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    ‘The degradation which characterises the state into which you plunge him by punishing him pleases, arouses and delights him. Deep down he enjoys having gone so far as to deserve being treated in this way.’

    Marquis de Sade


    PART ONE


    A GOOD BOY


    ‘And the day came when the risk to remain tight in a bud was more painful than the risk it took to blossom.’

    Anais Nin

  


  
    Chapter One


    David Alexander stood in the orange glow of the street light and stared at the door entry panel to the property before him. It was a three-storey Regency house bounded by metal railings. The solid front door of the house was framed by two pillars and approached by wide stone steps. This elegant dwelling was in a quiet and graceful part of Brighton, the vibrant seaside city on the south coast of England that had been David’s home for most of his 35 years. It was a warm night and the air was mild, just a slight salty breeze that had blown in off the Channel.


    David felt a knot in his stomach and an ache in his groin and a confusion of emotions in his mind. What on earth was he doing here at Isabella Stern’s address at this time of night? What was he doing here at all for that matter? He barely knew the woman, for God’s sake, although he knew enough to be aware that she was married. That in itself ought to have deterred him from coming here but it hadn’t. He knew that she was heavily into kinky sex too. That should have deterred him as well, shouldn’t it? Shouldn’t it?


    David felt dog tired all of a sudden, drained of all strength, and sick of himself for being so weak-willed as to have come here in the first place. He felt frightened too, couldn’t stop himself from trembling. But it wasn’t too late. All he needed to do was to go back to his car and drive home, nothing could be simpler. He was sorely tempted to do that too, went so far as to feel in his jacket pocket for his car keys. But he didn’t pull them out. Instead his fingers came out of his pocket as if of their own accord and punched at the entry panel. And that was when the die was cast; that was when David’s fate was irreversibly sealed.


    What if? he used to say to himself afterwards. What if he had known then by means of some strange quirk of chronology what was going to happen to him? What would he have done? Turned around and got in the car and gone home again? Because if ever there had been a point at which he could have changed things it had been when he’d been gazing at that entrance panel, trying to decide whether to go home or to press to request entry. But “What ifs” didn’t help at all, they were irrelevant. The fact is that he did what he did and from that point on he was lost.


    The next few moments passed as if in a dream and suddenly David found himself in a big, high-ceilinged living room filled with pristine antiques, rare china and fine oil paintings. The room was very imposing but then so too was the imperious raven haired beauty in high stiletto-heeled boots and a skin-tight cat suit who had let David into the property and before whom he was now standing.


    That exquisite black leather outfit accentuated Isabella Stern’s shapely form exceptionally well, moulding itself beautifully to her perfect curves. Indeed everything about Isabella was perfectly formed. She was truly stunning to behold and conveyed such a powerful image of dark desirability and dominance that it made David’s blood race through his veins. Her lustrous shoulder length hair was jet-black. Her large shining eyes had a strikingly Asiatic cast and, just as strikingly, were as black as coal. She had luminescent white skin by contrast, high cheekbones and a wide, sensuous mouth. Her sleek, exquisitely shaped body moved with a feline insolence, cat-like indeed in the tight leather cat suit that clung to it like a second skin.


    She had an extraordinary presence too, a regal bearing, a poise and elegance that immediately commanded respect. The expression she was wearing on her face right then was cold and cruel, though. In fact she looked incredibly cruel. In truth, Isabella looked at that instant essentially what she was: a predatory bitch-goddess, an extraordinarily sadistic femme fatale. David couldn’t possibly have known the amazing depths of Isabella’s sadism and depravity, not then. But he did know that she scared him to death… and excited him immensely. A sudden shiver of fear ran through him and connected to his cock, giving him an erection that pressed with painful urgency against the crotch of his black jeans.


    Isabella hadn’t said anything when she’d let David in, had just led him through to her luxurious living room. She remained silent now. As for David, he couldn’t say anything, couldn’t stop shaking either. He knew instinctively and without doubt that what was about to happen to him was going to change his life forever, that he was going to emerge from this encounter a different man.


    Isabella stared at David, her heavy-lidded eyes hypnotic, her lips so sensuous that he yearned to kiss them but, of course, he didn’t dare do any such thing. His heart was beating fast and he felt barely able to breathe. The silence in the room became deafening but still she didn’t say a word, nor did he.


