress.” Nick’s voice cracked.  
 
    “That’s right,” she said coldly. 
 
    Nick opened his mouth to beg her to reconsider. Please, please don’t do this, Mistress. But he was silenced by the menacing look in her eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to sell you to the highest bidder as well,” the dominatrix went on. “This is where this has all been leading to, you see.”  
 
    With that Linda pressed several buttons on the access code at the side of the door. When it buzzed open she ushered Nick into the short corridor beyond, which led in turn to a private chamber. With a tap on the door to announce their arrival the dominatrix took him into this soft-lit space, shutting the door behind them.  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Four 
 
      
 
    Seated behind a large table of polished redwood in that private chamber were three beautiful women sheathed in figure-hugging black leather dresses. Nick knew the woman in the middle by her scene name of “Lady Jennifer”. She was an imperious redhead with shoulder-length hair, angular features and eyes as green as a dragon’s. This formidable dominatrix owned and ran Club Depravity and had a reputation for being someone who didn’t suffer fools gladly.  
 
    As for the two women she was seated between, Nick had never met either of them before. One of the women had ashe-blonde hair that was shiny and straight and hung to her shoulders. Her cheekbones were high and her eyes a vivid blue. She had full sensuous lips and luminescent white skin. The other woman had short black hair, an oval shaped face, brown-black eyes, and was deeply tanned.  
 
     “Welcome, Linda.” Jennifer smiled. “Good to see you. Can I offer you a seat or would you prefer to stand?” 
 
     “I’d prefer to stand, Jennifer,” Linda replied. “It would suit my purpose better.” She paused, her eyebrows raised quizzically. “I was expecting our mutual friend Rachel to be one of the bidders. Has she not arrived yet?” 
 
    “Unfortunately Rachel’s unwell – although it’s nothing serious, I hasten to add,” Jennifer said. “She thought she’d be recovered by tonight but it’s turned out she isn’t.” Clearly keen to open proceedings, she went on, “I don’t believe you know either of these ladies. So, let me make the introductions.” She waved an elegant hand in the direction of the heavily tanned woman with the short black hair.  “This is Kate. She lives in Spain most of the time and has done for a number of years.” Jennifer then gestured towards the ashe-blonde. “Dyane here lives in a house quite similar to yours but even more secluded and on the other side of the river.” 
 
    “Pleased to meet you both,” said Linda. “And thank you again, Jennifer, for agreeing to be the auction’s ‘Mistress of Ceremonies’.” She made quotation marks in the air with her fingers. “In my opinion you’re the ideal person to do it with all your experience in such matters.” 
 
    “I’m more than happy to officiate,” Jennifer replied graciously. “Could I start by saying that in my view you can expect to get a very good price for Nick. I mean, nicely into the tens of thousands. Even so, for that sort of money you need to market him a bit yourself, I’m sure you’d agree.” 
 
    “Yes I do,” Linda confirmed. She turned towards Nick and said curtly, “Remove your clothes for these ladies, slave, so I can demonstrate to them what you have to offer.” 
 
    Nick took a deep, shaky breath and nervously stripped off. When he was completely naked he bowed his head submissively as he had on so many occasions before. But there was something missing, and it was created by a feeling of tension so acute it had spread throughout his body. His skin was electric with it. He could feel it in his chest, his stomach, everywhere.  
 
    As for his libido, forget it. He didn’t feel turned on at all any more despite having so recently feasted his eyes on the deviant delights of Club Depravity. Instead he was only just holding it together. He felt extremely agitated, horribly exposed, and not the slightest bit aroused.  
 
    Other times when Nick had displayed himself naked at a Fetish club his head had been bowed submissively but his cock had stood proudly erect. That was because the fear he’d experienced on those occasions had been more than equalled by sexual excitement.  
 
    But this time – in this private chamber at the back of the club and under these extraordinary circumstances – he couldn’t quell a sense of apprehension so strong it amounted to outright dread. As a result his cock remained stubbornly flaccid. 
 
    Linda was unfazed. She told Nick to turn his back on the women so they could admire the stripes from the caning she’d given his backside and thighs earlier. “See how well he marks from a beating. I caned him hard at home before we came out tonight. Now watch this,” she added. “It’ll show you how much he’s into pain.” 
 
    She got Nick to turn and face the women again, and began scratching his welts with her sharp fingernails. Within moments, bundle of nerves though he still was, his cock rose to aching stiffness. 
 
    “Impressive,” remarked Dyane. There was a light in her blue eyes as she admired his rock-hard erection. 
 
    “Amen to that,” agreed Jennifer. 
 
    Kate smirked but said nothing. 
 
    There was a brief silence. 
 
    Kate’s smirk had gone. “So, what are his weaknesses as a slave?” she asked Linda in a brisk tone. 
 
    “He hasn’t got any to speak of,” she replied blithely. 
 
    What? Nick made a conscious effort not to show his amazement at Linda’s reply. What happened to him being a “complete disappointment” to her? 
 
    Kate gave her a cynical look. “No kidding?” she said sarcastically. 
 
    Linda didn’t waver. “No kidding,” she replied with a shrug. “What can I tell you? He’s obedient to a fault.” 
 
    “He must have some weaknesses,” Kate insisted. She paused and studied Linda. “What are they?” she added in an impatient tone. “Come on, tell us.” 
 
    Linda’s eyes changed, visibly hardening. “I’ve already given you my answer,” she told her frostily. “I’m not in the habit of repeating myself.” 
 
    Dyane chipped in at that point and said, “It would be helpful though, Linda, if you could explain to us why you are auctioning off such an exceptionally fine specimen. It doesn’t make immediate sense, you have to admit. Apart from anything else the guy’s extremely easy on the eye.” 
 
    “For the same reason I sold off my last four slaves,” Linda replied. 
 
    Damn it all to hell! thought Nick. No wonder she’d always forbidden him to ask her anything about her previous slaves.  
 
    If she’d revealed to him before what she just had to one of his potential purchasers it would have given the game away immediately. For the last two years he’d taken it for granted he was the center of her world just like she was the center of his. How wrong I’ve been, he told himself in dismay. This has obviously been on the cards all along. 
 
    He had been so obtuse, Nick decided, so fucking stupid, He’d been living in a fool’s paradise all this time, thinking Linda would want to keep him for as long as he continued to give his all in trying to be an exemplary slave to her. And that’s what he’d done unstintingly for the whole of the last two years. But for what? For nothing, it transpired. He’d convinced himself all this time that the invidious situation in which he currently found himself could never happen to him. And yet it had.  
 
    Now he realised it had been bound to happen to him. Nick tried not to feel aggrieved at the way his Mistress had as good as deceived him. But he failed in the effort. He wasn’t able to turn off his feelings like a tap. What she’d done couldn’t help but rankle with him. He felt hurt, betrayed. Jesus Christ, how could she have done such a thing to me? 
 
    He felt mollified to some degree when Linda went on to say, “The other four slaves lasted about a year each. This one lasted double that time. For a while I thought Nick might possibly be the one. But no, eventually I grew tired of him too. A kind of restless boredom set in, as it always does with me. I ended up just going through the motions with him, the whole thing nothing but a chore to me by then. So it was the usual routine towards the end. I give them such a miserable time emotionally they find they’re not too unhappy to be sold to another Mistress. I think of it as being cruel to be kind.” She chuckled. 
 
    Ha-de-fucking-ha, thought Nick. How hilarious!  
 
    “Cruel for sure,” Jennifer commented sardonically. “Anything else you’d like to share with these two ladies?” 
 
    “No, that’s it,” replied Linda, patting Nick on the arm. “It was good while it lasted being this one’s Mistress, trust me on that – very good actually.  But eventually he outstayed his welcome as all the others did. Now the man is history as far as I’m concerned. He’s no use to me any more and so I’ve already consigned him to the recesses of my mind like I did the others. Oh well, my search for the perfect slave goes on,” she added with a theatrical sigh. “But that’s enough from me, ladies. I arranged earlier that my chauffeur for tonight would be back outside the front of the club with the car waiting to pick me up by now. So I’ll get out of your way and return home. And – as we agreed beforehand, Jennifer – you and I can settle up after the event.” 
 
    And that was all Linda had to say. She sketched a wave on her way out and was gone. Nick was history to her now. She’d made that brutally clear in her last remarks.  
 
    And she was history to him. Yes, that spoilt, self-centered, devious, callous, heartless woman was out of his life for good. Perhaps he’d known at some level she’d been all of those things, Nick reflected, but had never allowed the knowledge to take root. Well, better late than never, it had now. He knew it was time to move on. And in his darkly esoteric world that meant being sold on.  
 
    Nick shivered with fear…and anticipation. His erection was still as hard as a rock. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Five 
 
      
 
    “Shall we start the auction, ladies?” Jennifer said. 
 
    The two women nodded their agreement. 
 
    “Who’ll open the bidding?” 
 
    “I will,” Dyane said definitely. “Fifty thousand.” 
 
    “Cutting to the chase, I see,” Jennifer remarked, a twinkle in her shrewd green eyes. 
 
    “Thought I would.” Dyane smiled. 
 
    It was Kate’s turn now. She appraised Nick for several moments, concentrating her gaze first on his handsome face and then on his powerful erection. 
 
    She upped the bid. “Sixty thousand.” 
 
    Jennifer looked toward Dyane who quickly offered the next bid. “Seventy thousand.” 
 
    “Seventy five,” said Kate. 
 
    “Eighty,” said Dyane. 
 
    There was a long silence after that, interminable in Nick’s mind. He looked from impassive face to impassive face of the two beautiful women bidding against each other to be his Mistress. He wondered which of them would lay claim to him at the conclusion of this increasingly excruciating process. Maybe this would be the conclusion. No more bids. Dyane would be his new owner 
 
    Suddenly he was desperate for that to be so. But why? Nick asked himself, finding it hard to think clearly at such an intolerably tense time. He wondered whether it was because Dyane had responded to Linda much more effectively than Kate had done. He felt Kate had been disrespectful to Linda in questioning her in the sarcastic and cynical way she had. 
 
     Why had she done that? Linda’s word merited questioning by the two dommes, certainly, but not in such a confrontational manner. Dyane had been probing but in a far more subtle, diplomatic, and above all appropriate way when dealing with a fellow dominatrix. 
 
    On the other hand… But no, there was no “other hand”, Nick decided. He already knew instinctively and without a shadow of doubt that Dyane was the one he wanted to own him.  
 
    Not that he had the slightest say in the matter. He knew he mustn’t get his hopes up too high. If Kate put in the highest bid then so it would be. 
 
     He’d just have to wait and see what happened, Nick told himself. And that wasn’t easy. The fact his life was about to alter momentously, possibly calamitously, caused his heart to race. 
 
    “Ninety thousand,” Kate eventually chimed in.  
 
    There was another long silence, this one stretching nearly to breaking. 
 
    Nick wondered anxiously what it would be like to be under Kate’s dominion in a foreign land.  
 
    He reflected on the likely reality of being enslaved to her twenty-four-seven in sunny Spain – enslaved to her anywhere for that matter. It was a disconcerting prospect to say the least. But it looked like it was going to be. It was too late for anything else. Shit, shit, shit. 
 
    More silence. 
 
    Endless silence. 
 
    Nick could feel his muscles tensing in readiness for the inevitable. 
 
    Dyane said, “A hundred thousand.” 
 
    Jennifer looked toward Kate who shook her head. 
 
    “Nothing doing,” she said.  
 
    Jennifer lifted a hand “The auction is finished with that last bid from Dyane.”  
 
    Nick’s heart immediately settled, his muscles un-tensed, and a great sense of relief washed over him. He no longer had to play that terrifying waiting game and the outcome had been the one he’d been increasingly desperate for. 
 
    Dyane looked across at her new acquisition and ordered, “Kneel at my side, slave.”  
 
    Nick moved swiftly. He dropped obediently to his knees beside his new Mistress, his head bowed.  
 
    Turning in her chair, she reached down and raised Nick’s chin.  “You are definitely to my taste, slave,” she said as she inspected him. She held his chin in her firmly grasping palm and moved his face from side to side. “Yes, most definitely to my taste. Good thing too really,” she added with a wry smile, “considering how much I’ve just agreed to pay for you.” 
 
    Dyane let go of Nick’s chin and moved both her hands to his chest, grasping his nipples. She fixed him with a piercing gaze, her blue eyes looking straight into his. At the same time she gave his nipples a vicious pinch, and gradually tightened her grasp even harder. The feeling was sharply beautiful to the highly masochistic Nick: exquisitely agonising 
 
     His face contorted with pain but inside he was filled with elation. He was exhilarated with wild submissive desire for Dyane. As she continued to torture his nipples while staring intently into his submissive brown eyes, the pleasure-pain he experienced intensified every sensation he felt.  
 
    The white-hot burning purity of those sensations was all-consuming: a frantic, crazy, wonderful feeling. It was disproportionate to what Dyane was actually doing to him physically and was all the more intoxicating for it. That was because what she’d achieved in her skilful way was to take him straight into subspace.  
 
