
  
    [image: ]

  


  
    BOUND TO THE

    MISTRESS


    An erotic novel


    Alex Jordaine

    

    



    The House of Correction is owned by top London dominatrix Mistress Helena. It is where rich masochists stay to receive advanced slave training and become officially ‘collared’. Helena is aided in the maintenance of its strict disciplinary regime by Sylvie and Christopher.


    Christopher feels uncomfortable in this role, however, as he is essentially submissive. In order to resolve this conflict Helena agrees to his request to become a slave within The House of Correction.


    Sylvie has always resented Christopher and sees this new turn of events as an opportunity to mistreat him so ruthlessly that he will be forced to leave. However all the current slaves in The House of Correction have in their different ways good reason to be grateful to Christopher and between them they contrive to confound Sylvie’s malicious plan.


    
      

    

  


  
    

    

    

    

    To Mistress G, the love of my life.


    ‘The answer is dreams. Dreaming on and on. Entering the world of dreams and never coming out. Living in dreams for the rest of time.’


    – Haruki Murakami
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    Chapter One


    Jon, who was stark naked, stood trembling before Sylvie in the anteroom to the dungeon. Sylvie liked the look of this new slave, no question. She liked his thick, dark hair and handsome, aquiline features. She liked his vivid blue eyes, which were covered at present by the black leather blindfold she’d put over them. She liked his sensuous lips, currently held apart by the black ball-gag she’d buckled behind his head. She liked his athletic physique, pale and smooth and muscular. And she liked his great big hard-on.


    She stroked her hand gently down the musculature of Jon’s chest and stomach before grasping hold of his shaft. ‘You are giving me mixed messages, slave,’ she said. ‘You’re sporting a truly impressive erection and yet you’re also shaking like a leaf. Could it be that you are feeling both excited and afraid?’


    Jon nodded his head to confirm that this was precisely what he was feeling.


    ‘That is good to know, slave. It means you are in exactly the right condition to be presented to Mistress Helena,’ Sylvie said. ‘Follow me,’ she added, pulling at his erection.


    After a few steps, Sylvie paused to open the door to the dungeon while continuing to hold onto Jon’s shaft. After several more steps, she let go of it. ‘Get onto your hands and knees, slave,’ she said. ‘Make sure that you also dip your back, spread your legs and push your backside out.’


    Jon had somehow managed to stop trembling. In the pitch blackness behind his blindfold he tried to picture what the dungeon in which he knelt might look like. When he’d been told that his application to come and stay at The House of Correction had been successful, he’d asked whether he could see its dungeon. No, had been the reply. Could he at least see his cell? No again, had come the reply.


    What would he wear during his stay? Nothing, he’d been told; but he was not to worry because the place is kept at a comfortable, even temperature night and day, whatever the season. He understood that he could have no contact with anyone– his wife, for example– while he was here. Could any exceptions be made to this rule, he’d asked. Only in a dire emergency was the reply he’d received.


    He’d been told the idea was that as far as humanly possible, normality would never intrude during his stay at The House of Correction. He’d be living in a world of dreams– dark, erotic dreams– while he was there, he’d been advised. The dream world of The House would be his only reality during his stay and the outside world would soon come to seem as remote to him as another galaxy.


    What sort of things were going to happen to him at The House, he’d asked. That’s for us to know and you to find out had been the response. The less you know at the outset about what you are going to experience in The House of Correction, the more that experience will be heightened.


    He could see the sense in that. Anyway, all that really mattered when it came right down to it, in Jon’s view, was that he’d come to The House of Correction as a slave of sorts and would leave a “collared” slave. That was what he’d set his heart on, and with very good reason. In his mind, the future of his marriage depended on it.


    The floor beneath his hands and knees felt like– what? Polished hardwood? Yes, he was pretty sure that was it. He could hear two female voices, one of them Sylvie’s and the other that of Helena. The voices of the two women echoed slightly and Jon could easily imagine that the dungeon he was in was big and cavernous.


    It was doubtless extremely well equipped too. There would be a rack lined with an assortment of whips and canes and paddles and every other sort of disciplinary implement imaginable, he was sure of it. There would be dungeon equipment such as a St Andrew’s cross and a number of whipping benches, a horse, and spreader bars hanging from ceiling chains, all of that equipment being of the highest quality money could buy.


    ‘He’s quite muscular, isn’t he, Helena?’ Sylvie commented.


    ‘I was admiring one of his muscles in particular when you led him in here by it,’ Helena replied with a laugh. ‘That was a nice touch, I thought.’


    ‘I’m sure he thought that too,’ Sylvie said, a sardonic smile evident in her voice. ‘He’s got a really cute arse as well, don’t you think?’


