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Danny shifted on the crepe paper as the doctor examined him. After three visits within two months, Danny vowed to make this his final exam whether he got well or not. He’d grown tired of reading outdated Economist magazines in the stuffy waiting area, surrounded by pathogen-bearing patients with incessant running noses and barking coughs. Most of all, he was tired of not getting answers. 

The doctor felt around his lymph nodes. 

“Feels good,” the doctor remarked. His dexterous hands returned to the oversized pockets of his lab coat. “I don’t think an illness is the cause. You say the Viagra didn’t help at all?”

Danny shook his head, blushing at the notion of discussing the effects of Viagra with a man twice his age. “No. It just turned me beet red and gave me a wicked headache. I couldn’t imagine getting aroused on that stuff.”

“Remember, though. Viagra isn’t designed to increase your libido. It only helps with blood flow. I was hoping that might be your problem, since we have good medicine for it.” The doctor sighed. “Please don’t take this the wrong way, Danny, but your problem isn’t physical. I’ve checked you out from the soles of your feet to the top of your head, and I haven’t found one thing to give me concern. Blood pressure’s good, cholesterol is fine. Your lungs are as strong as a runner’s. In fact, I’d say you’re the healthiest patient I’ve seen all day.”

“But something must be wrong with me.” 

The doctor raised his palms. “I know, Danny. I believe you. I wasn’t trying to insinuate that you were making this up. What I was leading to, and the reason for my initial preface, is that I do think you have a problem. And for a man of your age, I’m sure it is quite troubling to you. But rest assured, son, your problem has no physical etiology. It’s mental.”

The doctor tapped against his temple.

“Mental?” Danny asked. 

“Precisely. What exactly, I’m not sure. Could be anxiety related. Might be something that happened during your childhood. That or a hundred other things I’m not qualified to diagnose. I’m a general practitioner, not a psychologist.”

“You think I should see a shrink?” 

“I do. There must be some psychosomatic impetus preventing you from getting aroused. It’s the only thing that makes sense. You’re as healthy as a stallion otherwise.”

The doctor offered a pleasant smile, but Danny thought there was a cruel innuendo lurking behind the word “stallion.”

“Don’t worry, son. These days, I see a lot of this.”

Danny offered a weak chuckle. “Yeah. From octogenarians.”

“No, I see it in men your age and even teenagers. I blame it on too much porn. You kids have warped perceptions on what a healthy sex life entails. In my day, all we had was our imaginations. Heck, we all thought we were the first generation to discover sex. But there isn’t any mystery for you youngsters. No secrets to be explored. All the magic’s been taken out of it. You kids count up your sexual partners as if you’re leveling up on a video game. The courting and foreplay have vanished. It’s microwavable sex.”

While Danny resented the right-wing boilerplate speech, he couldn’t help laughing at the doctor’s last analogy.

“Microwavable sex? That’s a good one, Dr. Bern. But with all due respect, I think my problems are a bit more complicated than porn and video games.”

“No, no, you’re right,” the doctor said, backpedaling. “I’m just trying to help. Like I said, I’m not qualified in this arena. If you have the flu or a rash where one doesn’t belong, I’m your doctor. But, if your problems are between your ears, then I’m about as good as an auto mechanic. Don’t worry, though. I know a great specialist who I think can help. She’s a sexual therapist.”

The doctor began thumbing through a stack of referrals.

“She?” 

Doctor Bern pulled out a contact card near the bottom of the pile. “Yes, she. As in a female. If you’d feel more comfortable seeing a man, I perfectly understand. I have a few male psychologists I can refer you to, but this woman is highly respected. I hear she cuts right to the issue, gets you treatment, and most importantly, gets you on with your life.”

Danny entertained the notion of discussing his sexual failings with another man.

“A woman is fine,” he said.

The doctor smiled, obviously pleased to have the untreatable out of his hands. “I think you’re really going to like her. I met her once at an annual medical conference. She’s very understanding and easy to talk with. You might feel shy at first, but just remember, she deals with this stuff every day. Nothing you say is going to shock her.”

Danny took the card and left the doctor’s office with a bill for two hundred dollars and a contact card promising answers. He felt better, though. Hope that a solution to his problem and a possible cure awaited seemed to lift him from his despondency. He looked down at the card as he walked through the parking lot.

Angelia Glover PhD, LMFT, LMHC, AASECT

Sexual Therapist

By Appointment Only*

(305) 555-1128

1291 Brickell Avenue

Miami, Florida 33131

*Insurance Not Accepted

Danny didn’t know what all of the acronyms stood for, but he was impressed. He figured a person with credentials longer than their name must have an answer to his ills. He got into his Prius and turned the ignition key. As he drove, a sense of déjà vu interrupted his thoughts. Angelia Glover. The name sounded so familiar, as if his mind had already stored it somewhere before. He dug through his pocket until he found his phone. He didn’t want to linger. He knew if he procrastinated for more than a day that he’d probably never make the appointment. As the dial tone echoed in his ear, he said the name to himself again—certain that he’d heard it before.
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Danny didn’t speak directly with Dr. Glover. One of her receptionists answered instead. The appointment was set for the following week. He went through a mental checklist as the date approached, making sure he knew what he would tell the doctor. There wasn’t much to say. He just didn’t seem to be able to get aroused. Even Google seemed bewildered by this one. Oh sure, there were men with low libidos, but they all had obvious causes for their modicums of sexual desire. Medicine was a big one, though Danny took no medicine. Physical health issues were another reason, but Dr. Bern had ruled that out.

He entertained a psychological cause for his ails. He knew anxiety could interfere with sexual performance, but it shouldn’t have such a prominent effect on his arousal. Plus, he didn’t consider himself all that shy around females. He was just flat-out uninterested.

Danny continued clawing his mind for where he had heard the name Angelia Glover. He thought that it might have been from a book or a movie he had seen. He remembered Danny Glover from the Lethal Weapon movies. Maybe his own first name and the doctor’s last name had gotten a strong hit in his memory’s search engine. He wasn’t sure. Memory could be a perplexing thing. Sometimes Danny couldn’t remember the time after just looking at his watch, while at other moments, a scent would propel him back to a scene from when he was child.

He tried looking her up, but the suggested Facebook profiles didn’t match any local areas, and her website was conspicuously absent of any pictures of herself or her staff. He thought that was odd. Doctors usually posted friendly, smiling shots of themselves with their family or their staff.

He was kept busy during the week putting the finishing touches on a novel. This one was a paranormal romance with a bunch of misfit teens serving as the lead characters. He wasn’t all that into paranormal, but it seemed to be all the rage lately, and after looking at his recent book sales, he figured he could be a sellout until his royalties improved. 

Before he knew it, the day had come. 

Danny looked at the time and started to head out.

He left his small one-bedroom apartment near Brickell on foot, opting to enjoy the warm April weather. The city bustled with morning activity. Brake pads shrieked, engines roared, and heels clicked hurriedly across sidewalks. He inhaled the salty air drifting in from the bay as he padded toward the address, his iPhone directing the way.

A light sheen of sweat had broken across his forehead by the time he arrived outside the tall glass building. He felt out of place in his khaki shorts and polo shirt as he ascended the steps. Being a writer, Danny sometimes forgot that most people in the world actually got dressed for work. 

The rushing AC felt soothing as he passed through the double glass doors and entered the main lobby. After a quick scan of the directory, Danny took an elevator to the twentieth floor and entered the offices of Dr. Angelia Glover.

A receptionist greeted him. The woman pushed her platinum blonde hair behind an ear as she picked up the phone to alert Dr. Glover of his arrival. To say she was cute would be a lie. Her looks were distracting, which frustrated Danny even more. He knew this receptionist was a bona fide hottie, and yet she didn’t seem to arouse him at all.

“She’ll be with you in just a few minutes,” the receptionist said. “I’m Carol, by the way.”

Danny introduced himself even though he knew the woman had just said his name. She laughed at his nervous demeanor and offered him a seat in the waiting area. 

He sat on a plush leather sofa and rummaged through the magazines left out on the table. He wondered if this was a glimpse of the rest of his life: shuffling from one doctor’s office to another, reading dated magazines and passing away the hours in cold, sterile waiting rooms. He picked up a medical journal featuring the headline: Sexual Addiction: A Real Disease with Devastating Outcomes. Danny could only dream of such a wonderful affliction. 

“Danny Sullivan?” a woman asked. 

Danny looked up. For a moment, he wasn’t sure if he could answer. The bosomy woman smiled as he looked her up and down. She wore a white pencil dress that didn’t leave her more than a centimeter to breathe in. Her ample breasts spilled from the top of the bodice with more cleavage than Danny thought was appropriate for a doctor (or anyone else who wasn’t bee-lining for a dance club). Her dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail and secured with a wooden stick, giving her a Chinese flair. The modern horn-rimmed glasses she sported seemed the only thing studious about her. It reminded him of the kind of specs porn actresses wore when doing the hot-for-teacher scene.

“Yeah, that’s me,” he finally said.

She walked up to him and extended a hand. “I’m Dr. Glover.”

Despite the vertigo, Danny rose to his feet and shook her hand. She told him to follow her down the hall. She walked in front of him, giving him an unrestricted view of her buttocks swaying beneath the taut dress.

“You seem familiar,” she said, turning to study him as they walked. “When I saw your name, I thought I recognized it, and now that I’ve seen you, I could swear we’ve met before.”

“Yeah, I thought your name sounded familiar too,” Danny said. He wasn’t so sure about the look, though. He didn’t think it was possible to forget a woman as striking as Angelia Glover. The name—maybe. The body—not a chance.

They entered a small room overlooking Key Biscayne. Angelia sat behind a glass-topped desk, her bottom filling a contemporary swivel chair that looked as though it was borrowed from a decade in the future. Her desk was a testament to organization. A compartment organizer housed loose paper. A pencil holder in the shape of the human brain held all her writing utensils. A bookshelf lined one side of wall with medical oeuvres fitted with heavy dust jackets that seemed anachronistic in the modern office suite. 

Angelia studied Danny as he looked around and took a seat in front of her desk.

“I know where I’ve seen you!” she said, almost leaping out of her chair. “You’re the Danny Sullivan from Gulliver Prep. We went to high school together!”

Forgotten memories flooded Danny’s mind. “We had English together, right?” he asked.

Angelia nodded. “AP Lit. I always remember you were the best writer in the class.”

“Actually I was the best writer in the school, but who’s counting.”

Angelia laughed. “I’ll be sure to leave the ‘modesty’ box unchecked when I’m diagnosing you.”

“Only joking. Being a starving writer is nothing to boast about.”

“So you’re still writing?” She leaned over the desk, resting her upper body against her forearms. Her breasts meshed, protruding out of the bodice.

“Trying to,” he said, forcing his eyes away from her cleavage. Even though he appreciated the sight of a beautiful woman, he still wasn’t feeling arousal. Looking was more out of habit than anything else. “But I see you’ve done very well for yourself.”

“Oh, it’s just a small practice,” Angelia said, as if having one of the best views in Miami was somehow mediocre. “So you remember me?”

“I do. You sat in the front row with Valarie Moore.”

“Wow! You have a good memory.”

Danny shrugged. “It’s kind of hard to forget. You two were the most popular girls at Gulliver Prep.”

Angelia swatted the accusation away.

“I’m lucky, though,” she said. “I’m at a point in my career where I can be very picky about the clients I see.” She paused before speaking again. “Which puts me in an awkward position. I’m afraid I can’t see you, Danny.”

Danny leaned back in his seat. He couldn’t understand how in one moment they were regaling old times, and the next, she was kicking him out of her office.

“Is my case too difficult to treat?” he asked, unable to think of any other reason.

“No, it’s not that. I’m quite competent at what I do. It’s just… I can’t practice on someone I know personally.”

“Knew,” Danny clarified.

Angelia cocked her head to the side. “Either way, we know each other. Let’s not try to split hairs. It would cloud my professional judgment, and ethically speaking, it’s just one of those no-no’s.”

Dr. Glover stood, heading toward the door.

“But you have to help me,” Danny insisted. “I’ve gone to doctor after doctor and none of them know what to do. They just keep giving me pills for erectile dysfunction, which doesn’t do a damn thing. I’m at the end of my wits! I can’t continue living like this!”

Dr. Glover leaned against the doorjamb, sighing.

“I don’t know, Danny. I want to help you, but—”

“Then help me!”

“I tell you what,” she said. “We’ll finish your initial consultation and see how it goes from there. But if you feel like you’re having difficulty telling me something because of our past, you have to alert me immediately. I can find you other skilled therapists to treat you.”

“I will,” Danny said. “And thank you.”

She pulled out a seat next to him. Danny smelled a hint of her sandalwood perfume. 

“So what seems to be the trouble?” 

Danny tried to keep eye contact with her piercing green eyes, but he found his gaze drifting to a spot on the bookshelf as he spoke. He felt intimidated by her, but he tried not to let her see that. He pretended this wasn’t the Angelia Glover from his adolescent fantasies as he spoke. “I can’t get aroused.”

“And how often does this happen?”

Danny chuckled. “Um, let’s see. How about all the time.”

Dr. Glover tilted her head. “You mean you never get aroused? Ever?”

“Not in a while.”

“Okay, so you have been aroused before.”

Danny shifted in his seat. “Sure, I’ve been aroused before, but it’s been a long time. Six months at least!”

“Calm down, Danny. I’m just trying to get all the facts. There’s a big difference between never being aroused and not being aroused in a long time. Two completely different treatments. So, let’s start there. Six months ago was the last time you got aroused, correct?”

Danny nodded.

“Do you remember what you were doing? Where you were at?”

Danny racked his brain. “I think I was down at the beach. I was checking out a couple of girls in bikinis setting out their beach towels.”

Danny blushed as he recounted the tale. He wasn’t used to speaking to a woman about arousal.

“Great,” Dr. Glover said supportively. “And something like that wouldn’t arouse you any longer?”

“Probably not, though it didn’t arouse me much before. I’m not sure what was different on that day. For about the last five years, I’d noticed a steady reduction in how often I masturbate or how much sex interests me. Over the last year, it’s been pretty much nonexistent.”

Dr. Glover grabbed a steno pad off her desk and began jotting notes. “Okay, Danny, I want you to walk me through your entire day leading up to when you spotted the girls along the beach. I want to see if something else may have triggered your arousal before you saw the girls.”

Danny leaned on his elbows, thinking. “I can barely remember what I had for lunch yesterday, and you want me to give you a play-by-play of an afternoon that took place six months ago?”

“Just tell me anything you can think of. Try not to guess, though. Only tell me things you’re sure happened.”

“Alright, well, my morning routine is always the same, so that’s easy. I remember it being a weekday, too, because I was surprised by how many people were at the beach. I got up and used the restroom. Then I started the coffee. I always get the computer warmed up as the coffee is brewing. Then I look over what I’ve written from the day before while enjoying my first cup. You can bet on me doing that every morning. After drinking a cup or two of coffee, I usually grab a banana or cereal before I start writing. Sorry, but I can’t tell you if I had Corn Flakes or Mini-Wheats.”

Dr. Glover smiled. “That’s okay. I doubt cereal is what’s getting you hot and bothered. Keep going. You’re doing great.”

“I write for a couple of hours until I start getting hungry. I usually warm something on the stove, and then hop in the shower while it’s heating.”

Dr. Glover looked up from her yellow pad. “You always take showers before lunch?”

Danny shrugged. “Yeah. I know it sounds immature, but I revel in knowing everyone else is at work while I’m still in my PJs past eleven. I guess it’s my way of exerting my independence. I know it’s sort of silly.

“Actually, I think it sounds awesome! I would love to have the chance to lollygag around my home until lunchtime. You’re the envy of every morning commuter.”

“Maybe. But anyways, I ate lunch and went back to my writing. I remember that I had a terrible case of writer’s block that day. Usually, I would press on until I reached my daily word count. But that afternoon it was awful. I knew if I wrote anymore, it would just be a waste. I would probably spend more time editing and deleting what I had written than it was worth. So I decided to take a break and get some sun.”

Dr. Glover’s hand raced across the steno pad as her etchings caught up. “Perfect. So you’re a little stressed at this point, I’d imagine. And you’re doing the right thing by stopping and getting some fresh air. That’s exactly what I would tell one of my clients to do. What happened next?”

“I remember getting caught in a traffic jam. The Ultra Music Festival was starting that weekend. I had totally forgotten about it. The early arrivals had packed the streets. It would have been quicker walking to the beach. Eventually, I got off on one of the side streets and gunned the accelerator, trying to make up for lost time. That’s when the blue lights appeared in my rearview mirror. After I got my ticket for going fifteen over the limit, I—”

“Hold on,” Dr. Glover interrupted. “Go back to when the cop pulled you over.”

“What’s to tell? I was speeding. I got a ticket.”

“What gender was the officer?”

“Gender? It was a female, but what does that have to do with anything?”

“Was she pretty?”

“Um, yeah. I guess so.”

“No guessing, Danny. Was she hot stuff or not?”

Danny laughed. “Okay, sure. She was pretty smokin’ for a cop.”

Dr. Glover wrote for quite some time before she lifted her head and continued the consultation. “And then you went straight to the beach and had your tumescent moment downstairs, correct?”

“Yeah, that’s pretty much the way it happened. But what? You think the cop was the reason I got aroused?”

Dr. Glover raised her hands. “I never said that. I haven’t diagnosed you with anything yet. I’m still exploring possibilities. Tell you what. I have a test I want you to take home with you and complete tonight. It’s like a personality test for your penis. When you fill it out, try not to dwell on the fact that anyone else will be reading it. Just be as honest as you can. Email it to me as soon as you’re done, and we can go from there. Sound good?”

“Sure,” Danny said. “Just don’t tell me my penis is a psychopath. I’ve got enough problems as it is.”




***




After meeting his daily writing quota, Danny grabbed a pen and pulled out the sexuality test. He flipped through the first couple of pages, bypassing the obvious instructions. He scanned the test, surprised not to see any standard multiple-choice questions. The entire survey was in an open question format. This was actually going to take some thought, Danny realized. Beyond asking his age and sexual orientation, the test presented numerous inquiries. Describe the first time you became aroused. Describe the best and worst sexual experience of your life. Describe your greatest sexual fantasy. Some questions veered away from sex, but remained just as personal. What makes you the most afraid? What are the saddest and happiest moments of your life? What are you most ashamed/proud of in your life?

Danny quickly understood Dr. Glover’s initial hesitance toward taking him on as a patient. Every page seemed to dive deeper into his personal affairs, chipping away at the darkest corners of his psyche. He filled out the remaining pages in a flurry. He didn’t want to rush, but Danny thought if he delayed any longer, he would never have the galls to send it to Angelia. The last inquiry put a halt, though, to his haste.

Describe the location, time, and source of the last moment you felt aroused.

Danny had already told Angelia, but he knew that that answer needed a revision. He was desperate to get better, and Danny knew if started lying this early in the process, he would have no one to blame for his illness but himself. With a sweaty palm and a trembling hand, he etched: 1291 Brickell Avenue, today, Angelia Glover.

He figured Dr. Glover would probably refuse to ever see him again. Would she even reply to such an insolent response, he wondered. But Danny had done what she had asked of him, so if she wanted to ban him from ever stepping foot into her office again, that was on her. 

Danny scanned the pages, attached the PDF to an email, and clicked the Send button.

There was no undoing it now. Danny’s email appeared in the outbox before being whisked away into his sent folder and her inbox. Danny shut down his computer and went to the kitchen to pour himself a drink. He had several more over the next hour before he decided to hit the sack. As he was about to turn off his cell phone for the night, he received a call.

He looked down at a number he didn’t recognize.

“Hello?” 

“Danny! It’s Dr. Glover. How are you? A little tired from filling out all those forms, I imagine.”

“Yeah,” Danny said. He began distracting himself by organizing some mail left on his desk as he waited for her to speak.

“I just wanted to call to let you know that I received your exam responses and that you did an excellent job on filling out the test. There are no right or wrong answers in a test like this, of course, but I can always tell when someone takes it seriously. So bravo!

“Anyway, I was actually calling because I would like for us to see each other again as soon as possible. I know tomorrow’s a Saturday, but if you have the time, I’d really like you to stop in during the morning for another round of tests. It won’t take more than an hour or two. I think after that I will have you diagnosed, and we can begin a treatment.”

“Um, sure,” Danny said. “Will ten work?”

“Ten a.m. it is, Danny. I’ll see you in the morning. Sweet dreams!”

Danny said, “Bye,” but the call had already ended. For a moment he couldn’t move, stunned by what had just occurred. Not only had Angelia accepted him as a patient, but there had also been no mention of his last answer on the test.

Maybe she didn’t read the whole thing, he thought. He pushed that idea away, realizing it would only keep him up with worries that she would call back to cancel. After a few more nightcaps, the drowsiness floating in his head pushed him to his bed. Danny slept, tossing and turning as he dreamt of micro-bikini babes with handcuffs and steno pads running across the beach in horn-rimmed glasses, throwing studious glances his way.
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Danny stood outside Dr. Glover’s office and rang the after-hours bell. He spotted her through the glass wall of the vestibule as she sauntered down the hall. Danny noticed she was dressed more conservatively than before. Her silk blouse and slacks didn’t reveal much skin, but she remained just as alluring, a sophisticated brand of beauty.

“Sorry, I forgot to tell you my receptionist doesn’t work on Saturday,” Dr. Glover said, opening the door. “Sleep well?” 

Danny thanked her as she held the door for him. “Actually, I woke up several times during the night. I guess I was a little nervous.”

“What are nervous about? I hope you’re not feeling embarrassed about your exam responses.”

“Kind of,” Danny admitted.

“Don’t think twice about it. Attraction to one’s therapist is quite common. One forms an intimate bond with their therapist. And it’s a very liberating experience to reveal all of your personal secrets to another person and not have them judge you. Besides, I see the way men look at me. I don’t think of myself as arrogant, but I’m not naive either. It used to really bother me when I was a quasi-feminist in college, but I’ve learned to accept men and even love them for their infatuation with the female body.”

They walked back to her office.

“I thought you would be angry,” Danny said.

Dr. Glover laughed. “You know, the funny thing is that most women probably would be. If you had met the twenty-two-year-old version of me, I probably would have clawed your eyes out. But now I see it as a compliment.”

“Really?”

Dr. Glover took a seat at her desk. “Well, think about it. You haven’t been aroused in six months despite living in a city that’s consistently ranked as having the most beautiful women in America, and I’m the first thing to pique your interest. What woman wouldn’t feel a little flattered?”

Danny smiled, wishing all women had Dr. Glover’s rationale. “But that’s what I don’t get. Why would you arouse me out of the blue? You’re not a cop. Maybe it has something to do with really hot days. It was sweltering the day I went to the beach.”

“Perhaps, though I have another idea. I won’t tell you just yet. I’m afraid it would interfere with the exam. Don’t worry about the why, Danny. And, please, whatever you feel, don’t be embarrassed. I’m a professional, and I clearly know both of our roles. Just remember that I’m your therapist. I’m not your date, your matchmaker, or anything else other than your doctor.”

Danny felt himself sink in the chair as I he listened to her words. “I know.”

“Good. Now before we begin today’s round of tests, I wanted to go over some of the answers you provided.”

She adjusted her glasses and opened a folder with a printout of his test. She flipped through a couple of pages before stopping. Her finger traced down the page until she found the response she was searching for.

“Ah, yes. Question twenty-seven. I had asked you to recall the last time you had engaged in sexual intercourse. You responded that you were still a virgin. Is that for religious reasons?”

Danny wanted to crawl under the table and die.

“I wish,” he said, staring at the floor. “I guess I’m just shy. I’ve never been very good at talking to women. When I didn’t get laid in high school, I figured it would naturally happen in college. I wasn’t looking for a one-night stand. I wanted a relationship, but all the girls seemed to be so feigning and immature. Maybe I was just picky. I’m not sure. If I had it figured out, I probably wouldn’t still be a virgin.”

“I know it sounds trite, Danny, but maybe you haven’t met the right girl yet.”

Danny sighed. “That’s what everyone says. I think people just say that to make me feel better. Maybe I lost interest in sex because I gave up on it happening. Do you think that’s what occurred?”

“Could be, but I doubt it. I have a hunch about what’s going on, but I need to make sure before I start treating you, since it’s an aggressive treatment. I need to know without any reservation what is causing your lack of any interest in sex.”

“Alright,” Danny said. “Do you want me to fill out more forms?”

“No.” She closed the test booklet and stood. “I want you to come with me to the exam room.”

Danny followed her. She led him into a small room with a reclined chair that had a striking resemblance to the type used in dentist offices.

“Take a seat,” Dr. Glover said. “For this exam, you won’t have to do or think about anything. Just lie back and relax.”

As Danny unfurled himself across the chair, he couldn’t help but notice the wrist cuffs dangling from the arm rests and a second pair beside his feet. How could he not? Such apparatuses weren’t known in any medical setting he’d visited before now. More fittingly, a flat screen stood on the wall in front of him.

“What are those for?” he asked, gesturing toward the manacles.

“To make sure you don’t interfere with the test. Trust me, Danny. You’re not going to feel any pain.”

Dr. Glover opened a drawer. She pulled out a long strand of wires. She plugged the jack into a small machine behind where Danny sat. At the other end of the wire was a small plastic loop with several prongs running along the interior.

“Before we begin, I need you to remove your pants. You can keep your shirt on, but everything below your waist has to go.”

Danny didn’t argue. He told himself to pretend this was a physical, a routine medical exam. After undressing, Dr. Glover began securing the cuffs to his limbs. 

“Just relax,” she said. “This is going to seem strange, but I need to place this around the base of your penis.”

Danny looked down at his cock. It was almost lost in the bushy patch growing wild and untamed. “For what?” 

This was becoming bizarre. It was odd enough that he was being fettered to a chair, but why the hell was she hooking up his cock to electrodes?

