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Chapter 1

With each knock on his neighbor’s door, Greg could feel his heart rate rising. Meeting new people had never been his strong suit. In fact, he could count the times he talked to his previous neighbor on one hand. But that was also the reason he wanted to make an effort this time. In his mid thirties, Greg found it harder and harder to meet new people. A couple of days ago, he had actually wondered how people his age managed to make new friends. It wasn’t like he could walk into a bar and ask random strangers if they liked to hang out. They would think he was crazy. But life had gotten a bit lonely lately. A year ago, his long-time girlfriend, Stacey, had left Greg, and he soon realized that many of their shared friends were actually hers. Fed up with spending most evenings alone at home, Graig had been eager for an opportunity to meet people. And then a new neighbor moved in next door.

So far, Greg hadn’t been able to catch a glimpse of the new resident. He wasn’t even sure if it was just one person or maybe a couple. It didn’t really matter, although Greg would not complain if the new neighbor turned out to be a single guy who enjoyed watching football. But in the end, everything was better than his other neighbor, Mr. Petersen. The old guy barely acknowledged Greg every time he said hello. Greg wasn’t even sure if he could actually talk because all he ever heard was grunts.

His train of thought got interrupted when the door suddenly swung open. Greg’s breath caught in his throat as he noticed the person standing before him. His new neighbor turned out to be a beautiful blonde in her early thirties. Although she only wore sweatpants and a black top, she looked incredible. Her long hair was bound into a high ponytail and from the sweat glistening on her eyebrows, Greg figured she had been hard at work.

The woman’s stunning beauty was only one reason Greg needed a second to find his composure. The other was the fact that he actually recognized her, although he would never admit it to anybody. His new neighbor once used the name Mistress Seraphina and worked as a fetish model and pornstar. She mostly did BDSM, and especially femdom stuff, and Greg distinctly remembered a couple of her videos.

There was a brief moment of awkward silence as Greg failed to introduce himself until the woman said, “Can I help you?”

“Oh yes,” Greg stammered. “Sorry. Hi, my name is Greg. I live next door and I wanted to welcome you to the neighborhood.”

Greg raised his hand, revealing the bottle of wine he brought as a present.

“Oh, what a pleasant surprise,” the woman replied with a friendly smile. “That looks like an excellent bottle of wine.”

“Yeah,” Greg said. “I didn’t want to poison you with my cooking or baking, so I figured wine might be the way to go.”

“Well, I appreciate not being poisoned,” she replied smiling, and took the bottle from him. “Thank you very much. I am Hannah, by the way. It is nice to meet you.”

“Likewise,” Greg said and shook the outstretched hand.

“I’d love to invite you in, but I am currently in the middle of some cleaning and don’t feel really presentable at the moment.”

“Oh, that’s not a problem,” Greg said. “I figured you might be busy. Like I said, I only wanted to say hi and welcome you to the neighborhood.”

“That is really nice of you,” she replied. “How about this? This looks like a great bottle of wine and it would be a waste not to share it with somebody. So if you are free around nine, how about you come over and we can get to know each other?”

There was not a single hint of sexual innuendo in her voice, and yet Greg could not stop certain suggestive images from flashing through his mind. Get your mind out of the gutter. He mentally kicked himself. Just because Hannah used to be a pornstar didn’t mean that she would jump him the first chance she got. Those things only happened in porn, after all.

“That would be lovely,” Greg quickly said as he realized Hannah was still waiting for his reply.

“Great,” she said and gave him another big smile. “Then I see you at nine.”

“Looking forward to it,” Greg said, and both waved at each other. A moment later, the door closed in front of him, and Greg turned away to walk home.

Back home, he first tried to ignore the fact that an actual adult film star had moved in next door. Unfortunately, TV could only distract him for half an hour, then his resolve broke. After switching off the TV, he grabbed his laptop and immediately typed in Mistress Seraphina into the search engine. The results confirmed what he already knew. Although the woman next door was a bit older now, it was definitely the former pornstar. After confirming her identity, Greg could not stop himself and quickly opened the first suggested video. It was a five-minute clip from one of Hannah’s femdom movies. As the video began to play, Greg remembered that about five years ago, there used to be a very successful production company called Spanked. They produced all kinds of BDSM videos, but their femdom series, Women in Charge, had been his favorite. The series focused on a lot of different themes but often included bondage, spanking, cock and ball torture and strap-on-play. In every scene, the woman was in charge and the man was her submissive. Greg had seen quite a lot of those movies back in the day, but after meeting Emily, he stopped and switched to vanilla porn. He only once approached the subject of maybe trying a little bondage in the bedroom, but Emily did not sound interested at all. After their conversation, Greg quit fetish porn altogether, since he didn’t want her to discover that he watched those videos.

Now, with Emily out of his life, Greg was finding himself once again interested in that kind of porn. He actually remembered that Hannah, or better, Mistress Seraphina, used to be one of the more hardcore performers on the site. As he watched the video, he noticed she was going all out with her whip. The way she spanked the poor, tied up fellow in front of her made Greg actually feel sorry for him. He knew he could never endure such a treatment. He still found it hot, but mostly because of the bondage and Mistress Seraphina’s strict attitude. Greg liked those aspects of BDMS a lot. The pain part, on the other hand, not so much.

The short video ended, and Greg couldn’t resist starting another one. This time Mistress Seraphina had a submissive tied spreadeagled in the middle of a room. Just the thought of being helpless like that made Greg’s cock twitch, and he suddenly realized that he was stroking himself. While jerking off, he watched fascinated as Seraphina grabbed the balls of the poor guy and slapped them. First she only used her hand, but after a few minutes she switched to a riding crop. Once again, Greg felt torn. The scene was crazy hot, but the thought of getting his own balls beaten like that made him shudder. There was no way he could withstand what that guy was experiencing. Yet that thought was not enough to stop him from cuming when a particularly nasty blow landed on the man’s balls.

With his sexual high subsiding the post orgasm clarity suddenly set in. Looking down at the mess he made, Greg felt a little ashamed. He went over to his new neighbor, intending to make a new friend. And now, not only an hour after meeting Hannah, he had jerked off to one of her videos. Hannah hadn’t done porn in years, so she was likely done with that part of her life. Just the thought of her finding out what he had just done made him cringe. When they met earlier, the woman seemed really nice and not at all like the strict and sadistic mistress she played in all her movies. Recalling the short meeting made Greg feel even more guilty, and he vowed he would never jerk off to one of her videos again. Instead, he wanted to do his best to get to know Hannah as a person.


Chapter 2

It was exactly nine o’clock when Greg arrived once again on Hannah’s front porch. He had showered, shaved, and even put on one of his best shirts, all to ensure he would make a great impression. As he raised his hand to knock, he once again felt a bit nervous. Although he knew this time who would open the door, Greg needed to take a deep breath to calm his nerves. Spending an evening with a beautiful woman wasn’t something he did every day. On top of that, there was still some lingering guilt because of what he had done earlier.

The door opened almost immediately, and Hannah greeted Greg with a warm smile. She also changed clothes, and Greg had to force himself not to stare. Hannah was now wearing a pair of tight leather pants and a matching black top that left quite a bit of cleavage on display. Her blonde hair fell in waves over her shoulder and looked incredible.

“Hey Greg,” Hannah said. “I am glad you made it. Come on in.”

She stepped aside, and Greg followed her inside.

“Hey Hannah,” he replied. “Thanks for the invitation.”

“Oh, don’t mention it. It’s nice to have some company for the evening.”

She closed the door behind them and took the lead. Greg had never been inside his neighbor’s house before, so he curiously looked around as they walked towards the living-room. The house definitely did not look like somebody had just moved in. There was no half built furniture or any moving-boxes in sight. If Greg didn’t know any better, he would have assumed that Hannah had been living next here for months.

The living-room also showed no signs of a recent move. The room was fully already furnished and even had a few pictures on the wall.

“Your house looks great,” Greg said as he took a seat on the sofa. “You must have been crazy busy.”

“Thank you, but to be fair, I cheated a little,” Hannah said with a smile. “I used a moving company and had them do all the heavy lifting. They were great. I just had to point at where I wanted my stuff to go.”

“Ah, that makes sense,” Greg said, grinning back. “So you don’t have superpowers. What a shame.”

“Maybe,” Hannah replied. “Or maybe I am not ready to reveal them to you yet since we only just met.”

“Oh, damnit,” Greg said, nodding as if he was serious. “Well then, I guess we have to get to know each other better.”

“Excellent idea,” Hannah replied. “And guess what? I have the perfect bottle of wine for that.”

She made her way over to the living room table where she grabbed the wine bottle Greg had gifted her only a few hours ago. She poured a glass for each of them, then returned to the couch.

“Here you go,” she said, while handing Greg a glass.

“Thank you,” Greg replied, and then raised his glass. “To new friends.”

“To new friends,” Hannah repeated and gave him a dazzling smile. They clinked, and both took a sip.

“This is an excellent wine,” Hannah said. “I really love it.”

“I am glad you like it,” Greg said.

“What about you?” The knowing look in her eyes was enough for Greg to know that she caught him.

“To be honest,” he said with a sheepish grin. “I don’t really know that much about wine. I am more of a beer guy. So whenever I buy a bottle, I usually pick one in the middle price range and hope for the best.”

Hannah threw her head back and let out a loud laugh.

“Well, let me tell you,” she said a moment later. “You picked well this time. But it’s ok if you want a beer. I have a couple in the fridge.”

“Oh no, please,” Greg quickly said. “That’s unnecessary. I actually think the wine tastes quite good and besides, I always wanted to broaden my horizon.”

“Ok then, don’t let me stop you from having new experiences,” Hannah said and then added with a wink, “That’s an attitude I always appreciate in a man.”

“Ehm … yeah … ok.” Not sure what to say, Greg stammered before he could catch himself and force his mouth shut.

“So, Greg,” Hannah said a moment later, ignoring his flustered reply. “We already established that you don’t really like wine. What else do I need to know about you?”

With that question, they settled into an easy conversation. Greg told Hannah about his job as a software developer, his hobbies and even his not so recent break-up with his former girlfriend. Hannah asked a lot of questions, and he was more than happy to answer them. Meanwhile, they kept drinking, and Greg soon felt more than a little buzzed. He wasn’t a big drinker, only having a beer here and there, so the wine was getting to him.

“So what do you do?” He asked when the conversation shortly halted as Hannah had gotten up to get them another bottle.

“Oh, come on Greg,” Hannah said, taking her seat on the sofa again. “You know what I do.”

“Ehm,” Greg replied. He tried the whole evening to circumnavigate the topic because he didn’t want to make Hannah uncomfortable. And now he had just blurted out the stupidest question possible. If anything, this was another sign that he definitely had too much to drink.

“Don’t worry,” Hannah said. “I am not mad. There is this look I get from people who realize where they know me from. I’ve gotten it so often over the years that I can spot it immediately now.”

“Oh ok,” Greg said. “No problem. I just didn’t want to make you uncomfortable. We can change the topic if you like.”

“Not at all,” Hannah said. “I like what I do and I am proud of my work. You might even say that I have found my passion in life.”

“That sounds great,” Greg said. He was not really sure how to reply to that, so he added lamely, “I am happy for you.”

“Well, thank you,” Hannah said with a smile. “So, did you check me out after we met earlier?”

“Ehm.” Once again, her question caught Greg on the wrong foot and he did not know how to reply. Sure, Hannah just said that she was proud of her work, but that didn’t mean he wanted to confess what he had done earlier.

“I knew it!” Hannah exclaimed with a cheerful grin. “Which videos did you watch?”

“I don’t …,” Greg began, trying to deny it.

“Come on,” Hannah said. “It’s fine. We are friends, right? I told you I am proud of my work. I really would like to know. Tell me, please.”

She drew out the last word, which made her sound kind of adorable in Greg’s ears, and his resolve grumbled.

“Fine,” he said. “I watched two clips from Women in Charge.”

“Nice choice,” Hannah said and gave Greg a light slap on the arm. “Didn’t think you were the kinky type, but there you go.”

“I am not really,” Greg protested. “I haven’t watched those videos in years. But after our meeting earlier, I got curious, and then I remembered the series.”

“I am not judging you,” Hannah said. “I loved working on those videos. It was so much fun to have all those guys at my mercy. Ah, the memories.”

“So you are into this stuff in real life?” Under normal circumstances, Greg would never have had the courage to ask her such a question, but the wine and her easy-going attitude had put him at ease.

“Oh yeah,” Hannah said. “That’s why I stopped doing porn. I met a couple a few years ago who wanted their own personal dominatrix. They were beyond rich and I had a great time turning them into my perfect submissives. The things I did to them. It was so much fun.”