    Then Dyane broke eye contact, letting go his nipples at the same time. And that was it. The initial scene between the Mistress and her new slave was over just that simply. 
 
    “Climb to your feet and go put your clothes back on, slave,” Dyane ordered, turning in her chair toward the table. “While you do that I’ll sort out the paperwork for your purchase with Lady Jennifer.” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Nick said, and immediately did as he’d been told. After that he waited patiently for the formalities to be completed between the two women. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Six 
 
      
 
    As soon as those formalities had been completed Dyane reached down and picked up a black leather bag from the floor between her chair and Jennifer’s. She put the bag on the table in front of her and removed several metal BDSM items from within it. These consisted of a pair of handcuffs and a slave’s collar with a chained leash attached to the ring hanging from its front.  
 
    Dyane pushed her chair back from the table and got to her feet. She had an hourglass figure and long shapely legs that were accentuated by the shortness of her dress and the tallness of the stiletto-heeled shoes she wore. The overall effect on Nick was – wow! 
 
    Dyane picked up the BDSM items she’d selected and strode over to Nick, moving like poetry in motion. She told Nick to put his hands together in front of him so she could handcuff him. He held out his palms to the dominatrix, his wrists upward, and she snapped the cuffs round them. After that she collared him. Leaving the leash dangling from the ring on the front of the collar, she went to the table and retrieved her bag. When she came back she gave Nick the bag to hold.  
 
    Grasping the end of his leash, the dominatrix drew her human purchase toward her and flashed him a wicked smile. “Your mine now, slave, all mine, to use and – more importantly – to abuse to my heart’s content.”  
 
    Nick’s shining eyes did not leave those of his powerful new Mistress as she made that deeply thrilling threat-cum-promise. He stood perfectly still too. It was as if he was frozen, his body and thoughts immobile, waiting dutifully for Dyane to direct his next move and his next thought. 
 
    His face a picture of attentive subservience, Nick was ready to be told what to do next. He had no will but hers now, he told himself. The thought of it filled him with delight. His enslavement to his new owner came to him so naturally, he felt, that it was as if they’d been in a Mistress-slave relationship for ever. 
 
    Dyane turned away from Nick and looked over at Kate. “Good to have met you, Kate,” she said politely. 
 
    “Likewise, Dyane. Likewise.” Kate’s smile did not reach her hard dark eyes. There was a pause, her smile disappearing altogether, and she added disdainfully, “I thought you paid well over the odds for him though, I have to say.”   
 
    “Which means you nearly did,” Dyane countered immediately. 
 
    Kate ignored the retort, casting a malevolent look in Dyane’s direction instead. “Where you went wrong was to make your first bid too high,” she said, her lip curled in a sneer. “Over-eager, I call it.” 
 
    Why’d she have to say snarky stuff like that? thought Nick. Apart from anything else, what was the point of such unpleasant behavior? It wasn’t going to change the outcome of the auction and therefore achieved nothing. It was worse than graceless to behave in such a condescending, overbearing manner to Dyane. Completely audacious was what it was. She was being even more disrespectful to her than she’d been earlier to Linda, which was saying something.  
 
    These were distinctly off-key comments uttered by a woman who clearly had a serious attitude problem. He felt more relieved than ever that the auction had gone the way it had. He shuddered at the thought of the alternative. God, no, anything but that!  
 
    It struck Nick forcefully how awful for him that outcome would have been. It would have been hell on earth. Dyane was his savior, he said to himself, smiling inwardly. She’d rescued him from a fate, correction, a Kate worse than death. 
 
    Dyane looked thoughtful. “So my big mistake was that my first bid was too high, huh, Kate?” 
 
    “Top marks, paying attention,” she replied sarcastically. “I thought that all along.”  
 
    “If that was the case,” Dyane said, “I wonder why you bid against me. Three times.”  
 
    Kate started to say something in reply but Jennifer cut in fast, anxious to have her say and clearly livid. “Why you’ve chosen to make an issue of this the way you have, Kate, is utterly beyond me,” she told her sharply. “I’ve been hosting high-end slave auctions of this kind for years. I know Nick to be a very experienced slave and I can assure you the price he’s been sold for is very much par for the course these days in this country. Also, you may be interested to know that Dyane made her considerable fortune dealing stocks and shares. So the idea she’d approach this auction in the manner you’ve suggested is as ludicrous as it is offensive.” 
 
    Kate opened her mouth to respond to this stinging rebuke but thought better of it. Instead she just sat there looking churlish. 
 
    Dyane looked over at Jennifer. “Thank you for that,” she said. “Appreciated.”  
 
    “Just telling it like it is,” she replied with a shrug. 
 
    Dyane was quiet for several seconds. 
 
    “You OK with me taking Nick away with me right away, Jennifer?” 
 
    She raised an eloquent eyebrow. “Want to get home asap so you can have some alone time with your new purchase?” 
 
    “That’s what I had in mind.”   
 
    “Sounds good to me.” Jennifer smiled. “I’d do exactly the same if I was in your place.” 
 
    “I’m parked just outside there as you know.” Dyane pointed to a door at the back of the chamber. 
 
    “Push the button to the left of the door,” she said. “That unlocks it this side.” 
 
    “Will do,” said Dyane. “It’s been great to see you again, Jennifer,” she added, studiously ignoring the odious Kate. 
 
    “The feeling’s mutual,” she replied, raising her hand in a farewell wave. “Goodbye, my dear.”  
 
    Dyane waved back and then pulled at Nick’s lead. “Let’s go, slave.” 
 
    She strode to the door at the rear of the chamber. Having unlocked and opened it, she guided him outside, the door closing shut behind them with a thunk. 
 
    With his hands manacled before him, clutching her black leather bag, while being pulled along by the chained leash attached to his metal slave’s collar Nick felt completely dependent on the woman who owned him now. The thought of it filled him with delight: the insane desire he had for his new Mistress, the fevered sensation of absolute submission to such a Goddess. My God, the power of it – the power of her.  
 
    Dyane’s silver-gray Jaguar had tinted windows like the Mercedes Nick had arrived in, and was parked close to the door they’d exited. She retrieved her leather bag from Nick to get the car keys. Within moments the dominatrix had driven off into the night, her handcuffed and collared slave in the passenger seat beside her. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Seven 
 
      
 
    Dyane eased the Jaguar to a stop outside the security gate to the ten-foot high brick wall that surrounded her property. She unlocked the gate remotely from the car and drove slowly through patchy darkness down a driveway so thickly shrouded by trees it created the impression they were in the middle of the countryside. The metropolitan city beyond the high boundary wall might as well have been a hundred miles away.  
 
     Dyane parked the car outside an impressive period dwelling with arched windows and a heavy tile roof. She killed the engine, and turned in her seat to face Nick. “You’ve not spoken a word since we drove away from the club,” she said. “Why’s that, slave?”  
 
    “Because you didn’t speak to me during the journey, Mistress,” he replied respectfully. “My previous owner had a rule I mustn’t address her unless she’d addressed me first. I assumed you had a similar rule, Mistress. Was I wrong about that?” 
 
    Dyane snorted. “Nah, course not.” 
 
    Without saying any more the dominatrix took the key out of the ignition and picked up her black leather bag. She climbed out of the car, went round to the passenger door, opened it and waited as Nick got out too.  
 
    Dyane put the car key in her bag, which she handed to Nick to hold in his handcuffed hands once more. She led her new slave towards the entrance to the house by the leash attached to his collar. 
 
    She took him up a set of broad steps that led to a front door hung between solid stone pillars. Dyane punched a set of numbers into the access pad to the side of the door and it opened. She stepped through the doorway, pulled Nick inside by his leash, and shut the door. 
 
    “I’m going to take you to your quarters now, slave,” said the dominatrix.  
 
    She pulled Nick along by the leash down a long dimly-lit hallway, the metal-tipped heels of her shoes stabbing into its hardwood floor. They came to a straight staircase that disappeared into the basement of the house and she led him down there too. The stairs creaked slightly as they descended.   
 
    Once they’d gotten to the bottom of the staircase Dyane retrieved her bag from Nick, unlocked and removed his handcuffs and put them in the bag but did not remove his leashed collar.  
 
    “Onto your hands and knees for the rest of the way, slave,” she directed. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Nick replied, falling to his knees. 
 
    Dyane pulled at his leash and he crawled on all fours behind her along a length of corridor. The lighting was even more subdued than it had been in the ground floor hallway. 
 
    “Get a move on, slave,” the dominatrix told Nick when she didn’t think he was moving fast enough. To accentuate her words she tugged him by the leash.  
 
    They came to an open door. Dyane entered the room beyond and switched on its dim overhead light. She gave Nick’s collar another tug and he crawled inside after her.  
 
    Shutting the door behind them, the dominatrix announced, “These are your humble quarters, slave.” 
 
    Humble was the word, thought Nick not unhappily as he glanced around the windowless room, which looked much like the one he’d been occupying for the last two years in Linda’s basement. Like that room this one was utilitarian in the extreme with no carpet and bare walls. There was a single bed, a chair, a bedside table with a lamp on it, and a small wardrobe. There was a door in the corner of the room, which he correctly assumed led to the bathroom. 
 
    Dyane reached down, removed Nick’s metal collar and put that and the chained leash attached to it back in her leather bag. 
 
    “Any questions you’d like to ask me at this stage, slave?” she asked, looking down at him. 
 
    Nick cleared his throat. There was a short pause. “There’s one big question I can’t get out of my mind, Mistress.” He tried to keep his voice steady but was aware of a tremor in his tone. “May I say what it is?” 
 
    Dyane nodded. “Go ahead.”   
 
    He looked down at the floor, then back up at her. “Is it your intention to keep me for good, Mistress?” he asked. “I so much hope it is.” 
 
    “Hmm. Possibly.” 
 
    “Oh thank you, Mistress,” Nick responded, breathing a big sigh of relief. “That’s great.” 
 
    “From your effusive response I think you’re hearing only what you want to hear, slave,” Dyane went on quickly. “I said ‘possibly’ and I meant exactly that. Let’s not get ahead of ourselves here. I’m not handing out guarantees at this point, very far from it. It is much too early to say what the outcome of this will be. Maybe I’ll decide to keep you for good. Maybe I won’t.” She was silent a beat. “All I can say for certain at present is a negative and it’s this. Should you fail me I’ll definitely sell you on. It’ll be all over. You’ll be out of the picture for good just like that.” Dyane snapped her fingers. “Understood, slave?” 
 
    “Understood, Mistress.” Nick’s voice trembled again. “But I assure you I won’t fail you.”  
 
    Dyane gazed at him amusedly. “It’s easy for you to say that now. You don’t know what I’m going to put you through.” 
 
    Nick’s curiosity was suddenly killing him. Without stopping to think, he asked, “Like what, Mistress? I can take a hell of a lot, you know.” 
 
    Dyane did a double-take. “You seriously think I’m going to tell you, slave?” 
 
    “I thought eah…” Nick suddenly found himself incapable of forming a complete sentence.  
 
    “You’ll never, ever know what’s coming next with me,” the dominatrix said sharply. “So, no, slave I’m certainly not going to give you any indication of what I’m going to put you through. And you’ve pushed your luck by even asking.” 
 
    “I’m very sorry, Mistress.” Nick shook his head at his stupidity. “I wasn’t thinking.” 
 
     “For further clarification,” Dyane continued in the same sharp tone, “as far as I’m concerned you are my slave and nothing more. You are chattel to me, just as the handful of slaves that came before you were. I intend to do whatever I want with you, whenever I want to do it. I expect total obedience from the man whose been described by his former owner as being, and I quote, ‘obedient to a fault’. You’ll need to be that as my slave without question because I’ll tolerate no objections from you whatsoever.” 
 
    She went on, her blue eyes glinting threateningly. “If you think Mistress Linda took no shit, all I can say is ‘you ain't seen nothing yet’. You really don’t want to get on the wrong side of me, I warn you of that. If you ever do you’ll be courting disaster. You’ll just be a problem to me then and one I’ll want to go away – literally.” The dominatrix pointed her finger at him. “You hear me, slave?” 
 
    “I h-hear you, Mistress,” Nick stammered. 
 
    She continued, “The only way this relationship is going to work for any length of time is if you lose yourself completely to me. If you do that, she added, her tone softening a fraction, “I can assure you of two things in return. The first is that there’ll be no experience I put you through I don’t think you can handle. The second is that there won’t be one I put you through that won’t have the potential to drive you out of your mind with ecstasy.”  
 
    Dyane paused, letting the moment stretch out a few more seconds before adding brusquely, “But don’t let that last assurance lead you into complacency. Let me emphasise again the potentially dire consequences for you of at any time failing to heed my commands. Be forewarned that the minimum you can expect in such circumstances is to be severely punished. The maximum, well, you already know what that lose-lose situation for you would be, don’t you?” 
 
    Nick nodded mutely. He couldn’t think of a worse fate than that. It was a devastating prospect. 
 
    “Don’t just kneel there, saying fuck all, slave,” Dyane snapped.  “Answer my question.”   
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Nick took a stuttered breath. “I do know what that lose-lose situation would be. You’ve made it extremely clear.” 
 