“This machine measures pressure exerted on the prongs, which will press along the shaft of your penis. It will tell me when you get aroused and how intensely. That’s why I have you strapped down. If I allowed your hands to move, you might touch yourself, thereby contaminating the results.”

Her dexterous fingers went to work, securing the odd belt to his manhood.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now just watch the slideshow that will soon appear on the screen, and I will return when it’s over.” She placed a nurse call button in his hand. “If you need to stop the exam for any reason, just press the red button. The slideshow will stop, and I’ll come get you. I don’t think that’s going to happen, but I never take chances when someone is in bondage and I’m not present to watch them.”

Bondage? 

Had she really just said that? Danny wasn’t a medical expert. Most of his medical education came from WebMD. But he had a hard time believing the term bondage was part of the medical lexicon. It seemed so out of place for her to say, and yet she had allowed it to roll off her tongue as if she was relaying his heart rate. He tried to remind himself that this would all be worth it once he was well and able to live a normal sex life. But normal was a difficult thing to imagine as he starred at his flaccid cock encased in electrodes while his limbs were bound to an exam chair.

“There’s one further order of business before I leave,” she said. “I need you to relax while I put you under.”

“Put me under!”

“Hypnotize you.” She pulled out a pocket watch. The gold chain descended from her hand as the hunter case settled before Danny’s eyes. “Just follow the shiny metal, Danny.”

To humor Dr. Glover, Danny did as he was told. He watched the arching watch as it lifted from side to side, dipping back to the valley before rising up again. The gears ticked away the seconds as minutes passed with no effect. Danny was about to admit his immunity to hypnosis when a harsh snap pushed him out of this world.




***




Dr. Glover watched the readout from her office computer. His vitals were good. He was still awake, but in a deep hypnotic state in which his subconscious could come alive. A software program tracked his arousal like the stock market. When blood engorged his member, the line of the graph would rise. 

The line remained flat as her patient viewed the first series of slides. She wasn’t surprised. The first ten minutes of the slideshow featured Playboy centerfolds. If they aroused Danny, he wouldn’t have come to her office in the first place. The first reel was nothing more than a control. It wasn’t common, but Dr. Glover occasionally had to vet out the faker. Some of these time wasters were just trying to get out of work and figured sex therapy beat getting a rectal exam. Though most of the men were husbands who, after being brought in by their sex-deprived wives, claimed to have suffered a disinterest in sex while, in reality, they were having clandestine affairs. 

The next series of slides featured gorgeous-looking men, perfect specimens of the male physique. Dr. Glover was interested to see the effect Danny would show. She didn’t think he was gay, but she suspected there was about a thirty-percent chance Danny could harbor homosexual desires, covered up through denial or a lack of self-acceptance. The married man with children and a doting wife who stumbled into her office only to find out he was queerer than the Village People wasn’t as unusual as many would think. 

Dr. Glover had another hunch, though. Her instincts were sharp, and she had a strong intuition when it came to Danny’s case. She watched the line hug the bottom of the graph as photos of hunks in hard hats and firefighter outfits flashed on the screen. She laughed to herself, imagining him watching the chiseled muscles and engorged cocks in disgust. Poor guy, she thought. Don’t worry. I think you’re going to like what’s coming next.

Dr. Glover leaned closer to the monitor as the next series began playing. She knew this one well. She had handpicked the photos herself. The slideshow featured women, but instead of the docile, ready-and-willing variety of the first round, this slide featured strong women in subtle but domineering poses. As a slide of a woman leaning on a desk holding a paddle across her lap came into view, Dr. Glover witnessed the first movement on the graph. When the picture changed to a woman in a latex bodysuit biting down on a whip, the line shot upward like a crazed bull market.

“Bingo,” Dr. Glover said.

She was certain of the diagnosis by then, but Dr. Glover allowed Danny to enjoy the rest of the show, figuring it would serve him well in accepting his new condition. She watched the line graph continue to climb until it reached its apogee, marking a full erection. The line hovered around the apex of the graph until the slideshow ended, and Danny’s erection began to subside. The line plunged like a bubble bursting on a propped-up market. Dr. Glover saved the results to Danny’s patient file and left her office to release him.

She took him out of the hypnosis slowly. After unlocking him from the restraints, she pulled out a rolling stool.

“How did you think the test went, Danny?”

“What test?” he asked. 

Angelia laughed. “The test where you got a full erection. Here.” Dr. Glover passed him a printout of the graph. “That’s a measurement of your erectile state.”

She enjoyed watching his bewildered expression. “How long was I out?”

“About twenty minutes. Long enough to make a complete diagnosis.”

Danny sat up in the chair. “You know what’s wrong with me?” 

“Absolutely. There’s no gainsaying it. You’re a sexual masochist and a submissive.”

“What?”

Dr. Glover watched as her patient pondered the idea with reluctant dismay. She had seen this countless times before. “Danny, can you tell me if you remember the girl wearing the strap-on?”

“A what?” Danny asked.

Dr. Glover reminded herself that she was dealing with a thirty-year-old virgin. She couldn’t rattle off BDSM terms and expect Danny to follow along. “The plastic phallus the blonde was wearing. You had quite a reaction to it. The line graph moved thirty percent north from that photo alone.” She brought the picture back on screen. “Do you remember what you felt as you were staring at her? Or what you feel now?”

“I’m not sure. A rush, I guess. I don’t know if it was sexual arousal, but my heart rate quickened.”

Dr. Glover nodded. “Security and fear, along with pleasure and pain, aren’t black and white like we pretend they are. There’s a ton of grey areas. Sometimes the most pleasurable thing can also be the most painful. Take spicy foods, for example. They burn and sometimes they’re painful to eat, but people search out the hottest peppers because they love the pain. They enjoy the experience of pushing themselves and seeing how much they can take. Many spice lovers describe hot foods as having a spiritual attribute to them. Sexual masochists take that same concept and apply it to sex.”

Danny swung his feet off the chair and onto the floor, sitting sideways and facing Dr. Glover.

“So what’s the cure?” he asked. “How do you fix a sexual masochist or a submissive?”

Dr. Glover suppressed a smile. She knew Danny was being serious. The last thing she wanted to do was laugh or to appear insensitive. The acceptance stage was a critical moment in a sexual masochist’s recovery. If she snickered or made Danny feel like a freak, she risked causing him to repress his desires even further.

“Danny, I have no plans to cure you of your sexual masochism because there’s nothing wrong with being one. Years ago, it was viewed by doctors as a personality disorder. Doctors tried—and failed—to treat what they considered at the time to be a moral affliction. It was a very ignorant time in psychology, and those doctors probably did a lot of damage to their patients’ well-being. Our understanding of the male submissive has come a long way. There’s still a lot we don’t know and society certainly has a lot of growing up to do when it comes to accepting the beta male, but we’re no longer in the dark ages when it comes to this stuff. The DSM-V, the medical book that lists every physiological disorder in known existence, states that sexual masochism is only a medical issue when the behavior causes impairment in social, occupational, or other important areas of your life. So, unless you have a fetish for wanting to castrate yourself and you plan to make that fantasy a reality, I see no reason to treat you.

“Sexual masochism, unlike masochism, doesn’t always involve physical pain. It’s a sexual orientation, like being gay. Some people might take exception to that statement. And in some cases, I would agree with them. Currently, we doctors break down sexual masochism into three different hierarchies. The first is a man or a woman who enjoys vanilla sex, but likes to throw some kinky activities in every once in a while. If they were told that they could never partake in BDSM play again, they might miss it a bit, but overall, they’d be fine with it. They’re your take-it-or-leave-it kind of participants—your weekend warriors. Then there’s your middle-of-the-road sexual masochist. This person might enjoy switching from the submissive to dominant role, or might find pleasure in only one. They find immense pleasure in domination and submission, and may even prefer it to regular sex. However, these individuals can still enjoy normal sex even though it might not be their first preference. Finally, there’s the true sexual masochist. This person finds no pleasure in normal sex. They are unable to become aroused without thinking about or participating in BDSM-related activities.”

“And you think I’m the last one?” 

“I do. With the answers you provided on your test combined with the results just now, I have little doubt that your lack of arousal is no more than a misunderstanding of your own sexuality. You’re no different from a homosexual trying to sleep with the opposite sex and being unable to find pleasure or arousal. If I hadn’t been in this business as long as I have, I would have a hard time believing it was possible for someone to be so unacquainted with his own sexuality. But I see it quite often in homosexuals. I’ve had married men walk through my doors with three kids at home who finally come to the realization at forty that they’re gay and they can no longer keep up the charade. Stands to reason the same denial could happen with paraphilias.”

“It explains a lot,” Danny said.

Dr. Glover was glad to hear him admit it. Most of her patients weren’t so quick to accept their sexuality. She had known more than a few patients who stormed out of her office when she presented her diagnosis, calling her derisive names. Some came back and apologized; others continued their unsatisfied sex lives in perpetual self-denial.

“I remember being attracted to dominant girls in high school,” Danny admitted. “But in high school, being a submissive isn’t acceptable. I was trying so hard to be something I wasn’t that I think I suppressed a lot of what I was feeling. By the time I was mature enough to be myself, I no longer knew who that was.”

Dr. Glover placed a comforting hand on his thigh. “I’m really glad to hear you say that, Danny. It’s a big step in accepting your sexuality. But understand, there’s a difference between sexual masochism and being a submissive. There are submissives who don’t enjoy humiliation or physical pain, but instead only want to worship their chosen master. You just happen to be both.”

“So what now? I guess we’re done if there’s no treatment available.”

“Oh, there’s plenty of treatment remaining. We’ve barely scratched the surface of your submission. There’s still a lot to explore. I also think your masochism is causing you impairment in your life. It’s just not causing the kind of impairment most people think of. Instead of your sexual masochism and submission causing you harm, your lack of engaging in them is causing great impairment in your life. You wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t. I worry that if you don’t start engaging in submission soon, you may find yourself slipping into a deeper depression than you’re in already.”

Dr. Glover watched beads of sweat erupt along Danny’s forehead. It was the response she was looking for.

“So you want to find out why I’m a sexual masochist and a submissive?”

“Danny, I’m not too concerned about the why. If you had anxiety because of a childhood event you had repressed, I would be all for going back and uncovering that moment and analyzing it with you. But whatever happened to you, you are the way you are sexually, and there’s no undoing that. You might have been born this way or it might have developed later on, but obviously, something caused you to repress your sexuality and the painful memory of that unfortunate event. It might have been a girl who rejected you or a preacher who told you that you were going to hell for your sexuality. We could venture down that painful memory lane if you really want to, but I don’t see any good that would come from it. Let’s focus on getting you to accept your true sexual desires. You’ve gone so long without submitting. I want you to enjoy that feeling within the safe confines of a professional environment.”

“Are you saying you plan on dominating me?” 

Dr. Glover didn’t answer at first. After a long pause, she spoke. “I’m your therapist, Danny. And my brand of therapy is unorthodox—some might even say extreme—but it’s very effective. I want you to trust me. Do you think you can do that?”

“I think so.”

“No guessing, Danny.”

Danny sheepishly smiled. “Okay, I trust you.”

“Good. The first thing I’d like to do is another test.”

Danny sighed.

“Don’t pout. I think you’ll like this one. I want you to pull down your pants again and lie across my thighs. I’m going to give you a long-overdue spanking.”

Dr. Glover watched as Danny remained sitting. He seemed unable to will his body to move.

“Don’t worry. I’ll be gentle, since this is your first time. I know you’re probably so nervous and excited that you can barely think.”

Dr. Glover helped Danny to his feet and began unfastening his belt buckle. She wasn’t surprised to see him still flaccid. She figured he was so anxious that an erection would be impossible to achieve. 

A few seconds later, Danny stood naked in front of Dr. Glover. She sat back down on the stool and guided Danny over her knees. She felt his cock brush against the suede of her pants as the silk of her blouse tickled his arm. His flaccid cock didn’t remain timid for long.

She noted how unscathed his bottom was—hairless and devoid of the welts and bruises she was accustomed to seeing etched into a male’s behind. She allowed her fingers to trace across his smooth, untouched rear. He jumped at first, unaccustomed to curious fingers touching him. She allowed him to process the new sensations before grabbing hold of his flesh. His breaths came out in rapid, shallow bursts, his body as stiff as rigor mortis. 

“Relax,” she said. “This is a good thing, remember? I know you’ve repressed these wants, but somewhere deep down in that skull of yours, you’ve dreamt of moments like this since puberty, moments of having a strong, intelligent woman bend you over her knees to administer an open-palm spanking to your naughty behind. For too long you’ve been deprived of the nurturing discipline you’ve always craved. But no more. From here on out, you can be free to embrace your role as a sexual masochist.”

Danny’s eyes remained fixed to the floor. Dr. Glover noted that he was probably drifting away in a torrent of conflicting thoughts, doubts, and fears. A firm smack from her palm snapped him back to the here and now. His whole body leapt forward in shock, but Dr. Glover’s sturdy thighs prevented him from running off. Her free hand pressed along his arched back, urging him to return to his docile, subservient pose.

She gave his other cheek the same treatment. Danny’s body reacted, but with less severity than before. Dr. Glover pursed her lips as she swung back her arm. Her flattened palm flashed through the air as she brought it down against the exposed flesh.

Repeated volleys ensued. The exam room filled with the clapping sound.

She listened to his gasps as she administered the spanking. Dr. Glover rubbed his behind, feeling the warmth burgeon with the emerging rosy hue. She loved watching the transformation. It was something she never grew tired of, this metamorphosis of a lost soul finding purpose. But the changes on the body were mere superficial alterations. Dr. Glover had a special appreciation for the subtle rewiring occurring in Danny’s mind: the acceptance, the desire, the critical link between sexual pleasure and pain. Watching a fresh submissive break through this first level was a rare sight, one she treasured for its beauty as much as for the sense of power it provided her. 

She knew he hadn’t gone far enough to reach subspace. That wondrous mental state remained far away, a paradise reserved for the advanced and truly devoted sub. But he was on his way. And Dr. Glover felt, given his initial test results, that there were no bounds to how many levels he could descend. She was counseling an outlier, one with a rare breed of masochism that made her crotch wet with possibilities.

She spanked him again. The sweet sound of flesh clashing together rang through the office. She had no plans to discover his limits. Not on this day. Dr. Glover respected the fragile point he was at. If she pushed him too much, he might flee and resist treatment. This important work was a delicate undertaking. She had no desire to squash his potential service to the alpha female. If nurtured to her liking, Danny could be an exemplar to other unruly males. 

She wasn’t a feminist—not any longer, at least. That was an old part of her life, one which she had outgrown. While she still saw lingering traces of feminism in her thoughts, her focus was now attuned to the general equality and freedom of both sexes. Her former clients had taught her that Danny’s subjugation would not be as liberating to her as it would be to him.

She licked her lips and brought down her hand several more times. She kneaded his bottom, working fresh blood into injured flesh. Danny’s breathing slowed. Dr. Glover continued to rub his bottom, her hand warm and tired from walloping his behind.

“I think that’s enough for the first session,” she said.

Dr. Glover sensed the despondence in him. It had happened so quickly, and now it was over. She also sensed his desire to plead with her to keep going, that he could endure more. It was something she often witnessed. She lifted her hand along his chest, urging him to rise.

“Thank you,” he said, unprompted. 

“You’re very welcome, Danny. You look more relaxed already.”

“I think the treatment’s working.”

“Feeling aroused?”

Danny glanced down at his stiff member. “That’s an understatement.”

“Be careful,” Dr. Glover warned. “If you go home and masturbate, I fear you may experience post-orgasm shame. It’s quite common after a session, although it usually only happens to submissives who are early in their training and still wrestling with accepting their role. It’s easy to embrace your submission when your libido is raging, but it’s quite another after an orgasm. With that in mind, I think it would be best if you abstain from masturbating until I feel it’s appropriate.”

Danny scrunched up his face. He no longer appeared as the happy patient. “But I thought the whole point of coming here was to become more aroused. And now that I am, you want to withhold my orgasms? That doesn’t make any sense.”

While such insolence would normally call for severe castigation, Dr. Glover reminded herself that he was a newcomer to the scene. Danny knew nothing of protocol or sacrifice. He had taken one spanking, and that was for his own self-pleasure.

“Danny, I know you feel frustrated and confused. That’s normal at this stage. But you have to trust me and think long-term. Yes, you could go home right now and have a wonderful orgasm. It might even be the best orgasm of your life. And then what? You’re thinking about your sex life for the next couple of hours, while I’m trying to focus on the rest of your life. This is a critical juncture in your sexual development, and I don’t want to see you fall off track because of one silly orgasm.”

Danny sighed. “I’ll try,” he said.

Dr. Glover lifted her eyebrows. “I know what ‘I’ll try’ means when it comes to abstinence. You won’t make it past dinnertime. Hold on. I have something for situations like these.”




***




Dr. Glover slipped into her office as Danny waited in the exam room. He hoped she wasn’t bringing him more drugs. He was tired of being a lab rat for people with degrees. 

She didn’t take long. Dr. Glover strolled into the exam room with a beaming smile and a bucket full of supplies. She sat the bucket on the floor and began emptying its contents. Danny recognized the razor and shaving cream, but something lurked at the bottom of the bucket which he didn’t think he could name.

“It’s a chastity device,” Dr. Glover explained. She held it out for him to inspect. It was a small device with metal bars forming a tube. A steel ring attached to the open end of the tube. “I have several sizes, but I think this one should fit you. But first, we have to get you shaven. Otherwise, the moving parts will pinch and pull at your pubic hair.”

Dr. Glover laid out a towel for Danny to sit on and carried the emptied bucket to the sink. After filling it with warm water, she returned with the bucket, setting it against the floor. The water sloshed around the sides as the bucket came to rest. Dr. Glover grabbed a washcloth and dipped it into the steaming water. She rubbed the warm, soaked cloth over Danny’s unkempt manhood. The shaggy crop of hair receded and flattened. After dowsing his pubic hair, Dr. Glover laid the washcloth over the side of the bucket and grabbed the bottle of shaving cream. The blue gel coiled in her palm. As she rubbed her hands together, the gel transmuted, mushrooming into a fluffy, white cream.

Her fingers applied the balm to his genitals with a fastidious stringency, as if she had all the time in the world to complete this important task. Danny watched with wonder as his comely doctor slowly spread the peppermint cream across areas no other woman had touched before. 

Shaving had always been a rushing affair for him, a daily nuisance. He had never taken the time to enjoy the delicate process. Of course, shaving one’s visage takes less concern than one’s privates do, and Danny had never possessed the grit to remove the brambles down below. 

Dr. Glover dipped the quad razor into the water, washing the foam from her hands. Danny backed away as she brought the razor near his skin, but with one order to be still, he sat as frozen as a fawn awaiting his mother’s lead. 

The razor sounded like sandpaper as it hacked away at the edge of his mound. It would be a slow go, he realized. Severed hairs suffocated the blades at once. She dipped the razor back into the water, allowing the foam and follicles to float away in the small reservoir.

“I should have brought a weed eater,” Dr. Glover mused.

“Is this normal?” Danny asked. “For men to shave themselves below, I mean.”

“Yes, it’s the modern thing. First, the women were sporting their goods bare and the men soon followed our lead. It’s only fair. You men have it far too easy when it comes to personal hygiene.”

Time passed as Dr. Glover cleared away the never-ending thicket. The bucket’s water became tainted as the coarse, curly strands littered the surface. Bald patches eventually emerged. She dipped the washcloth into the filthy water before wiping away the lingering cream and hair. Danny thought his cock had grown an extra half-inch with the excess foliage removed. 

She went to a drawer and brought out some cold cream to sooth his aching skin. Danny’s breath drew in with surprise as she applied the succulent ointment. The scent of lavender filled the air as she delicately smeared the cream onto his genitals.

“Much better,” Dr. Glover said as she inspected her work. “This is something you will have to repeat on a weekly basis, Danny. As long as you stay on top of it, shaving around your genitals will be a swift process that will take far less time than it did today.”

Danny touched his throbbing skin, hoping the cream would soon go to work. He liked the look though. It had a submissive and sterile appearance.

“Now it’s time for the final touches,” Dr. Glover said.

She dried her hands and returned to the chastity belt resting off to the side. Dr. Glover removed the lock at the top of the cage. A pen slid out from the tube and the ring, separating the pair.

“First the twins go through,” Dr. Glover explained. She pushed the now-silky skin of his sack though the metal ring before tucking his penis under the small ring. It was a tight fit. The metal ring rested at the base of his penis. Dr. Glover guided his cock into the small tube. Danny noticed there was a hole drilled through the end of the pen, where the lock kept the parts held together. Dr. Glover secured the lock through the hasp and closed it with a click. 

Danny stared down at his imprisoned cock. The small tube made erections impossible. He might be able to get a quarter of the way there, but the end of the tube would prevent any further growth.

“This will have to do for now,” Dr. Glover said. “This isn’t a very good device for long-term wear, but for a couple of nights, it will serve its purpose.”

“So after a couple days, you’ll let me out?”

Dr. Glover smirked. “I said a couple days just as a matter of expression. When I feel you’ve embraced your new role and passed the initial induction period, we’ll discuss letting you out. You’re not going to die without an orgasm. Besides, the period of abstinence will help you better understand submission. It’s not all erotica.”

Danny tugged at the device as he tested its strength. It wasn’t going anywhere. If he pulled too hard, the ring would yank at his balls, mashing them into the narrow space between the ring and the tube. He held the lock between his fingers and noted something inscribed on the lock’s face. He rolled the device in his hand, careful not to crush his testicles. In cursive scribble were the initials AG.

“It’s so you don’t try to cut the lock off and replace it with another one that appears the same,” Dr. Glover said. “I could have just marked it with numbers, but it’s so much more fun having my initials branded on the device that’s depriving you of your erections. It’s like I own that flesh between your legs.”

Danny felt his cock swell at her words. His member pressed against the iron bars holding him back. He winced as his balls drew into the device’s narrow cleft. He bent over to relieve the blood flow.

“Yes, erections are not very fun in that device. You’ll find that to be all too true in the mornings.”

“Whatever is necessary,” Danny murmured, staring down at the gleaming steel fettering his swelling cock.

“Before you go, I’d like to give you some literature on submission to read over the next couple of days while you are locked up in your chastity belt. It will give you something to reflect on during your period of abstinence.”

Danny wondered if Dr. Glover planned to give him pamphlets with such titles as: So You’re a Masochist. 

When Angelia returned, she handed him a thick, leather-bound tome of unusual weight. He couldn’t guess the year it was published, but Danny had little doubt it was written more than a century ago. He brushed the dust caked on the book’s cover and read the title’s script lettering: A Treatise on the Male Slave: Liberation through Asceticism.

“It’s a mouthful,” Dr. Glover said. “But as a writer, I don’t think you’ll find it to be a very difficult read. It’s one of the finest books ever written on the subject, and I think it would serve you well to learn about your condition from a fellow slave.”

Danny dressed. He left Dr. Glover’s office with the heavy parchment in hand and the weight of uncertainty bearing down on him.


4

Danny mused over the art for the cover for his new novel. He’d yet to decide on a title, having narrowed it down to Asher’s Awakening or From Bookworm to Wizard. He liked neither. He figured he would settle on the former title for no other reason than it fit better on the book’s face. He flipped through the sample art, not finding any that particularly jumped out at him.

He figured the artwork could wait. He set down the glossy printouts and picked up the book Dr. Glover had loaned him. It was a heap of a manuscript with a thick, hardback cover. He turned the heavy face and ran his hand along the title page. The dense, aged pulp gave Danny the image of it being printed on a Gutenberg. He saw the author’s name hiding at the bottom of the page, almost as is if he was abashed at writing the taboo volume. The former Lord Edgar, now a minion of the Goddess Elsie. 

Danny read the first couple of pages. The former Lord Edgar began his story by describing his privileged upbringing, the heir to a vast tract of land in northern France.




I was born into the arms of a midwife. There was never a time when a handful of handmaids and servants were but a bell’s ring away. I never knew hunger or thirst. My porcelain skin wore linens and velour at all times and of all varieties. My carafe never ran dry, and I poured its blushing contents into my belly like the dullard drunkard that I was. Ladies of the night, with coiffure hair afire and jingling bangles, frequented my chambers to lie with me in my baldachin bed. I was an acrid man of too much pride, a gluttonous, slothful beast. 

I fancied myself as worldly and highbrow. What a fool in my youth I was! My father, a petty, soulless man, was no better. When mother died, his contempt for the world multiplied.

Elsie effaced my contemptuous temperament with insuperable beauty and outmatched intellect. I met her in the south of France during one of our family’s frequent trips to escape the harsh northern winters. While wayfaring, father procured additional servants, including Elsie. I suspect father selected Elsie for no other reason than her comely facade. She was not particularly charming. In fact, if I may be so bold, Elsie was an impudent slave girl. She stared into my eyes without my first addressing her presence, and she had a way of answering every request with some cynical remark. If I asked her for more wine, she might say, “Shall I bring you the Heidelberg Tun, my lord?”

She did no cooking. Her cleaning and washing skills were dismal. Father was so disgruntled that he eventually dismissed her from his side, making her my slave girl. I begged father for a more adequate servant, but he refused. A bitter winter had left the family’s supply of coin as withered as the frostbitten crops littering our unfertile lands. Even worse, the loss had forced us to sell many of our servants, though we found no buyer for Elsie.

With no real help, I found myself washing my own clothes and serving my own meals. Imagine me, a lord, doing the chores of a peasant! I would have beaten Elsie, driven some sense into her, but I couldn’t bring myself to administer such draconian castigation. She carried a seductive allure with her at all times, which I found inexplicably captivating. 