“Oh wow,” Greg said. “That sounds intense.”

“It was,” Hannah agreed. “But it is over now. Unfortunately, our arrangement ended. That’s why I moved here.”

“It’s their loss, I guess,” Greg said. He could not imagine why anybody would let Hannah walk out of their lives.

“It wasn’t like that, but I am not ready to talk about it yet,” Hannah said. “So, what about you? Any interest in the things you saw in those videos?”

“Well, not really,” Greg said, knowing that he was lying. “I mean, I liked your outfits and I’m a bit intrigued by bondage, but the pain aspect scares me.”

“Really?” Hannah replied. “Which videos did you watch?”

“There was a short one where you disciplined what looked like a security guard. And another one where you kicked and slapped the balls of a guy who spied on you while changing.”

“I remember both of them,” Hannah said. “They were fun to shoot. The second guy could really take a beating.”

“Yeah,” Greg nodded. “It looked very painful. There is no way I would ever agree to such a thing. I would probably cry after a single slap.”

“Oh, don’t sell yourself short,” Hannah said. “A lot of guys can take way more than they imagine. Especially if they are properly motivated.”

“Motivated how?” Greg asked.

“Well, usually an orgasm,” Hannah said. “You have no idea what some men agree to if they want to cum. Especially if you denied them their orgasm for a while.”

There was suddenly a gleam in Hannah’s eyes that frightened Greg a bit. For the first time since the topic of her former career came up, he could see that this, in fact, was the woman who had played Mistress Seraphina in all those videos. The realization intrigued and frightened him in equal parts.

“Yeah, I can see that. Although I still don’t think it is something I want to try.” He hoped those words would put an end to the topic, but unfortunately Hannah didn’t want to move on yet.

“Are you sure?” She asked. “I find reluctant guys often make the best submissive.”

“Really? But why? Why would you want a guy who doesn’t like pain?”

“Oh, that’s easy,” Hannah replied. “What I want is a guy who wants to please me. I want him to suffer because he knows it turns me on. If the guy enjoys pain, it’s just not as fun. It’s also way harder to punish men who get off on it.”

“I can see that,” Greg replied.

“Besides,” Hannah said. “If you really weren’t interested, then you wouldn’t have watched those videos. I think you are just afraid, and that is something totally different.”

“Yeah, I am not sure about that,” Greg said.

“Alright, then tell me this: ‘Did you cum?’”

“Ehm,” Greg replied, before he could stop himself. Once again, her question surprised him, and his hesitation was all Hannah needed.

“Ha! I knew it,” she exclaimed happily.

“I didn’t say that,” Greg replied.

“You didn’t have to,” Hannah said. “I could tell from your face. In any case, that just proves my point. You wouldn’t have cum if the scene didn’t appeal to your fantasies.”

“Maybe,” Greg conceited. “But that doesn’t change me not wanting to be spanked.”

“Have you ever tried it?”

“No, of course not.”

“Well then, how do you know you wouldn’t like it?”

“I am pretty sure I know.”

“I think you are only afraid of the idea of being spanked,” Hannah said. “It’s just a bit of pain, Greg. With time, people can actually build up quite a tolerance. You just need a guiding hand.”

“How about we agree to disagree,” Greg said, once again trying to put an end to the subject. But instead of agreeing, Hannah suddenly got up and said, “You know what? I have an idea.”

Without another word, she suddenly walked out of the room and Greg could only call after her, “Where are you going?”

Instead of stopping, Hannah replied, “Be right back.”

With her gone, Greg suddenly found himself alone with his thoughts. He did not know what Hannah had in mind, but the last few minutes made him wary. She seemed like a woman on a mission.

It didn’t take long for Hannah to return. When Greg looked up, he froze because she now wore a pair of long latex gloves. Greg had seen such gloves only a few hours earlier when he watched the first Mistress Seraphina video. In that clip, the hands wearing those gloves had repeatedly landed on the bottom of her submissive.

“What are you wearing?” Greg asked warily.

“These are my spanking gloves,” Hannah said.

“Yeah,” Greg replied, drawing out the word. “I don’t think so.”

“Oh, but I do,” Hannah replied and took a seat next to him. “You know Greg, as far as I am concerned, you owe me payment for an orgasm.”

“Excuse me?”

“You jerked off and came to a video of mine. And that without my permission.”

“I didn’t know I need your permission,” Greg replied sarcastically. “You know, with me being an adult and all.”

“Oh, but you do,” Hannah said, her voice now sounding suddenly very stern. “Jerking off to me is a privilege that you haven’t earned yet. So here is what is going to happen. You will drop your pants, lay on my lap, and earn the orgasm you already had.”

Hannah fixed Greg with her gaze, and he swallowed hard. Was this really happening? She seemed so determined, and Greg was not sure that he could deny her.

“I don’t …,” he started, but Hannah cut him off before he could finish.

“I am done talking,” she said. “Come on. Get on with it. We don’t have all night. The longer you stall, the harder I will spank you.”

Greg stared at her for another second, then, as if his body was moving on his own, he stood up. With slow movements, he opened the belt and then he dropped his trousers.

“Well, well, well, all the denial and now you are already hard before we even got started,” Hannah said with a grin. A blush shot into Greg’s cheeks, but he was in position to argue. The tent in his boxes was obvious.

“But you already had your fun,” Hannah continued. “We won’t be paying any attention to that little guy tonight. Come on! Keep going.”

“The boxers as well?” Greg asked. He’d hoped to salvage at least some dignity, but Hannah seem to have other plans yet again.

“Of course,” Hannah said. “I want your first spanking to be perfect so you can fully savor the experience. We can’t have any boxers for that. Here, let me help you.”

Without giving Greg a chance to react, Hannah reached out and yanked down his boxers. Then she quickly grabbed him by the arm and pulled him over her lap. In a second Greg went from standing in his boxers to laying over Hannah’s legs with his ass exposed. So many conflicting emotions suddenly ran through his mind. He felt humiliated but also strangely aroused, especially since his cock was now pressed against Hannah’s legs. On top of that, he also feared what was about to happen. But there was also a small part of him that felt actually a bit curious.

“I can feel your cock against my leg,” Hannah said, and her words brought Greg back to the present. “Let me warn you. You may not cum, understood? If you make a mess on my leg, this spanking will be the least of your worries.”

“Ok,” Greg said, but a second later, he yelped in pain when Hannah’s hand came down on his butt for the first time.

“Don’t be disrespectful. When I ask you a question, you will reply with ‘Yes, Mistress Seraphina’, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly said.

“Excellent,” Mistress Seraphina said. “I can tell you are a quick learner. Now, let’s see how you do with your first real lesson.”

Greg, of course, knew what she was talking about, and he felt his heartbeat rising in fear. That first slap had really stung, and he did not know how many more he could take.

“Let’s get you warmed up,” Mistress Seraphina said. A moment later, her hand once again hit Greg’s bottom. Luckily, this one was a lot less forceful, although it still stung. Greg got little time to think about the second smack because another one immediately followed. Mistress Seraphina quickly got into a rhythm with slap after slap falling on Greg’s butt. At first he had not much trouble taking them, but as she went on, the harder it got. It also felt like that Mistress Seraphina was actually using more and more force and Greg’s butt went from getting warmer and warmer to slightly burning to a constant burn. Soon he squirmed in her lap until he finally could not take it anymore.

“Please, Hannah,” Greg begged. “It hurts so much. I can’t take it.”

“What did I tell you to call me?” She roared and gave him another hard slap. Greg yelled once again in pain, and quickly said, “I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina. But I really can’t take much more. Please.”

“You know, I was about to finish, but then you had to slip up.”

“No, please,” Greg begged, knowing that he was close to his limit.

“Alright fine,” Mistress Seraphina said, and he sighed in relief. “But you disrespected me twice, and that needs to be punished. I think five more for each instant should be sufficient.”

“Oh please, Mistress Seraphina …,” Greg once again begged.

“I can make it fifty,” she interrupted, and Greg closed his mouth.

“Well?” she asked a moment later because Greg hadn’t replied to her words. “Do you think ten is fair?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” he said in defeat and then added, “Thank you.”

“I am glad we could come to an agreement.” Greg could hear the smile in her voice and braced himself for what was about to come.

The next ten spanks were the hardest yet, and Mistress Seraphina had him count out each one and thank her. When her final slap hit his bottom, Greg almost wept in relief.

“You did very well for your first spanking,” she said. “I am impressed.”

As he lay there, he could feel Mistress Seraphina’s hand still on his bottom, slowly stroking the sensitive skin.

“Thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said. He did not know why, but for some reason, the fact that he made her proud made him feel proud as well. Like pleasing her was some kind of accomplishment he didn’t know he needed in his life.

“Well, I think we might turn you into a pain-slut yet,” she replied, smiling.

After everything he just went through, Greg had zero interest in entertaining that idea at the moment. But instead of telling her outright no, he just replied with a nonchalant, “Maybe.” Which made Hannah laugh.

She helped him back to his feet so Greg could pull up his boxers and trousers. His erection had fully vanished, which he was actually glad about. With Hannah spanking him this hard, there had been no chance he could actually have an orgasm while lying on her lap.

After Greg finished dressing, Hannah led him back to the front door.

“Thank you for a great evening,” she said as they faced each other on the doorstep.

“It was definitely a night I won’t forget soon,” he replied with a grin. Despite the lingering effects of his recent spanking, it appeared he had found some of his footing again. His words made Hannah laugh, and she replied, “I am glad that I could give you such an unforgettable experience.”

They both laughed together for a moment, then Hannah said, “But that reminds me. No jerking off tonight.”

“What?” Greg asked.

“You only earned one orgasm today, and you already had it,” she said and then added in a mark stern tone. “Don’t make me come over and give you another spanking.”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said, sighing heavily. Both looked at each other for another second with serious expressions before they once again broke into laughter. Then Greg gave Hannah wave and made his way back home. During his walk, his bottom reminded him which each step of what he experienced tonight.


Chapter 3

As Greg was laying in his bed later that night, he couldn’t stop thinking about what just happened. One reason, of course, was the fact that he was still feeling a lingering burning sensation on his butt. But there were also his conflicting feelings. On the one hand, he really did not enjoy being spanked. It felt exactly like he feared it would. However, the mere thought of laying on Hannah’s lap, her sudden dominant behavior and commanding voice, was enough to rouse his cock again. In fact, it made him so horny that he just couldn’t help himself. Without conscious thought, his hand found its way to his cock, and within minutes, Greg experienced his second orgasm of the day.

After he’d calmed down again, Greg could not help but feel guilty again. He had broken his promise to himself and once again masturbated to the fantasy of Mistress Seraphina. It also didn’t help that Hannah had explicitly forbidden him from cumming tonight. Although he was almost sure that she had been joking. Thankfully, there was no chance Hannah would ever find out. As long as he could restrain himself in the future, everything would be fine, right?

The next day, Greg could still feel the aftermath of the previous evening, but that didn’t stop him from putting in a full day of work. As a freelancer, he was lucky enough to work from home. Which fortunately meant there were no colleagues who could ask awkward questions if they saw him wincing every time he changed his seating position.

After finishing his work day, Greg grabbed his car keys and went to get some groceries. As he pulled back into his driveway, he spotted Hannah on her porch, struggling with a big box.

“Hey neighbor,” Greg called after getting out of the car. “You need some help?”

Hearing his words, Hannah let go of the box and turned around. A big smile appeared on her face and she said, “Hey Greg. That would be great. Thanks for offering.”

“Sure, no problem,” Greg replied. “Just let me put my groceries away and I will be right over.”

He quickly darted inside his house and put the groceries into the fridge. Then he immediately jogged back outside. Hannah was still waiting for him on her front porch. Today she wore black yoga pants and a white shirt which both looked incredible on her.

“Thank you so much,” Hannah said. “This thing is a lot heavier than I expected.”

“No problem,” Greg said. “I am sure between the two of us, we got this covered.”

They both grabbed the box on opposing sides to lift it. Hannah had been right. The box was surprisingly heavy, but together they got it inside the house.

“So, where do you want it?” Greg asked after they had entered the hall.

“Just put it next to the basement door,” Hannah said. “I will deal with it later.”

“Alright,” Greg said and did as instructed. After they had put the box down, he looked up and asked, “Are you sure this is enough? I don’t mind helping you get it down the stairs. It’s probably easier to carry it down while everything is still inside the box and you have a helping hand.”

“You make a good point,” Hannah said, mulling his suggestion over. “Actually, I could use your help with a few more things the movers didn’t manage. If you have some time, of course.”