    ‘I certainly do,’ Helena agreed.


    ‘It’s just crying out for a damn good flogging, in my opinion,’ Sylvie went on.


    ‘Again, I agree with you,’ said Helena.


    So they are going to give me a heavy flogging soon, Jon said to himself excitedly, his heart beating fast against his ribcage. Unable to see even a sliver of light from beneath his blindfold, he began to imagine what would be coming his way shortly, hearing the swish of the flogger’s first descent and feeling the sudden painful sting across his rear and the repeated experience as the harsh flogging continued.


    The thought of his body writhing as the flogger rose and fell onto his increasingly punished rear made Jon’s heart beat even faster and his erection throb. He felt extremely aroused now and markedly less fearful. Jon was ready for his flogging, more than ready.


    Actually, his wife could take most of the credit for that.


    It was Jon’s first day at The House of Correction, an establishment owned and run by London’s most prestigious dominatrix, Mistress Helena. And he’d paid extremely handsomely for the privilege of staying there, as all her wealthy masochistic clients did. His wife, Katherine, had been chastising him on a daily basis for the last fortnight so that he would be properly prepared for his stay at The House.


    Jon loved being disciplined by Katherine and she loved to do the disciplining, that was for sure. But they’d both known– it having been made crystal clear to Jon at the second of his two interviews at The House of Correction– that she’d need to up the ante significantly if he were to be ready to be handed over to Helena and her aides, Sylvie and Christopher. And that is what his raven-haired beauty of a wife had done. Every day without fail for the last two weeks, Katherine had given Jon at least one harsh beating.


    The first time, she’d told him to get onto all fours on the edge of the bed. The palm of her left hand had stroked his erect cock in a regular rhythm while her right palm had soundly slapped the cheeks of his rear again and again. It hadn’t taken long for the inevitable to happen and he’d come.


    The second time she’d disciplined him, she’d used a leather strap on his backside while periodically sliding her fingers back and forth over his erection. She hadn’t stopped strapping and masturbating him until he’d climaxed.


    The next time Katherine had disciplined him, she’d caned him first before going on to sodomise him with a strap-on dildo while masturbating him to orgasm. This was followed the time after that by her whipping him while the vibrating butt-plug she’d inserted in his anus buzzed excitingly inside him. That time, she’d left him to bring himself off while she whipped him hard, the pain and pleasure spurring him to orgasm. And so it had gone on over the rest of the fortnight until she’d stimulated Jon’s masochistic sexual appetites to the extent that he was properly prepared for his stay at The House of Correction.


    ‘Do you want to flog him first or shall I?’ Sylvie asked.


    ‘You can go first,’ Helena replied. ‘But take off his blindfold and gag before you start.’


    Jon sensed rather than heard Sylvie moving behind him. When she’d blindfolded and gagged him earlier she’d been bare-footed and as near as damn it bare-arsed too and doubtless still was, he assumed. He felt her slender fingers, nimble and efficient, unbuckling his gag and blindfold. As soon as she had removed the blindfold, Jon blinked his eyes to refocus his vision.


    Helena was seated right in front of him on a high-backed throne and he found himself gazing into her shining eyes, which were as green as emeralds. He quickly averted his gaze, looking briefly around the dimly lit dungeon, which was as cavernous and well equipped as he’d imagined it would be, and then down at Helena’s pointed, stiletto-heeled shoes.


    ‘Look up, slave,’ she demanded, and he obeyed, admiring the lushness of her body beneath her black leather minidress, which clung to her form like a second skin and was incredibly short; admiring too her sizeable breasts and long, shapely legs. ‘No, look me in the face,’ she added brusquely. And he did, taking in the glossy sheen of her shoulder-length red hair, her porcelain-perfect complexion, and the strong features of her beautiful face with its neat, straight nose and wide, sensuous mouth. There was a faint oriental touch about that face, he felt: the pure smoothness, the hint of high cheekbones, the slant of the eyes.


    Helena’s demeanour was as regal and self-assured as he remembered it and he was dazzled anew by the aura of power and sexuality that seemed to emanate from her like a force field. The woman exuded a charisma and magnetism that was utterly irresistible to him.


    Finally, Jon met her gaze again, looking into her hypnotic green eyes. He’d thought it the first time he’d been introduced to her, and he thought it now. Mistress Helena was absolutely stunning; the ultimate dominatrix.


    ‘All right, slave,’ she said. ‘You can look down again now. Prepare to be beaten.’


    ‘Yes, mistress,’ Jon replied, feeling a shudder of anticipation run down his spine.
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