One afternoon, in the summer, I came into my quarters after a lovely morning spent riding my Breton across the verdant countryside. I was in desperate need of a bath, but when I stepped into the washroom, I saw Elsie lying in the tub like a highborn. Steam lifted into the air. Her golden mane hung damp behind her head. She lifted slightly from her slumber as she saw me. Her bathing chemise, transparent in the water, left nothing to my imagination. She lifted a foot, placing it on the edge of the copper tub, and said, “Come rub my foot, young lord.”

The insolence! The shock! What impropriety! 

I saw her hand slip beneath the water, unabashed between her porcelain legs, and below the soaked chemise. I was only a boy of seventeen then, but I was not ignorant to the deed she was performing. Her lips brightened as she made soft, mewling sounds. If I had been older, I might have possessed the gall to grab her by the neck and thrash some sense into her, but the tumescence occurring in my linens beckoned me to join her. I moved closer, placing my hand upon her sole. She moaned as I kneaded her foot. She was unlike any of the wenches I bought with coin. She looked up at me; her eyes cast upon me as though I was her servant as she said, “Now kiss my toes, dear.”

I am not ashamed to say I obliged. 

From that afternoon on, I was never the same. Father grew ill sometime later, drawing his last breath choking on burgundy wine. Having no other lineage, the lands passed to me. But that was only on parchment. Elsie had me serving at her feet by then, and even though unwed, there was nothing of mine she did not possess. 




Danny read a few more chapters before closing the book. He wasn’t sure whether to feel pity or elation for the young former lord. 

Danny had gotten his first real dose of life as a eunuch. The first day wasn’t too demanding other than dealing with a foreign metal object sitting around his sack. He quickly discovered that briefs were far more comfortable to wear than boxers were. With boxers, the cage swung around like an anchor cast between his legs. The briefs provided the support he needed. There was also the issue of hygiene. He had to sit to urinate, and he found if he didn’t direct his urethra to squirt through the metal hole at the base of the tube, piss would splash everywhere. After taking a leak, Danny would have to thread toilet paper into the belt to dry himself, especially if his aim was poor and he had sprayed inside the tube. He discovered Q-Tips to be the perfect tool for threading along the inside of the belt to soak up the hard-to-reach sweat and urine. Given all the additional bathroom care, Danny was glad he didn’t work a regular day job. 

The worst part wasn’t the arousal, which by the third day was growing expeditiously; the itching and burning presented the most distress. Having never shaven below, Danny’s sensitive skin was unaccustomed to quad blades drawn across its delicate surface. In the mornings, he awoke to the unwelcoming sensation of his balls being crushed in a vice. A lingering, burning pain followed him throughout most of the mornings from where the metal ring had lain taut against his sack during nocturnal erections. 

He had arranged an appointment with Dr. Glover on Tuesday and when the day came, Danny hobbled into her office an hour early, his crotch ablaze. Carol covered a smirk when she spotted him in the waiting room, fidgeting as though he had ants marching under his pants. He didn’t even try to hide his crotch-grabbing from her.

Dr. Glover appeared wearing a revealing keyhole dress, the sides of her breasts displayed unabashedly. Danny’s focus quickly shifted away from her goods, though. He noticed a new necklace on her: a golden chain with an odd pendant hanging from it. He looked closer and saw dangling between her breasts the key to his chastity belt.

“Be with you in fifteen, Danny,” she said, winking to Carol with a clever grin. 

Forty-five minutes later, Dr. Glover returned. 

She escorted him to another exam room, this one different from before. An imposing bondage table occupied the center of the room with a fresh sheet of white exam table paper. Dr. Glover instructed Danny to undress and lie across the table. She secured his limbs with leather straps dangling off to the side of the bed. Once restrained, Dr. Glover reached between her breasts and lifted the key. She twirled the shiny metal object in her hand as she studied him.

“I take it you want me to remove that cruel hardware from you?” 

Danny’s breathing increased as his cock swelled against the cage.

“Oh… god… yes,” he said, each word bellowed between hot, desperate gasps.

She leaned over the bondage bed, her pendulum breasts nearly slipping out of the keyhole top. She rested the key over his chastity device. It struck the metal tube with a high-pitched ring. She played with the necklace, allowing the key to drift noisily across the bars of his prison like a stick drawn along a picket fence. Danny felt the key scrape his throbbing cock as it dragged across the bars. She directed the key up the shaft of the belt until she allowed it to clink along the device’s lock. 

“Mmm,” she purred. “So close and yet, so far away. Those balls look like they’re going to burst.”

Danny groaned as the key jangled around the lock. She plucked the key with her fingers and rubbed it along his sack. The action sent Danny into a completely new fit of desperate mewling.

“Oh, okay,” Dr. Glover said. “I’ll let you out if it’s that bad.”

“Oh, thank you, thank you.”

“Men are so easy. When broken down to their sexual urges, all are the same. I thank my lucky stars every day for being a female.” 

She slid the key into the lock and drew it open with a quick half-turn. The belt popped open from the heavy strain pushing against it. Dr. Glover carefully worked the tube away from his cock. As soon as she had it removed, his member erupted into a full erection. His veins popped out along his shaft as blood engorged it.

“I need that to go down if you want me to take off the ring,” Dr. Glover said.

Danny stared as his swollen cock as if such a thing simply wasn’t possible.

“Fine,” Dr. Glover said. “I expected this might be an issue.”

Danny watched her reach under the bondage table and fiddle with what sounded like pebbles. She came up smiling, a single cube of ice in her hand. Danny’s cock began retreating before she had even touched him with it.

“This should help.” 

She pressed the ice against the head of his cock, running it up and down his shaft. The ice quickly melted, as did his erection.

“You have some real heat built up in that cock,” Dr. Glover remarked. “We better get this ring off before you become aroused again.”

Dr. Glover’s touch alone was enough to get him excited. She wasted no time, though. The ring slid free and Danny’s cock returned to its former tumescence. The indentations along his shaft from where the bars had pressed began to subside as his cock continued to swell to unnatural proportions.

“Medically, there’s nothing hazardous about keeping you from cumming. And despite popular opinion, you don’t need to cum every month to relieve your prostate. That was probably a rumor started by some naughty slave. There’s some evidence that orgasms reduce cancer rates, but by next year, they’ll probably say the opposite.”

Danny groaned in objection.

“Oh, settle down, Danny. I’m going to give your cock some relief. I can’t trust you to stroke it, though, so I will.”

Dr. Glover stepped over to a box secured to the wall and pulled out a pair of latex gloves. The latex slapped against her skin as she rolled them over her wrists. She opened a bottle of Vaseline from the counter, pinching a generous amount onto her finger. 

“I hope you understand the need for gloves,” Dr. Glover said. “We are in a medical setting.”

In that moment, Danny didn’t care if she stroked him with gardening gloves as long as he got some much-needed attention. A drop of precum had already escaped out of the top of his urethra. Dr. Glover grabbed the head of his cock with the tips of her fingers and began drawing the Vaseline across his shaft. Danny lifted his hips in response. His breaths turned shallow and docile as she continued. He lost himself in the single finger languidly tracing the underside of his member, moving steadily up and down. 

“Amazing, isn’t it,” Dr. Glover said. “Such a small thing, the top of my finger. And yet, look at the reaction it has on you. I can’t say for certain, but I bet that if I wanted to, I could make this cock cum by using only the tip of my index finger. What do you think, Danny?”

“Yes, Dr. Glover. I’m sure you could, but I want the whole hand.”

Dr. Glover smirked at the pathetic supplication. “You’re going to have to beg much more earnestly than that if you want my entire hand. But tell you what. Why don’t I use two fingers? I’ll even let you choose the fingers. Should I use the pinky as one?”

Danny shook his head “May I please feel the thumb and middle finger?”

“Well, since you asked so nicely.”

Dr. Glover wrapped the two fingers around his shaft and began her smooth, gentle motions. She only focused on the less sensitive area of his shaft, ignoring the erogenous glans and frenular delta. As Danny felt precum began to dribble out of his head, she let go of his cock, instead focusing on his balls, cupping them lightly in her hand and rolling them between her fingers. His balls were already in their lifted state, prepared and waiting to release their payload. She returned to his cock, offering him a few more two-finger pumps along his shaft before she let go.

His member thumped against his belly, a string of precum dribbling out.

“Don’t stop,” he begged. “Oh, please don’t stop!”

She shushed his beseeching. Dr. Glover removed the latex gloves and disposed of them in a biohazard waste container.

“I’m sorry, Danny, but I must stop. I need to run an important test on you that requires optimal arousal.”

Dr. Glover moved with haste as she began applying the pneumograph leads to his chest and galvanometers on the ends of his fingers. She then wrapped the blood pressure cuff around his upper arm. She flipped some switches under the table and explained herself. “I’m going to ask you a series of yes or no questions to get an understanding of your true desires. If you haven’t figured it out already, I’ve hooked you up to a polygraph. I’ll first ask questions I already know the answer to, like your name and date of birth to establish control rates. Then we’ll move on to the more interesting questions.”

Danny’s breath quickened as he realized the implications this game entailed.

“I suppose this would fall under the genre of humiliation,” Dr. Glover said. “Some people like to be told they have a small cock or that they’re a loser, but seriously, I think dommes can be a little more imaginative than that. But who knows? I’m just a therapist.”

After establishing his base heart rate, perspiration, and breathing, Dr. Glover began asking the relevant questions. “Now, Danny. When you saw that woman with the strap-on, did you fantasize about her bending you over and fucking you in the ass with it or making you suck it?”

“Yes,” Danny admitted.

“And what about chastity? I know it was hard on you, but did it arouse you to know your manhood was under a woman’s lock and key?”

Danny told her that it did.

“I think I already know this answer to this question, but do you find me sexually attractive?”

“Of course.” 

“Would you like to lick my ass given the chance?”

Danny’s face erupted in blushing shame. “Yes,” he whispered.

Danny wasn’t told whether the machine agreed with his answers or not. She asked him questions ranging from corporal punishment to feminization and even his take on being a human toilet. There were questions to fetishes he had never even thought of and several times, he had to ask Dr. Glover for clarification.

“Finally, the last question, Danny. Would it arouse you if I denied you an orgasm today and locked you back up in chastity?”

Danny didn’t answer. He looked away from Dr. Glover and stared at the ceiling as if he was trying to will some kind of Buddhist meditation that would allow him to control his autonomic system.

He closed his eyes and said, “No.”

He listened to the polygraph’s needles scratching across the paper.

“Careful, Danny. I’m getting sparks under here.”

“No,” Danny pleaded. “I told the truth!”

“Danny, I’m well aware that polygraphs are not perfect, but this wasn’t a borderline response. These needles almost flew off the page. If you’d like to try to answer again, you may have another go at it.”

Danny shook his head, knowing the machine had defeated him.

“I tell you what, Danny. Since I’m feeling extra magnanimous today, I will give you a chance to cum. But it won’t be up to you or me. We’ll leave it up to fate. How does that sound?”

Danny was willing to agree to just about anything if it gave him a chance to cum. He quickly voiced his assent. 

For Danny, fate came in the form of a six-sided die.

“If I roll a six, I’ll let you cum,” Dr. Glover said. “If you lose, I promise that in three days I will grant you a release.”

Danny groaned at the poor odds.

“But the real question for today might be, are you a gambling man? I’ll allow you to pick additional numbers, but only two extra. However, each number you select will cost you an extra day in chastity. So, if you’re willing to risk having to stay in chastity for a total of five more days, you can have a fifty-fifty shot at spilling your load. Pretty fair odds, if you ask me. Of course, I’m not the one tied down with a boner between my legs.”

Danny considered his chances. He was so horny and desperate to cum that three days versus five days didn’t sound much different. They were both a lifetime away.

“I’ll choose the extra two numbers,” he said. “Two and four.”

Dr. Glover shook the die in her hand.

“Even numbers it is.”

She sat a metal tray against Danny’s chest so he could witness the outcome. As she flung the die onto the tray, it struck the metal with a dramatic ding, toppling over as it showed even and odd numbers, opposite fates struggling to be reality. The die came to a rest at the edge of the tray. Danny strained his neck to see. There was definitely a number in the middle of the die. That meant it was a one, three or a five. Danny had lost.

“Oh, shucks,” Dr. Glover said. “I really thought you were going to come out on top. Well, better luck next time, I guess.”

Danny whimpered as defeat set in.

Dr. Glover left the exam room humming an upbeat tune as Danny collected himself. She returned with a new device in her hands.

“Since you’re going back into chastity for five whole days, I think you need a more comfortable and secure device. This is a custom-designed belt. I got your measurements from your medical file provided by Dr. Bern, so hopefully it was up to date.”

Danny thought the device looked like something NASA had cooked up. Not that he thought NASA was a bunch of sex freaks, but it had a space-age appearance to it. The metal device had the shape of briefs. The chrome finish glistened as Dr. Glover showed it to him.

“I know it looks uncomfortable, but I can assure you that it’s anything but. I’ve had patients tell me they forget they’re even wearing it. Until they want to touch themselves, of course. Then there’s a very strong reminder!”

“How do I go to bathroom in that?” 

“Oh, it’s quite simple. There’s a urine hole at the bottom, and the plating on the rear has an elliptical-shaped cutout so you can defecate. You’ll even find a hole on the face of the belt above your penis that you can squirt water into it to clean yourself. You’ll see once I get it on you. It’s called a ‘Latowski.’ It’s made in Germany.”

Dr. Glover had Danny lift his behind as she slid the device beneath him. His bottom rested on the rear plating as she brought the front piece over his crotch. She slid his semi-tumescence into a tube built into the belt and closed the contraption with two simple snaps on the sides.

“Whala!” Dr. Glover said. “It doesn’t get any easier than that.”

Dr. Glover removed the restraints, and Danny climbed off the bondage table. The chastity belt’s subtlety surprised him. As he took the first few steps in it, he didn’t feel any chafing or pressure points.

“I know the next couple of days are going to be rough on you,” Dr. Glover said. “So check in with me frequently.”

“I will,” Danny said. As he started out of the room, he turned and faced Dr. Glover. “Thanks for pushing me.”

Dr. Glover smiled. “Any time, Danny. That’s what I’m here for. I want to push you without breaking you. Knowing the difference is the real key.”

“I’m lucky to have such a good doctor.”

“Well, thank you for the kind words, but just remember that flattery will get you nowhere with me. Enjoy your weekend, Danny!”
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Angelia read over the test results again, carefully compiling the information necessary to develop the perfect treatment plan for Danny. The work filled her with a newfound purpose. That jaded feeling which had been creeping up on her lately seemed to melt away. A new project was always an exciting time, but previously knowing Danny only added to the thrill. 

She reminisced on the younger Danny sitting in AP Lit, off to the side, staring at her and Valarie Moore. It made her smile. She knew Danny thought he had been sly like all the other horny boys who gawked at them. Boys are so silly, she thought. They had been keenly aware of the attention they attracted from curious adolescent eyes. Boys became tongue-tied around them, appearing to lose several IQ points in the process. Adults weren’t immune from their hypnotic effect either. Angelia had every teacher wrapped around her finger—especially the male ones.

As Angelia regaled herself with the past, she reflected on the disdain she had had for boys during her youth. She had grown a great deal since then. Her interests, both personally and professionally, had taught her about the rights and needs of both genders. 

She fondly remembered the professor who single-handedly shattered her misandry. 

Professor Winters had never married and was still single as far as Angelia knew. She was a lesbian in a time before lesbianism was vogue enough to be celebrated on the Howard Stern show. Her teaching position at a prestigious university certainly would have been placed in jeopardy if she had revealed her sapphic desires. While the university claimed to be secular, Professor Winters understood that some things were too taboo for their times. Progress had to be achieved in small steps; there was no nobility in martyrdom. 

As such, she kept knowledge of her sexual preference limited to a small circle of confidants, of which Angelia happened to be one. Despite this, Professor Winters knew a great deal about men. She studied male sexuality with the same zeal that Einstein had for gravity. At the time, Angelia couldn’t figure out why such a brilliant woman would waste her talents on the likes of men.

It was near the end of the semester when Angelia finally worked up the nerve to approach her professor about it. She never forgot her professor’s quick remark. “Do you dislike a dog if it humps the couch in heat?”

Angelia would have been taken aback by the question if had come from any of her other professors, but Professor Winters was well known for her candor, never letting political correctness shape her words. 

Angelia responded by admitting that she didn’t have disdain for a dog doing what only came natural during heat, but that was different because dogs were animals and couldn’t control themselves. Professor Winters smiled. “So are men. They are a part of our same species, but they evolved differently, and in the end, they are clearly the inferior sex. This is not just my opinion. I think anyone who objectively looks at the evidence will see it as a scientific fact. Just look at our DNA. Men have one X and Y chromosome while women two X chromosomes. At first glance, it appears as though men have a genetic advantage over women, but research has revealed that the X chromosome contains far more genes than the inferior Y chromosome. In fact, the Y chromosome is so weak geneticists have labeled it ‘an eroded version of the X chromosome.’ We’re the more complicated beings. When men like to joke that pleasing them is simple because they only want food, sex, and sleep, they are speaking truthfully. They are primitive homosapiens, and you can trace it back to their genetic coding. They are very much like the beasts of the world when it comes to their wants and needs. Look at all the wars men have started, the unsavory way in which they have driven society into a moral abyss.

“There’s no need to go looking in books or under a microscopic lens if you want proof that women are superior to men. Just look around at the universities. More than sixty percent of all graduates from universities this year will be women; that’s no anomaly. A couple of generations ago, men thought it was silly that a woman would even want to attend to higher education. Now we are the majority.

“While we’re on the subject of aptitude, let’s not forget about social intelligence. Men commit nearly all of the physical violence in the world. There’s not a psychologist with half his or her wits who would dare say men are the superior social creatures. They are possessive, greedy, and view rage as a desirable, masculine quality.

“But we cannot hate them for it, Angelia. These failings are not their fault. They are primitive beings doing the best they can with what they have, which obviously is very little. Their sexual compulsions drive them; they are unable to control themselves. It is we women who must limit and direct men. The male needs feminine guidance in order to flourish. Without woman, the typical male becomes slothful, gluttonous, and frustrated by his own shortcomings and failures. We have a responsibility to take back the world from men. We owe it to our daughters and our sons.”

Angelia, who five years later became Dr. Glover, never looked at men and their customs the same way again. A male that couldn’t sexually control himself was not a “bad man,” a “pig,” or any other derisive word one might fancy. He was simply an undisciplined male, no different from an undomesticated canine. Angelia vowed to make it her life’s work to follow her professor’s example and pick up the torch where she had left off. 

While Angelia enjoyed working with and counseling unruly males, it was tiring, often thankless work. Every once in a while, she needed a submissive male to work with that she could mold into the ideal man. She knew that most of her clients had no desire to be submissive and she had no secret agenda for a new world order of global matriarchy. Angelia was confident that women would naturally rise to powerful positions in society. While she felt that there was a submissive longing inside every man, she didn’t believe the world was ready to hear it. Women needed to take one small step at a time, and that meant first subjugating the willing males. 

As long as these men left her office with a newfound desire to respect and honor women, she felt she had done her job. Yet, there was another type of male who would never be satisfied in his sexual or societal position without being under the loving care of a firm, but understanding, alpha woman. This variety of male didn’t come around often, but when one did, Angelia made certain he would receive the treatment he so desperately needed and desired.

“Angelia, come to bed!”

Angelia set down the polygraph results and looked at the time. It was already past midnight. She didn’t know where the time had gone. Balancing her personal and professional lives had always been difficult, and when she took on a new submissive client, it only worsened. She decided to give it a rest and spend some time with her lover. Work could wait.

She left the study and entered the bedroom. There were no lights except for the pillar candles burning around the room. She saw her lover lying against a pile of velvet decorative pillows on the bed with her smooth, tanned legs lying over the spread. Angelia scolded herself. Valarie had been waiting for her and had obviously taken time to prepare. The candles placed all around the room offered a warm, glowing radiance. She was even wearing a pink lace and satin slip—Angelia’s favorite—and her golden hair had been twisted into bountiful curls. A peachy scent permeated the air, creating a youthful and playful scene. And of course, the thin steel collar wrapped around Valarie’s dainty neck marked Angelia’s claim over her.

“Sorry to keep you waiting, sweetheart. I should have come sooner. You look divine.”

Valerie smiled, but didn’t speak. She crooked her finger and made a “come here” gesture. Angelia walked toward the mischievous grin and sat on the edge of the bed.

“Have you done all of your chores?” Angelia asked.

Valarie furrowed the edge of her mouth as if she took offense at being asked such an obvious question. “Of course. Which means, I’ve earned my treat!”

Angelia could never figure out the submissive female. She understood why an inferior male would desire to submit to a woman, but why a female would ever submit to an uncouth male was beyond her. Thankfully, Valarie was only submissive toward women. Initially, even that puzzled Angelia, but it made sense later on when she realized that weaker women would also enjoy being under the direction of their stronger female counterparts. Angelia knew these differences didn’t make her any better or more important than Valarie; it was just their natural roles. Valarie had always been a shy girl. She was intelligent, but she didn’t aspire to join the working world. They had started dating in college, both of them bisexuals. Valerie first put forth the idea of taking on the homemaker role for herself. Angelia initially resisted, but both of them fell into their positions so easily that Angelia couldn’t argue.

“Let me see the lock,” Angelia said.

Valarie opened her robe. The steel chastity belt encased the young woman’s sex with no hope of her touching herself. Near the top of the belt, a steel lock sat along the hasp. 

“Very well,” Angelia said. “But you know the rules.”

“Yes,” Valarie said, her lips now inflamed with desire. She leapt off the bed and dropped to her knees. Valerie pulled down Angelia’s shorts and panties. Her sexual aroma filled the air. Angelia was trimmed, but she preferred to keep a shadowy hint of pubic hair. She opened her legs, allowing her lover to go to work. 

Valarie traced her finger against the outside of Angelia’s lips. She spread Angelia’s opening and lowered her head to offer soft kisses along her labia. She continued with the light, feather kisses as she moved down Angelia’s cunt. When she reached her perineum, Valarie brought her tongue back up along Angelia’s slit. Valarie was careful not to press her tongue into her lover’s scar. Angelia had taught her well how to take her time with foreplay before she buried her tongue into her lover’s temple. As a female, Valarie needed little instruction. She understood the delicacy of the female anatomy and the slow buildup required. She kissed Angelia‘s clit with long, drawn-out kisses. Valerie kissed along each of her lover’s thighs as she continued teasing Angelia.

Finally, Angelia couldn’t take it. She grabbed the back of Valarie’s head, pushing it to her clit.

“Lick.”

Her lover obliged. She flicked her tongue back and forth along Angelia’s clit as she rubbed her thumb along her opening. As Angelia moaned, Valarie slowed her tempo. She sucked on Angelia’s clit and moved her tongue in circular motions. Angelia gasped as Valarie’s finger entered her. With her cunt filled and her clit stimulated, it didn’t take long for the building orgasm to ignite.

Angelia cried out as the successive orgasms washed over her. Her fingernails dug into Valarie’s head, urging her submissive partner to go deeper. Valarie did her part. As Angelia squeezed her legs against the sides of Valarie’s head, she felt her lover’s tongue bury into her cunt, lapping up her cum. It soon became too much stimulation. Angelia pushed Valarie’s head away from her throbbing clit.

Angelia peered at her submissive lover. Valarie’s face glistened with Angelia’s juices smeared along her mouth and nose. She didn’t try to wipe it away. She accepted her mistress’ cum.

“Thank you for allowing me to bring you pleasure,” Valarie said.

Angelia smiled. She watched as Valarie began massaging her own breasts.

“I don’t remember giving you permission to pleasure yourself,” Angelia said. “Is that how you’re now getting yourself off?”

Valarie’s hands shot back down to her sides. “No, miss. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t help it. Pleasing you gets me so turned on.”

“Perhaps I need to put you back in the lockable steel bra. The one with the little spikes on the inside.”

Valarie shook her head back and forth with vigor. “No, miss. That isn’t necessary. I won’t do it again. I promise.”

Angelia leaned over and squeezed Valarie’s breasts. They were small B-cups, but they had a natural teardrop shape to them and remained just as perky as when they had attended Gulliver Prep. Angelia slapped Valarie’s tit. Valarie cried out, but quickly quieted herself. She turned her shoulders to present her other breast for her mistress’ punishment. Angelia appreciated the submissive gesture, but it didn’t cause her to smack the breast with any less force. Subs were always trying to be manipulative, and it was best for everyone not to allow them any wiggle room.

“Stand up and lay across the bed,” Angelia said. “I will go and get your key.”

Valarie rushed to assume her pleasurable position across the plush pillows as Angelia walked over to the wall safe. Angelia placed her thumb along the biometric scanner before entering a pass code. A green light flashed, along with a pleasant sounding chime. A deadbolt receded. Angelia turned the latch and pulled. She smiled as she saw Danny’s key hanging in the safe. She wondered whether he was still going mad with torment. Males often had a difficult time adjusting to chastity. For women, it was more of a psychological game. But for men, it was a very physical suffering. Males had a peculiar way of causing their torment to magnify by watching erotic videos, thinking it would somehow bring them relief.

Angelia took the pink key off its hook and walked back to the bed. Valarie was already lying against the pillows with her legs spread like a slut waiting to be gangbanged. Angelia sat on the bed, running her hand across the chastity belt’s steel plate. Along the waistband were the words Property of Mistress Angelia Glover engraved into the steel. For the last year, Valarie had not been permitted release without being in the presence of her mistress. She could perform all of her bodily functions in the belt besides that special time of the month, but even then, Angelia kept a close eye on Valarie as she performed this cyclic task. And because she was a doctor, Angelia never had to worry about Valarie going to see a health professional without the belt. Such activities would be too tempting for vulgar indulgences.

“I have a new male client,” Angelia said. “He’s a submissive, but he didn’t know it until seeing moi. I have him in chastity too.”