“I am free all evening and more than happy to help.”

“Oh, thank you,” Hannah exclaimed. “Can you come around at eight? I have an important call in a few minutes and I don’t know how long that will take. But I will definitely be done by eight.”

“Sure sounds great,” Greg said.

“You have no idea how much I appreciate that,” Hannah said, while giving him a big smile. “You are a lifesaver.”

“Oh, don’t mention it,” Greg said. “Like I said, I am happy to help.”

They said their goodbyes, and Greg returned home. As he prepared dinner, he could not help but recall how hot Hannah had looked in those yoga pants. At one point, he had seen her from behind and those pants did an excellent job of highlighting her perfectly shaped bottom. He was already halfway to his laptop to watch another Mistress Seraphina video when he realized what he was doing. Shame set in instantly. Once again, it had taken only a few moments of arousal for him to forget his promise. There was something about Hannah that just made him ignore all sense and reason. Vowing again to be stronger in the future, Greg turned away from his laptop. Then, instead of jerking off, he went and took a cold shower instead.

After showering and eating dinner, Greg made his way once again over to Hannah’s house and knocked. The door opened immediately and a smiling Hannah greeted him.

“Exactly eight o’clock,” she said. “That’s very punctual of you.”

“Yeah,” Greg replied with a sheepish grin. “I hate it when people are late. I hope that is not a problem.”

“Of course not,” Hannah said. “I am the same. It’s just the worst when people waste your time.” And then, after stepping aside, she added, “Come on in.”

As Greg stepped into her house, he could not help but recall what happened the last time Hannah had invited him over. Her still wearing the same outfit as before didn’t help calm his thoughts, either. Fortunately, Hannah is not a mind-reader, Greg thought, otherwise she might put me over her lap right here and now.

They both walked back to the big box that was still waiting for them in front of the basement door.

“So,” Greg said after he had stopped next to the box. “What do you have in mind? You mentioned you needed help on a couple of things?”

“Yes, but let me explain first,” Hannah said. “As I mentioned, I let a moving company basically deal with all my furniture. But there is one exception, which is the basement. You can probably guess what I am building there?”

Not really getting what she meant, Greg shook his head and said, “Sorry, I am drawing a blank.”

“Remember the videos you watched yesterday?” Hannah said. It was clear she wanted him to get there on his own, and Greg suddenly realized what she was talking about.

“Oh,” he said, and Hannah nodded.

“Yes exactly,” she said.

“So you are building a …,” Greg said, but then he trailed off.

“... a dungeon.” Hannah helpfully completed the sentence. “Or better, a playroom. Dungeon always sounds like a medieval torture chamber.”

“Ok,” Greg said, nodding while still trying to gather his thoughts.

“I had the room specifically renovated by professionals, but I figured having the moving company furnish a room with BDSM equipment might be a little awkward.” Hannah kept on talking as if not sensing Greg’s own awkwardness. “Unfortunately, it turned out to be a bit more complex than I imagined. There are a couple of things where a second pair of hands would be really helpful. And since you already know what I do, I figured it wouldn’t be too weird. I hope it’s ok?”

The look she gave Greg was so earnest that he immediately pushed his reservations aside and said, “Of course. Like I said earlier, I am happy to help. Shall we get the box down first?”

A smile lit up Hannah’s face, and she nodded eagerly. “Yes, please. I already stumbled over it twice since I keep forgetting it is still in the hallway.”

That made Greg laugh, and he said, “Alright then. Let’s get this hazard out of the way.”

Hannah first opened the door to the basement, then they both grabbed the box again and made their way down a quick step of stairs. As they walked, Greg quickly glanced around, stealthily trying to take it all in. What he saw surprised him a bit. This room did not give off a dungeon vibe. It looked actually quite comfy. The walls were painted in a comforting shade of orange and a plush carpet covered the floor. But there were also a lot of signs that showed the real intended purpose.

On one side of the room, Greg could see a big rack with all kinds of whips, ropes, floggers and other BDSM equipment. The thing covered almost an entire wall. In front of it stood a weird-looking chair that almost resembled a throne, but with chains that could restrain somebody. The chair was one of several pieces of furniture that Greg figured could be used to tie a person up. Hannah also had a pillory, a cage, and a gynecology chair. There were also a couple of unfinished pieces lying on the floor.

“I can see why you might need some help,” Greg said.

“Yeah,” Hannah laughed. “I mistakenly believed I could handle it all by myself, but boy, was I wrong.”

“Well, then show me where you want to get started.”

Hannah nodded, and they got to work. First, they finished a Saint Andrew’s cross or an X-cross that needed to be bolted to the wall. Greg did not know how Hannah ever thought that just one person could do this on their own. They barely managed it working together.

After the cross, they moved on to some kind of bondage table. It was essentially a padded lying surface with bondage points around the frame which could be used to tie up a person in all kinds of ways. When they finished with the table, they finally opened the box. The contents turned out to be parts of a spanking bank. They assembled that one as well and after another half an hour; they were finally done.

“Alright,” Greg said as he fixed the last bolt. “I think that’s it.” He stood up and stretched. Then he glanced at Hannah to confirm they were really finished.

“Yes,” she nodded. “We actually did it. I can’t thank you enough. There is no way I would have been able to finish all this on my own.”

“No problem,” Greg said. “I’m genuinely impressed with how far you’ve gotten, without any help.”

He turned around and once again took the entire room in.

“This is quite the bondage ensemble you have built.”

“Yeah,” Hanna agreed. “I might have gotten a bit overboard.”

“Maybe a little,” Greg teased. “But as long as you enjoy it, who cares? I don’t think there is anything wrong with spending money on things we like.”

“Exactly,” Hannah said and then after a moment she added, “So, do you want to try one?”

“What?” Greg asked. It took him a second to process her words because the question had totally come out of left field.

“Remember, you told me you weren’t really into pain, but bondage intrigued you,” Hannah said. “Now here is your chance to try something. I have all the gear you can imagine. Take your pick.”

Greg felt torn. He couldn’t deny that the idea was really tempting, and he found most of the things in Hannah’s dungeon extremely intriguing. But he didn’t know if he should actually accept her offer. She was still his neighbor and it could make things weird between them. The spanking last night had already been crazy, and he still had no idea why he actually agreed to it. But letting her tie him up would be a whole other level.

“Ehm,” Greg said, not sure how to react and hoping to buy himself some time.

“Oh, come on,” Hannah replied. “I know you want to. So let’s stop pretending. Here, how about we try the bench? I mean, we should make sure that we assembled it correctly, right? We might have made a mistake and somebody could get hurt. Come on, I want to test it.”

Greg was pretty sure that the bench was just fine, and yet he did not protest when Hannah pulled him over to the rack with all her BDSM equipment. There, she grabbed two cuffs with attached carabiners. She wrapped them around his wrists and then put a padlock on each. Then she repeated the process with another set of cuffs around his ankles.

“Alright,” she said after she had locked the ankle cuffs in place. “Now let’s get you tied up.”

Hannah took Greg’s hand and led him over to the bench. As they approached, Greg could feel his heartbeat rising. Before meeting his ex-girlfriend, he had dreamt about being tied up quite a lot and a part of him couldn’t believe it was actually happening.

Guided by Hannah, Greg climbed on the bench and settled in as best as he could. With a firm grip, Hannah first connected the carabiners on Greg’s hands to the bench, then she continued with his legs. After she had finished, she took a step back and looked at him.

“How does it feel?”

Greg tried to wiggle free, but it was obvious he couldn’t break his bonds.

“Good, I think,” he replied. “I can still move quite a bit, but I definitely won’t be able to free myself.”

“I didn’t want to overdo it on your first try, which is why I only did the hands and legs. But we can do a little more if you like.”

Greg immediately knew he wanted more, but he also didn’t want to come across too eagerly. So he pretended to think for a second before he nodded and said, “Alright. I think I am up for that.”

Seeing right through his act, Hannah laughed and replied, “Don’t think you can fool me. I know you love it. Now let’s see what else we can do.”

She made her way over to the rack on the wall and picked out a couple of ropes. Meanwhile, Greg’s gaze was glued to her bottom as she was standing with her back to him. He just could not take his eyes off her butt. Still wearing the yoga pants, Hannah looked incredible and Greg couldn’t help himself.

“So, how often did you jerk off after you got home yesterday?” Hannah suddenly asked.

“Once,” Greg replied absently, and immediately realized his mistake. He had been so distracted that the answer had just slipped out. “I mean …,” he quickly tried to back paddle, desperately trying to think of something but coming up empty.

“Oh Greg,” Hannah said, as she turned around. “I am so disappointed in you.”

Greg wanted to point out that Hannah did not look disappointed at all. In fact, the opposite seemed to be the case. The grin on her face implied she was more than pleased with what Greg had just blurted out.

“There was only one thing I asked of you,” Hannah continued. “Only one little thing, and you still disobeyed me. You know what that means, right?”

“Oh, fine,” Greg sighed. He realized he had lost whatever game Hannah had been playing with him. The only thing he could do now was face the music.

“That’s not how you talk to your mistress, is it?” Hannah asked, a sudden stern tone in her voice.

“No, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly replied. He had no interest in making things even worse for him. “I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina.”

“That’s better,” she said. “Now, since you didn’t follow my instructions and had an orgasm, I will have to punish you. I would consider another spanking, but after last night my hand needs some rest. So I think I should introduce you to the flogger.”

Mistress Seraphina reached out and grabbed a flogger from the rack. Greg had seen floggers in femdom videos before and always assumed that they were the least painful spanking instrument. They often looked quite soft, and he believed they probably only hurt when used with force. That, of course, was before he had found himself tied up on a spanking bench. Now that he was about to face his own flogging, the thing didn’t look as soft as he always believed.

After Mistress Seraphina had picked up everything she needed, she returned to the bench. Then, without saying another word, she grabbed Greg’s trousers and pulled them down. When Greg let out a sound of protest, Mistress Seraphina replied, “You know, a spanking needs to be on a bare bottom. How else will you learn your lesson? Maybe this time it might actually stick. But first, we need to tie you up a little more.”

And with those words, Mistress Seraphina did just that. First, she tied his upper body with one rope to the bench, then his hip with another. After she had finished, she continued with his legs, each leg getting three different ropes, then came his arms. Soon Greg could not even move an inch away from the bench.

“That’s way better,” Mistress Seraphina said. “Try to get free now.”

Greg did as instructed and tried to struggle, but the ropes were just too tight.

“Yeah, there is no way,” he said after a few tries. “It’s almost like I am glued to this thing.”

“Excellent,” Mistress Seraphina said with a big smile. “Then it is time to get started. Are you ready?”

“Ehm,” Greg said, a part of him still trying to think of a way out of this.

“That’s enough for me,” Mistress Seraphina said. She grabbed her flogger and walked out of Greg’s field of view. A moment later, she said, “Get ready.”

Immediately afterwards, the flogger hit Greg’s butt and he let out a slight yelp. The blow wasn’t as hard as he had feared, but definitely stung.

“So?” Hannah asked a moment later when Greg failed to say anything. “What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly said.

“Good,” she said. “Although from now on, I don’t need you to thank me for every single one. Otherwise, we will be here all night.”

Her words sent a spike of fear through Greg. All night? How long did Hannah plan on spanking him?

“How many will you give me, Mistress Seraphina?” Greg asked, hoping against all hope that it would be a number in the single digests.

“I haven’t decided yet,” Mistress Seraphina replied, and Greg’s heart sank. “Until I think you have had enough to earn that orgasm you stole last night.”

Not knowing how long Hannah was planning on spanking him was even worse than her giving him an actual number. With a number, Greg would at least know there was an end in sight. But now he couldn’t even focus on that.

“Are you ready?” Mistress Seraphina’s voice cut through his thoughts.

Since there was no other answer, Greg let out a sigh and said, “Yes, Mistress Seraphina.”

A moment later, a second strike hit Greg’s bottom, and soon another. She quickly built up a rhythm, and it took Greg only a few moments to realize that this wouldn’t be a pleasant experience.

When Hannah finally finished, Greg was once again panting heavily. Just like the night before, Hannah had increased the force as time went on, and the last strikes really hurt. Almost like acting on its own, Greg’s body had tried to shift away, but with him tightly bound, there was nowhere to go. In the end, all he could do was groan and yelp in pain and somehow try to endure it. It was a relief when the last blow hit his bottom and Mistress Seraphina said, “Alright, I think that should be enough for now.” 