    Then Isabella did finally speak. ‘Strip naked for me,’ she commanded, staring into his blue eyes. David immediately obeyed, taking off all his clothing in double-quick time. He tried to control his shaking, but couldn’t. He tried to control his sexual excitement too, but couldn’t do that either. His cock was rigidly erect now and pulsing constantly. Isabella gave him a slow up-and-down look, her sinful black eyes moving hotly over his body as he waited, waited for her first touch. But she was in no hurry. Her eyes lingered on his skin, disturbing and exciting him more and more. She strode round him in a slow circle, seeming to examine every detail of his fine, toned body, until she’d completed her circle and was standing in front of him again.


    Still Isabella didn’t touch David, though, simply kept looking at him. But what a look! Her shining eyes were as intense as search lights, and David was now irrevocably caught in their beam as she gazed directly into his eyes. Nobody had ever looked at him like that before. He could feel Isabella’s eyes boring into him, tormenting him with desire. His body cried out for her touch, couldn’t stop shaking. But still she kept staring and staring into his eyes. And that piercing, hypnotic stare had the strangest effect on David. It made him feel as if he was starting to be transformed right there and then into another person, not himself.


    When David thought back, he was sure that it was at this point in his visit that Isabella had begun to hypnotize him or brainwash him or whatever the hell it was she’d gone on to do. He remembered that she had only been gazing at him in that amazingly intense way for a short while before he got the weird sensation that he was beginning to be transformed. Then something happened to the focussing mechanism of his own eyes. Everything blurred and disappeared for what seemed like only a moment. But when his vision reasserted itself and David readjusted his eyes to the reality of the world, that world seemed to have shifted on its axis and he was no longer the man he’d once been but was someone else instead.


    At last Isabella averted her hypnotic gaze from David’s eyes. He took the opportunity to glance down, to reassure himself that he was still there, to check whether she had exchanged him in some way for somebody else. It was the same body he’d arrived in. But that didn’t help somehow because he felt different inside his own skin.


    Isabella reached out her hand in the direction of David, or the person who resembled him as closely as if he was his identical twin. She moved her fingers lightly and with agonising slowness over his mop of dark hair and down the cheeks of his finely sculpted face to the smooth, muscular contours of his arms and his chest. David could feel his heart pounding against his ribcage. He could hear his breathing coming faster as Isabella moved her hand tantalisingly further south before taking hold of his erection and squeezing it. That touch was like an electric jolt; it made him gasp, nearly climax.


    Isabella slapped his cock away from her dismissively. ‘Kneel before me,’ she demanded, her voice as hard as a hammer hitting a nail, and down on to his knees David went without even thinking. He felt faint with excitement as he waited for her next move; he was still shaking. His heart was racing. His breathing had become even more laboured. Isabella moved behind David again so he couldn’t see her. Then he couldn’t see anything as he felt the soft leather blindfold cover his eyes and felt Isabella buckle it into place behind his head. Then nothing. He could see nothing, could hear nothing but the uneven rhythm of his own breathing. David didn’t know where Isabella was now. He didn’t know where he was really, felt as if he’d been transported to some strange erotic limbo land.


    But David knew where he had been less than an hour ago when he’d got Isabella’s call. He had been in his house and fresh out of the shower. He’d picked up the phone on the second ring and held it to his ear. ‘Are you on your own?’ she’d said and he had replied that he was, asking what he could do for her.


    ‘Get yourself over to my place now,’ had been Isabella’s reply. Then the line had gone dead.


    And here he was at her place, naked and blindfolded and on his knees, shaking like a leaf, breathing heavily...and more sexually aroused than he’d ever been in his entire life.


    David was shaking more than ever now, could feel spasms of desire shuddering through his body. His breathing was short and shallow, coming in ragged bursts from his chest. His cock was steely-hard and throbbing fit to burst.


    Isabella! How he wished he could see her, hear her voice, feel her touch on his skin, this woman he barely knew but to whom, in some inexplicable way, he now felt he belonged.


    Time stretched like infinity and all remained complete silence from Isabella, not a word from her, not a sound. Isabella didn’t speak to David, didn’t touch him, didn’t seem to even move or breathe; it was eerie.