Angelia watched Valarie smile. She knew Valarie loved to hear about her clients, especially the submissive ones.

“How long is he being locked up for?” Valarie asked.

“Oh, not long. He’s been locked away for three days, and he has another five to go. He rolled the die and Lady Luck was not with him.”

Valarie scrunched up her face. “That’s nothing. I’ve been in chastity for two weeks!”

“Yes, but he’s new.”

Valarie’s wandering hands returned to her breasts. “Can I meet him?”

Angelia slapped Valarie’s naughty hands.

“You have already met him.” Angelia laughed at Valerie’s bewildered expression. “He went to Gulliver Prep with us.”

Valarie’s eyes widened. “Get the fuck out of here!”

Angelia lifted her brows. “Young lady, what have I told you about using that kind of language?”

“Sorry, miss. But are you kidding me? Who?”

“I can’t say. You know I’m not allowed to reveal who my clients are.”

“Yeah, but you aren’t supposed to tell me about them either and you do that. Come on! I won’t tell anyone.”

Angelia sighed. “I can’t. However, if he continues to progress, I will ask him if he would be willing to meet you.”

“He remembers me?”

Angelia chortled with glee. She was so glad Danny had insisted on being her client. This was far more enjoyable than she ever thought it would be. “Oh, yes. He remembers you and me quite well.”

“You mean he had a crush on us?”

“Let’s just say he had a prurient interest in both of us.”

Valerie fell back into the pillows. “Freaking crazy. Angelia, you better talk this boy into meeting me, or I swear, I will bug you until the day I die to tell me who it is.”

“Don’t tell me how to do my work,” Angelia said. “You’re talking yourself out of release in a hurry.”

Valarie apologized and returned to her docile role. She spread her legs and allowed Angelia to insert the key. The belt snapped opened. As Angelia removed the shield, she saw Valarie was already damp. “My, my. Someone got awfully aroused licking my clit.”

Valarie curled her lower lip between her teeth and giggled. “I can’t help it. Your pussy is like candy.”

Angelia removed the belt and laid it to the side. Before returning, she went to a drawer and picked out a couple of nipple clamps and a vibrator.

“Since you gave your nipples pleasure without permission, I believe it is only fitting that I punish them.”

Valarie winced. The clamps were large plastic clips with jagged teeth in the middle. Valarie cried out as they snapped shut against her swollen nipples.

“Ah, much better,” Angelia said. 

She turned on the vibrator and leaned over.

A few minutes later, the halls of the condo filled with the bellowing shrieks of pleasure.
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The following day, Danny’s cell phone trilled on the computer table as he typed. Danny recognized the number and answered it right away.

“Hi, Dr. Glover.”

“Hi, Danny! How are you feeling?”

Danny wasn’t sure how to answer. There were so many thoughts swirling around in his head. And the arousal was driving him nuts.

“Alright, I suppose. I haven’t had any issues going to the bathroom or showering. I didn’t wake up in pain this morning as I did in the other belt.”

“Excellent. I’m glad to hear that. So what have you been doing since we last saw each other?”

“Just finishing this novel. I’m about to send it off to my editor.”

“Good. Well, it sounds like you could use a little time away from your computer. I’m about to head down to the beach to get some color. Why don’t you join me in an hour? I’ll text you the location.”

“Okay. I guess I do need to get out of here for a while.”

The call ended. His cell phone buzzed with Dr. Glover’s text a few moments later. Danny sent off his manuscript and changed into swimming trunks. He made sure to tie them tightly at the waist. The last thing he wanted was for his trunks to slip down and reveal the gleaming metal of his chastity belt.




***




He found Dr. Glover lying on a double-chaise lounge chair beneath a cabana. A golden string bikini covered only her essentials. Her oversized Prada shades hid more of her body than the skimpy bikini. Sequins hung from the top piece of the bikini, glittering in the sun as she moved. Dr. Glover waved to him as he walked up.

“Glad you could make it!” 

“Me too. Thanks for the invite.”

He took a seat beside her.

“Nice day,” he remarked.

“Yeah, it’s gorgeous, but the sun is gonna bake me alive. Will you put some sunblock on me?”

Dr. Glover reached into her beach bag and took out a bottle of suntan lotion. “Do my back first,” she said as she handed him the bottle. 

She lay prone against the cushion, then reached behind her back and pulled the knot of her bikini top loose. The strings fell to her sides. 

Danny saw the edge of her breasts mashed against the lounge chair.

“I don’t want a big line across my back,” Dr. Glover explained.

Danny sensed other reasons, but he didn’t argue. He popped open the bottle and squeezed the oily lotion into his palm. As he rubbed his hands together, Danny’s eyes moved to her ass. The bikini disappeared between her plump cheeks. Pressure mounted in the steel tube as his cock pressed against the contraption.

“I’m waiting,” Dr. Glover said with a lilt.

Danny gulped and moved his hands onto her back. The pressure between his legs burgeoned as he rubbed her soft, smooth skin. He spread the oil from her shoulders down to the small of her back. His fingers moved dangerously close to the hem of her bikini bottom. Danny quickly brought his hands away from her ass, finding safer territories of her lithe body. He thought he heard Dr. Glover laugh as he did this, but she might have just been ticklish. After oiling her arms, Danny closed the bottle. 

“I hope you’re not putting away the lotion.”

Danny hesitated. “Well, I thought I was just—”

Dr. Glover twisted her head and pulled down her shades. “What about my bottom? You don’t want me to have a burned tush, do you?” 

She shook her ass.

“No,” Danny replied.

If I weren’t so damn nervous, this would be quite the enjoyable act. Rubbing the bottom of a gorgeous woman was certainly a new activity for him. He noticed more than a few male spectators trying to figure out what the scrawny-looking dweeb with skin paler than an Inuk was doing rubbing the behind of a beach babe.

Danny took a breath and placed his hands against her ass. She made mewling sounds as he squeezed her buttocks, working the oil into her skin. Nerves began to settle as he continued spreading the oil across her long, sculpted legs. Danny moved his hands toward her ass for one more pass of that forbidden flesh, but Dr. Glover flipped over before he got the chance.

“Now I need the front done.”

She held the undone bikini top to her breasts, of which now only her areolas were covered. Her lips parted as he moved up her legs and across her strong thighs. Feeling a bit cavalier, Danny moved his hands between her thighs, nearing her pussy. 

Dr. Glover didn’t object. She opened her legs, but added a caveat. “I just need the lotion on the exposed areas, Danny.”

He took the hint and moved on to her stomach. He felt the small ridges of her abs as he smeared the oil across her svelte frame. After applying the sun block to her arms, Danny knew there was only one region of her body left. His hands trembled as he moved toward her chest. Dr. Glover took her hands away from the bikini top, placing them to her sides. 

A gust of wind blew off the ocean. Dr. Glover’s top fluttered around the edges, but stayed anchored to her breasts. Danny squeezed more lotion onto his hands and began applying it across her cleavage. She moaned as his hands touched the sides of her breasts. Danny felt no reason to be bashful now. He squeezed her breasts between his fingers and thumbs, working the lotion into her bosom. He moved his hands to the hem of her bikini until his fingers traced the periphery of her areolas. Danny’s cock felt so swollen in the metal cage that he thought he might cum in the belt. He had never felt so libidinous. It was hard for him to imagine that only a few days ago he had so fiercely complained of being frigid and unable to achieve even the lowest grade of arousal. Dr. Bern had made a brilliant referral even if the old man didn’t have a clue how Dr. Glover operated. Danny smiled as he imagined the stunned face the curmudgeon doctor would display if Danny were to walk into his office and tell him about the odd treatment he was receiving.

Dr. Glover lifted her back and retied the bikini. Danny took it as his cue to stop.

“Thank you, Danny. You can put some lotion on yourself if you’d like.”

Danny wasn’t sure if she was joking. He had expected her to offer him the same ministration as she had been given. Then he thought about the former Lord Edgar. Danny realized he was there to serve Dr. Glover, not the other way around. He would later look back on this poignant moment in his submission and wonder how he could have ever have been so selfish in his thoughts. But he was still new, and Dr. Glover was a patient woman.

After applying the sun block, Danny unfurled himself on the cabana’s adjoining recliner. Dr. Glover sat up and peered banefully at him over her shades. “What are you doing?”

Danny looked himself up and down, trying to figure out what gaffe he had made. He didn’t see anything awry.

“This is a counseling session, not a time for R & R.”

“What do you want me to do?” 

Dr. Glover reached under her chair and produced a palm branch. “It’s very warm out today, and I didn’t bring a fan.”

She held out the palm branch toward Danny, not saying anything more. Danny found himself taking hold of the branch as he rose from the recliner. He glanced at the crowded beach. “You want me to do this in front of everyone?”

Dr. Glover smiled. “Of course. It will teach you some humility. You’re far too concerned with what other people think of you. If you’re truly ever going to embrace your submissive role, you will have to let go of that. If not, you will only hurt yourself and the woman you choose to serve.”

Danny’s face erupted in crimson; he knew it wasn’t the sun causing it. He looked down at the palm branch and began making back-and-forth motions, slowly at first.

“A little faster,” Dr. Glover said. “I don’t want it to be a hurricane over here, but give me a nice breeze I can feel.”

Danny increased the tempo as he fanned her body. Her skin glistened with the coalescence of oil and natural sweat. Her legs and breasts appeared so slippery and inviting that Danny had to fight the urge to slide up onto her and rub his cock across her body. The lechery grew so intense that he barely noticed the scrum of onlookers—tourists, locals, evicted halfway house relapsers—pointing at him and lifting their cell phones to capture the bizarre scene for an impending “tweet.”

“Mmm. I feel like a Egyptian goddess,” Dr. Glover said. “Every deserving woman should feel this way at least once in their lives.”

Danny thought the same about his position, but he didn’t speak the notion aloud. He had to admit it; there was something freeing about the act. Danny didn’t know what this was at the time, but he would later phrase it as the simplicity of submission. There was only this one task in front of him: moving a palm branch back and forth. It was a simple task, requiring no complex thoughts and analysis. It wasn’t like writing a novel or trying to approach a woman. Through this simple, selfless act, he could please a woman in a manner not possible beforehand. He could sate a woman merely by doing her bidding, and in turn, become sated by a sense of fulfillment. The simple idea worked so well that Danny struggled to believe it had never occurred to him before.

The onlookers eventually lost interest and went back to their humdrum beach day of throwing Frisbees and daring one other to swim farther out into the breakers. Meanwhile, Danny knew he was experiencing a level eroticism that the other beach bums would probably never know. 

And the day had only just begun.

“Danny, I have a question for you,” Dr. Glover said. “And there is no right or wrong answer, so I don’t want you to feel any obligation to agree.”

“What is it?” Danny asked, his tired arms still fanning her body.

“Put down the palm branch and take a seat. I want your full attention.”

Danny obliged. He sat on the edge of his seat and waited for her next words.

“I have a roommate. You know her from Gulliver Prep. Her name is Valarie Moore.”

Danny felt his breath quicken and his head swim as if the sun was getting to him. 

Dr. Glover smiled, watching his reaction unfold. “I told her that I have a patient who attended Gulliver Prep with us. I didn’t say who it was, so don’t freak out. But I did tell her about your condition. She told me that she wanted to meet this mystery submissive, so I told her I would ask you, which is what I’m doing now.”

Danny rubbed his temple. This was more than he had expected when Dr. Glover had asked him to join her on the beach. “What did you have in mind?” 

Dr. Glover sat up and looked over her shoulder. She pointed to one of the high-rises behind them, just off the beach. “I live in that building. If you’d like, you can come up with me and see her. If you do, we can have our future appointments there since we wouldn’t have to hide anything from Valarie. I normally never allow my patients access to my personal residence, but since we know each other, I’m willing to make an exception. It’s up to you, though.”

Danny felt his mind spin. “What will she think of me? About being a submissive.”

Dr. Glover swatted away the concern. “Valarie is very understanding.” 

He watched as Dr. Glover paused, almost as she was debating her next words. 

“She would probably kill me for saying this before you have agreed to come upstairs, but I think it will help you make the right decision. Valarie is also a submissive. We are lovers, but she is my slave girl.”

Danny leaned against the recliner as he tried to process what he was hearing. Valarie Moore had been the biggest tease at Gulliver Prep. If there was anyone he thought wouldn’t have turned out submissive, it was Valarie. And the lecherous images invading his mind as he thought about Valarie serving Angelia were almost enough to split the steel tube.

He quickly agreed.




***




Dr. Glover made a quick call to Valarie, warning her of their impending arrival. She grinned as she ended the call. “Valarie is just beside herself with excitement to find out who the mystery man is.”

Danny carried the beach bag and towels as Dr. Glover led him to the condominium, her arms swaying freely by her side. She told him to walk several feet behind her so that none of the real men would get the misconception that they were somehow together. While Danny felt a little rejected, he thought it was a sensible request. He would never be spending an afternoon with a woman as breathtaking as Angelia Glover unless he was paying or serving her. Besides, he had always struggled with what to say to a woman in the few times he had gone on dates. With Dr. Glover, he didn’t have to fret over coming up with insipid small talk. He just had to do her bidding and speak when spoken to. 

As absurd as all of this might have sounded to others, Danny thought there was a refreshing degree of authenticity. All of his life, girls had pandered to him, insisting he was a nice guy who just hadn’t met the right girl, but not Dr. Glover. She was the first woman who wasn’t afraid to tell him the sharp truth about where he stood in the sexual food chain. It made him want to serve her even more.

They stopped at the edge of the beach and approached a rest area with outdoor showers for washing away the sand before visitors got back into their cars or returned to their condos. Danny cleaned the sand off his shins and feet as Dr. Glover stood off to the side. He dried his feet with one of the towels and slipped his sandals back on.

He looked up. “Too cold for you, Dr. Glover?”

She smirked. “No, I was just waiting for the help to get done, so I could be serviced. You don’t expect me to clean my own feet now, do you?”

Danny fought the reaction, but he found himself looking around. There were four showers; two of them occupied. Dr. Glover walked to a shower and waited. 

Danny set down the towels and came to her side. If she wanted him to squirt water on her feet, he didn’t see the harm in it. No one was going to notice him doing that. 

He pressed the button. Water shot out of the faucet, spraying against her feet.

“Be a good dear, and help clear away the sand.”

Danny tried blotting out everything around him as he dropped to his knees. He took her petite feet into his hands and began clearing away the dirt. He worked his fingers between her toes, brushing away the grime. When he was done, Dr. Glover waited to be dried. He returned with the towel and knelt. She brought her foot up and Danny wrapped the towel around it. He heard some guy walking by yell, “Pussy!” to him. Mean-spirited cackles erupted from the group of alpha men. Danny did his best to ignore them and to focus on Dr. Glover’s feet, but he felt himself trembling. He wanted to stand, march over to the group of A-holes and punch each one of them across the face. Of course, he wasn’t going to do that, as good as it might have felt. Danny knew he’d probably get one weak punch thrown before the men threw him to the ground and pummeled him. Even if he had been a fighter, he didn’t see the sense in going to jail over a single insult. 

When Dr. Glover’s feet were dried, he looked up at her.

“Good job, Danny. I know that was hard for you, but you fought through the discomfort and did well. Consider it your initiation to get into my home. I couldn’t make it easy on you. Plus, I think this is great therapy for you.”

Danny nodded as she spoke. Her hand motioned for him to rise and to follow her into the condominium.

As he rode the elevator with Dr. Glover, Danny reminded himself that she was his doctor, not his dominatrix. Though he felt the line separating the two roles were becoming blurred. Before Dr. Glover got the keys in the door, it swung open. 

Danny first noticed the collar around Valarie’s neck. The girl looked at him with narrow eyes.

“I swear it is on the tip of my tongue,” Valarie said. “I want to say ‘David,’ but I know that’s not it.”

Dr. Glover laughed. “He was the best writer at Gulliver Prep.”

Valarie’s eyes widened. “Oh, my gosh! It’s Danny! Danny Sullivan, right?”

Danny smiled. “That’s me.”

“Well come on in,” Valarie said. “Let’s not stand out in the hall and do this. We can all go into the living room and catch up.”

Valerie started to take the bags from Danny, but Dr. Glover protested. “A male sub is always beneath a female sub.”

Valarie frowned. She obviously didn’t appreciate having competition in her role.

“Can I get us some coffee or tea?” Valarie asked.

“Some tea would be lovely,” Dr. Glover agreed.

Danny set the bags down on the kitchen table and followed Dr. Glover to the living room as Valarie started the tea. He had been inside condos along the beach before, but they were usually glorified walk-in closets with tiny bathrooms. Dr. Glover’s commodious condo was anything but. The stone-tiled foyer opened to a two-story living room overlooking the ocean. A baby grand piano sat in the corner next to an abstract painting. White leather sofas surrounded an ornate rug that Dr. Glover said had been imported from India. 

Danny took off his shoes before being asked. He started for one of the sofas, but Dr. Glover stopped him. “Subs always sit on the floor. It’s best you practice that rule now so it will be second nature later on.”

Danny stared at the ample seating. He felt a little ridiculous as he sat Indian-style on the rug. Dr. Glover spread herself across one of the sofas as she waited for her tea, still in her golden bikini.

“I didn’t realize sexual therapy was so lucrative,” Danny said as he continued taking in the opulence.

“It brings in more than most people would think, but it doesn’t make me this much. Valarie’s father has done well in the real estate market.”

Danny ran his hand across the fine threads beneath him. “I knew they were wealthy. Everyone who attended Gulliver Prep was to a certain extent, unless they were on scholarship like me, but I never knew her family was this loaded.”

Dr. Glover shrugged as if the details didn’t matter. “He’s done better in recent years. While everyone else lost their shirts in the real estate bubble, Valarie’s father predicted it and invested heavily in rentals. He’s making a killing, now that most people are downgrading.”

“That’s pretty cool of him to buy you guys this place. I know my parents never would even if they had the means.”

“Well, Valarie has never been comfortable managing money. We both agreed it was best if I handled the finances.”

Danny nodded, not saying anything further. He felt their discussion had broached a topic too personal for him to continue prodding with questions.

Valarie gracefully entered the room carrying the porcelain teacups on a silver serving tray that Danny suspected was worth more than his car. She hurried around the sofa in a pair of three-inch heels, her legs wobbling unsteadily. Danny watched as her foot caught the edge of the rug. It happened in slow motion. He leapt out of the way before the tea landed on him. Valarie tumbled to the floor as the serving tray flew across the room. Teacups lobbed through the air like fired artillery shells. Danny heard one of the teacups shatter against the floor as others landed against the fine rug. Scalding tea splashed across the imported rug and the leather sofa. Valarie cried out as she toppled to the floor, but she didn’t appear to be hurt.

Dr. Glover stood and surveyed the wreckage. “Valarie, how many times do I have to tell you to be careful where you walk and to take off those damn heels when you’re in the living room? You just got tea all over a sixty-thousand-dollar rug!”

Valarie crawled to her knees to face Dr. Glover’s scorn. “I’m so sorry, miss! It was an accident. I’ll clean it up.”

Dr. Glover sighed, shaking her head. “Valarie, you’ve done enough. Go to the bedroom and kneel. I’ll be in to speak with you after Danny and I have cleaned up this mess.”

Valarie eyes moistened as she stood. She removed the heels and went straight to the bedroom, sulking as she walked.

“Sorry,” Danny said. “I should have gone to the kitchen to help her.”

Dr. Glover waved a hand through the air. “I appreciate the concern, but don’t apologize for that girl. She knows the rules. I didn’t just create them on a whim. I have a reason for all of my guidelines, and this is a classic example of why they are important to follow.”

Dr. Glover retrieved a few towels. Danny helped her blot away the tea. There didn’t appear to be any stains on the rug, but Dr. Glover said she would call a specialist anyhow.

“The cost is coming out of her allowance. Hopefully, that will teach her a lesson.”

“Allowance?” Danny asked, unsure if she was being serious.

“Yes, I provide her with a more-than-adequate weekly allowance. The amount, of course, is conditional on her behavior.”

“Of course,” Danny murmured.

Dr. Glover tossed the towels into the laundry room and again thanked Danny for his help.

“Well, if I need to be going, I understand,” Danny said. “I don’t want to intrude on you and Valarie.”

“Nonsense. In fact, I think it would be very good for you to observe as I administer Valarie’s punishment.”

“How are you going to do that?” 

Dr. Glover smiled. “Follow me, and you’ll see.”

They found Valarie in the bedroom, kneeling in the corner, her hands clasped behind her head. She was naked other than the steel collar secured around her neck and a chastity belt around her waist. Danny noted it was similar to his own, with some minor adjustments for their different anatomies. 

He could only assume this scene was a normal protocol that they had worked out for punishments. It all happened without Dr. Glover having to tell her anything. 

As Dr. Glover spoke, Valarie remained in the docile position against the wall. “I’m very upset with you, slave girl. This is not the first nor the second time that I have had to correct you for wearing your heels around the house. Heels are a privilege. They are not to be worn in the house by clumsy girls. You may think because I am allowed to wear heels that you are too, but it doesn’t work that way.

“In addition to the punishment you are about to receive, you will also be paying for the cleaning services for the rug, so I hope you are ready to do a lot of chores around the house, because such services on a rug that fine do not come cheaply.

“I have also invited Danny to witness your punishment. It will be an excellent example for him to observe for his own growth as a submissive, and I suspect it will serve as an added element of humiliation for you to have to stand naked in front of a man while your mistress thrashes your backside.”

Dr. Glover motioned for Danny to take a seat on the récamier sofa. She ordered Valarie to her feet. Danny watched as Valarie Moore, the Gulliver Prep babe who had intimidated every male student with her beauty and desirability, stepped to her feet so that one of her former classmates could beat her behind for wearing heels and spilling tea. Incredulous didn’t even begin to describe what Danny felt. He was downright flummoxed.

He took a seat on the antique récamier. It looked like something that would have been featured on the Antiques Roadshow. He couldn’t even begin to put a price on it.

Dr. Glover went to a safe built into the wall and retrieved the key to Valarie’s chastity belt. When she opened the safe, Danny spotted his own key dangling on a hook. Dr. Glover removed the belt and ordered Valarie to face her.

Valarie kept her hands behind her head as she turned to face her mistress. Danny studied her round breasts and her small, pink areolas. Her body was fit and healthy, kept that way by what Danny suspected was a strict regimen outlined by Dr. Glover. As the chastity belt was removed, Danny noted her bald pussy, the folds of her lips unobstructed by the metal underwear. 

Valarie kept her eyes to floor as she waited for the next command.

“Come to the head of the bed,” Dr. Glover said.

Valarie didn’t have to be told twice. She bent over the bed and planted her face into the mattress. Dr. Glover picked up Valarie’s heels and placed them near her feet.

“Since you enjoy wearing heels so much, you can wear them as I punish you.”

Valarie lifted her feet into the heels, her ass instantly becoming more pronounced. As she bent over, her pussy showed between her legs. Danny felt a hunger grow in him that he knew would not be sated. 

Dr. Glover went to the closet and returned with a wide leather belt made from a thick hide. She folded it once and stood at Valarie’s side. Dr. Glover tapped the leather against Valarie’s ass before lifting the belt and whipping it across her flesh. Her cheeks bounced as they absorbed the impact, but she made no sound. Danny realized he was breathing more quickly as the second blow larruped against Valarie’s ass. Dr. Glover administered the belting with little interruption between impacts. Danny later learned that punishments, as compared to routine discipline, often excluded a warm up so that the maximum amount of pain could be inflicted with little time for the sub to process it. 

The smacking sounds echoed through the room. Valarie’s body jerked as the cowhide thrashed her rear. The porcelain skin of her ass turned pink and then a dark crimson as Dr. Glover flicked the belt without mercy. Still, Danny heard no sounds from Valarie. He didn’t know how she could take it. He suspected he would either be crying out or trying to run away at this point.

Danny noticed Valarie’s fingers clenching the spread as the interminable blows of the belt tore across her backside. Small welts erupted from where the belt hit repeatedly. 

Finally, the belting ended. Danny felt relieved. He didn’t think he could have watched much more. Dr. Glover rubbed Valarie’s right cheek, the one that had taken most of the beating. She walked to Valarie’s other side and placed the belt in her other hand. Danny was aghast. It wasn’t over. Dr. Glover had merely switched positions.

“I am so fortunate to be ambidextrous,” Dr. Glover said. “It’s a trait often overlooked in dominant females. Now, let’s get that other cheek to a nice purple hue.”

The belt snapped across Valarie’s ass with more veracity than before. Dr. Glover seemed to be aiming for the same spot, ensuring the blood vessels would collapse under the wake and spill their violet contents.

“You know,” Dr. Glover remarked. “Purple is the color of royalty.”

She continued swinging the hide across Valarie’s behind. Both her cheeks now bore the royal markings. Danny felt himself shudder with each additional swat and the snapping sound it produced. 

Dr. Glover paused and laid the belt onto the bed. Valarie’s face was still hidden in the spread, but he could hear her softly crying. Dr. Glover went to a mini fridge in the closet and brought back a couple of ice packs. She placed them against Valarie’s battered rear. Valarie gasped in surprise as the cold met the searing heat of her wounds. Dr. Glover lifted Valarie’s head, brushing the hair out of her eyes. A fine sheen of sweat covered her forehead; mascara ran down the front of her face as silent tears fell. Dr. Glover told her to stand and to continue holding the ice packs against her ass as she retrieved Valarie’s chastity belt. When Dr. Glover returned, she took the ice packs from Valarie and slid the chastity belt back into place, locking the naughty pussy away. Dr. Glover told Valarie to lie down while she spoke with Danny. She nodded and lay against a towel on the bed, continuing to press the ice packs against her swollen behind as they left her.

“Walk with me,” Dr. Glover said to Danny.

Danny felt shaken, still in shock. He stood and left the room with Dr. Glover. She guided him out onto the balcony.