She made her way back to the front of the bench and looked down at the tied man. Greg was almost sure he could see pride in her eyes. There was something about knowing he had made her proud that ignited a powerful sense of pride in him as well. He didn’t know why, but somehow her approval mattered to him a great deal.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly replied between two heavy breaths. He had no intention of making any more mistakes, which would give Mistress Seraphina a reason to continue.

“Excellent,” Mistress Seraphina said. “Now that brings us to your punishment.”

“Excuse me?” Greg asked. “What do you mean?”

A slap hit Greg’s cheek, and his head flew aside.

“How often do I have to tell you this is not an appropriate way to address your mistress?” Mistress Seraphina said.

“I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly replied, realizing his mistake. Her words surprised him, and he inwardly cursed himself for speaking out in the way he had.

“What I meant to say, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg once again tried. “I thought the flogger was my punishment.”

“Oh dear Greg,” Mistress Seraphina said, now caressing the cheek she just slapped. The touch was so gentle, but then her next words almost felt like another slap. “This was not your punishment. That was the payment you owed me for your orgasm. Now we will address the fact that you disobeyed a command from your mistress.”

“Since you obviously aren’t capable of following instructions, I have to teach you a lesson,” Mistress Seraphina continued and turned away from the bench. She made her way back to the rack, but with her back turned to him, Greg couldn’t tell which items she was picking.

Once she got what she wanted, Mistress Seraphina came back to the bench, hands behind her back. After stopping in front of Greg, she said, “Now, since I am not a mean person, I will give you a choice. The first option is this.”

She presented her left hand to him, which was holding a cane. Greg’s eyes grew wide in fear and he wanted to protest immediately. But before he even opened his mouth, Mistress Seraphina said, “I don’t want to hear anything from you right now. You will only speak when I asked you a question, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied with a tremble in his voice.

“Excellent,” she said and gave him her brilliant smile. “Now I know you are a novice, so I won’t make it too hard for you. If you can take twenty strokes with the cane, I will forgive your disobedience.”

Greg could barely catch himself, because all he wanted to do was call her crazy. Twenty strokes with the cane sounded insane. What made her think he would ever go for that? But he also knew that speaking up would make it even worse, so he wisely kept his mouth shut.

When Greg stayed silent, Mistress Seraphina nodded and continued, “It appears you have the ability to learn, after all. Now, since I want you to make an informed decision, I will give you one stroke with the cane. Just so you know how it feels.”

Greg raised his head to protest, not being able to stop himself this time. But she quickly put a finger on his lips, “No, no, no. Don’t make me punish you even more. You will get at least one stroke with the cane, accept that. If you talk back to me, I will make it twenty on top of the punishment you are already going to receive.”

Knowing that he had no choice, Greg shut his mouth and nodded as best as he could in his restraint state. Then he felt a wave of dread as Mistress Seraphina made her way to the back of the bench once more.

“Now, I know that the cane has quite the bite,” she said a moment later. “So feel free to scream or shout.” And then she continued, “Are you ready?”

Greg could not bring himself to reply. Of course, he was not ready. He was terrified.

“I said, are you ready?” Mistress Seraphina’s stern voice made Greg flinch. Knowing that he was out of time, he replied, “Yes, Mistress Seraphina.”

For a moment, nothing happened. Then a loud swoosh cut through the air and a sharp pain exploded on Greg’s bottom. It was just as bad as he had imagined, and he let out a loud howl of pain. With quick breaths, he tried to breathe the pain away. It took him a few moments until it finally subsided to a manageable level.

Meanwhile, Mistress Seraphina had made her way back to the front of the bench.

“You know,” she said. “Your butt bruises very nicely. That welt I just gave you looks amazing. I almost don’t want to give you a choice now.”

“No please,” Greg pleaded. “I don’t think I can take another one. Please, Mistress Seraphina, have mercy. It just hurts so much.”

She looked at him for a moment and then sighed.

“Fine, you spoilsport. I guess you still have some way to go on your path of becoming a real pain-slut. I also forgive you for speaking out of turn this time, since I might have overdone it a bit.”

“Thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly said. A sudden feeling of relief washed over him.

“So we are going with option two?” Mistress Seraphina asked a moment later.

“Option two?” Greg asked.

“Your punishment,” she reminded him. “Since you don’t want the caning, it has to be option two.”

In his relief, Greg had almost forgotten that the cane had only been one of the two choices she had given him. With that reminder, his relief vanished in an instant. He knew there was no way the second option would be any better than the first.

“Now here is option two,” Mistress Seraphina said and showed him her left hand. When Greg’s gaze fell on the device, he let out a groan.

“I see you are familiar with them already,” Mistress Seraphina said, smiling. “I figured since you aren’t able to control yourself, even when explicitly told, I should teach you some discipline. And there is no better way than chastity.”

Greg had, of course, seen chastity devices in porn movies. A part of him had always been curious about them, but not enough to actually try one himself. He knew that was about to change.

“How long do you want me to wear this, Mistress Seraphina?” He asked.

“I really want you to learn some self control, so I think we should start with a month.”

“A month?” Greg exclaimed, having no idea how he was supposed to survive an entire month without cuming.

“And there you go, being disrespectful again,” Mistress Seraphina said, shaking her head disapprovingly. “Keep it up and I will make it six weeks.”

All Greg wanted to do in that moment was yell at her, but he wisely kept his mouth shut. Besides, he knew, there were a lot of ways to get out of a chastity cage. As he recalled, those things weren’t very secure and he could always cut the padlock if everything else failed.

“So no argument?” Mistress Seraphina asked when Greg kept silent. “That’s great. So let’s get you locked up, shall we?”

With a cheerful smile, Mistress Seraphina got to work. She had to untie a few of the ropes around Greg’s legs to get to his cock, but she managed it without having to untie him entirely. Only after locking the cage in place did she finally release Greg.

Getting to his feet, the first thing he did was check the device. He instantly realized that it looked a bit different from the cages he had seen in porn. For once, his cage didn’t have a padlock.

“They are great, aren’t they?” Mistress Seraphina asked. She was leaning against the bench, watching him.

“I don’t see a padlock,” Greg replied.

“It is a totally new design,” she said. “The cage has a lock built inside, which can be locked and unlocked via an app. There is no need for a padlock or key anymore, which makes it that much more secure.”

Greg did not like the sound of that, but he figured the padlock wasn’t the only way to get rid of the thing later. So instead of replying, he pulled up his pants again.

“Oh, don’t be grumpy,” Hannah said as Greg kept silent.

“You tricked me,” he exclaimed.

“I gave you an experience you’ve always dreamed about,” she replied. “And besides. I could see your cock as I flogged you. You were rock hard most of the time. You can be mad, but don’t lie to yourself. Yesterday, you told me you wanted to experience real bondage, and that’s exactly what I gave you. Did I have some fun myself? Sure. But you enjoyed most of it too.”

Greg took a calming breath and then said, “Ok. Maybe I liked parts of it. But I am done now, ok? No more bondage for me.”

With those words, he turned around and walked towards the stairs. As he reached the first step, he could hear Hannah mutter, “Keep telling yourself that.”


Chapter 4

Back at home, the first thing Greg did was try to get the chastity cage off. Since there was no padlock to crack, he tried to make his cock as soft as possible so he could pull it out. Unfortunately, that did not work at all. At the entrance of the cage, there appeared to be a membrane that annoyingly stuck to his skin. Greg did not know how this was possible. To get more information about the weird device, he grabbed his laptop and a quick search later; he had found the exact model. Apparently, it was a new product and everything that he was reading did not sound encouraging. The manufacturer was using a new substance that would clue itself to the skin the moment it got energized by an internal battery. That usually happened when a cage got locked, so there was no way for the wearer to pull his cock out. In addition, the cage was also made of hardened metal, which meant Greg would have to use some kind of metal cutter to pry it open. The whole thing seemed insane, and it also cost a fortune. Greg had no idea why Hannah would pay so much money for a chastity cage. But he had to concede that there was no way for him to get out of it unless he wanted to risk hurting his cock. Which he definitely did not want to do.

The first night in chastity was as bad as Greg feared. Sleeping with the cage on proved to be difficult, especially since lying on his back hurt as well. Although Hannah had hit him only once with the can, that stroke still lingered painfully. While laying awake, Greg’s thoughts wandered back to what had happened only a few hours ago. As much as he wanted to curse Hannah, when he was honest with himself, he had to admit that she was right. Being tied up and totally at her mercy had been an incredible experience. He still did not like the pain, but everything else had been exhilarating. He knew that if his cock wasn’t locked up right now, he would already be stroking it. With a chuckle, Greg realized Hannah might be right about this aspect as well. He needed to learn some control.

Although Greg managed to get some sleep with that final thought, he was back to cursing Hannah the next morning. Waking up because your cock is trying to break its metal prison was not a pleasant feeling. This, of course, was only the start of a tough day. Greg’s thoughts just kept wandering, and the tight feeling in his groin reminded him again and again of his newly locked status. Sitting also proved difficult. Even with a soft cushion, he could barely get some work done. The fact that just one stroke with the cane was causing him such discomfort made him wonder how he would feel if he had actually agreed to all twenty. The mere thought sent shivers of fear through his body.

The following days didn’t go any better. Although his butt was healing, which made sitting easier, the cage quickly started to drive Greg insane. Since his breakup, masturbating had become a regular thing. Now that he couldn’t do that anymore, everything suddenly became a turn-on. In the first three days after Hannah had locked him up, Greg took more cold showers than in the entire year before. On top of that, their last encounter was constantly on his mind as well. Every time his thoughts wandered, he remembered how Hannah had tied him up and totally dominated him. Her beauty and confidence and even her mean streak were such turn-ons. He just could not help himself. At one point, he even tried to stimulate his cock through the cage with a massage cushion, but quickly stopped, since it felt like he was just torturing himself.

During the first five days of his chastity sentence, Greg did not see Hannah at all. That changed on Friday when he once again returned home from grocery shopping. He had bought an entire month's worth of groceries and was balancing a couple of bags in his arms while trying to find his house keys, when a familiar voice from behind called, “Hey Greg, need some help?”

Greg looked to the side and saw Hannah standing on the street, sweaty and in her workout clothes. She obviously just finished a run, and yet she still looked absolutely stunning. Since he had trouble getting the keys out of his jacket, Greg actually welcomed her help and said, “That would be great. Could you grab the keys in my left jacket pocket?”

“No problem,” Hannah replied. She jogged over and quickly got the keys out of the pocket. Then she opened the door so Greg could walk inside. With his arms getting heavy, Greg immediately headed for the kitchen and put the bags on the counter.

“That’s a lot of groceries,” Hannah said. She had followed him inside and was now leaning against the kitchen door frame.

“Yeah,” he said. “Every month I am trying to do one big shopping trip where I buy all the essentials.”

“That’s very proactive of you,” she said with a smile.

“That’s me,” Greg said, grinning. “Always looking ahead.”

They both laughed.

“So, how have you been?” Hannah said a moment later. “I haven’t seen you around these last few days.”

Although the question seemed innocent, Greg could see the mischievous glint in her eyes. He knew what she was actually asking about.

“Oh, you know,” he replied nonchalantly. “Work and stuff. I am keeping busy.”

“That’s good to hear,” Hannah said. “I am glad you are able to focus on work. Isn’t it great when there are no distractions?”

Now she could barely contain her grin, and Greg broke.

“You are so evil,” he said while shaking his head.

That made Hannah laugh even more, which only deepened Greg’s scowl.

“Oh, come on,” she said when she saw his face. “It can’t be that bad.”

“We can switch if you want,” Greg replied. “I am pretty sure there are chastity belts for women.”

“Nah, I am good,” Hannah said. “Besides, I wasn’t the one who couldn’t follow a simple order.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Greg said, waving her off. “But come on. Don’t you think I have suffered enough?”

“It has not even been a week,” Hannah exclaimed. “Are you telling me you can’t even last one week without cuming?”

“I am just so horny all the time now,” Greg complained before he could stop himself. He had definitely not wanted her to know that, and now he felt a blush rising on his cheeks. The damn cage had him acting like a teenager and it was embarrassing.

“Well, maybe,” Hannah said and took a few steps closer. “Maybe it is not the cage, but the experience you can’t get out of your mind.” She was now standing right next to him and whispered into his ear, “Maybe you just want to do it again. Being tied up, totally at my mercy and helpless. Not knowing what I am going to do next. Don’t you remember how exhilarating it felt?”

Shuddering, Greg took a deep breath and then forced himself to step back. Deep down, he knew Hannah was right. But the last time he had followed that instinct, it had gotten him locked in chastity. So he would not make that mistake again.