    Nick felt very afraid after hearing what Dyane had had to say. But he also felt something else: very aroused. A strong ripple of sexual excitement was running through him like an electric current. The fact was he welcomed Dyane’s uncompromising strictness and could already feel himself adjusting well to the new reality of his life as her humble slave.  
 
    “Now get to your feet and strip naked,” Dyane ordered. And her willing supplicant immediately complied. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eight 
 
      
 
    Nick stood naked and erect before Dyane. 
 
    “Get back on your hands and knees,” the dominatrix told him  
 
    When Nick wasn’t quick enough off the mark she snapped, “That wasn’t a suggestion, slave. Do it now!” 
 
    He immediately obeyed, scrambling onto all fours. 
 
    Dyane let her leather bag drop, but not before reaching into it for a blindfold of black leather. She put this over his eyes and buckled it behind his head.  
 
    Everything before his gaze now swallowed by darkness, Nick had to guess at what was happening. He correctly surmised hat from the feel of it what the dominatrix had begun to rub against his rear cheeks was a small metal-studded leather paddle and that she’d extracted it from what he’d come to think of as her “bag of tricks.”  
 
    The prospect of what was coming next aroused Nick’s senses still more. His chest heaved with each breath he took as he waited for the beating he eagerly anticipated receiving some time very soon from the dominatrix. 
 
    While Dyane ran the studded paddle over Nick’s rear cheeks, still heavily marked by Linda’s earlier caning, he continued to wait expectantly for the first strike he was to receive from his ultra-strict new owner.  
 
    His backside was tingling almost burning as if she’d already begun, and he could feel the desire within him climbing further with each passing moment. Then Dyane stopped what she’d been doing and moved the studded paddle away from his body. 
 
    Nick could almost hear the crack of the cruel implement as it landed on his rear cheeks. But that was inside his head. In reality he heard nothing but the sharp click of Dyane’s stiletto-heeled shoes against the hard wood floor as she began striding about his kneeling form. 
 
    All of a sudden it happened. 
 
    The domme’s lightening-fast first strike to Nick’s already damaged backside landed so hard he felt his skin ripple. The strike hurt. It hurt like hell. The second and third were just as fast and painful. As she carried on beating him again and again, each swift strike made his behind smart in agony. 
 
    Dyane continued beating Nick’s backside mercilessly with the studded leather paddle, her insistent blows tattooing a relentlessly fast rhythm. Those blows broke rhythm abruptly, though, and the beating ceased as suddenly as it had started.  
 
    From the receding click of Dyane’s stiletto-heels Nick heard next he guessed she was about to leave the room. He heard the door open. He heard the click of the latch as the door closed. He thought he might hear the sound of her stilettos again, fainter this time, but heard nothing. He rightly assumed from this that his quarters were soundproofed as had been the case with the ones he’d occupied in Linda’s basement.  
 
    Nick could hear the sound of his own heavy breathing.  
 
    Beyond that there was nothing. 
 
    Nothing but pitch-blackness as he gazed into the impenetrable darkness of his blindfold. 
 
    Nick knew he was alone. 
 
    But for how long? 
 
    What was being expected of him? Whatever it was he was afraid to fail on this his very first night with his highly demanding new owner. He felt incredibly pent-up – incredibly turned on too, his ass cheeks blazing with pleasure-pain, his blood-flushed erection throbbing. He knelt there on all fours, waiting, listening for the sound of Dyane’s return. 
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Nine 
 
      
 
    Eventually Nick heard the sound of the door opening and closing. He expected to hear the sound of Dyane’s stilettos on the hard floor next. But he didn’t hear anything. Even so he could somehow sense her presence in the room. He could feel his adrenaline surge. What now? he wondered, kneeling there on his hands and knees in fearful excitement. 
 
    He got his answer when his blindfold was removed. 
 
    Nick looked over his shoulder and what he saw took his breath away. 
 
    Dyane was now completely naked but for a black strap-on dildo buckled snugly into place over her thighs. She also had a bottle of lubricant in her hand. 
 
    Her naked body adorned only by that strap-on was perfect to Nick’s eyes. He let his gaze linger on the curve of her firm high breasts, the narrowness of her waist, the shapeliness of her long bare legs.  
 
    “Turn to your front again, slave,” she said, and he did. 
 
    “I’ve harnessed on a double-dildo, slave,” Dyane announced, “and I’m going to fuck you – and myself – with it.” 
 
    Nick’s shaft began to pulse even more as a strong thrill of excitement surged through him. He forgot about everything but being at the mercy of his magnificent new Mistress as she did what she said she was about to do. 
 
    Using some of the contents of the bottle in her hand, Dyane lubricated the dildo protruding from her groin. She did this from the head of the dildo to the base where the lube mingled with the love juice leaking from her tightly filled pussy. After she’d also lubricated the opening of his anus she placed the bottle of lube on the floor. 
 
    The dominatrix steered Nick to the end of the bed and got him to climb up onto it on all fours. As her hand glided over his skin, his thighs parted further. Mounting the bed behind Nick, Dyane leaned into his body and pressed the dildo painfully into his relentlessly clenched asshole. She kept on pushing the rubber shaft into his tight channel inch-by-inch until it was nestled deep within him. The dildo filled him tightly, a hard painful presence deep in his anus. 
 
    Nick braced for the worst. Though he’d been ass-fucked this way countless times, his body and mind still reflexively resisted the intrusion at the outset. Yet with the dildo now jammed inside him, there was no choice but to relent.  
 
    As Dyane started pressing in and out of him in a regular rhythm Nick began to relax his anal muscles, feeling the rings of steel surrounding his rectum begin to ease into the pain a degree at a time. That pain gradually turned to something like wonder, then a jarring sensate explosion of pleasure that ruthlessly overwhelmed the pain. 
 
    Nick groaned in response to the sensation – and groaned more as Dyane’s thrusting got harder as it gained speed. 
 
    Her haunches bucked and her pelvis gyrated as she rammed into him even harder, even faster. “Want me to stop, slave?” Dyane asked tauntingly, knowing what response she’d get. 
 
    “No, Mistress,” Nick replied in a faltering voice.  
 
    “Why don’t you want me to stop?”  
 
    “Because it feels so fucking good, Mistress,” he panted.  
 
    “Does it now,” said Dyane, delighted by the level of energy she’d produced in Nick by fucking him in the ass. It prompted her to start riding him harder and faster still. 
 
    Soon Nick was gasping for breath, rocking back and forth in rhythm with her energetic thrusts. 
 
    While continuing to ass-fuck him vigorously, impaling him with the double dildo that pleasured them both, Dyane brought a hand round to Nick’s front. She squeezed his shaft before beginning to rub it swiftly.  
 
    As she carried on powerfully sodomising Nick, delivering the pounding pressure of her black rubber shaft to his squirming, clenching asshole, she rubbed his hard cock more and more quickly.  
 
    Nick got ever closer to climaxing. But highly experienced slave that he was, he knew he must exercise maximum impulse control to prevent that from happening at all costs unless and until his Mistress gave him permission.  
 
     Then…“Come for me, slave,” Dyane gasped. 
 
    At that, Nick’s throbbing erection bucked and he spurted his creamy cum onto her waiting fingers. His voice all the while cried out in the ecstasy of his orgasmic spasms. 
 
    The dominatrix did not cease ass-fucking Nick until her fierce pounding strokes had brought her to a shuddering climax as well. Then with one final and conclusive thrust into his asshole it was over. 
 
    Her double-dildo strap-on still lodged deep within both of them, Dyane brought her glistening cum-covered fingers to Nick’s lips. 
 
    He didn’t need to be told what to do, immediately beginning to lick up and swallow his sperm. He didn’t stop until he’d swallowed every last drop. 
 
    When he’d done that Dyane asked, “Anything you’d like to say to me, slave?”  
 
    “That you’re wonderful, Mistress,” Nick replied rapturously. 
 
    “Of course I am.” She said it like there could never be any question about that.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Ten 
 
      
 
    It was the following afternoon, and Dyane and Nick – she seated, he kneeling before her – were in her well-appointed living room. It had fine abstract oil paintings on its paneled walls, French windows that looked out onto a voluminous wooded garden; and expensive mahogany furniture that was as highly polished as the dark hardwood floor. The room also boasted a handcrafted black leather suite that included the padded armchair upon which Dyane was seated.   
 
    While her kneeling slave was naked apart from his black leather G-string the dominatrix wore an outfit of red leather consisting of a micro-minidress and tall high-heeled boots. Dyane’s nipples left distinct indentations in the otherwise smooth surface of her shiny red dress. The soft leather clung like a second skin to her luscious curves and the hem of the dress came extremely high above the knee, revealing the soft bare skin of her shapely thighs.  
 
    Nick was awestruck by his amazing new owner. He found it hard to believe it had only been yesterday that she’d come into his life. His experience of being dominated by her since then had whetted his appetite for more – much more. All he wanted to do was to submit to Dyane in any way she wanted him to, to yield to her completely, to surrender his will entirely to hers. 
 
    The dominatrix looked more drop-dead gorgeous than ever to Nick too, with her shiny ashe-blonde hair cut to the shoulders, her high cheekbones, her full sensuous lips, and luminescent white skin. Everything about Dyane was a source of wonder to Nick. She was impossibly perfect to his eyes. Faultless. Part of him would have been content to kneel where he was and gaze at this Goddess of a woman forever. 
 
    Nick looked pretty damn good to Dyane as well: the thick dark hair, the handsome face, the submissive hazel-brown eyes, the lithe lean body, the impressive bulge in his tight leather G-string. The dominatrix was extremely pleased with her new acquisition and greatly hoped Nick would come up to the mark as her slave. But she knew it was far too soon to know for certain whether he’d be able to meet her exceptionally exacting requirements.  
 
    Without preamble Dyane asked Nick, “What would you say if I told you that as your Mistress I intend to subject you to far more rigorous treatment than you’ll ever have experienced before as a slave?”  
 
    “That however tough you are on me I won’t ask for mercy and beg you to stop, Mistress,” Nick replied earnestly. “I’m yours to do with exactly as you will.” 
 
    “And you’ll never cross me?” 
 
    “I wouldn’t dare cross you, Mistress,” he replied. “I crossed a line with you yesterday night by asking that stupid question.” He shook his head at the memory of his regrettable lapse. What the fuck was I thinking? “You put me in my place in no uncertain terms and it thoroughly served me right. I know all too well you’re not to be messed with.” 
 
    “I wouldn’t call what you did ‘messing’ with me, slave,” Dyane pointed out in an even tone. “You crossed a line, as you say. That was because you forgot yourself for a moment and spoke out of turn. That’s not the same as crossing me by any means. I know perfectly well what you did wasn’t deliberate.” 
 
    “Even so, I don’t even want to do anything as thoughtlessly inappropriate as that again, let alone anything worse, Mistress.” After a pause Nick added, “Bottom line, Mistress, I’ll always show you the utmost respect and anything you desire of me I’ll do without question. I’m entirely at your beck and call, I know that full well, and as your slave you’ll get every ounce of my attention at all times. You must believe me when I give you these assurances, Mistress.” His voice wavered slightly. “I am completely sincere.” 
 
    “I do believe you, slave,” said the dominatrix. “I think you are a truthful and genuine person. I think you’re very much an all or nothing type of person too. I’m right about that aren’t I?”  
 
    “Totally, Mistress,” he confirmed. “I’ve been that way my entire life. It’s in my nature. I don’t know any other way, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “There are worse things, slave,” remarked Dyane. “I’m like that myself for that matter. Always have been, always will be. It’s ‘none of the way or all of the way’ with me too. And frankly I believe it should be for people like us. Whether you’re a lifestyle dominatrix or a lifestyle slave that one hundred percent commitment is an essential part of the job description surely, wouldn’t you agree?” 
 
    “Totally, Mistress,” he said.  
 
    “And you are a hundred percent committed to me, slave, aren’t you. You’ve made that abundantly clear.” 
 
     He nodded. “I am, Mistress.” 
 
    “You can take my word I’ll be severely putting that commitment to the test,” she went on. “How does that make you feel, slave?” 
 
    Nick swallowed hard. “More motivated than ever, Mistress.” 
 
    “You’re a hundred percent submissive and masochistic too obviously, slave.” 
 
    He nodded again. “Obviously, as you say, Mistress. It’s in my nature as well, locked into my DNA.” 
 
    “Just like my strongly sadistic and dominant traits are locked into mine,” said Dyane. 
 
    “As you say, Mistress.”  
 
    Dyane sat back.  
 
    “Tell me about your previous BDSM experience, slave,” she directed. 
 
    “…Mistress...” Nick hesitated.  
 
    “What’s the problem?”  
 
    “I’m not sure how much detail you want from me on the subject, Mistress,” he said.  
 
    “Not a lot,” said Diane. “I don’t want chapter and verse. I’m not interested in the whole story.” 
 
    “The gist of things, Mistress,” Nick offered. 
 