“Be honest with me,” Dr. Glover said. “What did you think about that?”

Danny walked to the edge of the railing as he thought. “I’m stunned. I’ve never seen anything like that.”

Dr. Glover joined him at the edge. “I know. I can see the distress in your face. It can be alarming to view your first true BDSM session. It’s not like the movies or what most people think about when they’re masturbating. But what you saw was real, Danny.”

“But must it be so severe?” he argued.

“Severe?” Dr. Glover laughed. “I can assure you that was not severe. Strict? Yes. Shocking to someone who has never seen it? Absolutely. But it is not—”

“It’s disturbing!” Danny said, turning away from Dr. Glover.

She placed a hand on Danny’s shoulder. “Let me ask you something, Danny. If that was a man I had beaten, would you be as outraged?”

“That’s different.”

“Is it? I know plenty of men who would feel the exact opposite. Don’t you see? You find the beating of a woman disturbing because you are a submissive. Your makeup is to serve women, so you view them as goddesses to praised and waited upon, not to be subjugated.”

Danny’s breathing slowed. He felt the color begin to return to his face. “Then why do you do that to her?”

“Because Valarie is a sexual masochist, too. It’s the only place she feels true comfort and purpose. Just like you. It might not make sense to most, but it’s the life she has chosen. It’s the life you have chosen to embark upon. Don’t forget that you’re in chastity, Danny. You have willingly allowed a woman to decide when you can play with your cock. In that contraption, you can’t even see your dick, and when you pee, you have to do it like a woman. How emasculating is that? How do you think most men would react if you told them? How many would think I was a total cunt who should be locked away from society?”

Danny finally saw her point.

“Sorry,” he said. “I wasn’t trying to question your methods. It’s just a lot to take in.”

Dr. Glover smiled, squeezing his shoulder. “Think nothing of it. And for the record, I think you’re doing a splendid job for only being in your first week of your new life.”

Danny returned the smile as they went back inside.

“Tell you what, Danny. Why don’t you head out and let me tend to Valarie. You can meet me back here tomorrow around noon. I want to keep a close eye on you while you’re still in chastity, and I’m interested to see how you’ve processed all of this after a good night’s rest.”

“Sounds good,” Danny said.

“And if you start to fret over what’s happened here today and need someone to talk to, I’m always available. Just give me a ring.”

Danny thanked Dr. Glover and left the apartment. As he rode the elevator, the phrase your new life echoed through his mind.
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Following my father’s death, Elsie assumed her matriarchal role over me. By then, I was attending to all of the estate’s chores as well as Elsie’s private needs. Though my father never spoke directly to me concerning our surreptitious relationship, I believe he was more cognizant than he pretended. I cannot say for certain, but I sensed that Elsie affrighted my father with her misandry. While misandry is perhaps too harsh of a word to describe her philosophy, Elsie certainly viewed the male as unfit for senior roles in society and saw patriarchy’s failure as proof (though I never got the sense that she abhorred men). She was Teacher, Mother, and Goddess, a triad to which she often referred to as the holy trinity of Woman.

As I embraced my new role of fulfilling the estate’s grunt work, Elsie managed the high-level decision-making. She sold off what she saw as an unfertile wasteland and moved us south to where she had been raised. She bought several slave girls and offered them freedom and steady pay. The women were so grateful that they worked more feverishly than any male. Elsie soon had a thriving textile business.

My training and commitment deepened as we settled in the south of France. She outfitted me with a chastity device. It was a crude iron waistband with a hollow bowl secured around my groin, fitted with a small hole at the bottom. The contraption was so heavy to bear that I found trying to complete my chores a futile task. When the weight began to cut into my hips, Elsie was forced to remove the belt. 

Elsie sought out the finest metal artisans in the world. After much searching, she found a sword maker who used a new material called “steel,” discovered by watchmaker Benjamin Huntsman. Through the crucible steel technique, a far lighter (and dreadfully more expensive) belt was forged, which allowed for permanent wear. 

Its removal was exceedingly rare, a reward only granted a few times a year when Elsie deemed my behavior exceptional.

Despite the hardships, I reveled in my slavery and discovered a transcendence that piety could not summon. I worshiped Elsie and began serving the other women she hired. I endured severe disciplines under her draconian rule, much as other slaves before me had tholed. My scarred back, glistening as it bent under the hot rays as I labored, remained a testament to the brutality and asceticism she waged on me. I was in constant convalescence from her discipline. Yet, I never slipped into despondency for more than a few days. The branded scars were a source of honor for me. I would run my fingers along the raised lines of my back and feel the same pride as a disfigured soldier might experience after battle.

As I proved my worth to Elsie, she granted me special privileges. Once a fortnight she would allow me access to her opulent chambers to crawl before her ornate spread, where I spent hours with my tongue between her legs. I treasured her femininity and the meager sexual offerings given to me. 

After meeting Elsie, I never entered a woman again, but Elsie did not join me in my saintly life of celibacy. As I lived my life as a eunuch, Elsie brought suitors into her bedroom with vulgar regularity. She referred to them as stallions. They were gallant men, tall and well-defined. The flesh between their legs rose to impressive proportions. To avoid pregnancy, Elsie did not allow them to spill their seed within her. Given her beauty and allure, such physical requests did not come deftly. Over the years, I’ve heard the deep-throated cries of men who have disobeyed that order. With lofty pride, Elsie claimed these men would never repeat the same error again. I never asked what she meant by such cryptic remarks, but when I saw these contravening playboys leave her chambers with pallor facades—the masculinity ablated from their irises—I had little doubt what had been done to them.




Danny exhaled a long breath and closed the grandiloquent book. He still couldn’t fathom that the words he read were an autobiography and not a work of fiction. But after watching Dr. Glover castigate Valarie, he was beginning to believe that people had actually led such incredulous lives throughout history and that, perhaps, they were not as uncanny as he first surmised. 

After an early lunch, Danny showered and dressed before leaving for Dr. Glover’s condo. He arrived outside her apartment door at a quarter before noon and rang the doorbell. 

Valarie answered. 

She smiled as she greeted him, showing no signs of the thrashing she had endured the day before.

“Are you feeling okay?” Danny whispered.

“Oh, sure,” she said. “I just feel terrible about what I did. Miss has warned me several times about wearing my heels in the condo. I knew better. The physical pain doesn’t bother me so much as knowing that I disappointed my mistress. The bruises will quickly fade, but the regret lingers much longer.”

Danny felt so nonplussed that he didn’t move or speak until Valerie told him to come inside.

“Miss is waiting for you in the bedroom.” 

Danny nodded and left her side.

Dr. Glover was standing by the bed as he entered. She wore a black gothic dress with a tulle skirt. A choker sat around her neck along with the gold necklace. At the bottom of the necklace, his chastity key lay between her breasts.

“Today you are going to learn slave positions, Danny. If you plan to attract a mistress, it’s critical you are trained in protocols. Remember that there are far more submissive men than there are dominant women. Hopefully that will change in time, but for now, it’s the reality we must deal with. Knowing protocols will put you at a huge advantage over the rest of the want-to-be subs. 

“Before we get started, I need you to remove all of your clothing. The chastity belt will work fine in place of a leather thong.”

Danny stripped and set his clothes to the side. He had never heard of slave positions, but he was willing to learn. 

“Stand anywhere that provides you with ample room to move around. There are eight slave positions that we will go over. If you learn them all, I will give you a reward. The first position is very simple. Clasp your hands behind your head and slightly spread your legs.”

“Like this?” Danny asked.

“Perfect. Position two is the same except you’re on your knees. Good. Now for position three, lean back so that your butt is touching your heels. Then place your palms upright on your thighs.”

Danny struggled to lean all the way back. He fell over to the side as his thighs burned. 

“I think someone might have to take up yoga lessons. But that’s okay for now. The most important thing is that you memorize the positions. You can worry about posture later as you practice on your own. 

“Let’s continue. For position four, while on your knees, you’re going to lean forward and place your head to the ground while spreading your hands out in front of you so that your ass is sticking in the air. Lower your chest as far as it will go.”

Danny bent over and felt the chastity belt tug at his rear.

“This is a perfect position for strap-on training. Now for position-five, pretend that you are a table. Make your back horizontal as you place your hands to the floor while still on your knees. This is another ideal position for strap-on training and also allows for objectification.”

Danny felt like a dog in the emasculating pose, but he did his best to keep his back flat as a board.

“Well done. Position six is the easiest. All you have to do is lie flat on your stomach and spread your feet and hands out to the side.” Danny got into the position and waited until Dr. Glover nodded in approval. “Position seven is another one that tests your flexibility. You have to stand up, bend over, and grab your ankles.”

Calves and hamstrings protested as Danny reached for his ankles.

“That needs some work, but you have the right idea. Finally, position eight, which is my personal favorite for males. For this one, lie on your back and grab your ankles while spreading your legs with your knees toward your chest.”

As Danny got into the position, he realized why it was Dr. Glover’s favorite. Both his groin and ass were severely exposed. Dr. Glover stepped in front of him and used the spike of her heel to tap against the shield of his chastity belt.

“Too bad that chastity belt is on you, or I could really have some fun.”

Danny sensed an opportunity and felt just bold enough to seize it.

“Well,” Danny said. “You could take it off. As my reward.”

Dr. Glover smiled. “I’m sure you would like that, but no. You don’t get your way that easily, Danny. You still have three more days of chastity. I was thinking of another kind of reward. One that will also be pleasurable for myself.”

Danny offered her a coy smile as he lay on the floor. “What did you have in mind?”

 As he waited for a response, Danny starred into her deep emerald eyes and realized how exquisite she was all over again. The locks of her hair tumbled across her shoulders. He watched as her hands moved behind her, drawing loose the corset of her dress. The taut fabric around her chest grew slack. Dr. Glover narrowed her shoulders and the dress fell to the floor. Her body stood in front of him in all its glory. His eyes descended from hers as he took in her swollen chest. Her areolas were small against the teardrop shape of her breasts. Her nipples stood rigid and hard.

His cock became turgid against the cruel steel, three more days stretching out in front of him like eternity. He continued drinking in the visual feast of her flesh. Her stomach narrowed as if an invisible corset hung around her waist.

She neared him until her open legs stood in front of his face. He looked at her sex—a partially-shaven cleft beckoning him closer. He felt like a peasant before a lord, a priest before his deity. She took his hand and placed it against her swollen labia. An intense heat, culminating with an unmistakable dampness, met his hand. It was the first time he had ever touched a woman in her special place. He had experienced a couple of handjobs before and felt up a girl’s breasts in a drunken haste once, but he had never laid his hands upon a woman’s temple. And never did he imagine that the first (or any) encounter would be with a woman as exquisite as Angelia Glover. He saw no blemishes or imperfections on her, no birthmarks or scars. She was divine, and she carried herself as such.

“Oh, Mistress,” he moaned. He didn’t know why he used the submissive vernacular. The words simply spilled out of his mouth. If Dr. Glover disapproved, she didn’t show it. She presented a tiny smile as if she had won some secret battle.

She pushed his hand away from her and walked toward the bathroom. He sat up on the floor, watching as she left.

“Come, Danny. I want you to draw me a bath.”

He followed her. She showed him where all of the bath supplies were. Danny started to prepare the bath as she went to pour herself a glass of wine.

He lit several pillar candles as the water filled the claw foot tub. He picked out lavender bath salts and poured half a cup under the running water. Steam filled the room, clouding the mirror. When the water had filled the tub, he added a bubble solution with a hint of vanilla scent. He swirled the water with his hand until the bubbles erupted along the water’s surface. 

Dr. Glover entered, sipping a glass of red wine. Danny helped her into the steaming water. She paused, standing in the water as her legs adjusted to the heat before slipping the rest of her body beneath the surface. Her head rested against a bath pillow. Small waves splashed over the swells of her breasts, the key still dangling between them. Danny picked up the loofah sponge and dipped it into the water. He squeezed the liquid soap onto the wet sponge and worked it into a lather. His mistress lifted her leg for him to cleanse. He brushed the loofah across her limb in gentle strokes, careful not to disturb her soft skin with such a coarse instrument. He cleaned between her toes and along the bottom of her foot. 

As he placed the sponge against her chest, he wanted her in a way he didn’t think he could ever desire another woman. The longing building inside of him felt so strong that it frightened him. As Danny brushed past her swollen nipples, Dr. Glover moaned. 

Danny reflected on the similarities of this scene with the one he had read in the book Dr. Glover had loaned him. The former Lord Edgar initially struck him as some kind of oddity, a creature he would never become. Yet, here he was on his knees beside a tub, bathing his own Elsie and feeling a yearning that he didn’t think even the former Lord Edgar had known. His concern about becoming a minion of Dr. Glover’s left him as he continued to cleanse her pendulum breasts. He wanted to kiss her ruby lips, to hold her in his arms and make love to her, but he sensed those things could never be. He imagined, however remote or implausible, that Dr. Glover felt the same way about him, and that in time, she would allow him out of his metal tube and into the inexplicable softness of her cleft. It was a dream, but one he could not let go of just yet.

“You are the most beautiful woman to ever exist,” he said. Danny felt embarrassment at the trite admission, but he had to say it, to admit a piece of what he was experiencing. It was a sensation so powerful he couldn’t keep it to himself.

“That’s very sweet of you to say,” she said, not returning the compliment.

Danny wiped away the sweat building on his face. Dr. Glover ordered him to throw a towel in the dryer so that it would be warm when she stepped out of the tub. 

Danny stood, grabbed a plush towel off a ledge, and ran down the hall. 

As he was waiting for the towel to finish its short tumble, he noticed Valarie standing behind him. 

She crossed her arms and leaned against the doorjamb. 

“So you’re now drawing baths for her, I see.” Valarie shook her head. “Unbelievable. Just remember that she’s my mistress. You’re the patient. I am her lover. Got it?”

“Sure,” Danny said, his voice coming out a bit shaky. “Sorry. I wasn’t trying to intrude on you and Dr. Glover. I was only—”

“Just remember what I said.” 

She walked away. 

The dryer buzzed.

Danny returned to the bathroom with the warm towel in hand. Dr. Glover stood in the tub, bubbles sticking to her breasts. She stepped out onto the rug.

 Danny brushed away the lingering bubbles. He dried her legs and breasts before moving to her ass. When he had finished, Dr. Glover took the towel and wrapped it around her torso. She entered the bedroom and changed into a silk robe. 

Danny followed her, ready for her next request of him. He could understand why Valarie felt jealous. If Dr. Glover sent him away to have Valarie tend to her next needs, he would feel the same rejection, and he had only been in her service for a couple of days. 

Dr. Glover sat on the bed as she dried her hair.

“Slave position three,” she said.

Danny thought for a second before dropping to his knees. He wasn’t sure what to do after that.

“Lean back on your legs and put your open palms onto your thighs,” Dr. Glover said.

Danny apologized and immediately fell into the position.

“I will give you a booklet with the eight slave positions that we went over. I want you to practice them on your own. I will give you forty-eight hours. Then, I expect you to know the positions so well that you don’t even have to think.”

“Yes, Dr. Glover.”

“I have something else I would like to discuss. Consider it a proposition.” Dr. Glover carefully studied him before speaking. “I will not be coy with you, Danny. You have one of the highest scores on the sexual masochist exam ever recorded. I don’t believe that a couple of sessions a week are going to be enough for you. It’s my professional opinion that if you truly want to recover and embrace your submissive role to its fullest potential, you need to be immersed in submission on a twenty-four-seven basis. Consider it boot camp for subs.”

“What does that mean?” Danny asked. “Are you going to send me off somewhere?”

Dr. Glover laughed. “If it was still open, I could send you to the Other World Kingdom in the Czech Republic. But no, Danny. I’m not going to send you anywhere. What I had in mind was for you to move into the condo and be under my watchful eye. During the workweek, after your initial orientation, you can come with me to the office and help out.”

Danny felt elated. Then he remembered what Valarie had said.

“I’m not sure,” he said. “I don’t want to intrude on you and Valarie.”

Dr. Glover shrugged. “You wouldn’t be intruding on anything. The condo is plenty big to have a guest. I’m quite capable of handling two subs.”

“Yes,” Danny said, nodding. “I’m sure that you are, but I’m concerned it would upset Valarie. Perhaps you should speak to her before I move in.”

Dr. Glover studied him. “Let’s get something straight. I make the decisions around here. I might consult with Valarie beforehand, but ultimately, I have the final say. Why are you so concerned with her? Did she say something to you?”

Danny didn’t answer.

“That impudent little girl.” Dr. Glover shook her head and stood, marching to the doorway. “VALARIE! GET YOUR BEHIND IN HERE!”

Valarie came rushing into the bedroom. She stopped in front of the bed and assumed the same slave position as Danny.

“Yes, miss?” 

“Is there something you’d like to tell me? If you’re up front with me now, your punishment will be a light one. If not, then I will have no mercy on you.”

Valarie turned, facing Danny with balefulness searing her eyes. He wanted to curl into a ball and disappear. He wasn’t looking to get anyone into trouble. He didn’t feel that any of this was his fault.

“I didn’t do anything wrong!” Valarie said in a tone that was so insolent it would likely earn her discipline whether she had done anything wrong or not.

“Really?” Dr. Glover asked. “Then why is Danny so hesitant to move into the condo?”

Valarie’s mouth stood open. “He’s moving in here? After one week of being your patient, he just gets to move in like he’s goddamn family!”

Dr. Glover marched over to where Valarie knelt and slapped her across the face. Danny jumped as the flash of her hand walloped across Valarie’s pretty facade. He’d never seen someone slapped so hard. In fact, Danny was pretty sure he’d seen punches thrown with less force.

“How dare you speak to me like that! You’ve just set your training back six months with that outburst.” 

Valarie didn’t touch her face as a mark surfaced across her cheek. 

Dr. Glover turned to Danny. “Danny, please tell me what Valarie told you.”

Danny shifted uneasily. He didn’t like being caught in the middle. He could either be a tattletale or defy Dr. Glover. Neither were very pleasant options. 

“She just told me to remember that you were her mistress, not mine, and that I was just the patient.”

Dr. Glover continued shaking her head as she stared back at Valarie. “So this is how you welcome a guest in to our home? Not just a guest, but a patient of mine who is sick and trying to seek treatment for a severe case of repressed sexual masochism.”

Valarie didn’t appear to have anything to say. She didn’t offer an apology. Danny watched as she continuing staring at the floor.

“Well, Danny, since you have handled yourself so well today and have been up front and honest with me, I think you are due a reward. You will find, I believe, rewards and punishments to be the best for behavior modification, and I believe they are best done as soon as possible. 

“Obviously, someone else here will be given a swift punishment, so let’s see if we can kill two birds with one stone. Since you enjoy having such a dirty mouth, Valarie, I think I know just the punishment for you.”

Dr. Glover stepped in front of Danny. She lifted his chin, staring into his deferential eyes. “Danny, do you find Valarie attractive?”

Danny started to look over toward Valarie, but Dr. Glover held his face in front of her own.

“Not as much as you, Dr. Glover, but yes, she is beautiful.”

Dr. Glover smiled. “Of course she is.” 

She released Danny’s chin and stepped in front of Valarie. Dr. Glover ran her fingers through the rivulets of Valarie’s hair as she spoke. “Silky blonde hair that drives all the men wild. A tiny dancer’s body with breasts not too big, but not too small. Pouty lips and an acrobatic tongue. Yes, I see the men staring at her with their lecherous eyes. What about you, Danny? Do you like these lips?”

Dr. Glover’s fingers ran across Valarie’s lips, opening her mouth until she brought out Valarie’s tongue.

“Yes,” Danny admitted. “They are very full and inviting.”

Dr. Glover giggled. “Yes, they are! I have often felt these lips and this tongue on my pussy. She gives some of the best head I’ve ever experienced… You’ve never had a blowjob, have you Danny?”

Danny shook his head. “No, Dr. Glover. Just one handjob.”

Dr. Glover made tsk, tsk sounds. “Just one handjob. Such a dreary and desolate sexual existence you’ve had, Danny. It’s no way to live. Every man should have at least one good blowjob.” Dr. Glover took hold of Valarie’s chin and pressed her fingers into the temporomandibular joint of Valarie’s jaw, forcing her mouth to open. “How would you like to fuck this pretty face, Danny?”

Danny felt his heart rev like a lawnmower engine starting up. Vertigo rushed to his head. “I don’t have to wait three days more to cum?” 

“Nope, you can blow your load in the back of Valarie’s throat!” 

Dr. Glover pressed harder, causing Valarie’s jaw to expand further. She tilted Valarie’s head back and spat in her mouth.

“Swallow my spittle,” Dr. Glover said, releasing her grip. Valarie obeyed. “So what do you say, Danny?”

“If it’s okay with Valarie, then sure—”

“It’s okay with Valarie,” Dr. Glover insisted. “Right, Valarie?”

Valarie swallowed the remainder of the spittle and spoke softly. “Yes, miss.”

Dr. Glover escorted Valarie over the bed and wasted no time in hogtying the girl. Valarie’s chest lifted from the bed as her arms stretched behind her. Dr. Glover wasn’t satisfied until Valarie’s elbows were nearly touching her knees. She bound Valarie’s arm to her leg with thick hemp rope and expert bondage skills. Danny thought she looked like a pretzel in the clearly uncomfortable position. Dr. Glover next swapped Valarie’s regular collar for a posture collar that was so wide at the front that Valarie was unable to move her head. Finally, Dr. Glover attached a spider gag to Valarie’s mouth, forcing it to remain open. As a final act of humiliation, Dr. Glover unbuttoned Valarie’s blouse and pulled her breasts out of their bra cups.

“That’s a nice touch,” she said to Valarie. “It gives Danny a little visual delight to get hard with. You look so cute tied up like some kind of livestock ready to be hauled off to the market. It’s very befitting, because right now you are a piece of meat.”

Valarie voiced her objections, but they came out in an incomprehensible garble.

“Yes, you look like a pig ready to be roasted. Can you give me a snort?”

Valarie closed her eyes, but didn’t make a noise.

“A shy piggy,” Dr. Glover remarked. “If my piggy doesn’t want to speak, then maybe it needs some encouragement. I bet the electric cow prod would get you squealing.”

“Naf!” Valarie shouted. “Dah da daf.”

Danny’s member burgeoned against the steel tube as he watched the saliva drip from Valarie’s chin as she futilely tried voicing her objections with the spider gag lodged in her mouth. 

“If this piggy doesn’t want the prod, then it better start making some noises.”

Valarie tried making oink-oink sounds through the spider gag.

Dr. Glover doubled over in laughter. “You sound more like a duck than a pig, but I’ll give you an A for effort.”

Dr. Glover turned away from Valarie as she took the key off her neck. She told Danny to stand so she could remove his belt. Danny’s cock swelled the moment it left the steel prison. Precum was already bubbling at the tip. Dr. Glover helped Danny to his feet and led him over to Valarie’s face.

“Valarie has been well trained in the arts of deep throating,” Dr. Glover said. “So don’t feel like you have to hold back. Ram your cock down her throat as hard as you want. If you have any trouble, or if she starts to gag, just grab the back of her head and push.”

Danny nodded. His member felt sweaty from the belt. He didn’t wish to imagine the musky taste Valarie would have to endure. Her eyes met his as he looked down at her. She couldn’t talk, but her eyes pleaded with him to take it easy on her, that they were one and the same, and that she was really sorry for being such a bitch earlier. 

The whole scene felt strange to Danny. He had never been the alpha male and his sexual fantasies rarely involved getting his dick sucked. He dreamt of laying a woman down and bringing her to successive orgasms with his tongue, or kissing her feet. His place was being a servant, not a master.

He turned to Dr. Glover. “I don’t think I can do it,” he said. “I want to have an orgasm, but not like this. This isn’t me. I’m a submissive, not a dominant man. It isn’t right for me to treat a woman like this.”

Relief spilled over Valarie’s face.

“Danny, I’m not asking you,” Dr. Glovers said. “I realize this is a difficult act for you. While getting a blowjob is pleasurable, it’s hard for you to allow yourself to enjoy that pleasure knowing it brings another woman discomfort. I’m well aware of your feelings. But please understand that there is an important lesson here.”

“There is?” 

“Of course. You need to realize that not all women are created equal. I am a goddess, a mistress to worshipped and pampered. Valarie, however, is a slave girl. While she does technically have a higher rank than any submissive male, she is still only a slave girl. Slave girls are fuck toys. They are to be used by a domme for, among other things, sexual services. If a domme wishes her slave girl to suck off forty men, then that is what she will do. She has misbehaved, and she must suffer for her error. You will not be doing her or yourself any favors if you deny me. I won’t ask again, Danny. Help Valarie and help yourself.”

Dr. Glover stepped beside Danny and placed his cock along the outer rim of the spider gag’s O-ring. “Feel that spit dripping out of her mouth? Doesn’t it feel good?”

Danny nodded. His cock nearly jumped as the saliva brushed underneath the head of his dick.

“Just slide it back into that mouth and you won’t have another regret. The pleasure will simply take over.” 

Dr. Glover assisted Danny, urging his hips forward. As his member slid across Valarie’s wet tongue, he discovered a place of ecstasy not known before. Valarie’s warm breath bellowed across his shaft. He pressed deeper into her wet cove until the tip of his cock knocked against the back of her throat. 

She gagged, her throat clamping down on his head.

Danny moaned pleasurably. Valarie coughed up lubricating saliva as she choked on his member. Her eyes filled with tears. Danny became lost in the pleasure. He took the back of Valarie’s head and held her still as he pressed his cock farther down her throat. She gagged a few more times, but then steadied herself. Danny fell into a rhythmic undulation, his cock sliding unabated through her mouth and down her throat. The pleasure built, a warm tingle racing along his shaft to his tightened sack. With both hands, he grabbed the sides of her head and slammed his cock into her throat, the spider gag leaving Valarie helpless to resist him. The explosion hung on the periphery before igniting. The orgasm rippled through him. Danny lunged his hips back and forth in oscillating madness as his seed spewed into the back her throat. Her esophagus clamped down on his member as she swallowed, milking the last creamy droplets from his shaft. 