“Yeah, no thank you,” Greg replied. He even took another step back because it felt like she was still too close and a part of him wanted to accept her offer, even though he strongly believed it would be a mistake.

“Looks like you are still in denial and not ready to admit what you are,” Hannah said. She didn’t come close again, which made Greg let out a silent breath of relief. But then that smirk appeared on her face again, and Greg became instantly wary.

“How about I offer you a deal?” Hannah said.

“I am already living with the consequences of the last deal I made with you,” he replied flatly, but his reaction only seemed to amuse her even more.

“Well, maybe you like this one better,” she said. “I want to play with you again. I know you want to play again but are afraid to admit that. You also want to get out of the chastity cage. So here is a way where we both get what we want. I want you to agree to four more sessions with me. We get to have some fun and after the fourth session, you will get your orgasm. Doesn’t that sound great?”

“I don’t know,” Greg said. “Four is a lot.”

“Yes, but it is up to you when we have each session,” Hannah replied. “You can come over tonight and we can start right away. This way, you might get your orgasm as soon as next week.”

Greg hated himself for even considering her offer, but he could not help himself. Four sessions were a lot, especially since Hannah would surely spank him again. But getting out of the cage in just a week would probably make it worth it. And then there was the fact that just the thought of her tying him up again made his cock strain in his cage like nothing had before. The woman was just irresistible, and Greg knew it.

“Well,” Hannah said as Greg failed to give her an answer. “Let me know what you decide. If you agree, I expect you tonight at eight at my door. I might even wear something special to sweeten the deal.”

With that, she gave him a small wave and walked out of the kitchen. Greg’s gaze followed her all the way down the hall until she closed the front door behind her.

“Crap,” he said as the door fell closed. “I am so fucked.”


Chapter 5

At eight o’clock, Greg found himself once again in front of Hannah’s door. In the end, it hadn’t been a hard decision at all. He knew he just couldn’t resist Hannah’s allure, and if there was even a tiny chance of getting the chastity cage off, he just had to take it. With a raising heartbeat, Greg knocked on the door and it took Hannah only a couple of seconds to open.

“Well, well, well,” she drawled. “Who do we have here? It appears that someone has come to a decision.”

She was wearing a long bathrobe that was tightly wrapped around her body, so Greg could not see the clothes underneath. For a second, his imagination went wild before he forced himself to focus.

“Yeah,” Greg replied. “I don’t think I ever had a choice, did I?”

“You could still leave,” Hannah said teasingly and then moved as if to shut the door.

“No, no,” Greg quickly said, while putting his hand against the door to stop her.

“I like an eager submissive,” Hannah said, as she pulled the door back and then stepped aside so Greg could enter.

After she closed the door behind them, Hannah turned to Greg and there was suddenly a serious look on her face. “Now, before we begin, I would like to establish a ground rule. I told you we would do four sessions and I mean that. If you agree tonight, there is no weaseling out and there won’t be any going back. The only way that chastity cage comes off after we have started is after the fourth session, understood?”

“Yes, ok,” Greg said. In his head, he’d already committed to all four sessions anyway, expecting that Hannah would propose something like that.

“You will also address me as Mistress Seraphina from now on,” she added. “Every time you come over for a session, I am Mistress Seraphina to you, alright?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said.

“Excellent,” Mistress Seraphina said, and the serious expression suddenly morphed into a radiant smile. “I am really looking forward to this. Come on.”

She motioned for Greg to follow her and then headed towards the basement door. The room looked a bit different this time. It was much more organized and tidied up. All the remnants of their construction session had vanished. That also meant that walking into the room now felt a lot more like entering an actual BDSM dungeon. The thought intrigued and terrified Greg equally, and his imagination once again went into overdrive. The things Mistress Seraphina could do to him in here. There were so many possibilities, and he couldn’t even begin to imagine what she had planned.

“Ok, so let’s start with you getting naked,” Mistress Seraphina said after she closing the door behind them.

“Is that really necessary?” Greg asked.

“Already contracting your mistress, Greg?” Mistress Seraphina asked disapprovingly. “Do you really want to be punished that badly?”

“No, Mistress Seraphina,” he said hastily. “I am sorry. I just thought ...”

“There is no more thinking for you when you enter my dungeon,” Mistress Seraphina said. “When I give you an order, I expect it to be followed.” She paused for a second and then added, “I can also not help but notice that you still have your clothes on.”

In order to avoid making her even angrier, Greg quickly pulled off his shirt.

“So far, we had only improvised sessions,” Mistress Seraphina said as she watched Greg undress. “That’s why I allowed you to keep your clothes on. But that will change now. From this point on, when we enter this room, I expect you to immediately take off your clothes and get on your knees.”

Greg did as instructed. He pulled off all his clothes and placed them on a nearby chair. Now completely naked, he gave Mistress Seraphina a shy look, but when she didn’t react, he went down on his knees.

“That’s a good start,” Mistress Seraphina said. “But you still have a lot to learn.”

With those words, she came over and pushed his legs aside. Then she grabbed his arms and placed them behind his head.

“This is a proper position for a slave,” Mistress Seraphina said. “This is what you will do when I tell you to present yourself, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina”, Greg quickly said. The position he was now in felt already humiliating enough, but the fact that it put his caged cock fully on display made it even worse. Still, Greg found the situation incredibly arousing and could feel his cock trying to get hard inside the cage. Knowing that it was only a matter of time until Mistress Seraphina would notice as well, he desperately wanted to close his legs. As if reading his mind, Mistress Seraphina suddenly said, “Now, what do we have here?”

The point of her stiletto heel made contact with Greg’s cage, and he couldn’t help but let out a groan.

“Is somebody trying to get hard?” She asked while her foot moved up and down on Greg’s cage.

“I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said.

“No need to be sorry, Greg,” Mistress Seraphina replied. “In fact, you can get as hard as you want. It just proves my point that you are destined to be here. That you are already squirming in your cage is a real good sign, considering you haven’t even seen my outfit yet.”

She took a step back and then looked down at him. “Do you want to see your reward?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said eagerly. Although his cage was already very uncomfortable, he desperately wanted to see what she was wearing under her robe.

“Hm,” Mistress Seraphina said thoughtfully. “I rarely reward slaves at the beginning of a session. But I guess we can make an exception tonight. Obviously, this means you’ll have to work even harder once we get started.”

With those words, Mistress Seraphina opened her robe and, in one swift movement, let it slip from her shoulders.

The picture in front of him took Greg’s breath away. He had always been attracted to Hannah, but seeing Mistress Seraphina right now pushed that attraction to a whole other level. The woman in front of him wore a short black leather top that barely covered her breasts. Not only did it leave her well-toned stomach on display, Greg could also see a lot of side-boob. For a bottom, Mistress Seraphina opted for a very short miniskirt, also made of leather, of course. The skirt had added garters that were connected to her stockings. A couple of leather boots with a high heel completed the ensemble.

“You are beautiful, Mistress,” Greg said, his voice in awe.

“Well, thank you, Slave,” Mistress Seraphina replied. “Now, how about we get you fixed up on the bench again?”

She once again led him over to the spanking bench and a couple of minutes later, Greg was bound in the same way he had been a couple of days before. Once she finished tying him up, Mistress Seraphina ran her fingers over his bare bottom. The touch sent shivers through Greg, and he let out an involuntary moan.

Ignoring his reaction, Mistress Seraphina said, “Looks like everything is all healed up again. We, of course, have to rectify that right away. After all, I want you to think of me every time you sit down so you will never forget who your mistress is.”

She made her way back over the rack to look for the instruments she wanted to use this time. Meanwhile, Greg’s gaze was glued to her. He just couldn’t take his eyes off the beautiful blonde. Especially now that he could see her backside. The skirt she wore was hardly covering her butt, and he could only dream about how it would feel to touch her round cheeks.

“As a pain-slut in training,” Mistress Seraphina began, after she had finished picking out the items. “I think you should experience different spanking tools, starting with the paddle tonight.”

“I have two paddles here. This one,” she continued, while holding up the paddle in her left hand. “This one has a leather surface, so it’s a bit softer. You should have no problem with that.”

Greg wished he had her confidence. In every movie he had seen, paddling always seemed rather harsh to him. That the paddle had a leather surface inspired little trust in him. Even though Mistress Seraphina thought this one was the nicer of the two, he had his doubts.

“Now this one is made of plastic,” Mistress Seraphina said, raising the paddle in her right hand. “It stings quite a bit more, so I assume you won’t like it as much as the other one. But I won’t overdo it, ok?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied. He was pretty sure that he wouldn’t like either of the paddles, but he had made his bet. There was nothing he could do now to change it.

“Excellent,” Mistress Seraphina said. “Then let’s get started, shall we?”

Just like last time, Greg could feel his heartbeat rising as Mistress Seraphina walked past him and out of his view. His breathing sped up, and he had to force himself to calm down a bit. Even though Greg was not looking forward to the paddle, the situation itself was still incredibly arousing. Being at Mistress Seraphina’s mercy once again was a feeling Greg could not get enough of. If only his cock hadn’t been locked up. The cage made the whole situation so much more uncomfortable.

“Are you ready, Slave?” Mistress Seraphina asked.

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied, and a moment later, he flinched when her paddle made contact with his butt for the first time. The stroke stung quite a bit, and it felt definitely worse than it had when he felt the flogger for the first time. But Greg got little time to compare both instruments further because he was quickly struck a second and then a third time. Mistress Seraphina did not waste any time and worked her way all over his poor bottom. It didn’t take long for Greg to be sure that the paddle was definitely worse than the flogger and he could not even imagine what the other one would feel like.

After what felt to Greg like an eternity, the paddling stopped and Mistress Seraphina finally took a break. Greg was already panting heavily and felt more than grateful for the break.

“Now, Slave,” Mistress Seraphina said. “What do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Greg quickly replied between two breaths.

“You are welcome,” she said. A moment later, he could feel her fingers once again caressing his butt. The sensation triggered a mix of emotions. On the one hand, he really didn’t want anything touching his butt right now. But on the other hand, just the mental image of Mistress Seraphina’s fingers on his probably very red skin was enough to bring his cock back to life. Suddenly, he desperately wanted to get hard in his unbending prison.

“I just love a freshly spanked bottom,” Mistress Seraphina said. Her voice sounded hoarse and filled with lust.

“You have no idea what spanking you does to me,” she continued. “The moment you leave, I will run upstairs and pleasure myself. I have this enormous dildo, you know. It just brings me to these huge orgasms you can’t even imagine. I want you to remember when you are lying in your bed tonight, all locked up and with no way to get to your cock, that I am next door, probably having my sixth or seventh orgasm.”

The image she was painting him was so unbelievable hot and all Greg could do in reply was whimper, which made Mistress Seraphina laugh.

“That’s enough teasing for now,” she said. “Let’s see how you like the second paddle. Are you ready?”

Greg was definitely not ready for another round, but he knew there was only one answer Mistress Seraphina wanted to hear.

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina.”

“You are already so well trained,” she said. “It’s like you are a natural. Here we go.”

The second paddle hurt not as much as Greg feared, but it was still pretty bad. The first time it hit him, he yelped out loud in pain, and he could not stop himself from repeating that when Mistress Seraphina continued. Fortunately, this spanking session was a lot shorter than the previous one. Greg didn’t count the strokes he received, but he figured it was around ten. Nevertheless, he still needed a few moments to regain his composure once Mistress Seraphina finished. Thankfully, she gave him all the time in the world. After his breathing had slowed again, she said, “See, that was not so bad, right? You could probably do another around easily.”

“Ehm,” Greg said, feeling like there was no right answer to that.

“Don’t worry, I am just teasing you,” Mistress Seraphina said. She had made her way back to the front and was now smiling down at him.

“I am very proud of you, my little pain-slut,” she said and for some reason those words suddenly made it all worth it. More and more, Greg found himself wanting to please the blonde goddess, and a feeling of happiness washed over him every time he succeeded. Despite his still-burning bottom, he smiled back at her.

“Now, there is one last thing for tonight,” Mistress Seraphina said and turned away from him. “The way you reacted to the cane last week was a real disappointment. That is not how a slave of mine acts. You should have welcomed the challenge and tried to impress me. Instead, you gave up the first chance you got.” She grabbed a cane from the rack and then turned back to him. “Now granted, maybe I went a bit overboard with demanding you take twenty strikes. That is on me. But that doesn’t change the fact that you wussed out way too quickly.”

With slow, deliberate steps, Mistress Seraphina walked towards the bound Greg. Under any other circumstances, Greg’s gaze would have been glued to her seductively swaying hips. Unfortunately, the only thing he could focus on right now was the cane in her hand. The memory of that one strike was still very fresh in his mind and just the thought of getting hit again was enough to make him panic.