    “That’s right, slave,” Dyane replied. “I’m interested in the big picture, not tiny details. I want some background on you is all. So, whenever you’re ready…” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eleven 
 
      
 
    Nick took a deep breath before embarking on his account. “The first person who dominated me was a woman called Louise, Mistress,” he began. “She and I were very close. We lived together almost from the start of our relationship, did everything together. I thought we had a future together. I really did.” 
 
    “What was Louise like?” asked Dyane. “What did she have going for her?” 
 
    “She was a beautiful-looking woman with a delightful personality to go with it, Mistress,” Nick replied. “She was charming and vivacious as well as being smart and independent. Our affair was very passionate and for a short while there was something that felt close to love between us. We had a great time for about six months but…” 
 
    Dyane didn’t let him finish the sentence. “Oh, slave? Why not longer than six months if it was so great?” 
 
    Nick was a little thrown by her interruption and answered with the first words that came into his head. “Things didn’t go as planned, Mistress.”  
 
    The dominatrix rolled her eyes. “I’d kind of worked that out for myself.” 
 
    Nick looked embarrassed. “Sorry, Mistress.”  
 
    “No problem.” She waved her hand at him. “Go on.” 
 
    “I made a terrible stupid mistake, Mistress,” Nick continued. “Passionate though it was, ours was a purely vanilla relationship for that first six months. But my essential nature had of course bred in me urges that wouldn’t go away. I had to tell Louise about them, I knew that, but I put off doing it. It just got worse, the longer I left it. It was ridiculous of me to have even tried, I guess. Anyway one day I admitted to Louise what those urges were.” 
 
    “And she tried to accommodate them, I suppose,” said Dyane. 
 
    He nodded. “Yes she did, Mistress. What I asked her to do to me was entry-level BDSM stuff at first and she seemed OK with that. But it wasn’t long before my requests became more extreme and she didn’t like those at all. So she finished with me.” 
 
    “How did you take it?” Dyane asked. “You must have been very disappointed.” 
 
    “Yes I was, Mistress,” Nick replied ruefully. “I also felt very sorry for what I’d done. Poor Louise. There was no way I could make amends.” He cleared his throat. “I felt overcome by shame at how selfish I’d been in imposing my submissive and masochistic needs on her. But…” 
 
    “But what?”  
 
    “To be perfectly honest, Mistress, more than anything I was relieved at the way things had turned out. I knew what I wanted from our relationship. Louise knew what she wanted from it. And they weren’t the same things. I’d already come to the hard realisation that was the case before she dumped me.” His shoulders rose in a resigned shrug. “I couldn’t change my essential nature. She couldn’t change hers. It was never going to work. We’d both had to learn that lesson the hard way.” He paused. “Having said all that, Mistress, truth was I knew very well I’d screwed up my first attempt at a Femdom relationship and was in no hurry to start over.” 
 
     “So, what did you do?” Dyane asked. 
 
    Nick smiled sheepishly. “I fell back on the internet, Mistress, surfing through dozens of sites looking for the sort of kinky sex that turned me on. I went on every kind of bondage and corporal punishment site on the net you could think of that featured dominant women and submissive men. One day I chanced on a personal D/S page hosted by someone called Mistress Eve. She said she was looking for a submissive man to be her part-time slave.” 
 
    “‘Part-time’ meaning what?” Dyane asked. 
 
    “Evenings and weekends basically, Mistress,” Nick clarified.  
 
    Dyane motioned for him to continue. 
 
    “I managed to convince her I was the very man she was seeking, Mistress. Once I was established as her part-time slave she involved me in activities like Japanese rope bondage, wax play, needle play, and pony play to name but a few. But the relationship didn’t last any great length of times.” 
 
    “Why not?” asked Dyane 
 
    “I started to find it tedious, Mistress,” he said. 
 
    The dominatrix gave him an incongruous look. “Tedious? It sounds very eventful to me.” 
 
    “It wasn’t the variety of what she did to me it was the detached and – dare I say it? –joyless way she went about it, Mistress,” he explained. “She was way too methodical, too dispassionate, too studied for my liking when it came right down to it.” 
 
    “Her scenes were all rather soulless and cold blooded, were they?” Dyane suggested. 
 
    “They were, Mistress,” Nick agreed. “I knew in my heart what I wanted in a Mistress, and it wasn’t her sort of contrived control. I wanted the intensity of being controlled by a really passionate woman. She certainly wasn’t that. We simply weren’t the right fit.” 
 
    Dyane waited before asking, “What then?” 
 
    “We parted, Mistress.” 
 
    “And you were the one to end the relationship this time,” Dyane suggested. “Am I right, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Nick replied. “That was the second Femdom relationship I’d tried that had failed. So for a while after that I endeavored to ignore my kinky desires altogether – for all the good it did. I was fighting the inevitable and my power to deny myself in that way didn’t last long.” 
 
    Dyane gave him a wry look. “Is that so?” 
 
    “It is, Mistress.” The corners of Nick’s mouth went up in a small smile. “I ended up spending an inordinate amount of time back on the internet, a lot of it playing in Femdom chat rooms and the like. But I found all that innately unsatisfying because there was no physical contact. Eventually I became desperate for such contact.” 
 
    She looked at him inquiringly. “And?” 
 
    “I answered an ad on Fetlife from a certain Mistress Linda…” 
 
    Dyane interjected, “And what did my illustrious predecessor have to say in her ad?”  
 
    “That she was looking for a man who was willing to give up everything, Mistress, so he could give her his undivided attention twenty-four-seven as her personal slave,” Nick replied. “Cut a long story short, when we met she liked what she saw and vice versa. Third time lucky, I thought, and I continued to think that way for the next two years until…” His voice drifted away. 
 
    Dyane was silent for a moment before telling Nick, “It could be fourth time lucky for you with me, slave. I could be the Mistress you’ve wanted all along. But, as you’ve already discovered from your own hard earned experiences it takes time to know whether such a relationship will work long-term, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he agreed. 
 
    Dyane’s manner suddenly shifted up several gears. “You can anticipate being tested extremely hard for a time to see if you fully meet the exceptionally demanding criteria I require of a slave,” she told Nick, staring intensely into his eyes. “That is, if you respond well to the challenges I set you when I take you out presently.” The dominatrix paused a beat, continuing to keep her eyes focussed unwaveringly on his. “If you don’t manage to respond well to those challenges I’m going to sell you on quickly. I’ll cut my losses and be done with it. Am I clear, slave?” 
 
    Nick felt his heart jump into his throat. “Very clear, Mistress.”  
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Twelve 
 
      
 
    Dyane was driving her Jaguar through the gathering dusk with Nick beside her in the passenger seat. She had yet to tell him where they were going.  
 
    The dominatrix had on the red leather micro-minidress and tall boots. Her slave had on his short black leather jacket, his tight black leather jeans, and ankle boots. The only other item of clothing Nick now possessed was his G-string, which he wasn’t wearing this time. Since she had on no underwear, Dyane had told him before he’d gotten dressed to go out with her, she was damned if she was going to allow him to wear any either. 
 
    Nick felt tight as a bowstring, his imagination taunted by one big question and its deeply worrying implications. What challenges awaited him when they got to wherever it was that Dyane was taking him?  
 
     Whatever they turned out to be, it was vital he respond to them well and impress his new owner. Everything was riding on him managing to achieve that. If he failed in his efforts and disappointed Dyane he’d have thrown away everything.  
 
    There’d be no second chances. Dyane would sell him on at the earliest opportunity. It was as blunt as that. It was essential for him to be hyper-vigilant: single-minded and focused at all times. 
 
     “This is where it’s going to happen, slave,” announced Dyane as she pulled the car into a reserved parking space outside a dark-fronted retail outlet called Feterotic. “Get out of the car and open my door for me.”  
 
     “Yes, Mistress,” said Nick. He promptly stepped from the car and did as he’d been told.  
 
    After that Nick followed her into the store, which had black softly-lit walls and was festooned with all sorts of BDSM gear. There were various people milling about the store. Some of them took note of the new arrivals with interest. Others ignored them, absorbed in their own kinky retail experience. And there was certainly plenty for them to choose from. 
 
    Feterotic had a huge range of BDSM items for sale: numerous whips, crops, paddles, handcuffs, clamps, items of leather and rubber latex fetish wear, masks, hoods, collars, blindfolds, reels of bondage tape and bondage rope, various different types of cane, a great assortment of butt plugs, harnesses, leads, full-body leather sleep sacks, dungeon apparatus: a St. Andrew’s cross, a whipping bench, a cage, and on and on... You name it, the store seemed to stock it. There was such a wide variety of BDSM items they all blurred into one before Nick’s nervous but excited gaze.  
 
     “I need to find my friend Caroline – ‘Mistress Caroline’ to you,” Dyane informed Nick. “She owns the place.” 
 
    Dyane threaded her way further into the store with Nick in tow. 
 
    “Ah, there she is,” said the dominatrix, spotting her friend. 
 
    She led Nick over to a strikingly attractive woman with short dark hair. She was dressed in a black rubber latex catsuit that gleamed with a polished radiance. It outlined her well-shaped figure to perfection, clothing her body in a sensual second skin that shimmered and shone enticingly.  
 
    Caroline’s catsuit left little to the imagination. It was so tight it looked as if it had been sprayed on, her pronounced nipples sticking out proudly beneath the latex. The slit of her pussy was also delineated and defined by the gleaming black latex The erotic effect was heightened further by the long shiny black latex boots with spiky-sharp heels she had on. 
 
    “Hi there Caroline,” said Dyane, giving her a warm smile. 
 
    “Hi Dyane.” She smiled back, and then gestured toward Nick. “I take it this is the slave you told me about over the phone.”  
 
    Dyane nodded. “It is.” 
 
    Caroline looked Nick up and down approvingly. “He looks extremely good in all that tight black leather,” she remarked, a sexy pout on her lips. “But I’ll bet he looks even better naked.” 
 
    “One way to find out,” said Dyane. She turned to Nick. “Strip off slave.” 
 
    His pulse raced as he undressed in front of the two women – and anyone else in the store that happened to be looking in their direction. 
 
     “Very nice,” Caroline cooed. 
 
    Dyane’s eyebrows arched. “And you have pre-selected exactly what I need to make him look even better, haven’t you?”  
 
    “The four items you specifically asked me to select when we spoke on the phone, yes,” Caroline confirmed. “The best of each I’ve got, you said.” 
 
    “That I did.”  
 
    Caroline scooped up everything Nick had taken off. “Let me put these back here first,” she said, placing the pile of black leather behind a nearby counter. “Now come out back and I’ll show you what I’ve selected,” she added, motioning them her way. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Thirteen 
 
      
 
    Caroline ushered Dyane and Nick into the back of the store and went over to a glass-fronted cabinet, which she unlocked and pulled open. “This is where I put the four items I picked out, Dyane,” she said, turning to look at her. 
 
    “As you were good enough to choose them for me, if you like you can put them on him,” Dyane replied, adding meaningfully, “and in one case in him.”  
 
    Caroline smiled broadly at her friend. “I’m very happy to take you up on that offer.”  
 
    “The collar first, please,” Dyane said. 
 
    Taking hold of a two-inch wide collar of glove-soft black leather, Caroline showed Nick the item that would soon be buckled around his neck. It had a metal ring hanging from its front with a black leather tag attached to it with the word SLAVE written down its length in silver lettering.  
 
    Placing the collar around Nick’s neck and fastening it securely behind him, Caroline’s hands felt warm on his skin while the leather felt cold and confining against his throat.  
 
    “The cock-lock next, please,” said Dyane. 
 
    Caroline took from the cabinet the stainless steel chastity device she’d selected and skilfully padlocked Nick into it, handing the key to the lock and a spare to Dyane for safekeeping. Nick gave a shiver of excitement as he felt his genitals strain against the device. The feel of the constricting item was exquisite on the sensitive flesh. 
 
    “The nipple clamps followed by the butt plug now please,” said Dyane.  
 
    Breathing heavily, Nick braced himself for both. 
 
    Caroline picked out the clover clamps she’d chosen, which had a metal ring set in the middle of the three chains that divided them. She brought one of the clamps over to Nick’s left nipple, opened the spring-loaded clip, centered it over his nipple, and then allowed the serrated jaws to sink into the tender flesh.  
 
    Nick moaned with pleasure-pain as the clamp buried itself into his nipple and moaned again when Caroline repeated the process with his right nipple. She went on to pull at the chains by means of the metal ring, sharply jerking at the clamps.  
 
    Nick’s whole body shuddered as the clamps sank deeper into his flesh, pulling hard at the nipples. At the same time he experienced an explosion of white-hot sensation that went straight to his cock, making it jerk convulsively in response within its stainless steel restraint. 
 
    Finally Caroline took hold of the six-inch metal butt plug she’d selected and a tube of lubricant. She squeezed out a thick wad of lube and began to smear the clear translucent jelly over the plug from its head to the base. The dominatrix got Nick to turn round, spread his legs and lean forward, after which she rested the head of the plug against his puckered anal hole. He froze when he felt her start to press its wet hardness into the entrance to his anus. 
 