Danny kept his cock inside her until he started to go limp. He pulled his member out through the ring of the spider gag. His cock dripped saliva and cum, but it was a good mess. He could barely stand as pleasurable exhaustion set in.

Dr. Glover offered her applause. “Wonderful, Danny. Way to give it to that naughty girl!”

She brought Danny a towel and sat beside Valarie, still hogtied like a kidnapped sex slave.

“Have you learned your lesson?” Dr. Glover asked, tapping on Valarie’s skull.

“Yefth, mamph,” she said, spit and cum spilling out of the spider gag.

“Eww,” Dr. Glover said, sliding farther down on the bed. “You are so uncouth. Didn’t your mother teach you not to speak with your mouth full?”

Dr. Glover laughed as her slave endured the teasing. Danny watched as tears fell from Valarie’s eyes. He suspected not all of them were from gagging.

“Would you like Mistress to remove this spider gag?”

“Yefth, mamph.”

Dr. Glover went to a drawer and took out a pair of latex gloves. “I wouldn’t want to catch anything from that nasty mouth of yours.” Dr. Glover snapped them onto her hands and removed the gag. Valarie cried out as she tried closing her jaw. The time in the spider gag had stretched the joints in her jaw. As she worked out the soreness, Dr. Glover removed the bondage rope.

“I’m going to leave you in the posture collar for a while. I think you need to learn some lady-like etiquette. Maybe next time you will think a little before swearing in front of your mistress and our guest.”

Danny cleaned himself in the bathroom as Dr. Glover continued untying the ropes. He made sure to wash himself well, as he suspected he would be going back into the belt for another long haul. When he returned to the bedroom, Valarie was sitting on the bed, rubbing away the marks left by the hemp.

“So, Danny. You still haven’t answered my question,” Dr. Glover said. “Do you want to move into the apartment and receive inpatient treatment for your masochism?”

“How much is this going to cost?” Danny asked. “I don’t mean to be rude, but I’m a struggling writer. I’ve seen your rates online. I can’t afford this more than once a week. If I was a millionaire, I’d be packing my bags, but—”

Dr. Glover raised a hand. “Danny, remember when I told you I was in a position which allowed me to be very picky about who I see?” 

Danny nodded. 

“Well, that position also allows me to take on a few cases a year pro bono. After your test results came back, I knew you wouldn’t be able to afford the length and intensity your treatment required. I wanted to see how serious you were before I made any final decisions. You’ve proved yourself thus far, so don’t worry about payment. No amount of money could bring me the joy I’ll feel once you’ve realized your true potential as a sub.

“Really?” He was so flabbergasted he could barely get out the words. “I don’t know how to thank you!”

“You can thank me by doing your very best at all times. The tasks I will give to you will not get any easier. In fact, they are about to get much more difficult, so try to hold on to the gratitude you feel now. It will help you through the more demanding periods. So no more talk of money. I have a lot of planning to do, and you have a lot of packing to do.”


8

I finished my original work, A Treatise on the Male Slave: Liberation through Asceticism, at the tender age of twenty-one. As the years have swept by and old age has crept in, I feel it is pertinent to add an addendum to that volume. In my previous writings, I spoke at length concerning Goddess Elsie’s frequent male suitors. I also attested that Elsie never developed romantic interests with any of these gentlemen callers, nor did she allow them to spill their inferior seed into her temple. While that was true then, I suppose all tenets must have their amendments.

During the French Revolutionary War, there was much bloodshed. I was ever so thankful to be under Goddess Elsie’s care, which granted me special preclusion from that awful campaign—one in which I would have surely lost my life and purpose. Near the end of the war, a large battle occurred near our chateau. Elsie closed the textile mills for several weeks to shelter the women. She fortified our home with guards and for several days, we did not leave. The echoes of muskets rattled the sky, and as the dreadful beats of war drew louder, so did our fears.

Thankfully, the war did not lay its angry mark upon our doorstep, though one man did. I heard the guards cry out along with the sound of swords being drawn from their sheaths. Elsie and I both ran to a window to see what trouble had found its way to us.

There was a British man wounded in the leg. I did not think he had much time to live. A pool of blood had already stained his trousers, matching his red coat. From the gold epaulette along the right shoulder of his coat and the crown sewn onto his badge, I knew he was someone important, though of what specific rank, I could not have said, for military structure was not an affair that interested me. (We later learned that he was a lieutenant colonel.) Before the guards could slice the last breath from the soldier, he collapsed to his knees. Momentarily he grasped his musket, the bayonet still fixed to the barrel with blood dried on the blade, before his grip gave way and he fell to the ground.

I was certain he was dead. Elsie ran from the window and out onto the veranda. I followed her—thankful to have the sunlight finally shine upon my face—for we had spent days barracked in the chateau. The guards lifted their swords and asked Elsie if they should finish him. Elsie told them to sheathe their weapons and to go fetch water. 

“But this is a British soldier, miss,” one of them argued. “Surely you do not want to tend to the enemy!” 

Elsie stormed down the steps of the veranda, grabbed the other guard’s sword and aimed it at the man who had objected her. They didn’t have to be asked twice. I never saw their legs move so fast before or after.

Elsie turned the soldier over and studied his face. He was handsome, with a strong jaw and dark hair. She removed his pants, revealing his wound. Even with his undergarments still on, it was obvious he possessed an impressive manhood. Our live-in nurse waddled out of the home, her arms filled with cloths and ointments.

Elsie and the nurse were able to find and remove the musket ball, but I felt it was too late. The man’s breath was but a whimper and his chest rose and fell with such slight movements that I questioned whether my eyes were seeing any movement at all.

The guards returned with two waterskins. Elsie took one and poured cold water onto the soldier’s lips. At first, the water ran out of his mouth, spilling along his chin. I was certain then that the poor lad was dead. Elsie positioned his head over her thighs and tipped the waterskin to his lips once more. This time, he slowly began to drink from it. As the water filled him, life began to return to the soldier. A dark set of brown eyes—appearing both gallant and serious—flickered open. As he locked eyes with Elsie, I knew what he must have felt. The soldier’s eyes widened and he began to speak. “Hath God sent me an angel in my hour of need?”

His eyes rolled back before he collapsed into Elsie’s arms. The gesture seemed to have taken every enduring trace of energy from him. Elsie ordered the guards to carry him into the bedroom.

I paced outside Elsie’s room as his leg was bandaged and his health attended to. Elsie barely left his side over the next four weeks as he slowly recovered. During his convalescence, she brought him fresh grapes and strawberries picked from the garden, and changed his dressings herself. I realized then that she was an excellent caretaker; she had simply never met anyone whom she found worthy of her skills.

I learned his name was Ivor Harrison. He had been fighting all twelve years in the war since it first began, mostly living in bivouacs and barns. He was on a final campaign and was caught in a skirmish where his battalion was heavily outnumbered. A young British recruit’s musket had misfired and a French soldier had the boy in his sights, about to fire. Lieutenant Colonel Harrison stepped in front of the young soldier, taking the bullet instead. 

As the women gathered around the hearth to hear him recount the gallant tale in his sonorous voice, they all listened with their hands clasped over their chests, making mewling sounds as their eyes watered. I watched uneasily as I saw flattery overtake Elsie like some evil witch’s spell.

I was no longer requested to service my goddess’ special needs. I deeply missed burying my face between her legs, but I valued my Goddess Elsie’s content. The heroic gentleman moved into our home, staying in Elsie’s room at night. Night after night, I heard the passionate screams of pleasure and the repetitive hammering sound as the headboard rocked against the wall. 

A jealousy I had never known began to set in. When it had boiled inside of me like an untamed fever, Elsie called me one night to her chambers. I nervously entered, since it was just after one of their boisterous lovemaking sessions. I stepped into her bedroom and saw her lover with her on the bed. They were both naked and in each other’s arms. Elsie called me to the bed and rolled away from her lover. She separated her legs and told me to tend to her special needs.

My heart nearly stopped when I saw the white, creamy fluid leaking out of her temple. Surely, my Elsie would not be so cruel, I thought foolishly. I looked up at her; obviously there was some misunderstanding. But Elsie only stared at me, her stern eyes communicating that this was no joke. There was no need for her to tell me again or to clarify her requests. We had been in each other’s company long enough to have an almost telepathic exchange.

The air was so thin that I felt as though I was standing on the firmament of some grand peak above the clouds. I saw my knees hit the floor, yet it was as if someone else was under my control. Being on the petite side, my head barely lifted above the mattress. Elsie moved to the edge of the bed, pressing her legs into the side of my head and drawing me closer to her. The act put me into a deep submissive state. The only time I felt Elsie’s thighs press upon my face was when my tongue brought her to an orgasm.

Before I could begin my service, Ivor climbed off the bed. I was terrified as he moved around the frame. In his bareness, I could see the wall of muscle that formed him. His leviathan cock still glistened with Elsie’s prize. He took some rope from a drawer and stepped behind me. Elsie rubbed my head as Ivor tied my hands behind my back. My ankles received the same treatment. Finally, he secured the two ends together. I was in a helpless kneeling position, movement impossible. My knees, pointed like a V, were the only supports keeping me from toppling over.

Ivor dug through a drawer, producing a strange leather device with hooks extending from three different ends. Thankfully, the ends were blunted. Ivor wrapped the leather strap around the back of my head and across the top of my forehead. He then fastened the first pair of hooks to the sides of my mouth. The straps were short, pulling back the edge of my mouth and forcing it to open like a wild grin. The last strap was drawn along the top of my head, which had a similar, though smaller, pair of hooks that went into each nostril. The taut leather had the same effect, yanking my nostrils back. I was not in pain, but I was by no means comfortable. Ivor shoved me across the floor until I was no more than an inch from Elsie’s cleft.

Ivor stood to the side until Elsie nodded to him. She thanked him for his assistance and he left the room. 

The smell of her sex, filled with his seed, invaded my open nostrils. I tried turning my head, but Elsie held me in place. I wanted to speak to her, though I realized such attempts were futile in the bondage. She told me to hush as she continued rubbing my head.

“You look so docile and submissive,” she said. “As you are probably aware, things have changed quite a bit around here.”

I offered a tiny nod as I continued staring into her hypnotic eyes.

“I want you to know that I will still have you tend to my special needs, but from now on, it will only be after I have been with my lover.”

The words fell into my ears like poison. I would never again have the opportunity to place my tongue upon my goddess’ freshly moist temple. Forever, it would be tainted with the seed of her lover. 

I looked up at her gaze once more to plead with her, but she did not meet my eyes. Her grip tightened around my hair as she pulled my face toward her temple. She lifted herself off the bed until her sex hovered over my open mouth. Her lover’s creamy offering oozed out from her, dangling along her lips until it dropped into my mouth. 

The taste was so bitter I wanted to gag. I tried turning my head so the next clump of his seed would not reach my mouth, but Elsie held me still as she scooped out the mess with a finger. Another glop of his sperm fell, running along my tongue until it settled at the back of my throat. She spat in my mouth and ordered me to swallow.

There was nothing else I could do. My mouth, full of sperm and spittle, along with my goddess’ firm grasp, left me with few options. Disobeying her wouldn’t stop what was clearly inevitable; it would merely compound my suffering with an unequaled thrashing. 

I took a deep breath through my pulled-back nostrils and swallowed. Elsie smiled as she watched her waste disappear into my throat. 

“Just like an outhouse,” Elsie remarked.

Our relationship was forever altered from that moment on. Elsie married Ivor soon after. As a male, he was legally afforded the right to possess property. Elsie forced me to sign over all claims and deeds to him. Of course, I was not forced. I did it for my goddess. There was no trickery involved. I was neither swindled nor scammed. Elsie explained to me that Ivor was also my master, since he was Elsie’s lover. I willingly offered to them the sacrifice of my inheritance. 

Only through asceticism could I find true liberation. When I first gave my treatise its bombastic title, I never gave it much thought other than that it sounded enlightened. Only after truly giving Elsie everything I possessed, internally and externally, did I discover the veracity and depth of those words. 

I am beginning a new chapter of my life. Where it will end, I do not know. The pages in this book are now full, it seems. I will have to record the rest of my asceticism in another volume. However, this period of my life appears closed, so I will bid to all those who may chance upon these folios a brief farewell until life forces me to return to my etchings.




The former Lord Edgar, now a minion of Goddess Elsie, 1802




Danny closed the book and stared at the suitcases sitting on his bed. He wondered whether he really had the capacity to go through with this. He suspected Dr. Glover had planned to take things slow with him, but reading the book made him wonder if it was a glimpse of his future life. He stood and moved away from the desk. If he was going to pack, he knew he needed to do it soon. It will only be for one month, Danny told himself as he unzipped a suitcase.
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Danny set his belongings down and rang the doorbell. A series of locks unlatched before the door swung open.

“Danny! So good to see you,” Dr. Glover said. “Come in.”

Dr. Glover didn’t help Danny with the bags.

“I’ve got more down in my trunk,” Danny said, carrying the bags over the threshold. “I wasn’t sure where to park, so I just took a visitor’s spot.”

“That’s fine. I’ll send one of the doormen to get the rest of your belongings, though I don’t think you’ll be needing much. I’ve also alerted security that your car will be idle for a while, so you won’t have to worry about getting towed.”

“Okay, thanks.” 

She ushered him into the living room and told him to have a seat on the floor. Danny sat on the imported rug and crossed his legs.

Dr. Glover sat across from him on the white leather sofa. She crossed a leg over her knee. In her dark suit and Hime cut, she looked especially chic. Dr. Glover’s eyes fell to the table. She pushed a folder and a pen toward Danny.

“Read it,” Dr. Glover said. “If you’re serious about your submission, you’ll sign it.”

Danny looked up at Dr. Glover to see if she was kidding. He saw that she was not. 

The folder contained a legal document granting Dr. Glover sole power of attorney over Danny’s healthcare. 

“Is this for real?” 

Dr. Glover lifted her eyebrows. “Does it look real?”

It did, Danny realized. It looked very real and very dangerous. This wasn’t something Dr. Glover had typed up the night before as a cute gesture to kick off his training. This was the real deal, a stand-up-in-court kind of legal document that even Johnnie Cochran couldn’t get you out of. 

Danny grabbed the pen, never realizing that a fountain pen could hold so much power.

“If you read carefully, you’ll notice there is an exclusion to financial matters. I only have power of attorney over your health. I’m not interested in your money. Besides, you don’t have enough to interest me. However”—Dr. Glover grinned—“as a healthcare professional, I have the authority to implement extreme measures if I believe your health is in jeopardy.”

Danny tried to control his racing heart but it was gone, beating away at a hundred and fifty beats per minute.

“If you turn to the second page, you’ll note the duration of the contract is for one month. I think that should be enough time to fully treat you. If I feel you need more extensive therapy, we can renegotiate the terms.”

Danny flipped to the last page, and stared at the thick bold line waiting for his signature. “Can I think about for a day or two?” 

“No. You’ve had enough time to think about this. There’s really no reason to think. You know you need this. That’s why you came to me.”

“And if I don’t sign it?”

Dr. Glover lifted the key from between her breasts, taking the necklace off her neck. “Then I should probably give this back to you and wish you lots of luck. I can’t treat someone who doesn’t want my help or is unwilling to listen. I told you, Danny, I can be very picky about who I choose to work with, especially when I’m providing my services pro bono. Don’t forget who is helping who.”

Danny rubbed his head. He was willing to sign it, but he needed more information about what was to come. He asked Dr. Glover again, but she wasn’t offering any hints. 

“Danny, this is about trust. You have to learn to trust your domme. Of course, you must be careful and exercise prudence. Otherwise, you might find yourself bound in a hotel room being gangbanged by a bunch of dudes. But I’m a doctor. We’re the most trusted professionals on the planet. Plus, I already have a live-in slave. She has a bad attitude, which sometimes needs correction, but all her limbs are still intact.”

Danny rolled the pen between his fingers, hovering the tip over the words principal sign here. He stabbed the nib against the contract as he considered the offer; stipples of ink marked his torn-asunder state.

Dr. Glover rose out of her seat. “Danny, sign the document or get out of my home!”

Her booming voice rattled him. The nib of the pen scratched across the page. 

Danny held the document to the table and signed it. He set down the pen, almost expecting something dramatic to happen. He had just signed over his willpower, his choice, his freedom. But nothing happened. The quiet room was a stark contrast to his internal turmoil.

Dr. Glover moved beside him and collected the pages, filing them away in the manila folder.

“See, that wasn’t so bad, now was it?” 

Danny remained sitting cross-legged on the floor as he watched his doctor—and now owner—move into the bedroom. He listened to the beeps of a keypad, the clang of a latch, and the thud of a door. Dr. Glover returned holding a metal collar in her hand. 

“We need to go over some things,” she said. “Now that you are under my complete control, you should be marked as such. Crawl over to me and receive your collar.”

Danny padded across the rug, his breath coming out in hot bellows.

“You should feel very privileged to receive a collar, Danny. Most slaves have to wait years for such a rite.” 

Danny stopped at her feet. The tan of her ankles peeked from beneath the pantsuit.

“Slave position four!”

Danny thought for a second before moving into the humbling pose, dropping his neck until his face touched the floor, his arms spread eagle. 

Cold metal slipped around his neck. The collar snapped shut.

“Position three,” Dr. Glover said.

Danny straightened his back and opened his palms subserviently across his thighs. The collar shifted as it settled against his neck. There was an O-ring attached to the front of the collar. He had never worn such an instrument, but he thought something felt out of balance. There was a strange pressure along his Adam’s apple.

“You’ve been equipped with a very special collar, Danny. You won’t find this at any fetish store. At the front of the collar, along your throat, are two prongs. These prongs are hooked up to a small electrical device within the collar. Along the periphery of this condo, there is an electrical fence. If you pass the fence, you get shocked. Just like a dog.”

Danny swallowed and felt the prongs press against his throat.

“You have about two feet to move beyond the front door. That way, you can pick up any packages that might be coming for me. However, once you walk more than about two steps, you’ll feel a slight tingle. Take another one and you’ll be zapped. Oh, and if you try to make a run for it, well, God bless your little heart, because the neighbors will probably find you passed out and foaming at the mouth. Also, there’s no running through the fence like dogs sometimes learn to do. I have the fence’s charge extending all the way into the elevators, and trust me when I say no human being could get that far.”

Dr. Glover gave him permission to fall out of the slave position. Danny reached for his collar. He tried to feel for the prongs, but the metal ring proved too snug for any curious tampering.

“Does Valarie have the same kind of collar?” Danny asked.

“She does. I fondly remember when I first equipped her with one. I’m sure you know Valarie well enough to guess that she would test its security. I warned her too, just as I’m warning you. Of course, Valarie had to go see for herself. I was in the bath, listening to some Jazz music and feeling as though I was about to float away with the mellow sound of the sax when I heard this blood-curdling shriek. Let’s just say Valarie never felt compelled to test the collar’s security again.”

“Can I go out on the balcony?”

“Certainly, but I wouldn’t lean over the railing,” Dr. Glover warned. “Come with me. I want to show you where you’ll be sleeping. We need to get you changed out of those street clothes. That attire won’t do for therapy.”

Danny stood and started to grab his luggage, but Dr. Glover said he wouldn’t be needing it. She took him down a hall opposite the master bedroom. She stopped when they came to a security pad positioned along the wall. Dr. Glover placed her thumb against the scanner. The wall shifted, and a hidden door popped open. Danny took a step back, bewildered. He had never seen anything like it. There wasn’t a crack along the wall or even the slightest hint of any alteration except for the security pad, and even it looked like a standard home security system.

“After you,” Dr. Glover said.

Danny studied the interior of the wall as he walked into the room. The trap door was a good six inches thick, of steel. Danny told himself that he trusted Dr. Glover, but he wondered why steel doors and electrical fences were necessary to keep him in therapy. His attention became distracted when Dr. Glover flicked on the lights and he saw his new room.

The tiny twin bed had been fitted with pink sheets. The purple-shaded walls bore red and pink hearts. It was like walking into the dream room of a thirteen-year-old girl decorated by Claire’s. A white desk sat in the corner with a diary and a glitter-coated pen sitting next to it. Beside the bed was a pair of furry slippers and a Victoria’s Secret silk robe hanging from the bathroom door.

“Are you serious? Danny asked. “I’m not into this.”

Dr. Glover tilted her head. “Danny, don’t make me dig your test results out for you. You tested very high on feminization.”

“Yeah, maybe a panty or something, but this is way too extreme.”

“Oh, I almost forgot,” Dr. Glover said, ignoring his objections. “We have to get you changed.”

Dr. Glover approached a dresser with drawers painted in an alternating white and pink color scheme. She ordered Danny to remove his clothes and to toss them into a pile by the door. As he complied with her request, she took out a pair of classic white panties.

“These are a little big, so they should fit over your chastity belt perfectly.”

Danny got down to his briefs before resisting.

“Danny, what are you doing?”

“Hitting the pause button,” Danny said. “I’m fine with a little therapy, but this is crazy. Who did you hire to put this room together?”

Danny was forming his next words when a sharp current leapt through his neck. He jerked and fell to the floor. As fast as the jolt had come, it was gone. He crawled to his hands and knees and looked around, trying to figure out what had happened. Then he saw the small device in Dr. Glover’s hand. Her thumb rested over a red button.

“I really don’t like to be a mean doctor. If I could, I would never hurt a sub in training. Unfortunately, it never works out that way.”

Danny reached for the collar. Dr. Glover allowed him to test the steel’s strength before zapping him again. The pain was tenfold compared to the first jolt. One side of his jaw contorted as his body jerked with epileptic intensity. His head smacked against the floor.

When he opened his eyes, flashing dots clouded his vision. 

Dr. Glover lifted his head. “That was a level-four shock. This baby goes up to eight, so if you’re wise, you’ll stop your puerile antics and start doing as I say. A little gratitude would be nice, as well. I’ve gone to extraordinary lengths to grant you this opportunity.”

Danny didn’t resist her. He jumped to his feet and pulled down his briefs so fast he almost ripped them in the process. The white panties were around his waist in a flash.

“See? That wasn’t so hard. And look how pretty you look, Danny. Or maybe I should call you Denise. What do you think about that? Would you like me to call you Denise?”

Danny studied himself in the wall mirror. He looked ridiculous, of course.

“I’d rather be called Danny.”

Dr. Glover laughed. “Well, too bad, ’cause you don’t really have a say in the matter, Denise.”

Dr. Glover picked up Denise’s clothes and stood by the trap door. “I’m going to keep you in here for the next couple of days during the initial orientation to your new life. I’ll check up on you later.”

Danny started to object, but the collar zapped him again. By the time he had recovered, the door had slammed shut. There was no keypad on his side. No knob. No call button. Nothing but six inches of steel. 

Danny was alone with nothing but a pair of white panties and all the fears in the world.
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Danny took stock of his current situation. It was bad, he realized. Really bad. Even the former Lord Edgar would have been startled by his current predicament. There was a collar around his neck that couldn’t be removed without some kind of industrial power saw. And good luck getting it off without accidently ripping open the windpipe, he thought. Of course, that notion was academic, since Dr. Glover hadn’t of been foolish enough to leave such tools lying about. The room held only feminine items. The dresser: silk panties, hosiery, and fine lingerie. Rummaging through the items made Danny blush. He opened the closet and found a hoard of BDSM gear. Danny shuddered at the instruments he saw: canes, whips and floggers hanging within the dim light. Danny picked up a hood designed for sensory deprivation. The only openings were two tiny holes along where the nose would sit. He noticed that the mouthpiece and eye coverings could be unstrapped and removed. Danny returned the hood and closed the closet door. 

He inspected the bed and noticed some interesting details. Dangling along the four posts were wrist cuffs. Danny dropped to his knees and inspected the area under the bed. Additional straps were tucked under the frame to secure the bed’s helpless victim. 

The bathroom was no different, containing only feminine toiletry: a pink Venus razor for shaving, Dior J’Adore shower wash, and a stack of Cosmopolitan magazines. The showerhead was noticeably absent. It took Danny a moment to understand: Dr. Glover wanted him to take baths like a woman. Anything possibly related to his masculinity had been stripped from the room. Even the Victoria Secret bathrobe had been altered with the additional words “I’m a Sissy!” stitched onto the back.

Danny took a seat on the bed and noticed what might have been the one redeeming attribute of the room: a TV. As a writer, Danny had sworn off the squabble box several years ago, but given his current predicament of solitary sissy confinement, having the TV was like being reunited with an old friend. He searched for the remote, finding it in the nightstand’s drawer. Danny turned on the TV, ready to escape into someone else’s problems.

The image flickered to life. Danny didn’t know what show was playing, but he knew it wasn’t cable. A kneeling man was performing fellatio on another guy’s cock. Danny tried flipping the channel away from the gay porn. Nothing happened. Danny got the joke. Dr. Glover had given him a TV, but the only thing he was able to watch was gay porn. He turned off the squabble box and lay down against the pink sheets in his panties and chastity belt.

Danny wasn’t sure how long it had been when the door to his room opened. There were no clocks in the room to keep track of time, no windows to look out onto the world. He sat up as Dr. Glover strolled in. She wheeled a strange mechanical device into the room that was equipped with a rod attached to a piston.

“How are you feeling, Denise? Getting accustomed to your room?”

He didn’t answer.

“I want to get you set up for your first treatment. Lie back on the bed, and I’ll get you started.”