    Then he heard her moving behind him and everything in him stopped: his heart, his breathing, his thinking even – that is, until he felt her fingers on the back of his neck. Then David’s imagination suddenly went into complete overdrive. What in hell’s name was Isabella going to do next? Trail her fingers down his back before – what? – hand-spanking him? Or would she take a belt to him instead, or a whip or a paddle? Would she beat him really hard, beat him black and blue? Ohmigod!


    But Isabella did none of these things. Instead she brought her fingers up from David’s neck to the back of his head and unbuckled his blindfold. ‘Get dressed and go home now,’ she said, her voice icy cold. ‘When I want to see you again, I’ll call you. Don’t ever call me.’


    And that was that. It was over.


    In what seemed like no more than the blink of an eye David found himself back on the street, walking like an automaton towards his car in the sulphur glow of the street lights. Isabella Stern had done nothing to him, nothing. Yet already he’d started waiting for her next call, knowing that he would be unable to put her out of his mind for even a moment until he heard from her again.


    David felt that he belonged to Isabella now. She could do anything she wanted to him. He would obey all her instructions, follow her anywhere, submit to any of her demands, no matter how extreme they might be, no matter how sadistic. But this was all complete madness, wasn’t it; madness heaped upon madness. Where were these demented thoughts coming from? David simply had no idea. Isabella had done nothing to him. She had hardly touched him – physically, that is; but mentally, oh dear, that was a very different matter.


    David didn’t understand the dramatic, the profound, the sinisterly bewitching effect Isabella had had on him, didn’t understand it at all. It terrified and aroused him in equal measure; he was still rock-hard when he climbed into his car. Isabella Stern was some sort of demonic force he was powerless to resist, was that it? Or had she hypnotized him in some way, put him under her dark spell? Or was it a perverse combination of the two? It was all thoroughly irrational, this distorted, demented way of thinking, utter lunacy. But if anyone had tried to tell David that, he wouldn’t have taken any notice.


    There was no logical explanation for why he should feel the way he did but David knew – just knew – that he belonged to Isabella now, belonged to her completely. It wasn’t a rational thing at all. It was a visceral thing; he felt it in his gut, felt it to the very depth of his being. He felt it more deeply than he’d ever felt anything before. He yearned – no ached – to see her again.

  


  
    Chapter Two


    David waited and waited for Isabella to call him again, and waited and waited some more. He didn’t work these days – was in the privileged position of not needing to – so he had all the time in the world to spend waiting. Every day that passed was an intense erotic torment for him. He waited by the phone when he was at home, and kept his cell phone with him all the time he wasn’t. He shivered with sexual anticipation each time either phone rang. But whenever it happened it was never her.


    David thought of nothing, nobody but Isabella. He thought about her dark and dominating allure, her perverse sexuality. He thought about her flawless beauty: her glossy black hair, her arrestingly beautiful face, her perfect alabaster skin, her full lips, her hypnotic eyes that were the colour of black ice and just as hard. He thought about the electric touch of her hands on his skin, the commanding tone of her voice. He played over and over in his head like an endless tape loop the few words she’d actually ever spoken to him.


    Why did he yearn for Isabella so much? Why did he ache for her the way he did? What was the secret of the hold she had over him? How had she been able to bewitch him so totally? Isabella’s face and body and voice were unsettling enough to David, but what had really got under his skin was her cold-hearted impulse towards domination and – he was sure of it – great cruelty. It had touched a raw nerve of submissiveness in him that had previously lain buried well beneath the surface, sublimated by the very conventional way of life he’d led before meeting her. But it was more than submissiveness. David now recognised his innate sexual masochism too, something of which he’d previously been entirely unaware at any conscious level. With each passing day, his yearning for Isabella grew stronger and so did his yearning for her to dominate and discipline him.


    Every morning, David’s first thought as he awoke was that maybe this would be the day Isabella would call him. But she didn’t call. Perhaps she’d forgotten him, he wondered, or had decided to turn her attentions to someone else, or perhaps even return her attentions exclusively to her husband. Such ideas were too unbearable to contemplate.