“No, please Mistress,” he begged. “Please not. I can’t. Please, it’s too much.”

“Shh,” Mistress Seraphina said after she had reached him. She put a finger on his lips and Greg fell silent.

“I don’t like begging,” Mistress Seraphina said. “Besides, that just proves my point. You are giving up way too easily and that means I will have to train you even harder. So tonight you will take five strokes and afterwards you will thank me for them, understood?”

“Five?” Greg exclaimed after Mistress Seraphina had taken her finger off his mouth.

“If you keep arguing and continue to not properly address me, I will give you the whole twenty you should have gotten last week.”

“No, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly said. “I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina.”

“See?” she replied with a cheerful smile. “This is so much better. Now tell me how much you would like to feel my cane.”

There was nothing in the world that Greg wanted less, but he knew he had no other choice.

“Please, Mistress Seraphina,” he said. “Give me the cane.”

“You can be more enthusiastic than that, right? Remember, I can always make it twenty.”

“Please, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg tried again. “Please let me feel your cane. There is nothing that would make me happier. I want to please you.”

“Better,” Mistress Seraphina replied. “I can tell you don’t really mean it yet, but you will get there eventually. We just have to turn you into a proper pain-slut.”

With that, she turned away from him and made her way to the back of the bench. The moment she was out of Greg’s field of view, his panic rose again. He did not know how she expected him to take five strokes with the cane. Just the one last time had been insanely painful, and now she wanted to add four more.

“Are you ready?” Mistress Seraphina asked a moment later. Greg thought about arguing again, but immediately decided against it. He knew it would only make things worse. So instead he replied, “Yes, Mistress Seraphina.”

The second he finished the sentence, the cane hit him and Greg yelled out in pain. The strike was just as painful as he remembered. But before he could think about how there was no chance he could take four more, the second one hit him, immediately followed by the third. Both times, Greg cried out and strained against his bonds. But there was no getting away. Finally, the fourth and five strokes landed on his butt, both just as painful as the ones before. For a moment, Greg lost all sense of his surroundings. The only thing he could do was breathe through the pain. He just kept focusing on his breathing and even missed when Mistress Seraphina returned to the front of the bench. He only noticed her after she had stopped in front of him. After going down on one knee so their faces were at the same level, Mistress Seraphina reached out with one hand and gently stroked Greg’s check.

“I am so proud of you,” she said, and by the tone in her voice, Greg could tell that she actually meant it. Once again, he felt a sudden rush of excitement, because he really wanted her to be proud of him. “You did very well,” she continued. “Considering this was your first actual experience with the cane. Granted, I took it easy on you with how fast I went and five strokes is hardly something to brag about, but it’s a good start. I think you even deserve another reward.”

Under normal circumstances, the fact that she thought this was her taking it easy on him would have worried Greg a lot. However, his concerns were quickly forgotten when Mistress Seraphina stood up once more, turned around, and started lifting her skirt.

Looking back at him, she grinned at Greg’s reaction and said, “Don’t get ahead of yourself. You are not getting my pussy tonight. You haven’t earned that yet. But since you impressed me, I will allow you to kiss my butt a bit.”

With those words, she took a step back and put her butt right in front of Greg’s face. Slowly, almost hesitant because he could not believe his luck, Greg pressed a kiss on her right check. When his lips met her soft skin he felt so happy, he could almost ignore his still burning bottom.

“Oh, come on,” Mistress Seraphina said. “You don’t have to be so shy. I know you can do better. I want you to really worship this butt.”

Greg didn’t need a second invitation. He quickly began to plaster her butt with more kisses.

“There you go,” Mistress Seraphina said with a giggle. “That’s the spirit. Let’s continue for a while longer.”


Chapter 6

A part of Greg had hoped he could do all four sessions in under a week, but that hope went out of the window after the caning. Although Hannah gave him some ointment to help with the healing, he still needed four days to recover. The ointment was great for the pain, but the skin itself took a while to heal.

Those days also gave Greg some time to gather his thoughts. The sessions with Mistress Seraphina were such an emotional rollercoaster. He had always known that he wouldn’t like to be spanked and after experiencing it a few times; he was now sure of it. And yet he found himself unable to not constantly think about it. Even though he feared the pain and did not enjoy it at all when Mistress Seraphina spanked him, he also graved her attention. The thought of being at her mercy was just as alluring as ever and the memory of how proud he had made her last time still put a smile on his face.

None of that changed when Greg went over to Hannah’s house for his second session. This time, Mistress Seraphina introduced him to the tawse, a thick leather belt with one end split into two tails. She once again focussed mostly on his butt and to Greg’s dismay finished the session with another round of caning. This time, she increased the number of strokes to seven.

The combination of tawse and cane was the hardest yet, and Greg was almost sobbing at the end. But everything seemed almost alright afterwards when Mistress Seraphina again told him how happy she was with his performance. He even got another reward when she allowed him to worship her boots. Although Greg had never been much into feet, the impressive leather boots with their high heels were really fascinating and he could not get enough of them.

After the second session, Greg needed another five days to recover. This meant that when Greg returned to Hannah’s house for his third session, it had been almost two weeks since his last orgasm. Greg could not remember a time in his adult life when he hadn’t cum in two weeks, and he now felt almost unbearably horny. Almost everything made him think of sex, and images of Hannah in her sexy outfits flashed through his mind at the most inappropriate moments.

The third session was the first that Greg did not spend bound on the spanking bench. Instead, Mistress Seraphina used a pair of cables she had installed in the room to have him bound spreadeagled in the middle of the dungeon. For this session, she picked a riding crop, but instead of only focusing on Greg’s butt, she used it all over his body. During the whipping, she switched between lighter tabs and stronger, more painful strokes, so Greg never knew what was coming next. She even tapped his balls a few times, which he especially did not enjoy. This, of course, was nothing compared to what followed next. Once again, Mistress Seraphina ended the session with the cane and this time she wanted Greg to take a whole ten strokes. Knowing that he had no choice anyway, and that arguing was futile, Greg endured and somehow made it through. When the last stroke hit his bottom, he was again a mess, but just like before, seeing the proud look on Mistress Seraphina’s face made all the pain somehow worth it. This feeling even intensified when Mistress Seraphina let him sniff her covered pussy for an entire minute as a reward. The whole time she told him how horny caning him had made her. Because of that, the only thing Greg could think of, as he returned home later on and despite being in a lot of pain, was the fact that he was now only one session away from finally being free of the chastity cage.

Unfortunately for Greg, Hannah had to go on a small trip, which meant he had to wait a whole week for his last session. With now three weeks in chastity, Greg was almost sure his balls would explode if he wasn’t allowed to cum soon. He also realized that he had now spent almost as much time in chastity as Mistress Seraphina had originally demanded. With his fourth session happening tonight, he would only shorten his sentence by one week. However, given the constant state of arousal he was experiencing at any moment now, he figured it was still worth it. Besides, he had been allowed to be Mistress Seraphina’s submissive four more times and even though it was a painful experience each time; it was also exhilarating. He felt more and more submissive to her and a part of him hoped they would continue even after she freed him from his chastity cage.

By now, walking over to Hannah’s house felt almost like a ritual. After knocking, Mistress Seraphina greeted him at the door, always wearing a bathrobe that covered her outfit. Then she led him down to the dungeon, where he quickly undressed, before she put him into some bondage. For his final session, Mistress Seraphina wanted to try out the pillory.

“I love this one,” she explained as she locked his legs in and then continued to close the top half over his head and arms. “It’s so simple and yet effective. I just need two locks, and you are completely immobilized. No chains, no rope, I just close the top, put the lock on and you are at my mercy.”

The click of the lock signaled that she had just done that, and Greg felt once again a mixture of fear and anticipation rising. Although he knew it would be painful, the situation was still incredibly arousing. And it was about to get even hotter.

“Now, for our last session and your big release, I figured you deserve a special outfit,” Mistress Seraphina said after she had finished checking the pillory. “So I hope you appreciate this.”

Standing only a few feet from him, she dropped her rope, and Greg gasped in surprise. The woman in front of him was completely naked except for a pair of leather boots. Her skin glistened as if she had just put on some oil, which made her look almost like a stature come to life. Greg could not help but stare. Mistress Seraphina was absolutely breathtaking.

“Cat got your tongue?” She asked when Greg failed to say anything for a couple of moments.

“You are incredibly beautiful, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said, still in awe. “Thank you.”

“Ah, you are so sweet,” she said. “For that, you get an early reward. How about I free you from your chastity cage?”

“Oh hell yeah,” were the words that immediately came to Greg’s mind, but he somehow was able to stop himself before they stumbled out. Instead, he tried to calm down his excitement and said with a smile, “That would be very kind, Mistress Seraphina. Thank you.”

Mistress Seraphina grinned back at him, probably knowing what he really wanted to say.

“Well done,” she said. “Looks like you actually might become a proper slave one day.”

“Thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied.

Greg almost cried in relief when his cock got finally freed after three weeks of being forced into a narrow tube. His cock, of course, immediately got hard, and he was sure that just a few strokes would be enough to push him over the edge.

“Look at that,” Mistress Seraphina laughed as pulled the cage away. “Somebody really wants to cum.”

“I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said. “I can’t help it.”

“Oh, no need to apologize,” she replied. “I love how hard it is.” She gently traced the entire length of Greg’s cock with one finger, and Greg could not stop a loud moan from escaping his mouth. He was so close, but of course, Mistress Seraphina would not let him cum just yet.

“Well, enough of that,” she said as she pulled her hand back. Greg had to fight the urge to hump the air because he was so desperate to cum. But her focus was already somewhere else.

“Now,” she said as she made her way over to the now familiar rack. “As you might remember, it was the cane that frightened you so much that you rather agreed to chastity than to endure some pain. A true pain-slut, of course, should welcome the cane as the ultimate instrument. That’s why I used it in each of our sessions. To make you familiar with the pain and help you endure more.”

As she turned, once again holding a cane in her hand, Greg’s heart sank. He had, of course, expected that she might use it again today, but he did not think it to be the main course.

“Tell me, Slave,” she said as she made her way back over to him. “How many strokes did I say should be the payment for your stolen orgasm?”

Oh god, Greg thought. He knew the answer, but he was too afraid to say it out loud.

“I know you know,” Mistress Seraphina told him when he failed to answer right away. “You better open your mouth and tell me the real number or I will come up with another one and you will not like that one at all.”

“Twenty,” Greg whispered, his voice barely audible.

“What’s that?” She asked. “I don’t think I heard you because I am almost sure you forgot to properly address me.”

“Twenty, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg repeated, louder this time. “But please …”

She immediately interrupted his attempt to negotiate, “Don’t beg, Slave. Twenty strokes with the cane are the price for your orgasm. You didn’t want to pay it last time, that’s why you got locked in chastity. Tonight, you pay that price.”

Greg was sure there was no way he could take that much. The ten lashes from his last session had almost broken him, and now he was about to get twice as many. While mumbling and shaking his head, he failed to notice Mistress Seraphina leaning down to him, and he was taken aback when she suddenly met him at eye level.

“Shh,” she said as she put a finger on his lips. Caught in her incredible beauty, Greg actually stopped trembling and just focused on her.

“I understand this will be hard for you,” she said. “But I know you can do it. You want to make me proud, right? Focus on that. Focus on the fact that every time I hit your bottom with my cane, pleasure will shoot through my body. When the pain becomes unbearable, think about the fact that at that same moment my pussy is tripping and it is all because of you. You can do that, right?”

The image she just painted for him made Greg’s head spin, but somehow it helped. Doing it for her made it somewhat less frightening. The thought of his suffering turning her on calmed him, and he finally nodded. “Yes, Mistress Seraphina. I can do it.”

“I know you can,” she replied and gave his head one final pad.

Although Mistress Seraphina had given him some confidence, it didn’t take long for it to vanish again. The first five strokes with the cane were as hard as ever, but Greg thought he took them fairly well. Unfortunately, unlike with the previous canings, Mistress Seraphina took her time between strokes, savoring each one of them and then inspecting her work. That meant that every time she stopped, Greg’s anxiety had time to build up again. Getting hit five times in a row is hard, but when done fast, at least it was over quick. This was anything but that. By the tenth stroke, Greg was sobbing and by the fifteenth, he was screaming his ass off. Every time he was close to breaking, Mistress Seraphina gave him time to recover, soothing him and telling him how well he was doing. Just like previous times, that worked. Somehow, her words gave Greg the strength to endure all twenty. When the final stroke hit his bottom, his cry was equal pain and relief.