Not wanting to feel the wrath of the collar, Danny did as he was told. Dr. Glover removed his panties, bound his limbs to the four posts of the bed, and secured his chest with an additional strap until he was immobile. Two leg holders that resembled the kind found in a gynecologist’s office raised his legs. Special leather mittens were added to his hands to further the sensory deprivation. Dr. Glover retrieved the hood that Danny had inspected earlier and threw it over his head. For a moment, Danny’s world went dark until Dr. Glover unhooked the straps of the blindfold. 

She moved the machine in front of the bed and attached a black dildo to the end of the rod. The machine roared to life. As the piston went to work, the dildo began to move back and forth with precise, rhythmic thrusts.

Danny protested, but Dr. Glover ignored his cries. She returned from the closet with a penis gag, forcing it into his mouth. After locking the penis gag into place, Dr. Glover returned to her work. She killed the machine—momentarily—and squirted lube along the phallus. Danny didn’t know the exact dimensions of the cock—only that it was bigger than his own. Dr. Glover pushed the machine forward until it rested against his anus.

Danny bit down on the penis gag as the dildo pierced him. Dr. Glover chortled as she pushed the cock deeper into his hole. Danny felt the walls of his anus retract as the dildo filled him. “Relax that pussy,” Dr. Glover said.

Dr. Glover flicked the machine back on. The cock immediately retracted from his ass. As the head was nearing the end of his anus, the piston changed direction, forcing the cock to plunge back into him. The machine fucked him with even strokes as he helplessly lay against the bed. 

“I don’t want this cock to get too dry,” she said, adding more lube. “I have one more addition before I leave.”

Danny muffled in protest and showed her the most desperate look he could muster even though he knew his forlorn expression would be lost in the hood. Dr. Glover ignored him. She brought back a pair of over-ear headphones and placed them onto his head. She hooked the headphones up to an iPod she set on the end table next to the bed.

“I’ve selected a special track to go along with your treatment. I hope you enjoy it!”

Danny heard what sounded like a cross between a jackhammer and heavy furniture scraping the floor. The volume lifted until it was loud, but not damaging. She leaned over him as the unpleasant noise filled his ears and the cock fucked his ass, kissing him on the forehead before sliding the blindfold back over his eyes.

Danny didn’t know when Dr. Glover left the room, but the little bit of light seeping through the blindfold went dark a few moments later. Like taking a drug, Danny slipped into another world where the limited sensations he felt became more intense than ever before in his life. Danny felt every crevice of the cock sliding along his ass, heard every gut-wrenching note of the screeching track. There was no time in this world, only the heightened sensation of misery.

The machine never altered its pace. Like a metronome, it moved in and out… in and out… in and out. The banging, dinning noises continued unabated. His suffering was constant, compounded by the fact that he had no idea when it would end.

Danny waited for Dr. Glover’s return. The machine fucked him and he waited. The noise made him scream, and he waited. He became hungry and he felt sick, but he waited. He bit down on the penis gag, and he waited. He waited until tears fell. After his tears had dried, he waited. When he was certain that his mind hung on the periphery of sanity, only seconds from psychosis, he waited some more. 

He waited and went

down
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In the sumptuous living room, Chopin’s Nocturne in E-flat Major, Opus Nine, Number Two strummed gently from the Bose speakers. Angelia bit into a strawberry, savoring the rich sweetness while watching Danny on her iPad. He lay on the pink bed, exhibiting no movement as the machine worked the dildo in and out of his ass. She knew he was probably nearing his limit, but she decided to let him suffer a while longer. Such anguish was key to developing a strong slave.

Before opening her clinical practice, Angelia had taken a few business classes following her doctorate. The classes weren’t required, but she thought if she was ever going to open her own business, it might be wise to know a little bit about financial matters. One lesson that stood out to her was a lecture on wait times in an operations management course. Bottlenecks, queues, and Six Sigma were discussed at length, but the most poignant moments of the class, for Dr. Glover, were the psychological aspects. She learned that people’s perception of time was often more important than the actual time they had to wait. The professor once asked the class why patrons in line for two hours at Disney World didn’t make a fuss, but a thirty-minute oil change could send those same people into a tizzy.

“Because Disney World is the most magical place on earth!” one student offered.

The class broke out in laughter, but Angelia was genially interested to know why. She would soon have many patients waiting in her office, and she knew the medical profession had some of the most abhorred waiting systems in commerce. 

The answer offered by the professor was an ingenious observation. “At Disney, patrons know how long they have to wait, almost down to the minute.”

Being a native Floridian, Angelia had often traveled to Orlando’s massive collection of theme parks. She remembered well the signs outside each ride displaying how long the wait would be. Throughout the line, there would be additional notices counting down the wait by fifteen-minute increments. Often, the posted wait time would be slightly longer than the actual wait time. The same thing happened at restaurants, she realized. “It will be about thirty minutes,” often translated into fifteen minutes. The result was always the same: patrons felt lucky to be seated early. What Angelia saw happening in the health care industry was the exact opposite. Receptionists she hired had been previously trained to tell patients that it would be only a few more minutes. After a few more minutes, it was a still a few more minutes. After an hour of hearing such nonsense, it was no wonder patients distrusted their doctors.

Angelia never missed an opportunity to be further taught in the arts of dominance. Most dommes were so focused on whipping techniques or advanced knotting to incorporate into bondage that they often missed the big picture. Angelia thought dominance and submission happened best between the ears. The psychological dimensions of submission always trumped the physical. Whips and ropes were mere catalysts to achieve the desired mental state. Angelia saw an important lesson in her operations management course that most other dommes would have missed.

She knew that Danny’s suffering would be magnified simply by not telling him when she was going to return. Maybe she would return in a few minutes, or perhaps she intended to leave him there all night. Not only would he not know, but he would also have no way to track the time that had passed. All he would have would be his thoughts, the noise, and the dildo hammering in the loss of his masculinity. He would learn that his own thoughts were a source of pain and he would begin to learn to ignore that dreadful internal monologue. Such individuality would get in the way of his servitude. It was best to eliminate it early on, Angelia felt.

She sat down at the table as Valarie entered the room. Angelia craned her neck, making sure Valarie wasn’t wearing heels again.

Valarie asked permission to sit on the sofa. Angelia granted her the privilege.

“What are you doing to him?” Valarie asked. 

“A little sensory deprivation to get him focused. It’s important that he makes the transition from his former life to his new one. This will help clear away the past. Hopefully, he’ll awake with a clean mental slate that I can go to work on. I could have done it more magnanimously, but such kindness takes time. I don’t have the luxury of spending ninety days indoctrinating him.”

“Can I see?”

Angelia handed her the iPad.

Valarie stifled a laugh. The cock pulsated between the rear metal slit of the chastity belt. A bright ring of inflammation encircled his ass.

“Has he ever been pegged before?”

“No. It’s the boy’s first time.”

“Geez, Angelia. You’re gonna scar him. His next therapist will be a trauma counselor.”

Angelia waved a hand through the air. “Oh, it’s not that bad. There’s a plastic device going in and out of his butt. The only power it has is in his preconceived notions. A man can’t stick something up his butt because it’s gay. Please. Women, though… well, we’re expected to take it up the ass for our man like it’s a part of our wedding vows. But men have the prostate, not us. They practically have a clitoris up their buttholes.”

“Whatever. Just be careful that you don’t break your new toy. I’m staying out of it.”

Angelia took the tablet away from Valarie and moved beside her. “Actually, I was hoping you could help me out. I see the way Danny looks at you. I think he had a thing for you in high school. In fact, I think he had a thing for both of us. You could be a great trainer to him. You may be a slave girl, but you’re still his superior.”

Valerie folded her arms and looked away. “You want me to train him after you made me suck his dick? Yeah, I’m sure he’ll really respect and fear me after that. He knows he just has to catch me doing something wrong and then he’ll get some more head.”

Angelia placed a hand on her thigh. “I needed to do that so Danny could understand how wonderful it felt to be pleasured by a woman. I want him to hunger for the experience that he will never feel again. If all he had ever known was a desolate, sexless existence, then he would never feel the true pain of enforced celibacy. And don’t worry. I promise you that I will never make you pleasure him again.”

Valarie sighed. “Fine. I guess I can help with your little project. What do you want me to do?”

Angelia smiled. “All you have to do is follow a little script I have. And feel free to improvise.”

Dr. Glover leaned over and began whispering into her ear. Valarie grinned as Angelia’s wicked details unfolded.
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If Danny expected the noise to dwindle into a faint murmur and his ass to go numb as he endured the sensory deprivation, he was sadly mistaken. While one could normally block out or at least become accustomed to pain by focusing on other stimuli, Danny was without distraction. He realized the phrase ‘sensory deprivation’ was a bit of a misnomer. The sensory parts of his brain did not go to sleep. On the contrary, the volume of everything he felt and heard was turned up to an infinite degree. His thoughts of yesterday and his fears of tomorrow were effaced in the lone darkness beneath the hood. His world was now one of noise and the rhythmic pulse of the phallus entering him. 

 Danny sensed the flicker of light. Rays of light entered the thick hood, illuminating his once dim world. Rapid breaths filled the hood with hot air. Someone had entered the room. The racket and the pumping cock seemed to lessen as his mind focused on the new stimuli. A sliver of light peeked through the hood’s casing. His dry tongue moved along the penis gag as he tried calling out to whomever had entered. He didn’t hear his muffled cries over the ringing clamor in his ears, but he hoped someone else had.

A touch moved across his chest. The sensation of fingers trekking his sternum exploded along his nerves like a rushing cavalry, filling his mind with a burst of awareness. The fingers pinched his nipples, causing a nipping burn through his chest. Danny screamed into the penis gag, beseeching for a reprieve.

The call was answered, and the fingers moved away. As Danny stared at the black sea before him, his world turned white. His eyes burned. Even with his eyelids slammed shut, he couldn’t shield his eyes from the blaze.

The headphones were pulled away from his head. The blaring din fell silent, but an inner ring remained. Danny attempted to open his eyes, but the stabbing rays of light forced them to remain closed. 

“Damn, she fucked you up real good.”

Danny didn’t recognize the voice, but he sensed that he should have. The articulation and resonance felt so familiar and yet so foreign, as if it was plucked from some distant dream. 

The fucking machine stopped, and the dry dildo slid out of his throbbing arse. Buckles loosened along his mouth. The penis gag lifted from his mouth. Pain bellowed from his ass and mouth. His jaw refused to close and his ruptured rear signaled its injury. As Danny’s legs unfurled across the bed, he started to cry, tears seeping out of the corners of his sealed eyelids.

The mattress shifted as Danny felt someone climbing on top of the bed. He struggled to open his eyes against the blinding light.

“Don’t cry,” the familiar voice said. “Just kiss my feet.”

Danny then recognized it. Valarie. 

The toes met his lips. He planted feverish kisses onto the toes, licking away their salty sweat. The scent and taste of her toes were exponentially greater as a result of the sensory deprivation. But her feet were neither foul nor unsanitary. The smooth skin was well hydrated and had been recently exfoliated. He licked along her arch as she repositioned her foot, grateful for whatever attention he could receive. His jaw still ached, but even it was working itself loose. 

Slowly, Danny’s eyes fluttered open. He saw Valarie wearing black vintage lingerie, looking ravishing to say the least. He licked both feet until his tongue became arid and rough. Danny still had no idea how much time had passed since Dr. Glover had first left him fettered to the bed. If his sense of time was any good, he figured it had been at least four hours. His mouth and throat was so parched that he wondered if he would be able to form words.

“Water,” he whispered. “Water.”

Valarie brought her foot away. “A little thirsty?” 

Danny nodded.

“I suspected you would be. Don’t worry. I’ve got you covered.”

Danny sighed and even allowed himself to smile. Perhaps he had misjudged Valarie.

“I just have to get you set up.”

He wasn’t sure why a setup was required. He only needed water.

He clicked his mouth to show how parched he was. Valarie ignored him. She placed a vice that covered both sides of his head, cranking it just until his head couldn’t turn. 

“Open up, “Valarie said. 

Danny wanted to protest, but thirst got the best of him. He widened his jaw to receive the spider gag. Valarie secured a funnel into the spider gag and attached the top of it to a hook dangling from the ceiling. After double-checking that all of the straps along Danny’s body were secure, Valarie leapt down from the table.

In the vice, Danny couldn’t move his head, but he could hear the sound of Valarie’s panties sliding down her legs. His cock pressed against the metal tube as an image of her pussy formed in his mind. He heard Valarie grunt, followed by a pattering sound, almost like water striking a hard surface. Oh, no, Danny thought. No, no, no! 

The pattering sounds lessened as the object began to fill with water. 

“Whew!” Valarie exclaimed. “I feel much better.” 

She climbed back onto the bed and lowered the pitcher of yellow liquid above Danny’s eyes.

“This should keep you well hydrated.”

Danny tried to stop her as he gargled his pleas against the spider gag.

“I’m going as fast as I can,” Valarie teased. “Now, I know this is a lot of liquid for you. But Dr. Glover wants you to stay hydrated through the night. You don’t want be getting all of this at once, though. The funnel will release only a few drops at a time. Dr. Glover also wants to make sure you get plenty of nutrition, so I’ve been drinking fruit smoothies for most of the day. In hospitals, it’s routine for patients to get banana bags in their IV fluids. Consider this the BDSM version.”

Valarie laughed and began pouring the pitcher into the large funnel. The funnel gurgled as the piss worked its way down the plumbing. The fluids slowed at the end of the tube, only a drop or two trickling out at a time. Danny coughed as the salty urine dripped into his mouth. He tried plugging the dripper with his tongue, but the nipple of the funnel was too far above his mouth for him to reach it. 

His mouth began to fill with Valarie’s piss until he was forced to swallow. His throat burned from the ammonia. 

Valarie smiled as she looked into his distraught eyes. “I’m really sorry to do this,” Valarie said. “But it’s time to say night, night.”

Valarie pulled the blindfold back over Danny’s eyes. His world went dark again, and soon after, the bedroom lights shut off, leaving him in a veil of impenetrable darkness. 

The piss dripped and dripped, filling his parched mouth. 

Danny continued to swallow.
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As the hours passed—or rather, Danny’s perception of hours passed—he fought to find sleep. His body was exhausted from the ass fucking and his mind was spent from the mental games. He drifted between sleep and a hazy state of semi-consciousness. At moments, he sensed that he had just awoken from a long slumber until realizing that he had never actually slept at all. Or had he? 

The dripping urine continued filling his mouth. In his muddled awareness, Danny was forced to do what he had done all night long: swallow. His belly filled during the night, his bladder pressing on the chastity belt’s steel waistband. Undoubtedly, he would soon need to relieve himself, and not long after, that need would become a compulsion. 

Danny pressed the thought from his mind. The night had been long and arduous—a night without mercy or absolution—but the idea of urinating on the pink sheets he lay bound upon was an ignominy beyond comprehension. He would not allow himself to submit to such unbearable degradation. 

His belly continued to fill. 

With each drop that struck his rancid tongue, his belly filled and filled. The more Danny tried to sway his thoughts from his growing need to pee, the more his mind focused on the act. The incessant drip, drip of the funnel didn’t help. He swallowed again and realized it was an inexorable deed. The thought had taken center stage and Danny knew it would not relent until his bladder was sated. The door was not going to swing open at the last moment with someone to save him. This was not a place of benevolence and charm. Danny suspected the entire setup had been an elaborate ruse for this one demeaning act, this final unbecoming of his manhood.




drip.

drip.

drip.




Danny’s bladder released without him even knowing it. As the warm liquid enveloped around his thighs, he knew the debasing deed was underway. It was actually happening. He was wetting the bed like a five-year-old boy. A part of him wished the headphones were still strapped around his head with the scratching noise blaring into his ears. He would have welcomed just about any distraction from what was occurring between his legs. But there were no diversions. The piss continued to drip onto his tongue and down his throat and out of his locked-up cock. He lay in his own piss with no rescue. Valarie’s piss, he reminded himself. Danny screamed into the funnel, crying at the damn instrument that taunted him. The urine splashed in his mouth and Danny struggled as a coughing fit overtook him. Just as he was certain he might vomit, Danny heard the door to his prison cell swing open.

“Oh, Denise! You’ve wet the bed. That is a bad sissy!”

The blindfold flew off Danny’s head; the burning fluorescent light ate at his eyes. He struggled in the manacles, certain that Dr. Glover had come to unload more suffering onto him. Danny couldn’t take it anymore. He might have gotten a little aroused by a cop, he might even be a sexual masochist, but this was too much. 

Dr. Glover jangled the empty funnel as she unhooked it from the spider gag, freeing his mouth of both objects.

“Denise, I’ll release you from your bondage, but I must warn you. If you try to fight with me, I will have to lock you back up. And trust me when I say that this will feel like a handjob compared to what will be done to you if you disobey me. Understand?”

Danny whispered that he did.

The bounds fell to the edge of the bed as Dr. Glover released him. She ordered him to lie still as she freed him of the last straps. “Tell me, Denise. How did it feel wetting the bed?”

Danny didn’t meet her eyes. He was unable to form an answer. His lips started to shake as the reality of the trauma shifted from stunned shock to erupting emotion. 

Dr. Glover didn’t press him. She rubbed his head like a mother consoling an infant. “Have I given more you more than you can handle?”

Danny nodded, warm tears forming in his eyes, falling without resistance. 

She kneeled next to his flushed face. The straps had etched a deep impression from his mouth to the back of his jaw. He stank of piss and sweat. 

“Do you like your new name, Denise?”

Danny shook his head. 

“Would you feel better if I call you Danny instead from now on?”

Danny nodded. 

“Okay, Danny. I can work with that. I’m not a sadist. I’m your doctor. But please don’t mistake my kindness for weakness. My generosity is conditional on your behavior. You’re responsible for how well you are treated during your captivity. I don’t want to hurt you, but I must treat your condition.”

Danny cried some more as he listened to her magnanimous words. He could release all the purged emotion now that he knew he was safe. She allowed him to process the feelings before speaking again.

“How about we get you up from these wet sheets and get you into a nice, hot bath? Does that sound pleasing?”

“Yes,” Danny said, his body still trembling from the ordeal.

Dr. Glover helped him to sit up. Danny sat at the edge of the bed as his head adjusted to the upright position after being supine for so long. Dr. Glover offered him a hand as he tested his feet against the floor. Danny groaned as his legs tingled from falling asleep. 

He looked at Dr. Glover in her tight bandage skirt and matching V-neck crop top showing off her midriff and stomach. She looked impeccable, while Danny thought he must appear like some dreg scooped up from the lower level of an unearthly medieval dungeon. All he was missing was an overgrown beard and a mop of wild, unkempt hair. Her attar perfume only compounded his shame. He was a peasant; she, royalty.

Dr. Glover hoisted Danny under her arms as he padded his legs toward the bathroom, the promise of a warm bath urging him forward. Danny inhaled deep wafts of her rose-scented fragrance as he imagined the soothing water that would soon splash over his aching limbs. As they entered the bathroom, Danny glanced back at the mess he had made on the bed. A large wet spot in the center of the bed marked his humiliation. Dr. Glover told him not to look and directed his head in front of him.

The hot water was soon running. Danny stepped into the tub and let out a small shriek that was almost orgasmic in nature as his feet adjusted to the temperature. Dr. Glover helped Danny into a sitting position, encouraging his head to lean back onto the bath pillow. She poured eucalyptus bath salts under the running water. 

A peppermint scent soon filled the air. 

Danny drifted away in the serene warmth of the bath. Small murmurs escaped his lips as he shifted his body farther under the water. Danny knew that the serenity and peace he felt could never come by pleasure alone. Only through self-deprecating hardships could he truly know freedom. 

Dr. Glover left his side. She lit several candles before turning off the lights. The wick crackled as it succumbed to the flame. The roar of the churning water continued as Dr. Glover knelt beside the tub. She dipped the loofah into the water and squeezed it over Danny’s head. His wiry hair flattened, falling over his forehead. Dr. Glover reached for the pink bottle of Victoria Secret’s “So Sexy” shampoo. She squeezed the fresh, floral-scented solution onto Danny’s hair. The smell was utterly feminine. Dr. Glover worked the rinse into his hair, running her fingernails over his scalp.

“See, Danny, I’m not all bad. I can be a very kind and loving doctor when necessary.”

Danny arched his head back as she moved her sharp nails across those magical, feel-good nerves along his scalp.

“Thank you,” Danny moaned.

He knew this was a classic case of Stockholm syndrome. His newfound appreciation for Dr. Glover’s kindness was only in the absence of her abuse. But he didn’t care about the psychology behind what he felt. He had a warm bath and a beautiful woman washing his filthy body. 

Dr. Glover returned her hands to the water, clearing away the lingering suds. She told Danny to close his eyes as she emptied the loofah over his head again. She next applied the Dior J’Adore shower wash onto the loofah and began scrubbing away his sweat. She told him to stand and bend over as she cleaned his ass. Danny gritted his teeth as the coarse loofah rubbed against his sore anus. 

“Put your hands on each of your butt cheeks and spread them open for me.”

Dr. Glover smiled as she worked the loofah up into the folds of his ass. Danny gasped as the sponge pierced him with the feminine cleanser. She twisted the sponge with her finger as she worked it deeper into his anus. 

“Would like me to remove your chastity belt and clean underneath?”

“Yes, Dr. Glover. That would be wonderful!”

Dr. Glover frowned. “About the way you address me. In a clinical setting, Dr. Glover would be perfectly appropriate, and while, yes, we still are technically still in a clinical setting, I think it’s important to remember that I’m more than just your doctor.”

Danny released his butt cheeks as Dr. Glover removed the loofah.

“What would you like me to call you?”

“What any slave should call his owner. Mistress. Give it a try.”

“Yes… Mistress.”

“Perfect! See, that wasn’t so hard.” Dr. Glover stood. “Since you seemed to detest Denise so much, I will assign you the gender-neutral name of slave. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, slave.”

Dr. Glover lifted the key from her neckline and removed Danny’s chastity belt. She moved her head away from the musky smell released into the air.

“That’s gross, slave. It smelled so nice in here, too. Those naughty parts of you definitely need a thorough cleaning.”

She returned to the loofah and lathered it up again. His cock hardened as she ran the sponge across his shaft. She took her other hand and held his cock as she washed away the sweat. Danny groaned as she squeezed his sack with the loofah. It was all over far too quickly. The sponge went back into the water for a final rinse of his crotch before Dr. Glover stood. She tossed the loofah into the tub.

“Now we need to shave you.”

Dr. Glover picked up the Venus razor and applied a pink shade of cream to his genitals. He patiently sat on the side of the tub as his mistress shaved him. After his genitals had been cleared of the stubbles, Danny started to stand.

“Hold on,” Dr. Glover said. “We still have your legs to do.”

“My legs?”

Danny pulled his legs close to his body as he imagined the razor blades scrapping across them.

“Why of course, slave. How are you going to wear your sissy garments with a pair of hairy legs? That wouldn’t be very feminine.”

Dr. Glover pulled his hands away from his thighs and straightened his legs. She emptied a large amount of pink shaving gel onto her hands before working it into a lather. She applied it to his legs in smooth downward motions.

The blades tickled more than they hurt. Dr. Glover allowed Danny to take his turn at shaving part of his leg, telling him that it would assist him in embracing the feminine role. Before she had completed shaving his legs, a burning sensation spread across his skin. He understood then why women so often complained about the grooming demands of being a female. She told him to open the drain as she grabbed a towel.

“Step out of the tub and dry yourself, slave.”

As Danny worked the towel over his wet body, Dr. Glover cleaned the interior of his chastity belt. Danny parted his legs as Dr. Glover slid the chastity belt back on. The familiar clink signaled his return to captivity.

“I hope my kindness has not spoiled your subservience. Your time here is going to get much more difficult, especially if you get the idea that pleasantries will be awaiting you each afternoon. The only reason I gave you a bath is because I was worried that your current submissive psyche might break if I did not intervene. But let me warn you right now, Danny. The next thirty days will be like nothing you can possibly imagine. And your true transformation has only begun. Don’t worry about getting dressed. You won’t need clothes for what we’re about to do.”

Danny didn’t ask what she had in store for him. He left the sullied panties by the bed and followed Dr. Glover into the hall, thankful to be out of the windowless sissy room. Dr. Glover led him down the hall and into a bare room with hardwood floors and a chair in the middle. Beside the chair stood a table with several instruments that made the hair on the back of Danny’s neck stand in objection.

“Have a seat,” Dr. Glover said.

Danny didn’t argue. He moved across the cold hardwood floor and sank into the leather seat. Dr. Glover moved beside him and draped a cape over him, fastening the buttons behind his neck. She lifted a pair of clippers and bent her knees until she was only inches from Danny’s frightened face.

“Vanity is the greatest barrier to slavery,” Dr. Glover said. “I prefer to remove a slave’s vanity literally, and I know no quicker and more effective method than shaving the head.”

Danny’s breath quickened as Dr. Glover turned on the clippers and a dreadful whine filled the room. There was no fettering which held him bound to the chair. Danny thought about rising out of the chair. He was larger than Dr. Glover was and certainly stronger. But then what? Even if he knocked her out, there was still the issue of the collar and the electric fence. Danny, though, had seen Dr. Glover remove the collar a few times and had caught on that a spot along the metal ring had some kind of biometric reading to scan Dr. Glover’s fingerprint. A savage idea formed in his mind. He could quickly rise out of the chair, turn around, and throw Dr. Glover to the ground. He didn’t want to harm her, but this was about survival. He wouldn’t even have to knock her out. As long as he could pin her down long enough to get her finger stamped against the collar, he would be free. She might even be so frightened by his aggression that she would eagerly help after he had her pinned against the floor. 

Danny shifted his eyes to get a sense of Dr. Glover’s position behind the chair. That’s when he saw the black remote in her hands. 