    Maybe Isabella had thought about it and decided that he wasn’t worth bothering with, that he wasn’t worthy of her. That would be understandable; he knew he wasn’t worthy of her. But he was willing to give his all to her, pay homage to her, devote himself to her pleasure. She could do what she wanted with him. She could treat him as sadistically as she liked, beat the fuck out of him. He could take it, wanted to take it. He would do anything she ordered him to do, no matter how humiliating it was for him, no matter how painful, how perverted.


    David thought about Isabella all the time and it was driving him crazy – literally. He realised that he was now in the iron grip of some powerful form of erotic dementia. And, strange though it may seem, that didn’t concern him, not at all. He wanted to be in its grip. David couldn’t do without Isabella. He waited in a permanently sexed-up state of anticipation for her to call him, prayed for her to send for him.


    Whenever David thought about Isabella it made his cock hard and he masturbated. He thought about her constantly and his cock was constantly hard. He took to going nude and tumescent around his house, which had thick net curtains at all the windows – David was a man who greatly valued his privacy. Naked and stiffly erect, he masturbated constantly, thinking about Isabella all the time. He would fantasise about her and masturbate for hours at a time, edging all the while – holding back his climax – and when he finally allowed it to come, it would be overpowering, the shuddering spasms seeming to go on forever. And then before long he’d start thinking and fantasising about Isabella all over again, and get hard again, and masturbate again for ages and ages, and eventually climax again, and the climax would be overwhelming. And so it went on. David was racked with desire for Isabella, consumed by his desire to see her. Every day his burning desire to see her grew stronger.


    Isabella had to phone, she just had to. After all, David couldn’t prove to her what he was capable of if she didn’t at least give him a chance. He couldn’t show her how submissive he could be, how degraded, how much pain he could take. He couldn’t prove to her that he was willing to give himself to her totally, unreservedly.


    David was unable to sleep without thinking about Isabella, was unable to sleep because of thinking about her. He couldn’t get through a single hour of the day without thinking about her constantly, masturbating constantly – stroking, stroking, always stroking. David thought about Isabella all the time as he stroked his cock, imagining S&M scenarios where he was completely at her mercy. He thought about prostrating himself naked before her. He thought about being trussed up tightly by her, his limbs immobilized. He imagined being beaten most cruelly by her as he struggled futilely against the tight ropes with which she’d bound him, gasping into the ball gag with which she’d gagged him.


    David imagined Isabella bringing her flogger down harshly on his backside over and over again, every one of her lashes intensely sharp and stinging. He imagined the series of angry red welts that would appear on his naked flesh as a result of the harsh beating she was inflicting on him, imagined the muffled cries he would emit from beneath his ball gag as the beating went relentlessly on. He imagined Isabella flogging him with amazing savagery now, beating him so harshly that agonizing pain began coursing through him.


    As David imagined the agony Isabella was inflicting on him with her whip, he wallowed in his imaginings, luxuriated in them, got more and more turned on by them. And the more turned on he became, the more he masturbated – although he was always careful to hold his climax in check. Eventually however the sensation became so intense that he knew he wouldn’t be able to hold out very much longer, that he was ever closer to climaxing, and he began to surrender to the feeling.


    The closer David got to climaxing, his hand moving rhythmically over his pulsing erection, the more intensely he fantasised about the incredible torment to which Isabella was subjecting him. In his mind, she was showing him no mercy whatsoever as she sexually tortured him, making him writhe and squirm helplessly within his tight rope bondage in intense pain as the ferocious lashes from her whip carried on landing across his rear.


    In his mind, Isabella continued beating David without mercy, causing him to breathe heavily with the pain that he fantasised was searing through his body. And as he drew breath after shuddering breath in reaction to this imagined torture, he felt himself on the very brink of climaxing. The waves were spreading, filling him with wild pleasure. He was shaking, palpitating; his heart was thumping.


    And then David was past the point of no return. He felt his cock swell and throb within his fist as he reached his peak. He tensed his body in his imaginary rope bonds, gasped into his imaginary ball gag and then gave himself to the surging sensations that had taken over his body. David stroked his aching erection to a gushing climax, ejaculating rope after rope of creamy come as the torture being inflicted on his body by Isabella continued unabated…inside his mind.