    Little by little Caroline pushed the rigid butt plug into his tight opening. Nick knew if his body tried to fight its penetration it would hurt more. So he concentrated on trying to relax that part of his anatomy as the pressure against the ring of muscle got more and more painful. Finally the butt plug was fully inside him and the pain subsided a little.  
 
    Caroline got Nick to stand upright and to turn around. “I think you look extremely good, slave,” she said, eyeing him salaciously. Her nipples jutted harder than ever against the tight black latex skin that covered them. She turned her face to Dyane’s. “But far more to the point, what do you think?” 
 
    Dyane put her head to one side, studying Nick. “I agree entirely with your assessment,” she said, turning back to her friend. “And I congratulate you on your choice of items to enhance his nakedness. I’d like you to add all four of them to my account if you would.” 
 
    “But of course,” said Caroline. She paused, giving Dyane an inquiring look. “So, what now?” 
 
    “I think we should move to the next stage of the plan I agreed with you over the phone,” she replied. 
 
    “Can’t wait,” said Caroline, lust gleaming in her eyes.  
 
    “Follow us, slave,” Dyane told Nick. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” said the slave whose collar announced that was exactly what he was – not that anyone could have doubted it for a moment. 
 
    The three-chained clover clamps pulled against Nick’s nipples, the chastity device pressed against his genitals and the butt plug against his anus. All of this caused him to experience spasmodic waves of pleasure-pain with every barefooted, bare assed step he took. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Fourteen 
 
      
 
    Nick followed the two women to an area of the store where various dungeon devices were for sale. Taking pride of place among these was a St. Andrew’s cross. At each of the four corners of this large X-shaped piece of equipment was a short chain attached to a black leather cuff. 
 
    “Why don’t I cuff his wrists and ankles to the cross, Caroline, while you select what we agreed over the phone we’d use on him at this stage of the game,” Dyane suggested. 
 
    “Will do,” replied her friend. 
 
    Dyane secured Nick spread-eagled to the cross with his face to the wall. Caroline made her selection, a whip of heavy red leather, which she handed to her. The sight of this unexpected BDSM scenario as it was beginning to unfold had already turned every eye in the store toward them.  
 
    Nick glanced back briefly to see the whip now in his owner’s hand. He shuddered when he saw how vicious the implement was with its two dozen hefty thongs. If Dyane was as ruthless with it as he was sure she would be it was going to hurt like the devil. 
 
    When he heard her give the implement a quick rip through the air everything in him twitched in masochistic anticipation. His cock, so firmly trapped inside its tight metal cage, pulsed. 
 
    Nick braced himself for the inevitable. And he was right to. Dyane’s first strike caused agonizing pain to tear through his body. Her second and third strikes were just as harsh. As she carried on beating him, each rhythmic lash of the whip showed cherry-red against his rear cheeks and made them smart in agony. 
 
    Dyane continued to whisk the whip through the air with dreadful meaning, striking his reddened behind harshly. Her arm rose and swung and rose again, as she sent the whip flying through the air time after time.   
 
    The dominatrix beat Nick’s backside mercilessly with the multi-thonged heavy leather whip. Then she suddenly stopped what she was doing and grabbed Nick’s hair with her other hand, pulling his head back. 
 
    Twisting his neck so she could stare into his face, she asked, “Did you find that beating very painful?”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he answered, his heart beating fast and hard. 
 
    “Understand this, slave,” she continued. “I’ve barely gotten into my stride yet. By the time I’ve done that your skin will burn like hellfire and you’ll be screaming inside for me to stop. But I’ll carry on because it pleases me to see you suffer – really suffer. And because you’re my slave you’ll take it all and be grateful for every savage blow that falls on your body.” 
 
    She let go his hair – only to have Caroline grab it instead, pulling his head to the other side. “After that treatment you’ll have me to contend with, slave,” she told him “Not only will I beat your ass I’ll fuck your ass. When your Mistress decides the time is right you will be released from the cross, have your butt plug removed and have my false prick in your ass in its place.” She continued, warming to her theme, “Are you ready to feel my latex-covered pussy against your scorched red behind as I thrust against its punished skin? There you’ll be, slave: bent over, displayed, exposed for everyone in my store to see as you get vigorously ass-fucked by its owner. You ready for all that, are you?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he panted. 
 
    Once Caroline had let go of Nick’s hair and stepped aside Dyane started back with the vicious red whip, delivering ever more searing pain to his flesh just as she’d promised. His body shivered with agony under the repeated savage blows as the whip continued circling constantly through the air, landing with one sharp crack after another on his ass. 
 
    Dyane’s strikes grew fiercer still and more rapid too. Nick wriggled within his bonds in agony as she continued to flay the skin of his backside with her cruel lashes. 
 
    This increasingly extreme BDSM scenario as it had continued to develop had kept all eyes in the fetish store fixed on its sadomasochistic participants. A knot of fascinated kinksters had gone further during that time and had formed a semi-circle audience around the slave and his two ruthless tormentors.  
 
    Because the whole agonizing experience was so public Nick found it  deliciously humiliating. And he knew it was nowhere near over because when Dyane had finished Caroline would take over. Eventually she did. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Fifteen 
 
      
 
    Caroline took Nick to the next level of sensation by beating his ass with a crop that was as mean as it looked. It was a thin reed of black leather until the last two inches where a flexible knotted plait of talons was designed to deliver a lot more than a mere stinging snap. Caroline used this nasty implement with great skill, occasionally letting its talons simply nip the flesh, but more often snapping it in such a manner as to tear at the point of the strike. 
 
    Nick’s whole body jerked and shuddered in maddened torment within its bonds at each of Caroline’s strikes as they cascaded on and on, blow after remorseless blow. His clamped nipples, his caged genitals and his plugged anus ached in concert with the agonizing pain Caroline delivered to his burning rear cheeks with that nasty crop. 
 
    When the savage beating was at last complete Dyane briefly took over. First she freed Nick from the cross by unbuckling the wrist and ankle cuffs. Secondly she got him to bend forward and hold onto the lower section of the cross, and thirdly she eased the metal butt plug out of his anus. Meanwhile Caroline had buckled a strap-on dildo snugly into place over her black latex catsuit and was ready for action again.   
 
    The dark-haired dominatrix smeared her fake cock with lubricant and pressed its head into Nick’s anus. She kept on pressing and the long shaft dove in until it reached its limit.  Caroline immediately began to pump freely into him, soon setting a feverish pace. In response Nick moaned greedily, churning his behind into her latex-covered groin over and over.  
 
    As this energetic ass-fucking continued Dyane stood to the side and enjoyed this part of the show she’d meticulously organised in advance with Caroline. So too did the riveted audience she’d known it would conjure up. Nick carried on groaning and bucking his body as Caroline continued pounding into him. But she ignored him just as she ignored their rapt audience. Instead Caroline focussed solely on her own pleasure. Finally she jerked hard and shuddered as a forceful orgasm swept through her body.  
 
    The audience enjoyed witnessing Caroline’s powerful climax, enjoyed witnessing the sight of her removing the strap-on dildo from Nick’s anus and of Dyane immediately replacing it with the butt plug. But that was all they were going to be allowed to enjoy. The show was now over.  
 
      
 
    *  *  *  * 
 
    Dyane drove away from Feterotic and headed for home. Nick sat by her side and looked out the window, watching the bright lights of the city playing against the surrounding darkness. Underneath his tight leather clothing his naked body remained adorned by the slave’s collar, the three-chained nipple clamps, the cock-lock and the butt plug. 
 
    Dyane glanced at Nick briefly before returning her gaze to the road ahead. “Admittedly I can easily afford it, slave,” she said, “but the fact is I paid a tidy sum of money for you. In the light of how you conducted yourself back there I think it was worth it. So I certainly don’t intend to sell you on straight away. How do you feel about that?” 
 
    “Overjoyed, Mistress,” His voice quavered. “I can’t tell you how relieved and grateful I am.” 
 
    Dyane drove the rest of the way without saying another word. Nick didn’t mind that she had nothing more to say to him for now. All he cared about was what she’d already said. That was more than enough. 
 
    The dominatrix broke her silence only when she’d drawn up to the house and parked the car. She switched off the engine and turned in her seat to face Nick. “You need to be clear about this, slave,” she said. “Things will get much more exacting for you from now on.” There was a pause before she asked, “What would you be prepared to have done to you in order to remain my slave?”  
 
    “Anything you wanted, Mistress,” he answered sincerely, “anything at all.” 
 
    “Hold that thought,” said Dyane. 
 
    She climbed out of the car and waited as Nick got out too. He followed her up the broad stone steps towards the front door. As he did so, Nick contemplated with thrilling trepidation the prospect of the much more difficult ordeals he’d have to withstand if he wanted to remain enslaved to this deeply sadistic woman. And he did want that. He wanted it with every fiber of his being. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Sixteen 
 
      
 
    Dyane led Nick down to the basement, along its corridor, and past the door to his quarters. She proceeded some way further down the corridor to another door, which was of heavy oak with black iron hardware. Nick felt a surge of excitement building inside him as she opened that door. The dominatrix ushered him into the room beyond, which was long, broad, and dimly-lit. It was full of dungeon equipment, which included a St. Andrew’s cross almost identical to the one he’d been attached to at Feterotic.  
 
    There were also a couple of sawhorses, a horizontal and a vertical torture chair, a leather-covered bondage table, a metal cage, and several whipping benches. In addition there were shackles with bolts on them to hold wrists and ankles, and several strategically placed ceiling chains, some with metal spreader bars attached to them and some without. 
 
    There was an open cabinet of polished dark wood against one of the walls that formed a rack. A large collection of disciplinary instruments and other BDSM items hung from brackets or sat on shelves within it. They ranged from simple straps to tawses, crops, whips, paddles, canes, handcuffs, nipple clamps, strap-on dildos, hoods, blindfolds and gags. 
 
    Dyane ordered Nick to strip off. And in no time he stood before her in nothing but the slave’s collar, nipple clamps and cock-lock and with the metal butt plug still lodged inside him. 
 
    The dominatrix reached forward with both her hands and grasped Nick’s clamped nipples between her thumbs and forefingers, pinching them brutally hard. Nick yelped at the pain but his yelp tailed into a moan as he felt his cock pulse within its stainless steel restraint. 
 
    Dyane removed her fingers from Nick’s nipple clamps and unlocked and removed his cock-lock. She went on to squeeze the base of his penis gently. She closed her grip, enjoying the smooth solid feel of his growing hardness in her hand. Very slowly she stroked his erection, passing her fingers over the entire length and letting them linger on the silky smoothness of the softly sensitive head. 
 
    The dominatrix kept right on stimulating Nick’s hard-on in that exquisitely sensuous manner. Gradually, though, she built up momentum until she was playing with his erection over and over, faster and faster. As his body started to build toward the orgasm he hoped she was going to allow him to enjoy Nick found himself pressing forward to encourage her thrilling touch. But abruptly Dyane ceased masturbating him, letting go his shaft. 
 
    He watched as the dominatrix strode toward the rack of BDSM items. There she discarded the red leather micro-minidress, leaving her naked but for her tall red boots. She selected a strap-on dildo of red rubber and its red leather harness into which she dexterously buckled herself. 
 
    Dyane strode back and stood before Nick. “On your knees and suck my cock, slave,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” He knelt down and took the length of the dildo between his lips.  
 
    Nick sucked the red rubber shaft hungrily, wrapping his tongue around it. He luxuriated in performing this humiliating task, working his lips and tongue with ever-increasing urgency. He was taking the dildo even more fully into his mouth now so the head worked right into the back of his throat.  
 
    Nick’s erection pulsed like crazy as he concentrated all his energies on doing what Dyane had demanded of him. Then she removed the dildo from his willing mouth and its harness from her naked body. And Nick waited with bated breath for whatever she had in mind to do to him next. 
 
    Dyane told Nick to stand upright and put his wrists in front of him. She buckled black leather cuffs around his wrists, which she connected together with a metal trigger clip. After that she led him toward a solitary metal chain hanging from the ceiling and yanked his arms up above his head. 
 
    The dominatrix fastened his wrist cuffs to the end of the chain by another trigger clip. She got him to spread his legs wide and buckled his ankles into the black leather cuffs either end of a metal spreader bar. 
 
    Nick was now standing with his feet flat on the floor, his legs splayed apart by the metal bar, and his arms at full stretch above him. The ceiling chain to which his wrist cuffs were attached was jerking tightly.  
 
    Dyane reached to take hold of his erection once again. Her gaze bored right into him as she instructed, “Under no circumstances are you to come, slave.” 
 
    The dominatrix began squeezing Nick’s shaft and brushing her thumb over its head, making him shudder with desire. She continued to rub and fondle his hard-on, sliding her fist along its length.  
 
    Soon Dyane was masturbating Nick with even greater vigor than she’d ended up doing before. The slave’s respiration deepened all the time as his lust consumed him more and more. His shackled body vibrated with it. He could feel the onset of orgasm but knew it was vitally important that he contain himself without fail. 
 
    Nick was dangerously close to the point of no return, though, his breath coming in short, shallow bursts. He was about to fall headlong into climax…and unutterable disaster. He must not let that happen, he told himself frantically, his neck muscles hardening to ropes. He must not let that happen. 
 