After she had finished, Mistress Seraphina left Greg once again alone for a few moments so he could breathe through the pain and get his composure back. When he had calmed down enough, she said, “This was very good, Slave. Although the pain brought you to your threshold, you endured. That’s what a true pain-slut does. I am so proud of your progress.”

As she was talking, she once again stroked Greg’s cheek, and he lost himself in her beauty. Even though she had put him through such an amount of pain, he still only wanted to please her. Whatever spell this woman had cast on him, Greg could not resist her.

“And look who’s back,” Mistress Seraphina said with a grin. She was looking down at Greg’s crotch, where his cock was stirring again. During the caning cuming had been the furthest thing from his mind, but now that the beautiful woman was standing in front of him, still completely naked of course, his cock had sprung back to life and was as hard as ever.

“Now you have to decide something,” she said. “I could free you and you can go home. There you can have your orgasm and finally get some release.”

That sounded more than great to Greg. After three weeks in chastity, coming was all he had been thinking about.

“Or,” Mistress Seraphina continued. “You could let me have a little fun with your cock. And get another mind blowing experience.”

The offer was tempting, but considering what Greg had just endured, he was not sure he could withstand what she had in mind.

“I am sorry, Mistress Seraphina,” he said. “But I don’t think I can take more pain tonight.”

“Oh, there won’t be any pain,” she said, leaning close and then whispering into his ear, “Just pleasure. Lots and lots of pleasure.”

The words and her breath on his skin made him shiver and before he could stop himself, Greg said, “Ok.”

“Really?” Mistress Seraphina said with glee. She suddenly sounded like a kid who got a new toy. Her excitement worried Greg a bit, but he also knew that it was almost impossible for him to deny her any wish.

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” he said. “How could I ever say no to you?”

“Oh, you are such a sweet talker,” she replied. “Ok, let’s get you set up again.”

First, she freed Greg from the pillory. Standing up and stretching, he almost involuntarily reached for his cock.

“No!” Mistress Seraphina said, as she quickly slapped his hand away. “You agreed to play my game, so until we are done, no touching your cock, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied. He desperately wanted to stroke his cock, but he agreed, and that meant he couldn’t disobey his mistress.

Just like the first time he had visited her dungeon, Mistress Seraphina gave Greg cuffs for his ankles and wrists. Then, after putting some ointment on his bruised butt, she let him over to the bondage table and made him lie down on his back. Laying on a freshly caned bottom was not a fun experience, but the ointment thankfully numbed the pain to a tolerant level. In fact, Greg almost forgot about the pain when a totally naked Mistress Seraphina suddenly climbed over him as she bound him spread-eagled to the table.

“Now,” she said after finishing. “Let’s see how much fun I can have with my new cock.”


Chapter 7

During his weeks in chastity, Greg thought there was no way he could get even more horny. That changed the moment he found himself in bondage and with a naked Mistress Seraphina pressed against him. He did not know a person could ever be this aroused. His cock was almost painfully hard, and he figured it would only need a couple of strokes to explode.

That thought turned out to be false because when Mistress Seraphina began to work her magic, a whole other world opened to Greg. The woman was not only an expert in wielding canes and whips, she also had the ability to keep a man on the edge of an orgasm for an unbearably long time. With only her fingertips and sometimes even just a soft breath, she kept Greg right on the brink. Every time he thought she would finally let him cum, she would back off and give him a little time to calm down until she started all over again. It was the most surreal experience of his life. Greg wanted to cum like never before and even tried to hump the air a few of times when Mistress Seraphina once again stopped right before his climax. As frustrating as this was, Greg also found it incredibly enticing. This was what he had always hoped for when he dreamed about being in bondage. It was everything he wanted, even though Mistress Seraphina was driving him crazy.

After she had brought him once again so close, but just not close enough, Mistress Seraphina backed away. As she looked down at Greg’s twitching cock, she said, “Oh, look at that. That was almost too much.”

“Please, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg begged, wanting nothing more than to cum. “Please let me cum.”

“Well, I guess I had my fun,” Mistress Seraphina said, and hope exploded in Greg’s chest.

“Now, it is time for you to decide,” she said.

“Decide what?” Greg asked, his sexual haze making it harder for him to keep up.

“This,” she said and climbed on top of him. With her now sitting on his chest, Greg got a perfect view of Mistress Seraphina’s almost flawless body. He could also see her pussy right in front of his face, and it was glistening. Teasing him seem to be just as much a turn-on for her as it was for Greg.

“I see you’ve spotted it,” Mistress Seraphina said. “Yes, my little Slave. Playing with you has really turned me on. Now the question is, what are you willing to do about it? What would you give me if I let you lick my pussy?”

“Anything,” Greg said. The words were out of his mouth before he could really think about them. But he had to admit they were kind of true. He would do almost anything for a chance to please that beautiful woman on top of him.

“Really?” Mistress Seraphina said. “Alright then. Here is my offer. I want your orgasm. Instead of you having an orgasm, you get to give me one. You get to lick this beautiful pussy as long as I want you to and afterwards I will lock you back into the cage.”

“But …,” Greg protested. There was nothing he wanted more than putting his lips on that pussy, except an orgasm of his own. He quite frankly did not know how his dick would even fit back into the cage without cuming first. Hell, he wouldn’t agree to be locked up again even if he got an orgasm. After all, he was finally free of that stupid torture chamber.

“I am not done,” Mistress Seraphina said. “This is a onetime offer. If you agree, we will move this relationship to the next level. We will have more sessions and pleasing me this way will be a regular part of it. Just imagine. You will get to lick this pussy over and over again. Is that not worth a single orgasm?”

At that point, Greg was not sure it was. That’s how much he finally wanted to cum. But the idea of spending more time with Mistress Seraphina was just as alluring. Although painful each time, it was something that Greg had never experienced in his life, and he knew they had only scratched the surface. Greg wanted more, but was he willing to sacrifice his orgasm?

“On the other hand,” Mistress Seraphina continued. “If you put your own pleasure over that of your mistress, then you aren’t really slave material. At least not for me. So you can, of course, choose your own orgasm and I will give you one that you will never forget. But that will be it. I will never invite you down here again and we go back to being simply neighbors.”

Holy grab, how could she ask him for such a choice? After all the pain he had gone through to earn his freedom and his orgasm, how could she ask him to give it up? He couldn’t, right? But going back to just being neighbors? That was just as bad, if not worse. Could he even go back to his normal life now that he had experienced what she could offer him? Being her slave was such a rush. Wasn’t it worth giving up this one orgasm? Especially since he was about to gain so much more in return. One moment of pleasure or weeks, months or maybe even years of being with her, serving her and, of course, pleasuring her. As horny as Greg was, he knew that in the end, there was not really a choice here. There was no way he wanted to stop, and that meant only one thing.

“So, Slave?” Mistress Seraphina asked. “What is your decision? Who gets to cum? You or me.”

With a sigh, because he was all too aware of what he was giving up, Greg said, “You, Mistress Seraphina.”

“Really?” she asked, an almost disbelieving happiness in her voice.

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said. “It is my pleasure to serve you.”

“Oh, Slave,” she replied. “You have made me so happy.” She slid forward and then placed her pussy on Greg’s lips. “Now, get ready for your reward.”

Greg did not waste any time and eagerly began to lick. Soon her moans were filling the room. It didn’t take long until Greg’s tongue was not enough for Mistress Seraphina and she started to grind her pussy on his face. Greg desperately increased his licking until she grabbed his head and pressed it deep into her crotch. With a loud scream, Mistress Seraphina came and Greg could feel her muscles twitching.

After her orgasm, she stayed on top of him for a few minutes to calm down. It got to a point where Greg started to worry a bit about breathing, but then she thankfully slid off him and Greg inhaled a fresh breath of air.

Still flushed and glistening with sweat, Mistress Seraphina looked down at Greg and smiled.

“That was well done, Slave,” she said. “We rushed it a bit, but we will have a lot more time in the future for you to learn how to really savor this pussy. But for tonight, you did a great job.”

“Thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said, feeling happy again that he had satisfied her. Unfortunately, that feeling instantly vanished when she said, “Now, where is that cage?”

“Please, Mistress Seraphina, is there …,” Greg began, hoping against all hope to somehow sway her. Now that she just had an orgasm, maybe she would change her mind.

“No, Slave,” Mistress Seraphina said, and immediately crushed every hope Greg might have had. “You agreed, so no weaseling out now.”

“But my balls are so full,” Greg complained. “I don’t think I can even go back into the cage.”

“Oh, that won’t be a problem,” she assured him. “But you are right. I think we should do something about that.”

New hope blossomed in Greg’s heart when Mistress Seraphina suddenly grabbed his cock. She slowly began to stroke him again, and Greg could not believe his luck. Closer and closer he came, as Mistress Seraphina continued. Soon he felt his orgasm rising, and then he was almost there. Just a second until he would explode.

“And there we go,” Mistress Seraphina said as she let go of Greg’s cock. Her last stroke had brought Greg right to the edge and the sensation of his cock hitting his own belly was enough to send him over it. Unfortunately, there was no more stimulation.

“No, no, no,” Greg stammered, bucking his hips and somehow trying to get some friction, but it was too late. His cum flowed out of his cock, but without anymore stroking there was no accompanying orgasm. It was the most frustrating thing Greg ever experienced in his life.

When it was over, Greg looked down at the puddle of cum on his stomach. Although he had just cum, he was still just as horny as before. Meanwhile, Mistress Seraphina had gone and gotten a wet towel and the cursed chastity cage. She first cleaned the cum with the towel and then tried to put Greg’s cock back into the cage. But since he was still as hard as ever, there was no way the cage would fit. In the end, Mistress Seraphina had to get a bag of ice, which finally did the trick.

As the cage once again clicked shut, Greg let out a defeated sigh. All he had hoped for tonight was finally getting rid of this thing and now he was back right where he had started.

“Oh, don’t look so sad,” Mistress Seraphina said. “It’s going to be great. I have so many plans and ideas for us. Just imagine how much fun we are going to have.”

“How long will you keep me locked up, Mistress Seraphina?” Greg asked.

“I don’t know yet,” she replied. “I think it will be at least ten sessions before I’ll even entertain giving you an orgasm.”

“Ten?” Greg exclaimed. “That could be months.”

“It might be,” she agreed. “But if your balls get too heavy, you can always ask for some relief. I am more than happy to ruin an orgasm here and there. It is always such a fun sight when it just dribbles out.”

“Oh god,” Greg said, realizing what he had gotten himself into.

“Oh, cheer up,” Mistress Seraphina said and gave him a light pad on his head. “Remember, you might not get to cum for a while, but you will give me tons of orgasms. And isn’t that what really counts?”

The thought had some allure, so Greg nodded.

“And I might even throw a few other rewards in here and there. For example, since you were such a good boy tonight. Do you want to spend the night? I can tie you up next to me and maybe you could get a bit more acquainted with my pussy.”

The idea immediately intrigued Greg. More bondage and the chance to sleep next to this beautiful blonde sounded like heaven. Of course, his restrained cock decided to remind him in that moment that it would also be a somewhat tortuous night for him. Still, there was no way he would ever say no to such an offer.

“That would be great, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said. “Thank you.”

“You are welcome, Slave,” she replied with a smile. “Now let’s get a shower and then I will show you my bedroom. Have you ever experienced being hogtied before?”

“No, Mistress Seraphina.”

“Great. Then you are in for a treat.”


Chapter 8

True to her word, Mistress Seraphina brought Greg up to her bedroom and then put him once again into bondage. The hogtie turned out to be quite uncomfortable, but Greg had little time to ponder his predicament because seeing him all tied up was again an enormous turn-on for Mistress Seraphina. Which meant, for the second time that evening, Greg got tasked with making her cum. But unlike earlier this time, Mistress Seraphina really wanted to savor the experience, so she told him to take his time.

Afterwards, Mistress Seraphina loosened Greg’s bonds but did not let him go. Instead, she snuggled against him and then fell asleep. Since Greg was still in a bit of an uncomfortable position, it took him a while to find some sleep himself. That the entire situation was also extremely arousing didn’t make things any easier. In the end, he managed to fall asleep and only woke the next morning when Mistress Seraphina freed him of his bonds. Afterwards, they ate breakfast together, and then Greg made his way back home. Sitting at his desk later that day, he found himself once again replaying everything he went through in the past three weeks. The whole situation felt so unreal and if it wasn’t for his bruised butt and his caged cock, he might have thought it was all just a dream.