    Masturbatory fantasies such as these – constant masturbatory fantasies such as these – about Isabella and the sadistic things he’d like her to do to him were all very well. But when would he actually see her in person again? He already knew he couldn’t do without Isabella. But she could obviously do perfectly well without him. Because she didn’t call. She’d abandoned him, it seemed, after giving him a tantalising glimpse of her dark and deviant world. David wanted so much to be part of Isabella’s world, wanted to let her take him into the very darkest parts of that world, parts more utterly depraved and sexually perverted than he’d ever dreamed could be possible.


    Time passed – weeks – and the torment of not hearing from Isabella did not ease. It got much worse. How could he have let this happen to him, he wondered desperately. Why couldn’t he just forget all about Isabella, forget the seductive lure of pain and submission that she held out for him? But he couldn’t forget about her. She had become his complete obsession, consuming all his thoughts and leaving no room for anything else.


    David didn’t know who he was any more, felt he no longer really existed. Except he did exist because he belonged to Isabella. But that was the only sense in which he existed. Never in the past could he have foreseen that he would end up in a situation like this, ready to submit himself totally to a woman he hardly knew, who treated him in such a cruelly indifferent and cavalier manner – ready to submit totally to her because she treated him that way. Isabella had done all this to him. He felt as if she’d pulled some invisible lever causing him to plunge through the false floor of his “normal” world and drop into the wholly different reality of her dark world, the place he’d wanted to be all along without ever before realising it.


    The old David Alexander had been a footloose and fancy-free bachelor. That’s how he’d liked to think of himself anyway. He was very good-looking and dead sexy; he’d been told that enough times by former lovers, of whom there had certainly been no shortage. They never used to boss him around either, those legions of young women. David had always been the one that made all the running, who’d loved them and then left them when he wanted to, tossing them away as casually as sweet wrappers. Then Isabella had come into his life and changed it beyond recognition, changed him beyond recognition. And now he had to endure the emptiness of not seeing her, the pain of her sheer indifference, his insatiable aching desire for her.


    David’s cell phone rang.


    It must be her.


    It had to be her.


    It wasn’t her.


    Why didn’t Isabella call? She had to call soon. David was desperate for her to call. But she didn’t. Why had she deserted him like this? He didn’t understand. It didn’t make sense. None of it made sense.


    Why couldn’t he go back to living his life as it had been before he’d met Isabella? Why? Because in some devilish way she’d turned him into another person, that’s why, a person who only existed for her cruel pleasure. If she’d only call he’d come running instantly. He was ready for anything she wanted to make him do, no matter how depraved it might be, no matter how painful for him. As long as it gave her pleasure, that was all that mattered. Isabella could do what she wished to him, order him about to her heart’s content, bring him to his knees again, make him crawl naked to her. She could mistreat him horribly if she wanted to, beat him as hard as she liked, beat him so hard that he bled; she could make him her thing.


    David’s heart ached for Isabella; his cock ached for her; he continued to have an almost permanent hard-on. He got hard whenever he thought about her and he was always thinking about her and masturbating.


    Perhaps it would have been different if he’d had to go to work, had to concentrate on earning a living. But he’d sold his business for a small fortune and was now a man of leisure. And just look at the way he was spending all that leisure time: obsessing and masturbating, a compulsive onanist with a raging libido and a one-track mind filled with masochistic fantasies about Isabella Stern and how excessively she might ill-treat him.


    The hours and days and weeks became ever more unbearable. Isabella continued not to call David and he had to be content with…nothing, nothing that is but the pain of her absence. All he could think about was her. David felt so incredibly alone, he felt so incredibly horny. He carried on masturbating compulsively, thinking only of Isabella.


    He couldn’t stop thinking about the first time they’d met: that dinner party at the home of his best friend Matthew. At the end of the evening Isabella had handed David a card on which was printed her name, phone details, email address and the address of her Brighton property – she and her husband had at least one other splendid home, he knew – and he’d reciprocated, giving her his card. Isabella had then said, ‘Wait for my call.’ David had familiarised himself with her address, and he’d waited to hear from her. A fortnight later, he’d received that curt instruction when he’d answered his phone and confirmed to her that he was on his own: ‘Get yourself over to my place now,’ she’d said, her voice hard and meant to be obeyed. He’d gone immediately.


    Weeks after that, hell, one whole fucking month after that – at last – David received another curt message when he answered the phone and confirmed that, as before, he was on his own. ‘A courier will deliver an envelope and a package to you in about ten minutes.’ That was what Isabella Stern had to say to David. Then the line went dead and his heart stopped beating.