    Then, just when he thought he simply couldn’t hold out any longer, Dyane took her hand away from his erection.  
 
    Smiling wickedly, she said, “How badly do you want to come, slave?” 
 
    “Very badly, Mistress,” he gasped. 
 
    She was silent a long moment 
 
    “Want me to bring you off?” 
 
    Nick shuddered with desire at the prospect. “Would you, Mistress?” he said, a begging quality to his voice.  
 
    The dominatrix shook her head from side to side. “No I wouldn’t.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Seventeen 
 
      
 
    Dyane strode away from Nick and over to the rack of BDSM items again. This time she picked out a short chain with a small trigger clip attached to one end of it and a metal weight to the other. She also took hold of two further weights. Upon returning she attached the weighted chain to the ring at the middle of Nick’s already heavy three-chained nipple clamps. This made him cry out sharply in pain. 
 
    The dominatrix went on to add first one, then the other weight, both of which were magnetic, to the weight already hanging from the clamps. This caused Nick’s nipples to stretch to the extreme and he cried out even more sharply in response. The pain was excruciating but it was nothing compared to the pleasure he was experiencing at the same time. He felt the endorphin high blanket his body, his cries as filled with erotic joy as they were with passionate agony  
 
    The dominatrix eventually removed the weights from Nick’s nipple clamps before removing the clamps themselves. The fresh agony he experience as the oxygen rushed back into his punished nubs made him let out his sharpest cry yet. 
 
    Dyane knelt down and unbuckled the cuffs either end of the spreader bar and then straightened her body and reached up and unfastened his wrist cuffs from the ceiling chain. After that she removed the cuffs themselves. 
 
    “Onto your knees before me, slave, and lick my boots,” Dyane directed.  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Nick replied, immediately dropping to his knees. 
 
    He began kissing the feet of Dyane’s tall red boots, lapping at the cold smooth leather. Nick lost himself in the sensation of demonstrating his adulation in such a groveling manner to this woman he regarded as nothing less than a Goddess.   
 
    He  showed he worshiped her by doing what he was doing now and it was only one of the multitude of demeaning ways he’d have been delighted to be able to also demonstrate it. 
 
    When Nick had completed this foot worshipping task to Dyane’s satisfaction, she told him to kneel upright. The dominatrix held her full firm breasts in both hands and demanded, “Worship my breasts with your mouth, slave.” 
 
    She shivered with delight when Nick took her stiff nipples into his mouth one after the other. He began gently pulling the dark, enticing orbs with his lips. Soon he was sucking and licking them voraciously and they tightened further under these enthusiastic attentions.  
 
    In due course Dyane pulled her breasts away from Nick and strode over to the leather-covered bondage table.  She lay back on the apparatus with her knees up, and spread her thighs wantonly wide to reveal her pussy lips and swollen clit to his lust-filled gaze. “Crawl over here and worship my sex with your mouth, slave,” she commanded, her own eyes heavy with lust. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Nick said, and crawled into position 
 
    He nuzzled Dyane’s pussy, breathing in its sweet musky aroma. When he went on to lick her clit for a time he was rewarded by the sound of passionate moans from the dominatrix as she delighted in the delirious tremors of pleasure he was giving her. 
 
    Encouraged by this response, Nick started to work his lips and tongue all over her pussy. He was licking and lapping enthusiastically, diving his tongue into the hot warmth of her sex over and over.  
 
    Dyane’s breathing quickened all the time and her moans got louder until she grabbed Nick’s head and climaxed. She pressed her dripping pussy into his face, rubbing against his mouth in ecstasy as the orgasm engulfed her. 
 
    When the dominatrix had come down from her orgasmic high she disengaged her body from Nick’s and stood up. He was left on his knees and burning with unsatisfied desire, the tip of his throbbing erection wet with pre-cum. His chest rose and fell with each feverish breath he took. 
 
    Dyane reached down and with deft fingers removed Nick’s collar and after that his butt plug, prising it smoothly from the taut opening of his anus. She got the naked slave to stand up again and escorted him from the dungeon to his quarters where she intended to leave him for the night.  
 
    “Think as much as you want about bringing yourself off but don’t you dare actually do it, slave,” she told Nick before she left him, knowing for certain he’d obey. Linda had spoken nothing but the truth, she reflected. The man was obedient to a fault. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Eighteen  
 
      
 
    Fast forward a day. Nick had still not been permitted sexual release. He stood naked outside the door to the living room, waiting for his Mistress to summon him in. He was achingly erect as was only to have been expected under the circumstances. And he was a man possessed. He idolised Dyane, worshipped the very ground she walked on.  
 
    In optimistic moments Nick told himself she felt as passionately about him as he did about her. But the truth was he had no real idea how she felt about him. Dyane was a mystery to Nick. She was a closed book, impossible for him to read. All he could do was guess what was on her mind.  
 
    What he fervently hoped was that his enigmatic Mistress felt something extraordinarily special between them that she had never felt with any of her previous slaves.  But did she feel that way or was it merely wishful thinking on his part? He stared at the living room door as if he could find the answer to his question there. 
 
    Nick snapped out of his reverie when Dyane called out to him to come into the room, and he hurriedly obeyed. The dominatrix was on her feet and was all in purple leather on this occasion. Her low-cut dress revealed a glorious expanse of cleavage. The slinky dress was as tight as a sheath and so short it barely covered her crotch. Nick guessed correctly that she had again dispensed with underwear. Her long shapely legs shone bare and creamy and on her feet were shoes with sharp stiletto heels. 
 
    Dyane pointedly ignored Nick’s pronounced erection. Instead she looked him in the face, her own features set hard. “When I beat you this time I don’t want a solitary sound to escape your lips, slave,” she informed him. “I want you to internalise the sensations you experience. Breathe through your nose only. I don’t want to hear any cries, moans, nothing. Got that, slave?” 
 
    “Got that, Mistress,” Nick replied, fortifying himself for his ordeal. He was determined to comply perfectly with Dyane’s latest command and to verbalise nothing. But he knew it wouldn’t be easy. He needed to be careful. Very careful. 
 
    Placed on a mahogany table in the corner of the room was a black swagger cane. Dyane turned away from Nick and sauntered over to the table, the purple micro-minidress seeming to massage her body as she went. She reached out a hand toward the rigid black cane and took it, stroking the cruel implement lovingly with her slender fingers.  
 
    The dominatrix turned back toward Nick and ordered coolly, “Come here and bend over the table, slave.”  
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said.  
 
    He padded over to the table and dutifully bent over it. His hands clutched the table for support, his legs were spread, and his ass was a clearly presented target. Nick’s body quaked to think of that swagger cane landing on his backside as it most certainly would do very soon.  
 
    Dyane positioned herself behind Nick and brought the implement down hard on his rear cheeks, leaving an angry red line. Nick jumped at the jolt of pain the blow delivered but forced himself to remain silent. The dominatrix struck again, delivering another painful red line, followed by a third, fourth, fifth and sixth. Nick obediently remained utterly silent, as he did for the next six strikes.  
 
    By the time he had received another dozen searing strokes the pain he was suffering had become so acute Nick felt almost detached from it as if his scorched behind belonged to someone else entirely. This combined with the fact that by now his adrenaline was pumping overtime helped him to endure the agony the dominatrix administered with her next six strikes and the six after that. Nick jerked and wriggled against the blows from the swagger cane as they went on and on. But he remained resolutely silent, his mouth closed as tight as a clam. 
 
    When Dyane had delivered, in all, three dozen blows she reached between her legs with her left hand while continuing to beat Nick with her right. The dominatrix made a tight groaning sound as she began to masturbate. She went on pleasuring herself with increasing vigor, her fingers moving ever more feverishly between the lips of her sex. At the same time she carried on using the swagger cane on Nick again and again, the power and rate of her blows escalating further. 
 
    Dyane’s strikes grew fiercer and more rapid still. Nick wriggled in agony as she continued to repeatedly flay the skin of his backside with her sadistic blows. And he howled louder than he ever had before – inside. No way was he going to let his agonized howling escape. He heard the dominatrix moan more and more loudly as she continued to masturbate like a woman possessed. 
 
     Finally she cried out her climax, shuddering without control, and stopped beating him.  Nick’s backside was blazing, his body was shaking with adrenaline-overload, and his legs felt rubbery and weak.  
 
    When Dyane had recovered her composure she set the swagger cane aside and got Nick to stand up and turn round to face her.  
 
    The dominatrix looked down at his erection this time, which was now throbbing fit to burst and drizzling pre-cum in a constant stream.  
 
    She raised her gaze and fixed her piercing blue eyes on his. “Hoping I’ll let you climax now, slave?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Nick replied through trembling lips. 
 
    “It’s a vain hope,” Dyane told him. “Now go,” she added briskly, waving a hand to shoo him from the room. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Nineteen 
 
      
 
    That had been two days in a row Dyane had denied Nick the release of orgasm even after all the erotic torture she’d already inflicted on him. She did the same to him the day that followed and the day after that too. And on it went, one tormenting day after another. Nick went to bed at the end of each of those days, his body raw with sexual desire, knowing that self-pleasure was completely out of the question.   
 
    Whenever he wasn’t being erotically tormented by Dyane in a myriad of kinky variations, Nick performed a range of mundane tasks she’d set for him around the property. He carried out all of these tasks to a uniformly high standard. But never once did he receive any expression of thanks or appreciation for his efforts from the dominatrix.  
 
    He didn’t receive anything resembling affection or compassion at any time from Dyane either. Nick knew she was deliberately testing him at this crucial stage of their relationship. But, he asked himself, what if she carried on treating him that way for weeks, months, years even? Frankly he didn’t care. That was the honest truth. And there was a good reason for that.  
 
    What would he be prepared to have done to him in order to remain her slave? That’s what Dyane had asked Nick when they’d returned from Feterotic. Anything at all she wanted, he’d told her. Hold that thought, she’d said. And he had, clinging to it ever since like a life raft. The idea that one day she wouldn’t want him as her slave anymore was unbearable to him. It brought on a cold sweat every time it came into his mind. 
 
    The passion Nick felt for Dyane was stronger than ever. It consumed him entirely. He was obsessed with her: her look, her voice, her taste, her smell, her everything. The hunger he felt for his extraordinarily charismatic Mistress ruled every moment of his life. The cocktail of submissive and masochistic sensations he experienced when being disciplined by her was incredibly potent: the loss of time, space, consciousness, the transcendence, the obliteration, the numbing of his mind and his senses. 
 
    Everything Dyane demanded of Nick when disciplining him aroused him sexually. Even his enforced chastity had turned out to be yet another means of fuelling his passionate hunger for her. His sexual needs had peaked and peaked for days now, with no relief. This added torture to his punishment was a strange form of sexual pleasure in itself.   
 
    Employing all the demon torment her sadistic imagination could conjure up Dyane disciplined Nick constantly: in his quarters on occasion, frequently in the living room, and even more frequently in the dungeon. One fine day she disciplined him somewhere else… 
 
      
 
    Dyane took Nick down the path that twisted through the lush wooded garden of her property. The sky above was azure blue, streaked with white clouds and the air was soft and warm.  Nick was stark naked and what little Dyane had on was of soft black leather: a choker, thong and long boots.  
 
    They arrived at the oak tree to which Dyane had decided to tie Nick before disciplining him. The small brick-built structure next to it contained all the items she needed for this purpose and she duly selected them. The sun cut through the tall trees around them, lighting up Dyane’s beautiful face as she put Nick into bondage. 
 
    His wrists were soon cuffed in heavy black leather and strung high and wide apart by ropes tied to a sturdy branch above his head. Nick could feel the tension in his stretched muscles, his arms and shoulders taut. While his arms were strung apart above him like that, his legs were parted in a similar manner, his ankles buckled into black leather cuffs at either end of a wooden spreader bar. He was breathing heavily and his cock was stiffly erect. 
 
    Dyane smiled to herself. She’d disciplined Nick many times so far and he was taking very well indeed to her harsh treatment. He had been serving her devotedly and well too, not as some initiate she had to train virtually from scratch but as a very experienced slave who knew the routine without thinking.  
 
    Nick obeyed all her rules to the letter. He was never remotely insubordinate, not even slightly moody, sulky or otherwise annoying. He was never forgetful of his place as her slave. And the man was such a pain slut... 
 
    Standing naked and erect in his spread-eagled bondage Nick felt a weight of expectancy. Then he felt a literal weight as Dyane clamped one of his nipples so it hung with one such item, and repeated the measure on his other nipple. 
 
    The burdensome tug of the individual weighted nipple clamps to his flesh shook through Nick’s body, making it ache with intense pain. Seeing the look of agony on his handsome face morph into one of masochistic desire, Dyane showed him the long black leather whip with braided talons she intended to use on him.  
 
    “I’m going to enjoy using this bastard of a thing on you, slave.” She told him, her tone gloating.  
 
    The dominatrix began flicking his nipples with the malicious implement. Nick’s body jerked in response, the weighted clamps shooting further agonising sensations through his body. 
 