The following weeks were just as surreal. Mistress Seraphina had made it clear she wanted Greg at her disposal at any time. And she took advantage of that a lot. It immediately started the following day when Mistress Seraphina knocked on Greg’s door. From the looks of it, it appeared she had been out running. But when Greg gave her a questioning look, instead of addressing him, she just walked in. Then, still without saying a word, she closed the door behind her, pushed Greg down on his knees and pulled him into her crotch.

From that day onwards, Mistress Seraphina expected Greg to be at her place every evening. Whenever she didn’t put him through his paces in the dungeon, she thought of fun bondage ideas. On those evenings Greg would spend hours pleasuring her while he himself was helplessly bound and, of course, still in chastity. Her favorite tool seemed to be a collar with two big cuffs attached. Whenever she used it, she would first tie Greg’s hands behind his back and then put the collar on him. The cuffs were then fastened around her tights, which basically pressed Greg’s face against her pussy without a way to pull away. With him bound this way, Mistress Seraphina would then put on a movie or watch a tv show. Greg, meanwhile, was tasked with licking her pussy, with her gently telling him how intensely she wanted him to go. It was an insane experience every time, and Greg soon realized that he could not get enough of it. Although profoundly frustrating because his cock was always straining especially hard whenever he was bound this way, he loved every second.

Meanwhile, in the dungeon, Mistress Seraphina kept introducing Greg to more and more painful experiences. After he had taken twenty strokes with the cane, Mistress Seraphina showed him a single tail whip next. That one hurt just as much as the cane, especially since she didn’t limit its use to just his bottom. More and more, Greg found himself bound with the cables in the middle of the dungeon so Mistress Seraphina could use her whipping instruments all over his body. The cane also made frequent appearances, so Greg was now almost constantly in pain. Whenever he was checking himself in the mirror, he could see marks of his latest session in the dungeon. But somehow, those marks weren’t something Greg resented Mistress Seraphina for. It was actually the opposite. The marks showed he had once again impressed her and the more time passed, the more he realized this was all that mattered.

Outside the dungeon, Greg also got to know Hannah as a person. During one of their talks, she told him how she had been fascinated by BDSM from a very young age and, since she didn’t really know how to get into the scene back then, she started with some POV-Femdom videos. Those were popular enough to gather her some attention, and soon Spanked approached her and she became one of their most featured mistresses. She also did a couple of traditional porn scenes here and there, but didn’t really enjoy them. Hannah stopped doing porn when she met a couple at a fetish party, and they hid it off. They were both rich and submissive and had been looking for a personal mistress for years. All three clicked, and soon Mistress Seraphina was living with them full time. Unfortunately, the relationship found a tragic end when the couple got killed in a car accident almost half a year ago. When Hannah told Greg that story, she broke down crying, and it became clear she was still not over the loss.

The weeks that followed were a blur for Greg. Between the bondage, the pain and the constant pussy licking, he quickly lost track of time. Most days, Greg had to actually force himself to concentrate on work because he was spacing out so often. He now spent almost all his free time in some kind of bondage and could not be happier. At some point, Greg actually became a bit afraid that Mistress Seraphina might get bored with him because he was over so often. But when he told her about those fears, she just laughed, called him silly, and then told him to continue licking.

The one thing that Greg hated about his new life was the fact that he still hadn’t had an orgasm. If he ever thought chastity might get better with time, he had yet to see any proof of that. In fact, it felt more like the opposite because he got hornier and hornier every day. He even had to beg Mistress Seraphina to give him a ruined orgasm a few times, because he just needed some kind of relief. His mistress, of course, used that opportunity to first tease him relentlessly, which made him question every time if it was even worth it.

Almost two months after he agreed to be her slave, Greg found himself once again in the dungeon. Like most times, he was bound spreadeagled in the middle of the room, his hands and feet secured by strong cables. He expected a standard session when Mistress Seraphina suddenly took out her phone and pressed a button. With a click, Greg’s chastity cage unlocked and as soon as he realized what was happening, he gave her a questioning look.

“Yes, my little Slave,” Mistress Seraphina said with a smile. “I am actually unlocking you. And I think you will be more than happy to hear that I’ve decided to give you an orgasm tonight.”

“Really?” Greg asked and then added just to be sure, “A real one?”

That made Mistress Seraphina chuckle, but to his delight, she nodded. “Yes, a real one. You have been a perfect slave during the last weeks, so you deserve this reward.”

“Oh thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said.

“It will actually be the most intense orgasm of your life. Do you think you are ready for that?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg quickly assured her.

“Of course, there is a catch,” she said. “You will have to earn it first. This will be the most painful whipping yet. But I don’t want to hear any complaints. I know you can take it. So make me proud and earn your reward, understood?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied, trying to sound confident. He had endured a lot during the last weeks, but he knew that tonight would be an enormous challenge. If Mistress Seraphina promised him the most intense whipping yet, she meant it. But Greg was determined to get through it, not only because he wanted that orgasm, but also because he loved seeing the proud look on her face whenever he got through a challenge.

“Excellent,” Mistress Seraphina said and grabbed a whip from the rack. “Now, this one will be new to you. It is called a bull whip. They are actually quite hard to handle, but fortunately for you, I am an expert.”

Greg felt a chill run down his back as Mistress Seraphina presented him with a menacing looking black whip. He immediately knew this one would hurt like hell.

“Are you ready?” Mistress Seraphina asked. As usual, she had walked behind him and wanted to check in one last time.

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said. The first lash hit him immediately, and he cried out in pain and surprise. Even expecting it, it surprised him how much the bull whip hurt. Thankfully, Greg’s pain tolerance had built up quite a bit, so he managed to take the next couple in silence. Unfortunately, he only lasted for a few more moments. As Mistress Seraphina continued to work over his entire backside, Greg cried out in pain more and more. He soon was struggling in his bonds, but there was no way to go. Mistress Seraphina, on the other hand, did not show any mercy and just kept going. Only when Greg’s whole back felt like it was on fire did she finally stop. Painting and sobbing, Greg watched as Mistress Seraphina walked back in front of him, sporting her familiar, proud smile. That smile meant everything to him. Even though Greg was in incredible pain, he knew he would probably endure even more just for that smile.

“You have made me so happy, my pain-slut,” she said and reached out to wipe a tear from Greg’s face. “You truly deserve your orgasm and what a special orgasm it will be.”

She reached down and pulled the cage from Greg’s cock. Once again, it seemed Greg’s cock had no idea that the rest of his body was in pain because it immediately became hard.

“That’s why I love chastity,” Mistress Seraphina chuckled. “Even though you just went through something excruciating, just the thought of an orgasm makes you this hard.”

“Sorry, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said, also smiling. “I can’t help it.”

“No problem, Slave,” Mistress Seraphina said. “It is actually promising that your body reacts that way. Now, let’s see.”

She turned and walked back to the rack. There, she put the whip away and grabbed something Greg couldn’t see. Then she returned to him with her left hand behind her back. Before Greg could ask what was going on, Mistress Seraphina had wrapped her right hand around his cock. Suddenly, every thought but one went out of Greg’s mind. Finally, he would be allowed to cum.

“I want you to tell me when you are close, understood?” She told him as she continued to stroke him. “And you will ask me for permission.”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied hastily.

It became quickly clear that this time there wouldn’t be any teasing. Judging by her fast strokes, Greg was sure it wouldn’t take him long. His assumption turned out to be accurate when he felt his orgasm building only a few moments later.

“I am close, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said when he knew he would cum in seconds.

“Now beg me to cane you,” Mistress Seraphina snapped at him.

“What?” Greg asked.

“Beg me to cane you and don’t you dare cuming before or I will lock you away forever.”

Greg knew he was almost at the point of no return. There was no way of stopping now, and he had no choice if he ever wanted to have an orgasm again.

“Please, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg begged. “Please cane me. Cane me as hard as you can.”

“Now you can cum,” she said.

Greg let out a loud groan and let go, his orgasm grabbing his body. Unfortunately, at the same time, the cane hit his already hurt bottom again and again while Mistress Seraphina’s other hand kept jerking him off. Screams of pain and pleasure left Greg’s mouth, his mind not being able to know what to focus on, the pain or the pleasure. And then a moment later, it was all over.

It took Greg a bit to get his composure back. Then he looked up and saw a grinning Mistress Seraphina standing in front of him, cane still in hand.

“Now, what do you say?”

“Thank you, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg replied.

“You are welcome, Slave,” she said. “I promised you the most intense orgasm ever. Did I deliver?”

“Yes, Mistress Seraphina. I’ve never felt anything like that.”

“Excellent,” she said happily. “It’s a good thing you enjoyed it because from now on, this will be the only way for you to experience an orgasm. I really want to see if I can get your brain to connect pleasure and pain to a degree so that you might even orgasm just through my cane.”

“I don’t think that is possible, Mistress Seraphina,” Greg said. Just the thought was horrible, but he knew she had already made up her mind.

“We will see,” Mistress Seraphina replied nonchalantly and reached for the chastity cage again. Greg couldn’t help himself as a frustrated groan escaped his lips, but that made her only laugh.

“Think about it like that,” she said happily. “With your new orgasm training, you will cum a lot more during the next weeks. Maybe even daily. Isn’t that great?”


Chapter 9

Later that evening, Greg found himself once again in his favorite bondage position. With his hands bound behind his back and his collar fastened to Mistress Seraphina’s thighs, he was doing his best, trying to give her a third orgasm in a row. As Mistress Seraphina had put it, just because he had gotten a beating didn’t excuse him from doing his daily chores. And one of those chores was giving her as many orgasms as she desired. Fortunately, she had put some healing ointment on his back, which made the pain at least tolerable.

After a third orgasm had shaken her, Mistress Seraphina gave Greg a light tab on the head which signaled him he should take a break.

“You know,” she said after she calmed down a bit. “You really are a marvel. After losing James and Hailey, I never thought I would ever find somebody like them again. And then you came into my life. It is like I was meant to buy the house next to yours.”

Greg felt the same. His submission to Mistress Seraphina had changed his life. Even with all the pain and the chastity, there was no way he could imagine ever walking away from her.

“I think it is time for the next stage, don’t you?” Her question caught him off guard, but he didn’t reply. A while ago, Mistress Seraphina had made it clear she expected Greg to be silent when he was in his current position. The only reason she allowed him to open his mouth was for the purpose of giving her pleasure. That’s why Greg knew that her question had only been rhetorical.

“You are already staying over almost every night, so I figured you should just move in. This way, I can keep an even closer eye on you. You are still spending way too much time out of bondage for my taste, and I would like to rectify that.”

If Greg could have talked, he would have immediately agreed. More time with her, more submission and more bondage? Of course, he would say yes to that.

“I think you should also quit your job,” she continued. “With the money James and Hailey left me, I don’t think I need my slave to work some boring day job. I rather have him focused on my needs. What you are doing right now is a way better use of your time, wouldn’t you agree?”

Greg saw her point. It had been harder and harder for him to concentrate on his job anyway. More and more, he had spent his day daydreaming about what Mistress Seraphina would do to him later, instead of focusing on work. He even lost some clients because of that. But quitting his job would also mean he would totally depend on her from that point on. That thought terrified and intrigued him in equal amounts. It was frightening, but in the end he could not imagine any bigger way of submitting to her than quitting his job and becoming her full time slave.

“You would, of course, do some work for me in my new business.” Mistress Seraphina kept talking as if they were actually having a conversation. “I told you about how hard it was for me when I wanted to explore my BDSM fantasies. That’s why I want to open a dungeon for young and curious women. A safe space where they can explore and figure out what they like. I don’t need the money, so it won’t be expensive for them. What I do need is somebody I can use to demonstrate things like whipping techniques. Thankfully, it seems I have a pain-slut in training, who would be perfect for the job.”

At that point, Greg saw flashes of his future self in his mind, being tied up in front of a group of women, all of them holding some kind of whip. The thought sent shivers through his body, and he couldn’t tell if it was fear or excitement.

“Somebody likes the thought of that,” Mistress Seraphina said, noticing his reaction. “Well, that settles it then. Tomorrow you will quit your job and put your house on the market. You will move in with me immediately and assist me with my new business.”

Mistress Seraphina paused for a second, and Greg knew that this would be his only chance to speak up. If he wanted out, it would have to be now, otherwise his fate would be sealed. But he kept silent, and after a few more seconds, Mistress Seraphina said, “Excellent. You may continue licking now. And take your time, Slave. You are not going anywhere soon.”

As instructed, Greg resumed his duty, already imagining how the coming weeks might look like. He was sure it would be a painful but also unbelievable experience.

The End
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