  


  
    Chapter Three


    Ten minutes later the doorbell rang and David, who had been naked when he’d received Isabella’s call but who now had some clothes on, went into the entrance hall and answered it. He opened the front door to the courier and took the envelope and the package he handed to him. Thanking the courier, David closed the door and returned to the living room. There were several throw rugs on the parquet floor, a black leather couch, and black-lacquered furniture. David sat down on the couch and opened the envelope with trembling fingers. He read its typed contents, his hands continuing to shake.


    I want you to do the following, the note from Isabella read. Strip naked, and then open the package in which you will find a black leather blindfold and an enema kit. Take the enema kit up to your bathroom and clean yourself thoroughly with it. When you have done that, return downstairs and put your front door on the latch. Then go back to your living room and blindfold yourself with the leather blindfold. After that get on to your hands and knees on the floor and wait for my arrival. Finally, let me emphasise one thing: You are not to utter a single word throughout the entirety of my visit.


    David sat where he was, the hand holding the letter still trembling, his heart hammering in his chest, and he tried hard to pull himself together. He realised that he needed to get a move on because he didn’t know when Isabella would arrive. He must be ready for her when she got there, it was essential. She would not be at all happy if she turned up to discover that he was not yet prepared for her. David got up from the couch and hastily stripped off the clothes that he’d just as hastily put on beforehand when he’d needed to be able to answer the door to the courier.


    He sat down again, opened the package, and took out the blindfold and the enema kit. Leaving the blindfold on the couch, David took the enema kit with him up to the bathroom. He got on with doing what he’d been told to do next, well aware of the implications of what he was doing. David realised that it was almost certain that he was going to be sodomized by Isabella, whether he wanted it or not. He wanted it all right, he had to admit. He wanted it an awful lot. But it frightened him too.


    David padded back downstairs nervously, put the front door on the latch, returned to the living room and put on the blindfold. He got on to his hands and knees on the floor, his splayed backside facing in the direction of the door. It would be the first thing Isabella would see when she walked into the room. David was completely naked and yet felt more than naked. It was as if he had shed his skin and exposed raw nerve endings, charging his desire even further. David was ready for Isabella, his body tingling with anticipation, his veiny shaft as hard as a rock. He knew she would come because she’d said she would. But when would she come?


    Kneeling on all fours, David thought once again about the power Isabella Stern had over him. He would do anything – anything – she commanded of him without a second thought and it seemed that she was only too aware of that. But how had she known that she’d have such an overpowering effect on him? She’d hypnotized him in some way when he’d visited her house a month ago, that was his theory in any event. But he’d read somewhere that a person couldn’t be hypnotized to do things that went against their fundamental character. So, how had she recognised his fundamental character when she’d first met him, recognised exactly what kind of man he was beneath his civilised veneer? How had she been able to do that when he’d had no inkling of it himself until she’d entered his life?


    David would follow Isabella to the ends of the earth, and she knew it. But how did she know it? How had she known that he’d wait for her to call when she first told him to? How did she know he’d wait for her like this: stark naked and blindfolded and on his hands and knees, his anal hole pink and clean and open and ready for her, his cock fiercely erect. How had she known with such certainly that he’d wait these last four weeks for her to call? All this interminable waiting, David didn’t think he could stand much more of it. He didn’t have to.


    David heard his front door open with a creak and close with a bang. He heard footsteps, the click-clicking of high heels on the parquet floor of the entrance hall. He heard the living room door open and close, more footsteps on parquet flooring, and then muffled steps on one of the rugs. He could feel his heart beating more quickly. David reckoned that Isabella was right behind him now. But he couldn’t be entirely sure she was because he couldn’t see her due to the blindfold he was wearing, which cut out even the tiniest sliver of light. All he could see was black – pitch black that was made of tar. David assumed that Isabella was looking at him; she must be doing that surely. Did she like what she saw? Did she like the look of his well shaped, muscular backside, his pulsating anus, his throbbing rock-hard erection? She couldn’t keep looking at him for ever. When would she make her move? The erotic anticipation David felt was acute. His breathing became ever more ragged the more intensely excited he became. He was shaking uncontrollably with a heady mixture of fear and desire and anticipation.