    “Do you sometimes find the extreme pain I subject you to almost intolerable, slave?” Dyane asked, a look of pretend-caring in her eyes.  
 
    “Yes, sometimes I do, Mistress,” he admitted. 
 
    She paused a moment, gave a short laugh and said, “Delighted to hear it.”  
 
    She flicked at his chest with the whip again, making him groan in agony. He groaned more loudly as the swaying weighted clamps again exerted their pinching grasp on his flesh. His eyes watered from the intense pain. 
 
    Dyane set the whip aside and took hold of a long thick black rubber butt plug, which she lubricated copiously. She went behind Nick and worked the object into his asshole, pushing it beyond his reluctant sphincter and all the way into the depths of his anus.  
 
    The large rubber intruder now impaling Nick was very painful. So were the weighted clamps, which continued their torturous swaying. Nick’s muscles ached from his bondage. His anal hole ached, his nipples ached. Such masochistic stimulation was agony for him but it was ecstasy too, both sensations reigning side by side.  
 
    Dyane stayed behind Nick and raised the long braided whip. “Ready to really start suffering, slave?” she asked  
 
    Nick had to swallow before he could reply. “Yes, Mistress, I am.”  
 
    As the dominatrix began to whip his ass and thighs, the pain burned hotly. The butt plug and the weighted clamps jarred him every time his body jerked in its bondage. A strong ache issued from his pulsing erection, which was drizzling pre-cum like a leaky faucet.   
 
    Dyane’s whip lashes danced on and on until Nick had taken dozens of vicious blows. He was in excruciating pain. 
 
     “You want me to beat you harder, slave, hurt you more?” Dyane rasped. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Nick panted. 
 
    “Beg me,” she insisted. 
 
    “Please Mistress, I beg you.” His voice was wild. “Beat me harder, hurt me more!” 
 
    The severity of Dyane’s blows duly built and built, ratcheting up with every swing of the braided whip. Nick felt a sensation of everything falling away in the face of such extreme pain. The feeling increased with every one of Dyane’s savage jarring strikes. At the same time his sexual excitement went into overdrive. Nick felt that at any moment he might erupt into orgasm spontaneously. But he knew this was strictly verboten. Clenching his teeth, he forced himself with all his will to prevent it from happening. 
 
    Suddenly there were no more strikes and the acute pain diminished for a long moment as Dyane put the whip aside again. 
 
    Then she came to the front of Nick and removed the weighted clamps. He shuddered uncontrollably as the blood bolted back into his severely punished nubs.  
 
     Seconds passed.  
 
    Dyane went behind Nick, picked up the savage braided whip again, started whipping his ass once more, and commanded, “Come for me, slave.” 
 
    And he did, immediately, a rush of ecstasy that cascaded through his senses. Dyane carried on lashing Nick’s rear through the hot clenches and spasms of his climax as he ejaculated rope after rope of pearly cum. Only when he’d shot his load, every last drop, and his orgasmic spasms had subsided altogether did she finally let up.  
 
    Tossing the vicious braided whip to the ground, the dominatrix went to the front of Nick again. This time she put her hands on either side of his face. “I’m impressed with you, slave,” she said before taking her hands away from his face and starting to release him from his bondage. “You’re doing well.” 
 
    Nick was delighted by what Dyane had just said. But he was determined not to let it lull him into a false sense of security. The extremely challenging tests she had set for him of late were behind him and that was great. He was making progress. There was no gainsaying that. But what would her next extreme challenge consist of and how much more difficult would it be for him to cope with? Two days later he found out. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Twenty 
 
      
 
    Nick, naked and tumescent, was being led on all fours down the corridor to the dungeon by Dyane. The figure-hugging, waist-cinching black leather dress she wore was extremely short and she’d matched it with thigh-high boots. 
 
    “You’ll be used and abused tonight as you’ve never been used and abused before,” she told Nick ominously as they arrived at the door to the dungeon. “You hear me, slave?” 
 
    “I hear you, Mistress,” he replied in a shaky voice. 
 
    “And it’ll all be done to you on my behalf this time,” Dyane added, opening the door. “Et voila!” 
 
    There inside the dungeon and facing their way, were three beautiful naked women standing side by side with their hands on their hips. The women’s faces were strong and proud, their demeanors haughty.  
 
    All had milky-white skin, shapely bodies that were entirely depilated, and shoulder-length hair. While the three women looked remarkably alike they were easy to differentiate one from another. This was because one of them had brown hair, one was a redhead, and one had hair so blonde it was almost white.  
 
     Dyane remained where she was but motioned for Nick to crawl into the dungeon. 
 
     “Give my slave the full works, ladies, exactly as we discussed,” she said, “and take all the time you want over it.” 
 
     With that she turned around at the door and was gone, leaving Nick alone with the three naked dommes.  
 
    The white-blonde waved him over. “Worship our feet, slave,” she commanded, staring down coldly at him. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Nick crawled over and went from one woman to the next, bowing at each pair of perfect bare feet and kissing them. 
 
    “Now lie flat on the floor and worship our pussies with you mouth, slave,” ordered the brunette. 
 
    Once Nick was in position, his erection rearing obscenely in the air, each dominatrix in turn covered his mouth with her wet pussy. He lapped each of the women to orgasm while their long nails tangled in his hair. 
 
    He received his next instruction.  
 
    “Go over that sawhorse, slave,” ordered the redhead, nodding toward the nearby apparatus. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Nick stepped up on the bar at the bottom of the horse where she attached his ankles to black leather cuffs chained to either end of it. This held his legs wide apart 
 
    Pushing himself over the leather-padded top of the sawhorse, he reached for the bar on the other side and the same woman attached his wrists to similarly positioned chained cuffs so that his arms were held wide apart too. 
 
    The white-blonde padded over to the rack where she selected a hefty black leather strap, about two and a half foot in length. She took up position behind Nick.  
 
    The dominatrix was so quick with her first strike to his splayed rear cheeks she caught him completely off guard. Before Nick could catch his breath she’d brought the flat of the strap down on his behind with great vigor. The sudden force stung like hell and made him cry out. She immediately struck with another heavy blow. And so it went on. She continued with the same determined power before abruptly ceasing. 
 
    It was the brunette’s turn to beat Nick next. Her chosen implement of correction was a broad heavy black leather paddle. Down it came for the first time, swiftly and hard. Thwack! The sound echoed in the cavernous space. The blows that followed were just as brisk and hard as she brought the paddle down on flesh still suffering the effects of the vicious strap. Nick’s cries could not quell the extreme pain.  
 
    The brunette offered no mercy, efficiently brutal with her punishment. When she paused it was only for a few moments. Soon she returned to laying as many strokes of the broad leather paddle on his rear as she had before. Once finished, she stood back and appraised Nick’s scorching rear cheeks. Satisfied with what she’d done she handed over to the redhead who took up a rattan cane.  
 
    Nick heard the implement swish through the air with lightening speed and felt a biting pain when it landed on his behind. She went on to whir the implement up the back of his thighs to the height of his ass and back down again, leaving an imprint of severe welts. She didn’t stop until he was shaking without control within his bonds.  
 
    Nick’s punishment had started strong. And it got even stronger as the three women continued to take turns with him, abusing his body at will with one disciplinary implement after another. As Nick became adjusted to the pain that singed his skin so hotly, he began to drift, feeling the endorphin high suffuse his body. He continued to cry out from time to time but his cries were as filled with erotic pleasure as they were with passionate agony. 
 
    Eventually the women switched track. Still chained securely over the sawhorse, arms and legs outstretched, Nick was breached with a well lubricated anal dildo by the white-blonde dominatrix. She worked it into his hole until his anus began to release the vicelike grip of its muscles. As the channel relaxed the dildo slipped inside. She began pushing it furiously in and out of him. 
 
    The brunette took over after a while with a bigger dildo. The first stab of the large rubber phallus stunned Nick into an agonised cry. After that he had to accommodate anal dildos of ever expanding size.  
 
    Finally the redhead pulled out the dildo that had widened his anus beyond anything he’d ever endured before – only to replace the dildo with a large butt plug attached to a pump bulb. That allowed the plug to expand to an even greater girth, filling and reshaping Nick’s anal cavity until he was howling at the breach.  
 
    He was afraid he would burst apart but thankfully the redhead soon removed the air from the plug and withdrew it from his anus. 
 
    The three naked dommes then harnessed themselves into double-dildo strap-ons. The brunette was the first to ass-fuck Nick. When she grabbed his rear cheeks and squeezed her firm grasping fingers into the welts from all the severe beatings he’d received it caused a hellish ache to sweep his body. 
 
    She went on to drive her strap-on into his spasming channel. The ass-fucking she gave him after that was relentless. She pressed into Nick over and over until her climax broke free, her voice mouthing exclamations that remained caught in her throat. 
 
    With the brunette satisfied if not sated, the other two dommes followed suit. Then it started all over again. From one to the next the ass-fucking went on unrelentingly as if it might never end.  
 
    The tenor of this night of erotic savagery firmly established, Nick let his consciousness take flight. It was as if he was suspended in space, in time. His body absorbing the constant stinging shock, he let the women use him for their pleasure as they would.  
 
    Although Nick had allowed himself to drift into something close to an out of body experience he ensured he didn’t lose his essential focus. He remained purposeful, knowing he couldn’t afford to be careless and descend into an unthinking stupor. There was too much at stake here. Christ, there was everything at stake. Mindlessness was definitely not an option.  
 
    Succumbing to orgasm wasn’t an option either, needless to say. But being on the receiving end of so much physical torture kept him on a perpetual high of pleasure-plain so intense he felt small orgasms release all the time through his body. 
 
    Would that we could see ourselves as others see us. That stray thought popped unbidden into Nick’s head. Well, he could certainly see himself as he was to these three insatiable women. He was an erotic plaything to the rapacious trio. He was a sex object. Indeed that was the sum total of his worth to them. But was that all he was worth to the Mistress who actually owned him and who’d orchestrated all this? Was he that replaceable? Nick asked himself, feeling a sudden rush of panic. Dyane could just sell him on and forget he’d ever existed just as Linda had done. She could buy another slave or not as she saw fit. 
 
    Such random thoughts flitted in and out of Nick’s mind, predominating one minute and getting lost the next, as the three sexed-up women continued to ravage him. When their excesses finally wound down he was nearly passed out, still secured over the sawhorse. 
 
    Nick barely registered the women’s departure when they left the dungeon. Then again, he was too exhausted to care. With the agony and ecstasy finally over, he basked somnolently in the peace that followed.  
 
    All was stillness and silence for an indeterminate period of time. Then Dyane wandered into the dungeon.  
 
    “You OK, slave?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes thank you, Mistress,” Nick managed to reply, his voice no more than a hoarse whisper.  
 
    As Dyane’s deft fingers began to remove Nick from his restraints she said, “My three friends have gone now. Before they went they informed me they’d enjoyed their time with you so much they wondered whether I might agree to make a regular thing of it. What do you say to that?” 
 
     “I’ll do whatever you require of me, Mistress,” he mumbled as she removed the last of his restraints. 
 
    “Want to know what my response to them was, slave?” Dyane asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” Nick climbed off the sawhorse and gratefully straightened up. His whole body felt stiff and aching. 
 
     “I told them I intend to keep you all to myself until further notice.”  
 
    Dyane then cupped her hand to Nick’s elbow and led him to his quarters. She was gentler with him than she’d ever been before 
 
    When his head hit the pillow that night Nick dropped off immediately, diving into a deep, dreamless sleep. 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
    Chapter Twenty-one 
 
      
 
    Dyane’s relationship with Nick evolved further after that. There in her secluded home she explored with him the private mysteries binding them ever closer together with each passing day...  
 
      
 
    Dyane and Nick were in the dungeon. She had on nothing but a tight black leather corset and tall high-heeled boots. The corset pushed up her full breasts, leaving their stiff nipples exposed. The swell of her rear cheeks and the smooth fullness of her sex were also free. Nick was naked and his upraised wrists were buckled into black leather cuffs attached to the end of a ceiling chain while his ankles were buckled into similar cuffs fastened together with a short chain. His breathing was shallow and his shaft as hard as a rock. 
 
    The bondage into which Dyane had placed Nick was enough to keep him in place but allowed him to move about a little. In addition he was free to speak – as long as he’d been addressed by his Mistress first of course. Similarly his gaze could wander at will and he could hear what was going on around him. But Dyane was only getting started. Sensory deprivation was what she had in mind for him next and she already had immediately to hand what she needed for this. 
 
    “See no evil.” She chuckled gleefully, slipping a black leather blindfold over Nick’s eyes. “Hear no evil and speak no evil too,” she added, fitting him with ear plugs before gagging him with a black leather gag that covered his mouth entirely. For Nick the dungeon in which he hung in his bondage was now filled with darkness and silence.  
 
    There was a smile of satisfaction on Dyane’s face as she stood back briefly to admire the piece of living sculpture she’d created. Then she headed over to the rack where she picked out a riding crop. When she’d returned she paused a little longer, this time to admire Nick’s backside. The swelling of the cheeks at the junction of the thighs clearly delineated the perfect roundness of the tight behind. She looked forward with relish to giving that inviting ass a really good beating today. 
 
