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It’s time to visit the ex-wife again. I’ve saved up enough and she has cleared a space in her diary for me, so I hop on the bus and head off to her part of town. I have to go on the bus as I lost my car in the divorce, as well as the house and most of my belongings that had any cash value. It’s my fault, I shouldn’t have married my Dominatrix.

It all started about five years ago. I’ve always been a sub type, constantly looking for the type of woman who would dominate me, preferably with some harsh punishment thrown in. Strict discipline and sexual submission was my thing. I’d been through a lot of Doms in the town, until I came across one in particular.

Mistress Chantelle was her name. She was a well-known Dominatrix and escort for hire. She was white, blonde, beautiful and sexy with a scorching hot body. But it wasn’t just those things – she had a way of catering to my submissive needs in a way that none of the other Doms had. (I had long given up on seeking a normal relationship with a woman who would consider playing my games, so determined to live the life-style I wanted, even if I had to pay for it). I had a pretty well-paid job at the time, so was quite happy to pay for her to whip my ass until I begged for mercy, and then (if I paid a little extra) she would make me come. Sometimes I was even allowed to fuck her, if she was in the mood.

After a couple of years, I had become her most devoted slave. Weekly visits, buying her presents, taking her on outings and so on. Eventually I cracked and admitted that I had fallen in love with her and wanted us to marry.

She said yes! It was crazy and I couldn’t believe it, even when I heard her terms. She would marry me, move in with me, but continue to practice her occupation. She would continue as a Dom and also an escort who could be hired for the night. I didn’t like the thought at first but as she pointed out, I could either share her with the world but have her to myself at home, or we could call the whole thing off and I would have to find another Dom.

What could I say? To risk losing her, when all she asked for was some freedom in our marriage, was beyond the pale. Naturally I gave in and so we married.

Things were okay for a couple of years. Her being a Dominatrix was fine as I understood that there were plenty of men who had the same tastes as I did, and dealing with them was a kind of therapy for them, at least that’s what she told me. It hurt though when I knew that she was on the town with some visiting businessman, who had gotten her name from one of her previous customers, or one of her regular customers, of which there were several.

Who was I to complain? After all, it was me she came home to. I didn’t like having to eat the “cream pie” from whoever last fucked her, but those were my orders and I had to comply or risk a beating. She didn’t always do that herself anymore. Sometimes she would have a few girlfriends over who were in the same business and let one of them whip me, while she filmed it.

Then came the ‘horror time’ as I called it. Chantelle told me that she wanted a divorce. One of her rich regulars wanted her ... he was a big, black Bull of a man (I had seen him when he picked her up from the house sometimes). According to her, everything about him was BIGGER. He had a bigger dick, bigger house and a bigger wallet, she wanted all of those, and he wanted her.

She didn’t ask me; she informed me that she would be divorcing me on the grounds of my adultery. MY ADULTERY?! When I argued she pointed out that she had many videos of being strung up naked, while being whipped by another woman. If I contested the divorce, she would make sure that the footage from the movies would make it onto all the TV stations in the town.

What could I do, she had me by the balls? I had to give in. She took me to the cleaners in the divorce court. She got all our savings, I had to sell the house and give her half, but most of my share went in lawyers’ fees, while she was being bankrolled by her new lover.

I pleaded with her, “What am I going to do now? You were the only one that really understood my needs. Who will I get to dominate me properly, now? I really needed you.”

For the first time through all the horror of the divorce, she actually showed a bit of compassion. “I’ve discussed this with Reggie, and he wants me to carry on with my business practices, so I don’t see why you can’t go back to being a paying customer of mine. I’ll even give you ‘Friends Rates’ seeing as you’re my ex. How does that sound?” she handed me a business card with her new number and address on it.

The divorce is only just becoming official and she already has new business cards. This was obviously set up a long time before she told me she wanted out. Planned with Reggie no doubt.

To add insult to injury, because of the mental anguish I was going through, I let things slip at work and eventually got canned. So now I’m working at the local hardware depot, and living in a one bed-room apartment next to the airport.
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I’ve been saving up all month for a visit to Chantelle. She lives in the posh part of town and buses don’t run down the suburban streets, so I have to get off the nearest stop and walk about a mile to get to her place. It’s uncomfortable as she always insists on me taking Cialis as my cock is easier to punish if it is erect, so I take it before I leave home. It’s very awkward and sometimes painful on the bus, but those are her instructions and I must obey them.