    David felt the cold sensation of lubricant being squeezed into his anus. He realised that the time had arrived: Isabella was going to sodomize him now. Open mouthed and panting, David awaited the inevitable with a huge sense of sexual anticipation. He arched his back and spread his thighs a little further in readiness. Then he felt something being pushed against the opening of his anus, felt that same something being forced painfully through his reluctant sphincter, felt it being plunged right into the depths of his anal hole. It was a strap-on dildo, David was certain of it. And a big one too because it hurt like hell as Isabella, the palms of her hands on his hips, forced it deep into him; it felt as if he was being torn apart.


    Isabella withdrew the dildo, plunged it into David again, then withdrew, then paused before plunging in once more. She then began a slow regular thrusting motion that caused the big rubber shaft to slide in and out of his anus. Isabella pushed the dildo in and out of his hole, impaling him again and again as she started to build up momentum. Finally she began to really fuck David in the arse in earnest, ploughing into him hard, and it felt wonderful, ecstatic; extreme pain had turned to extreme pleasure. His anal muscles squeezed and released deliciously around the large intruder she was pounding into him so expertly. He threw back his head and groaned with pleasure at each stroke, which made Isabella sodomize him faster and then faster still, grinding her hips over and over again as he bucked beneath her.


    Then David felt the electric sensation of Isabella’s right hand move from his hip to grasp his hard cock and the short brisk strokes of that same hand as she went on to masturbate him. And all the while she kept on buggering him, not pausing for a moment. Her rhythm was fast and strong, each thrust going deeper into his anus, filling him, penetrating him, exciting him beyond belief. As David felt Isabella grind into him so powerfully, masturbate him so skilfully, it made him feel helpless in a way he had never known before. Her thrusts and strokes became frenzied and his mind darkened as she rammed into him like a jack-hammer and masturbated him ever more furiously. David felt overcome with excitement, propelled into a heedless loss of control.


    And that was when it happened. A shock ran through him and David started to shudder and shake as exquisite oscillations began pulsing through his body. Oh God, he thought. He reached the point of no return and climaxed deliriously. Spasms of erotic delight shook his frame and he had to force his mouth tight shut to prevent himself from crying out loudly when he started to ejaculate. The orgasm he experienced was incredible, overwhelming, the ecstatic convulsions went on and on.


    Then the convulsions did finally stop. At last it was over, David was thoroughly spent. His mind was calm and blank for a while. He tried to hold on to the still silence for as long as he could, tried to hold on to Isabella for as long as he could too. Then he felt her slip her hand away from his shaft and ease the big strap-on dildo out of his anus. ‘Remove the blindfold after a slow count to one hundred,’ she ordered.


    And when he did, she was gone. It was like she’d never been there at all, like he’d dreamed the whole thing. David soon became anxious, felt bereft. Isabella had come to him and now she was gone. He felt so lost, so alone. He needed her words, her orders, her presence. He went back to waiting…and wanking. There was nothing else he felt he could do.

  


  
    Chapter Four


    More days went by; more weeks: four weeks, five weeks. There was no word from Isabella. Once again David was left waiting desperately, interminably, for her to call. He had to see her, simply had to. She’d left it even longer this time. How could she? Didn’t she want to see him? The waiting was so damned hard. And so was his cock an awful lot of the time. He continued masturbating compulsively, thinking only of her. Why was he letting Isabella do this to him, he asked himself, and who had he become that he would let her? Then – oh, happy day – the phone rang and it was Isabella. David felt almost too choked to get any words out. ‘Hello?’ he managed to croak. He held the phone close to his face, breathing deeply.


    ‘Go straight away to the Grand Hotel and collect the key to room 45 from reception,’ Isabella instructed. ‘Then go to the room and let yourself in.’ The line went dead after that; she’d rung off.


    David didn’t delay. He set off immediately for Brighton’s most famous hotel without giving the matter a second thought, simply pleased beyond words that he’d finally heard from Isabella.


    By the time David had arrived at the Grand, however, his nerves had begun to get the better of him. There were butterflies in his stomach and he was feeling faint. He went up to the receptionist and in a voice that sounded a lot surer than the one in his head, asked for the key to room 45. She handed it to him with a brief smile.