    With this thought uppermost in her mind Dyane set to with the riding crop. She cracked the implement sharply against Nick’s skin, making a sound that split the air like a shotgun blast. The dominatrix brought the crop across again with another sharp crack, further inflaming his behind. She sliced the crop through the air a third time and a further red-hot strike landed across Nick’s rear cheeks. It was followed by another such stroke, and another.  
 
    Dyane began to beat Nick with greater ferocity, slicing even more red heat through his body. The crop struck his backside in a regular harsh rhythm, each one planting an additional line of fire on his flesh.  
 
    Nick’s rear cheeks clenched and his body shook violently within his bonds at each savage strike as he battled between pain and desire. That battle went on for a good while but eventually desire gained precedence.  
 
    With each of the swift furious strikes Dyane delivered with the crop, his rear squirmed more and his joy grew. Profound sexual masochist that he was, Nick gloried in the vicious chastisement that seared his rear with agonizing pain while at the same time suffusing it with euphoric pleasure.  
 
    Nick’s mind seemed to float from his body into a world of delirious pleasure-pain. He arched his back to meet Dyane’s remorselessly harsh blows as the agony and intense desire he felt merged into an overwhelming sensation of erotic pleasure. All that pleasure peaked and then died away. Then it peaked again. He shuddered hungrily in his bondage, seeking more and more. 
 
    Dyane didn’t stop beating Nick’s ass until it was covered in a crisscross pattern of dark crimson and he was trembling uncontrollably within his bonds. She put the crop aside and touched his behind, exploring the punished skin. She softly stroked the blazing heat she’d inflicted on Nick’s rear until his trembling had diminished to the occasional shudder. 
 
    The dominatrix stood back and continued admiring her handiwork. And as she did she marvelled anew at the extent to which Nick always yielded so thoroughly to her sadistic will. She could drive him to the very depth of himself in the sure knowledge she wasn’t taking him anywhere his psyche didn’t already want him to go. He went there naturally and allowed his submission to her let his spirits sore.  
 
    From the very start she’d had high expectations of Nick. Whether he’d be able to live up to them had been another matter. But her sincerest wish had always been that he would. And that wish had come true. She’d tested his metal – and his passionate commitment to her – right to the very limit and he’d never faltered.   
 
    Dyane let some more time pass, still lost in her musings. Nick was perfect for her. She was certain of this now. She felt it deep in her soul. There wasn’t anything about him she would change. Why would she? Their BDSM relationship was uncompromising in the very best way possible in her strong view. She didn’t need to be a lesser version of herself to be his Mistress. And he didn’t need to be a lesser version of himself to be her slave. They truly were a pair well met. 
 
    But she and Nick were much more than that, she realised. They were mirrors of each other, twins themselves in their dark and deviant needs. Her deep desire to control and discipline in extremis was exactly matched by his deep desire to be controlled and disciplined that way.  
 
    Truth was she needed Nick now just as badly as he needed her and she knew it.  
 
    It was time.  
 
    Dyane went about releasing Nick from his bondage. She removed the blindfold from his eyes, the buds from his ears and the gag from his mouth. Lastly she unbuckled and removed his chained ankle cuffs and the wrists cuffs that had been holding him to the ceiling chain. 
 
    Dyane nodded toward the leather-covered bondage table. “Lie on your back on there, slave,” she directed. 
 
    Nick immediately complied, his pulsing erection jutting upwards. Dyane climbed onto the bondage table and straddled him. She pressed her body against his, and with a shiver of pleasure rubbed her clitoris against the head of his cock.  
 
    Dyane pushed right down so that Nick’s hard-on could slip into the warmth of her tight sex “Mm-mm,” she groaned, “you and I are such a perfect fit, slave.”  
 
    Before fucking Nick properly Dyane brought the curve of her lips against his and kissed him with the utmost passion. He kissed her back with equal fervor. Their hungry mouths and tongues continued to seek each other ravenously until Dyane pulled her lips away.  
 
    “You’re allowed to come when I do, slave,” she told Nick breathlessly when she at last began to fuck him.   
 
    He let out a deep moan as he felt the muscles of her sex fasten powerfully on his shaft as she started to rock up and down on his body, taking him in deeper with each of her downward thrusts. Dyane fucked Nick with ever more energy. Her hips rose and fell, undulating in an increasingly urgent rhythm.  
 
    Before long, panting wildly, Dyane climaxed. And so did Nick, the heat of his physical passion releasing in a wild wave that washed through him with savage force. His body trembled and his shaft jerked in spasms.  
 
    Nick’s abundant seed flowed in one hot spurt after another deep inside Dyane as her own climax continued to rage. Convulsions shook the couple’s entwined bodies, the spasms going on and on. Time disappeared for both of them for a while, leaving only the endless ecstasy of their mutual climax.  
 
    When that blissful joint orgasm ended Dyane and Nick were both left breathing fitfully and shivering. Eventually they started to regain their normal pattern of breathing and their shivering began to subside. Their bodies remained conjoined though, he flat on his back and she straddling his thighs.  
 
    Nick could see the love in Dyane’s eyes as she gazed down at him. “Happy, slave?” she asked 
 
    “Very, Mistress,” he replied softly. 
 
    “Still want me to keep you for good?”    
 
    Nick swallowed past the lump in his throat. “With all my heart, Mistress.” 
 
    “Our two hearts beat as one now, slave,” she told him.  
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    


 
   
  
 



[bookmark: aboutalexjordaine]ABOUT ALEX JORDAINE 
 
      
 
    Alex Jordaine is the author of numerous works of Femdom erotica and is one of the foremost writers of that genre. He is the author of the highly acclaimed “Mistress” series of novels. In all of these entertaining, fast-paced and highly erotic books sexy powerful women are very firmly in charge. They control the pleasure and men are there to serve and obey them.  
 
    Cara Sutra who edits the award-winning online magazine, carasutra.com, is a big fan of the series. “As a dominatrix and Mistress on the fetish scene I have a strong personal interest in all things Femdom,” says Cara. “So it was genuinely thrilling some years ago to find an author who wrote first-rate erotic fiction around the power dynamic of female domination.  
 
    “I initially discovered Alex Jordaine's fiction when I read the very first of his ‘Mistress’ series of books. I thoroughly enjoyed it and, sixteen such novels later, he remains one of my favorite writers. If you have any interest in Femdom and the female domination aspect of BDSM, you will love Alex Jordaine’s ‘Mistress’ books.”  
 
    Alex has revealed the secret to why his books are so believable. “If you want to write well and with real conviction,” he says, “it’s a good rule of thumb to write about something you both know and are passionate about. In my case that’s Femdom and BDSM. That’s why I chose the genre of Femdom erotica when I started writing.  
 
    “I’ve stuck with it ever since because I’ve found it works so well for me as a story teller: all those strict rules, all that seething emotion and sexuality. Something’s got to give and when it does the story kicks in with a vengeance.”  
 
    All of Alex’s novels are dedicated to Mistress G. The author explains: “Mistress G is my long term partner, dominatrix, muse and the love of my life. We have been serious players on the fetish scene for a long time. My books are escapist fiction – wild flights of imagination – but they have an authenticity about them based on my personal experience of Femdom BDSM with Mistress G. I think readers pick up on that at some level and it enhances their enjoyment of the books.” 
 
    Although the “Mistress” novels are full of graphic discipline, bondage and domination, they are essentially love stories. They explore the redemptive power of love and celebrate women. All the novels in this popular ongoing series are one-offs, so they can be read in any order.  
 
   


  
 


 
    If you enjoyed SOLD TO THE MISTRESS you might also enjoy: 
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    RULE OF THE MISTRESS 
 
    By Alex Jordaine 
 
      
 
    * * * * * 
 
    Five-Star Review Published on Amazon.com 
 
    Read this book!! And then you will re-read it, as I did, for it is another wonderful experience in the Femdom BDSM genre written by the master storyteller, Alex Jordaine, as part of his superb “Mistress” series, every one of which is a gift to the reader.  
 
      
 
      
 
    Punishment Manor is run by Angelica on behalf of its owner Donna, a lifestyle dominatrix. It is where wealthy Mistresses send their slaves when they need more extreme discipline. Things go wrong at the Manor when Angelica’s second-in-command, Monique, runs off with one of its inmates, Kit who happens to be the slave of Donna’s close friend, Corinne. 
 
    Fortunately it doesn’t become the disaster it might have been for Donna. This is because Corinne is actually pleased to see the back of Kit. Indeed she already has his potential replacement squarely in her sights. Corinne gets to work on mild-mannered lawyer Simon convinced of his innate sexual submissiveness and that she’ll be able to mold him into a far better slave than Kit has ever been.  
 
    Meanwhile Angelica and her kinky cohorts begin a relentless regime of disciplining the latest batch of inmates at Punishment Manor: the disobedient and recklessly self-indulgent Paul, faint-hearted Jake and a nervous novice called Ewan. Donna’s lying slave Adam is sent to join their number after she tricks him into revealing just how untrustworthy he’s capable of being. 
 
    But after a while sparks begin to fly between Angelica and Adam. Is history about to repeat itself at the Manor, this time disastrously? At the same time Corinne is finding Simon less compliant than she’d hoped. She is not prepared to budge an inch with him though. It’s all or nothing with her. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Excerpt from RULE OF THE MISTRESS 
 
      
 
    Ewan was back in his dark sparsely-furnished room. He lay on the bed, flat on his back with his erection pointing at the ceiling. What Angelica and Lana, both of them clothed in those amazingly seductive outfits of power and pleasure, had done to him in the dungeon had been mind-blowing.  
 
    Images of it were circling through his head endlessly: the way they’d strapped him spread-eagled to the St. Andrew’s cross and beaten his ass so severely, so exquisitely too; the foot worship demanded of him by Angelica and the pussy worship by Lana. Then there’d been that final thrilling homage from him that Angelica had wanted. He could see himself on his knees tonguing her anal hole, pressing his tongue deep into the tight sheath of muscle. The thought of it made him tremble with excitement.  
 
    Involuntarily, he reached down and touched his hard cock, almost climaxing right there and then. The images inside his head were incredibly vivid and strong, the desire raging within him powerfully erotic. Ewan immediately snatched his hand away from his erection. He knew he wasn’t allowed to masturbate at Punishment Manor unless instructed to do so by one of the Mistresses. Lana had made a point of emphasising that particular rule to him when she’d given him his initial briefing. There was no way he would disobey… 
 
    He didn’t complete the thought. At that moment the door to his room was flung open and there stood Angelica. The dominatrix was still in the skintight black leather micro-minidress and long high-heeled boots she’d had on in the dungeon. She closed the door behind her and strode across the room. 
 
    Gazing accusingly in the direction of his huge erection, she asked, “Have you been masturbating, slave?”  
 
    “No I haven’t, Mistress.” He started to get up.  
 
    “Stay where you are,” she demanded. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” he said and put his head back on the pillow. 
 
    Angelica sat on the edge of the bed and looked at him. “You haven’t even touched your erection since you’ve been back in your room, slave?” she probed, her lips pursed 
 
    Ewan tried to swallow but found his throat was dry. He gave a little cough. “I did just touch it once, Mistress,” he confessed. “I did it without thinking and once I’d realised what I’d done I immediately stopped.”  
 
    Angelica reached across the bed and let her hand find his erection. “Don’t let it happen again,” she told him sternly, slapping hard the bulbous head of his cock. 
 
    “Yes, Mistress,” Ewan said, wincing at the biting pain. 
 
    There was a silence for a few seconds. Then she said, “But I haven’t come here to punish you, slave.”  
 
    He blinked. “No, Mistress?” 
 
    “No, I’ve come here to reward you for the most impressive way you conducted yourself in the dungeon earlier,” Angelica said with a smile. She reached out and touched her cool fingers to his brow. 
 
    “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied, resisting the impulse to grab her hand and shower her fingers with worshipful kisses. 
 
      
 
   


  
 


 
     See what readers have to say about 
 
    Alex Jordaine’s “MISTRESS” books 
 
      
 
    “Superb Femdom. Alex Jordaine is one of the few masters of this genre. I read and re-read everything he writes. You will too.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A pleasure to read. It is a compelling page turner, intensely arousing and very erotic.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Arousing, erotic and liberating. This book is a great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Great Femdom erotica.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “Jordaine dazzles! Alex Jordaine continues to be a fantastic writer for the BDSM lifestyle exceptionally from the aspect of being a slave to a demanding Mistress.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “A very good read, extremely exciting and erotic. Would recommend to others who are interested in this type of literature and the author.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “A fabulous book. I've ordered a lot of BDSM Femdom books and this one was really good.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
     “A very good e-book and a very good read, very erotic and can be recommended if your are into female domination.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “I have read the whole series of books. A great read.” 
 
    * * * * * 
 
    “Every time I read one of Alex Jordaine's ‘Mistress’ series I think, ‘This is even better than the last one’.  The man's knowledge of the Femdom genre and his extraordinary imagination combined with his fine writing as a world class story teller never disappoints." 
 
    * * * * * 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 


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


 
   
  
 



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