I arrive at her house and buzz to be let in. The gate slides back and I walk up the drive, around the back to the garage. She never lets me in the house, she sees all her clients in the garage, it’s been fitted out with all the torture equipment and furniture that she uses. They have even had a bathroom fitted.

I knock on the side door of the garage and after a moment she opens it. As I’m a paying customer, she is in full Dominatrix gear, leather corset, stockings and suspenders and knee-high boots.

“Come in, Arthur,” she says. I enter. “Strip off and stand in the corner until I”m ready for you.” As always, I do as I’m told.

She comes to me and first of all, she puts one of those cock harnesses on me. Thin leather straps that buckle tightly around the base of my cock and around my scrotum. My erect cock juts out in front of me and she slaps it a couple of times, to show how vulnerable I am, under her control. She grabs my ball bag and gives it a squeeze. “Momma’s feeling nasty today so you’re gonna suffer for it. Understood?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I manage to gasp out, so she lets go of my balls.

“To the frame,” she commands.

I go to the frame, which is two rods coming up from the floor, joined by a cross bar. It is cemented into the floor, so it is firmly fixed. Chantelle fastens my wrists into leather cuffs attached to the uprights by chains, at shoulder height. I stand there, arms spread out to the side, unable to escape. She completes my captivity by chaining my ankles in a similar fashion to the frame, at floor height.

Chantelle walks slowly around me, pulling my nipples and slapping me on the ass. “You’ve let yourself go, Without me to control what you eat and how much exercise you do, you’ve become flabby.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

She goes to the intercom on the wall and presses the button. “Arthur is here, all tied up and ready to go if you want to watch.”

“I’ll be right down,” comes the reply.

“Does he have to be here?” I complain.

“He likes to watch me beating you. Shut up or I’ll stop giving you cheap sessions.” To reinforce her point, she fits me with a ball gag, buckling it tightly behind my head.

While she waits for Reggie to join us, she fits me with nipple clamps, hard ones that have weights dangling from them. She pulls on the weights and them swings them back and forth.

Reggie arrives and he does a walk around of me before telling me. “I do enjoy seeing you white bastards getting a good whipping. It gives me great pleasure to see you fuckers brought down ... especially you, Arthur, the ex-husband. Now that she belongs to me, I love to watch Chantelle destroying you.”

He looks at my hard cock. “Use the cock whip on him, why don’t ya?”

The cock whip is like a mini cat o’ nine tails, but the strands of leather are only about six inches long. It enables the user to concentrate on punishing the cock and balls (or pussy) with more accuracy. She uses it on me, whipping my cock up and down, and then slashing it across my balls. My legs are fixed so I can’t bring them up to cover myself, so have to endure the brutal violation of my genitals. I buck and wriggle and moan, but I’m trapped and the saliva runs out from behind the gag and runs down my chin. When she has finished working on me, my cock is harder, purple and swollen from the trapped blood.

“Take the whip to him now,” says Reggie.

Chantelle gets a whip from the cupboard. It’s about a yard long. She swishes it about and cracks it a few times before using it on me. She starts on my back and buttocks, working her way up and down my legs, before moving round to my front. Mercifully, she leaves my cock and balls alone, concentrating on my belly and my thighs.

She pauses to take a breath and Reggie takes the whip from her and proceeds to beat me with it. This isn’t part of the arrangement, it’s not what I’m paying for! I make noises to show I’m not happy with it but they both ignore me.

Eventually he stops and throws the whip aside. “That is for being the husband of my Chantelle. You had her before me and I can’t forgive you for that. From now on, when you come here, I will be joining in the sessions as I want to hurt you for being ahead of me.

“But I’ve got her now, why don’t we show him what he’s missing? Kneel Chantelle.”

She drops to her knees and undoes his fly. Then she proceeds to suck him off.

I’m in pain from the beating I’ve just had from the both of them, but it is nothing to the pain I feel watching this black bastard having sex with my ex-wife, the woman I
















d2d_images/cover.jpg
Seventeen

SLAVES l&

Juniper
Clements





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