    David walked toward the lift area, his steps deceptively confident given that his legs felt like jelly. Emerging from the lift, he walked down a long, carpeted corridor until he got to room 45. His hands were shaking as he unlocked and pushed open the door to the room. Would Isabella be there, waiting for him? God, he hoped so. It had been such a long time since he’d seen her last – except of course he hadn’t actually seen her on that last occasion, he reminded himself, because he’d been blindfolded the whole time.


    But Isabella wasn’t there, waiting for him. The room was in complete darkness, the heavy curtains closed tight. David found the light switch and flicked at it. The wall lamps came on, bathing the room in a soft radiance. David’s eyes were drawn to the double bed on which sat a shiny black box. It was rectangular in shape and about the size of a shoe-box, and to one side of it was a folded piece of paper.


    David crossed the room, his footsteps silent on the thick wall-to-wall carpeting, and sat down on the bed. He then picked up and unfolded the piece of paper. It contained another typed instruction from Isabella. Jesus, what did she want him to do this time? David closed his eyes momentarily, trying to compose himself, and then opened them and read what Isabella had to say.


    I want you to do the following, David, her note read. Open the box on the bed. In that box you will find a ball gag, a blindfold, and a set of metal handcuffs. Strip naked, and then gag yourself with the ball gag. After that, put your left wrist into one of the handcuffs and snap it locked. Then put on the blindfold, lie flat on your stomach on the bed, put both hands behind your back, put your right hand into the other handcuff and snap it locked. Once you’ve done all that do nothing else. Simply lie there and await my arrival.


    David read Isabella’s note twice, steeping himself in the words. He began to feel feverish, hot and cold at the same time. He sat stock still for a short while, trying not to hyperventilate any more than he already was. He reflected in alarm on what it was that Isabella wanted him to do in this plush hotel room. She didn’t want him to see her as such, wanted him blindfolded again. Well, so be it; that wasn’t a problem, nor was the fact that she wanted him gagged as well this time – she’d put what you might call a gagging order on him the last time, which amounted to pretty much the same thing.


    What was a problem, however, was that she was seriously expecting him to put himself – lock himself – into bondage so complete that it would render him entirely at her mercy. Because, make no mistake, once he had snap-locked those handcuffs behind his back he’d have put himself into a position he was helpless to alter. Isabella would be able to do anything to him she wanted when she arrived. Anything.


    How had he let himself get into such a terrifying situation? Such a potentially terrifying situation anyway; he hadn’t actually done the reckless deed yet. And it would be utter recklessness on his part, sheer insanity, to comply with Isabella’s instruction this time. He knew what he was going to do now, what he had to do.


    And what was that? David was going to do precisely what had been demanded of him in that note he’d received from…from whom? From a woman he barely knew, but who he felt in some strange way – through some kind of hypnotism or witchcraft or whatever the fuck it was – owned him body and soul.


    David picked up the shiny black box, lifted its lid and slid out its contents onto the bed. He stood up then and got out of his clothes. He felt very frightened but also intensely excited, his cock steely hard and throbbing, as he proceeded to do precisely what Isabella had told him she wanted him to do.


    David could see nothing because of his blindfold and could hear nothing but the beating of his heart and the sound of his breathing, made ragged because of his ball gag. His wrists were locked behind his back by metal handcuffs that dug into his skin. David wondered how long exactly he had been lying here waiting for Isabella to arrive. It seemed like an eternity.


    Where was she now: outside the hotel? Outside the lift area? Outside the room? What was she going to do to him when she finally arrived? – If she arrived. What did he mean, if? Of course she’d come, he told himself firmly. Of course she would. Why wasn’t she here then? Why? She couldn’t just leave him like this. Could she? Could she? David felt a hand clutch at his heart and a sick feeling fluttered in the pit of his stomach. He began to panic, his thoughts rampaging without control through his brain. What a fool he’d been, what an idiot!


    It was then that he heard the door to the room open and close. But that was all he heard. David knew that Isabella had arrived. He assumed it was Isabella who’d walked through that door anyway; it had to be her. But she didn’t announce her presence. She didn’t say a word, didn’t make a sound. He didn’t hear her moving. He didn’t know where she was. With that thick wall-to-wall carpet in the room, she could have been anywhere. But wherever she was in that hotel room
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