Dr. Glover glared as him, one hand holding the remote, the other planted on her side. “You seem awfully preoccupied in your own thoughts, slave. I hope, for your sake, that your mind isn’t cooking up some foolish plan. And if it is, I suggest you get rid of those ideas right away or you’re going to be in a world of hurt. I can be nice, or I can be rough. And if I must, I can bring a savagery that will make medieval torture seem pale in comparison. If you try to cross me, I swear, I will break your body and mind. You’ll leave my service not as a willing, suitable slave, but as a mindless, crippled eunuch. You got that, dipwad?”

Danny nodded and hid his trembling hands. He felt both shame and trepidation. Dr. Glover wasn’t a woman to cross. And this wasn’t the same girl he had known in high school. Danny realized, for the first time, that he had never really known Angelia Glover at Gulliver Prep. She had been an unapproachable and untouchable enigma. His actual conversations with her before this moment could be reduced to only a few casual exchanges. Do you have an extra pencil? Did you do last night’s homework? He had never hung out with Angelia outside of school or gained an invite to one of the popular kids’ parties held at their parents’ beachside residences. Danny had created her personality from a distance, through daydreams in which she stopped by his house to get help on an essay, where she admitted her love for him. Sometimes Valarie might stop by in those daydreams if Danny was feeling really adventurous. But he hadn’t known the real Angelia Glover. And even if he had, people have a tendency to change after high school. As a writer, Danny felt there was no better proof of the existence of dynamic characters in real life than a high-school reunion. The party-hard kids were preachers, the jocks were accountants, and the prudes were lugging around their third child. He remembered once reading: The worst predictor of future behavior is behavior in high school. Of course, there were exceptions to this sweeping statement. Chiefly himself.

But Angelia Glover wasn’t the same girl Danny had drooled over in AP Lit. As Dr. Glover grabbed the hair on his head and pulled his neck to the side—the clippers buzzing in her other hand—Danny was sure of it.

“Hold still!” she said.

Danny closed his eyes as the clippers brushed against his scalp. The clippers whined as they chomped through his thick, curly hair. Clumps of his mane fell to the floor and across the cape. The buzz cut happened quickly. There was no need to be fastidious. Danny felt the cold air blow across his exposed head. He glanced down at the floor to find the hair in piled clumps on the floor. The follicles were trundling across the cape as well. A knoll of hair had built up at his waist. Danny flicked the cape, sending hairs flying to the floor. Haircuts had often been a leisurely affair for him. The barbershop was the one place men could go to look better, and at the same time not have their masculinity questioned. A sports game would be playing, or perhaps a comedy romp that most women wouldn’t find funny. Even when he was a kid, going into the barbershop was the only place where he was a kid no more. In the barbershop, he was one of the men, and they treated him as such. (Except at the end when he was given a lollipop, though there were no complaints from the younger Danny on this matter.)

But Dr. Glover’s salon was anything but a casual, relaxing affair. The buzz cut was clearly more than a removal of hair. This was a removal of identity. Men might have acted as if their looks didn’t matter. Bald men were often proud of their shiny tops. They’d stop and let children rub their smooth head as if it was the stomach of Buddha. But while they smiled and appeared indifferent, they also sneaked off to hair restoration clinics, spending thousands of dollars on painful treatments that were no more effective than the quackery peddled by the traveling snake oil salesmen of the early twentieth century. Society might have seen vanity as a woman’s sin, but Danny knew it was one shared equally by both sexes.

The clippers continued to till across Danny’s crown, mulching away the dark, masculine hair. Danny clasped his eyelids shut as the finer strands fell. 

Dr. Glover hummed pleasantly to herself as she continued her work. “Just be careful if you go out into the sun,” Dr. Glover teased. “I hear bald guys can get terrible sunburns on the top of their heads. We’ll have to get you suntan lotion with some serious SPF.”

Danny didn’t reply. He continued watching the falling clumps of hair, surprised that so much had once been rooted on his head. The clippers resumed their high-pitch shriek as they struggled to find lasting follicles. 

Dr. Glover killed the clipper’s power and blew across the blades. She picked up a blow dryer and cleared away the lingering hairs still on his head and face.

As the AC kicked on, Danny felt cool air blow across his naked scalp. He shivered and pulled the cape tightly around his body. Dr. Glover returned the blow dryer and opened a small drawer in the table. She brought out a small bag and pulled back the zipper, bringing out a razor and shaving cream. Dr. Glover continued to hum as she filled a ceramic bowl with warm water, placing it on the table beside them.

She smiled and moved behind him again. Shaving cream enveloped onto her palm. Gently, she spread the white foam across his scalp. After cleaning her hands with a rag, Dr. Glover placed the razor to Danny’s head and ran it smoothly across his scalp. It was an alien sensation. Danny’s shoulders clenched together as the cold blade scraped across his head.

She flicked the razor in the water after each pass. The clear water turned opaque as the cream and hair filled it. Dr. Glover set down the razor after she had completed her work and ran the rag over his head. She passed her hand over the smooth skin of his bald scalp.

“It’s so shiny!” She spat on his head and rubbed the spittle into his scalp. “This is your lotion to help you with the razor burns.”

She returned to the shaving cream bottle, applying more to her hand. Danny moved uneasily in the chair as she held his head and began smearing the cream over his eyebrows.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

A small zap quieted him.

“Do not question me, slave. I’ve already made my reasons quite clear as to what I am doing. I suggest you stay still unless you want this razor to slip across your eyeball.”

Danny didn’t move or make a sound as Dr. Glover drew the blades across the half-moons of his eyebrows. Each brow fell away with one swoop. Dr. Glover wiped away the lingering cream on his brows and returned the razor to the drawer. She pulled out a hand mirror and held it in front of Danny.

“What do you think?”

Danny stared at his bald head, his face without eyebrows. The look reminded him of a peasant in a dystopian science fiction film. He appeared featureless, as if more than mere hair had been taken from him. He looked away from the mirror. 

Dr. Glover laughed. “Get out of the chair and onto your knees, slave.”

Danny’s knees met the cold floor as Dr. Glover secured a leash onto his collar.

“Follow me.”

Danny waddled on his hands and knees, following the footfalls of Dr. Glover’s heels. Instead of turning down the hall to the sissy room, Dr. Glover turned in the other direction. The leash pulled against Danny’s collar, urging him forward. He chased her black heels clicking along the floor and the toned, smooth columns of her legs. Dr. Glover’s rear shifted as she walked, stretching the taut bandage skirt with each seductive step. 

She led him into a room next to the master bedroom. The windows had been covered up with black curtains. Between the two windows sat a throne with a slightly raised dais about a foot off the floor. There was a chair in the center of the dais with a tall back and plush, ruby cushion. Danny noticed the seat of the chair had an opening at the bottom.

Dr. Glover pulled on the leash. Danny followed her as she stepped onto the dais and took a seat at her royal chair. 

“Slave position three,” Dr. Glover ordered.

The position was easy to fall into. Danny was already on his knees. He leaned back on his feet, displaying his open palms to Dr. Glover as he stared up at her powerful beauty.

“So, you think you were the best writer at Gulliver Prep, huh, slave?” Danny didn’t answer. “Perhaps. What I do know is that you were the biggest ass kisser. Always the little brownnoser with the teachers, right?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And I bet you’re still the same ass kisser as you were then.”

Danny nodded, understanding now why her royal chair had an opening at the bottom. 

Dr. Glover narrowed her eyes. “Under the chair, slave. On your back.”

Danny crawled under the seat and flipped over, sliding himself between the legs of the chair. His head rested against a square block of padding positioned beneath the chair. Dr. Glover stood and secured several straps along his forehead and chin until Danny couldn’t move his head. She also secured his wrists to the legs of the chair. 

Dr. Glover removed his chastity belt. He was aching for a release after the erotic bath. His cock became semi-erect as she pulled off the metal tube. Dr. Glover spread his legs until they rested beside a pair of screw eyes bolted to the dais. She attached ankle cuffs to Danny’s legs and locked them to the screw eyes. Metal jingled as Danny unsuccessfully tried to bring his feet together. 

Danny listened as she reached behind the royal seat. She brought out a remote with a thick cable, which snaked underneath the chair. When she pressed one of the buttons, a hydraulic motor whined, lifting Danny’s head closer to the hole of the royal chair’s seat. 

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Dr. Glover said as she lowered his head back to the floor.

Danny tried to shake his head, but the straps didn’t allow him the slightest movement. As much as he tried to object to the idea of kissing another person’s ass, he felt his cock become tumid. And as Danny watched Dr. Glover lift her bandage skirt and reveal the gorgeous cheeks of her firm behind, the swelling only increased. 

Dr. Glover took a seat at her royal chair. The slanted edges of the seat pulled her cheeks apart, exposing the interior of her anus. A black thong ran along her crack, preventing Danny from gazing into her hole. Dr. Glover lifted herself from the chair and slid the thong over her legs. She lifted her bottom from the seat and knelt beside his stiff member. She wrapped the thong around his cock and balls, forming a tight knot.

She went back to the queening chair and took her seat. Her brown hole winked at him as she settled her bottom onto the cushion. Of course, her ass wasn’t the only thing he noticed. Close by, the pink lips of her pussy were on full display. Danny hungered for a taste. 

The whine of the hydraulic motor began. Danny edged closer to Dr. Glover’s ass. She carefully positioned herself so that his nose lifted right up into her behind. She killed the press just before Danny’s nose touched her arse.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now, slave, I want you to sniff the aroma of my ass. Let it fill your senses.”

Danny took a whiff. The transmuting effect on his cock was immediate. Danny stared at her plump cheeks hovering just above his eyes as he drank in her sweet aroma. This was the woman Danny had lusted after so often in class, the ass he watched move when Angelia got up from her seat or walked down the hall between classes. A forbidden ass that was now millimeters from his face. He became dizzy as he huffed in her potent scent, unable to stop. 

Dr. Glover laughed as she listened to him. “Would my slave like a closer smell of my ass?”

Danny panted. “Yes, Mistress.”

She clicked the up arrow on the remote. Danny’s nose nestled into her hole. Her cool cheeks enveloped his face in a glorious mound of perfect flesh. He tried to breathe but could find no air. Her hot pussy pressed against his mouth, but Danny didn’t dare open his lips without explicit permission. He squirmed in the bounds even though there was nowhere to go. His lungs burned as they filled with CO2 and his mind screamed for air. Just as he was certain he would suffocate, Dr. Glover lowered his head. Danny groaned as he fought for air, his lungs sucking in as much oxygen as possible. 

Danny trembled in the harness, realizing that Dr. Glover could take his life with one push of the button. He watched as she shifted her stance in the chair, moving slightly forward. It was only an inch or so, but Danny knew that tiny alteration would make all the difference. 

“How did you like the smell of my ass, slave?”

“Oh, it smells wonderful, Mistress.”

“I’m going to lift you up again. But this time I want to feel your tongue.”

Dr. Glover squeezed her thumb. The motor fired up, the press lifting Danny’s head to meet her asshole. His head stopped just shy of her cheeks.

“Now stick out your tongue and reach for my ass.”

Danny opened his mouth and stretched his tongue as far as it would go. He was no more than a centimeter from her brown pucker. He tried to lift his head, but the straps were too tight. He threw his tongue to the side, settling for the outer wall of her anus.

Dr. Glover chortled. “My slave is quite hungry for my ass.”

Danny muttered, “Mmmhmm,” as his tongue reached above.

Dr. Glover tapped the remote, giving Danny the extra inch he needed to bury his tongue in her flesh. 

He worked his tongue around her puckered exterior, licking along the folds of her anus. Dr. Glover moaned as the tongue flicked her. Danny stiffened his tongue like a lance and pierced the hole of her anus. His cock bobbed in the air as it twitched. For a brief moment, he thought he might cum without touching himself.

Dr. Glover seemed aware of his cock’s reaction. As a drop of precum formed at the tip, she leaned over and picked up a spare riding crop sitting beside the royal chair. While remaining in the chair, Dr. Glover swung the riding crop across Danny’s shaft.

Danny muffled a cry as the crop slapped his hard-on. Dr. Glover tapped the remote once more, forcing Danny’s jaw to open as the hydraulic press forced his mouth into her ass. There was nowhere for Danny’s tongue to retreat. Not that he had any real desire to flee. 

His tongue continued to work along the tender folds of her ass, lapping up the salty taste of her forbidden flesh.

It was the first ass he had ever licked and it occurred to Danny that he had never even tasted a pussy. The furthest he had ever gone with a girl was during his senior year of high school when, for ten brief seconds, he fingered Megan Montgomery’s pussy after sneaking into Kyle Harrison’s graduation party. The next morning, Megan denied it never happened to her friends and warned Danny that if he ever mentioned it again to anyone that she would say he tried to rape her.

After that unsuccessful attempt at getting laid, Danny was less bold at his future attempts. While he was never successful at lying with a woman, now he was licking a woman’s ass. And not just licking, he realized. This was more than a little experimentation with the tongue. This was a full-on gorging—tossing the salad as they say. But Danny didn’t care what it made him. He was getting to dine on an ass that had most men staring at its hypnotic shuffle when Dr. Glover strutted down a hallway or across a beach.

Danny fought to press his tongue deeper into her ass. 

Dr. Glover encouraged him. “That’s it. Make your tongue as stiff as possible and stick it right up in there. Don’t be shy. I want to feel your tongue inside my ass. Work it in there like a cock.”

Danny did his best to follow her command. Besides, he wanted to taste and dine on the deeper regions of her ass. But as he continued to twist his tongue, an unsettling throb began to form. His tongue simply wasn’t in shape to handle this kind of strenuous exercise. The licks soon became slower, less intense. His stiff tongue went soft as it pleaded for respite.

“Is that it, slave?”

Dr. Glover lowered his head so he could answer.

Danny fought to catch his breath. “I’m sorry. My tongue just can’t move anymore.”

Dr. Glover sighed as she lowered him back to floor. “You have a lot of work to do, slave. No one wants a slave who can’t finish the job. Imagine if a woman stopped in the middle of a blowjob because she got tired. You can possess an inadequate cock, have small muscles, but the one attribute no mistress will ever be able to overlook is a tongue that cannot provide her the pleasure she deserves and expects.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Danny’s chest rose and fell as he filled his lungs with much-needed air. His tongue still ached from its new workout.

“You need to practice your oral skills every day. If you get really good, maybe I’ll let you test it out on my pussy.”

Danny’s cock reacted to that notion, twitching through the air and depositing fresh precum. The years of struggling to become aroused seemed to Danny as though they had occurred in another lifetime. It was hard for him to believe he ever could have had an issue with arousal.

Dr. Glover moved her heels beneath his balls, cradling them with the tips of her heels. His sack tightened in response. Veins protruded along his shaft as more blood pumped to his cock, the tied-off thong acting as a cock ring.

“The real question is what to do with this cock.”

Dr. Glover bounced his genitals with the tips of her heels like a pair of soccer balls.

“These seem rather swollen,” she remarked. “And after only a few days? I hope you don’t mind having full balls because, as a slave, you need to be conditioned to go without cumming for extended periods. Not just days or weeks either, but in some cases, months. Even years.”

Danny’s heart seemed to skip a beat at the ludicrous claim. Years, he thought. It was incredulous. Was she being serious? Were there really men who had gone months and even years without a single orgasm? He couldn’t believe it was true, and yet a quiet voice of intuition told him that it probably happened with far greater regularity than most people could imagine. He reminded himself of the former Lord Edgar. These lifestyles were being practiced hundreds of years ago and Danny doubted the former lord was the first to try it. There were probably cavemen who, when they had returned at night to their dwellings, knelt to their cave mistress, cleaning the dirt from their mistress’ feet in docile subservience while she feasted on the day’s best catch. 

Danny knew he was nothing more than another beta male being put in line by the alpha female. And he was grateful for the opportunity. He wasn’t completely naive. He knew that probably very few men with his desires and needs would ever find a woman with half the zeal and skill Dr. Glover possessed. Many would go their whole lives without ever knowing the divine pleasure of serving an alpha woman.

“This cock doesn’t deserve my attention,” Dr. Glover said. She lifted her heel away from his cock. Danny’s stomach grumbled. “Hungry, slave?”

It had been more than a day since Danny had eaten anything. He didn’t realize how hungry he was with the shock of Dr. Glover’s slave orientation. Now that the situation had calmed and he felt relatively comfortable in his new state, Danny’s stomach begged for nourishment.

“I could use some breakfast,” Danny admitted. “Is it even morning?”

Dr. Glover undid the straps. “Close enough.”

She secured the chastity belt around his waist before allowing him to crawl down from the dais. Danny padded along the floor as he crawled beside Dr. Glover’s stride. 

Valarie was already in the kitchen eating a bowl of Special K cereal. She looked up as they entered. Her spoon dropped, striking the ceramic bowl with a dreadful clamor when she saw Danny’s bald head. Her bulging eyes moved from Danny’s shaved head to Angelia’s sneering grin.

“I gave him a haircut,” Dr. Glover said flatly.

Valarie nodded. “Yes, I can see that you did.” She pushed back her chair and stood. “You two will have to excuse me. I’ve suddenly lost my appetite.”

Valarie scrunched up one side of her face as she walked to the trash bin. The cereal and milk made pattering sounds as they fell into the Hefty bag. 

Dr. Glover yanked on Danny’s collar, pulling him out of the way as Valarie slipped out of the kitchen.

“And where are you off to?” Dr. Glover asked.

Valarie turned and faced her mistress. “To go read out on the balcony if it pleases you, miss,” she said in sarcastic tone.

Dr. Glover folded her arms. “Don’t you mock me, girl. You spend far too much time reading romances and smut. I expect you to clean up the mess in the sissy room. There are plenty of wet sheets to be washed.”

Valarie’s mouth opened. “Sorry, miss. I thought the slave was responsible for cleaning the sheets.” She faced Danny. “You are the one who wet the bed, right, slave?”

Danny’s face went red.

“He’s still in orientation,” Dr. Glover said. “And if you don’t watch yourself, I’ll have to reorient your attitude.”

Valerie rolled her eyes, but threw up her hands in defeat. “Fine, fine. I’m going right now.”

Dr. Glover sighed as Valarie left the room.

“Now where were we?” Dr. Glover said. “Oh, yes, breakfast. The most important meal of the day.” Dr. Glover lifted the box of Special K, but saw it was empty. She opened the pantry, tapping her heel against the floor as she scanned the barren shelves. “I hope Cheerios is okay for you, slave, because it seems we’re in need of a run to the store.”

“That’s fine,” Danny said. “I’m not very picky.”

Dr. Glover smiled. “That’s good to hear. Because entitlement is one attribute a slave can’t have. And don’t let Valarie be an example of how a slave should behave. Sometimes I feel she is more of a child than a submissive.”

Dr. Glover took the box of cereal and went to the refrigerator, grabbing a carton of milk. She led Danny to the middle of the room and opened the flaps of the cereal box. Danny opened his mouth, expecting to receive the Cheerios directly from the box. Dr. Glover did pour the cereal, but she emptied it onto the floor. The grains struck the wooden floor and scattered. Dr. Glover used her heel to sweep the cereal into a cohesive pile. She knelt down and spilt a small amount of milk onto the Cheerios. After returning the cereal to the pantry and the milk to the refrigerator, she stood over the wet cereal lying on the floor.

“Now, let’s see about getting you fed,” she said.

Dr. Glover lifted her heel over the cereal and lowered the toe of her shoe to the grains. The cereal crunched under the weight of her foot. She twisted her heel before lifting it. Soggy cereal stuck to the bottom. Dr. Glover pulled on the leash, forcing Danny’s head to meet the bottom of her heel.

“Don’t be shy, slave. You have a long day ahead of you. You’ll need every bit of this nourishment to keep you going.”

Danny opened his mouth and began licking the damp cereal from the bottom of her heel. It didn’t taste bad, and Danny didn’t consider himself mysophobic. The floor appeared spotless, anyway. Yet, it was a significantly submissive act. No real man would ever allow himself to be on his hands and knees in a chastity belt and collar, eating his breakfast off the bottom of a woman’s heels. But Danny didn’t mind. He could feel his cock pressing up against the bending metal encasing it. That was all the impetus he needed to continue. 

As Danny lapped the cereal from the sole of her heel, milk ran down his chin. When the “heelful” of food was gone, Dr. Glover ground her heel lightly into the pile again. Danny hungrily ate it up as she raised her heel again, trying his best not to let the cereal fall back to the floor. It was a messy breakfast, but it was nourishment all the same. Danny drank the lingering milk dripping from the bottom of her heel, not leaving anything to spare.

“Getting full, slave?”

Danny shook his head. He had barely gotten down half a bowl’s worth.

Dr. Glover frowned. “Aren’t you the little piggy. Very well. I can’t have a famished slave on my hands.”

Dr. Glover moved to the kitchen counter and opened one of the lower cabinets. Danny’s breath quickened as he stared at her ass. She felt around until she found what she was looking for. She was smiling as she brought out a metal dog bowl.

Danny was still on his knees as she set it down on the floor in front of him. The bowl made ringing sounds as she filled it with Cheerios. Dr. Glover topped it off with fresh milk and pushed the bowl toward Danny with her heel.

“Don’t use your hands,” Dr. Glover said. “Just your mouth.”

At least I won’t be going hungry, Danny thought. He avoided the puddles of milk left on the floor as he moved toward the bowl and bent over. He tried to use his tongue to scoop up the cereal, but it was of no use. He wasn’t a dog. If he wanted to eat, he was going to have to really get in there. 

For a second, Danny saw his reflection in the rim of the bowl’s metal. It was unrecognizable, an alien image. He plunged his face into the bowl, avoiding the gaze of his foreign eyes. Milk dripped from his chin as he lifted his head to chew and swallow. 

Dr. Glover laughed at his savagery. “Hurry up, slave. We can’t spend all day in the kitchen.”

Danny returned his face to the bowl and ate until he couldn’t stomach any more cereal. He lifted his head, wiped away the lingering milk from his face, and told Dr. Glover that he was finished. 

“Good. I will have Valarie clean this up later. Follow me to the bedroom. Stay on the floor as you move.”

Danny crawled behind Dr. Glover’s toned legs. 

She took a seat on the récamier sofa, looking like a queen as she crossed her legs on the opulent furniture. “Slave position three.”

Danny fell into the position as quickly as a cadet hearing TEN-HUT! from a drill instructor. Dr. Glover kicked off her heels and unfurled her long legs across the récamier. She captured the essence of elegance in the alluring position. And I’m a hairless freak, Danny told himself, shifting his eyes to the floor. His skin had become pale as a result of being indoors too often, his muscles nonexistent. He knew Dr. Glover thought he was a disgusting sight to look at. Hair was about the last masculine feature he had left, and now that was gone too. Even his cock was locked away. There was really nothing left that made him a man.

“What are you thinking about, Danny?”

Hearing his name—his real name—snapped him out of his thoughts. 

“It’s like you went into another world there for a moment. What’s on your mind?”

Danny had often been told by friends that he possessed a lost kind of look and could easily space out. He hated the trait until he learned it was the secret sauce of all artists—that ability to hypnotize oneself.

“Nothing,” Danny lied. “I just… I don’t know. I was thinking how disgusting I look next to you. You’re—” He looked up at her. “Well, you’re perfect. And I look like a freak.”

Dr. Glover sighed. “You’re actually not that bad looking, Danny. And in the dominance and submission scene, looks aren’t nearly as important as they are in vanilla circles. Everyone claims that inner beauty bullshit, but a quick peek in any woman’s closet will immediately dispel the myth. In BDSM, though, the sentiment is actually true. Think about it. Would you rather serve one of those hot spinner girls who twirl their hair as they talk in a valley-girl accent or submit to an average-looking alpha woman who truly understands dominance?”

“I’d take the latter,” Danny said.

“Of course, you would. And the same is true for us dommes. Every male sub thinks because dommes far outnumber submissives that we have our pick of the litter. To some degree that’s true, but more often the litter is filled with runts. We have to weed through time-wasters who have no intention of meeting us or forming a real relationship. Then there are the wankers who can’t separate real submission from fantasy, and newcomers who have never submitted but claim not to have any limits and are ready to be a live-in slave. It’s exhausting and often filled with disappointment. Trust me, I’ve counseled enough jaded dommes to know. When they find a good sub who really understands servitude and high protocol, looks matter far, far less. Trust me, when I’m done training you, Danny, you’re going to have dommes fighting over you.”

Danny smiled at the thought, but a pang of sadness filled him each time Dr. Glover mentioned other dommes. It was already getting increasingly difficult for him to remind himself that this was his doctor, not his dominatrix. He might have called Dr. Glover mistress, but that was an all an act.

“I hope I can live up to your expectations… Mistress.”

Danny watched the corners of Dr. Glover’s mouth slowly lift.

“I’m sure you will. Besides, you don’t really have a choice.”

The collar zapped Danny’s neck. He had almost forgotten it was there.

“Slave position eight.”

Danny rolled on his back and took hold of his ankles. He opened his legs until his genital area was precariously exposed. Dr. Glover rose from the récamier and stood over him, removing his chastity belt. She tossed the metal wear on the sofa and faced him, her foot tapping against his sack. 

Danny breathed, bracing himself for the blow.

Out of the corner of his eye, Danny saw Dr. Glover’s foot draw back and pause. The seconds seemed to draw out for eons of time. Sweat rolled down his forehead. Then it came. Her foot slammed into his groin, sending a thunderbolt of agony shooting all the way up to his throat.

Danny cried out and rolled into a fetal position, his goods protected from any further assaults. But the damage was done. Stomach-twisting pangs lifted through him like the crescendo of a dark opera. 

“Slave position eight,” Dr. Glover repeated. 

Danny, still tucked in a ball, lay unresponsive. 

“Very, well. Have it your way.”

Danny watched her leave the room. He hadn’t felt a good kick to the jewels since he was a little kid playing soccer and a wild shot made contact between his legs. He had forgotten how awful it was to get a real good smack to them.

Danny rolled onto his knees, facing away from the hall. As he heard the footfalls of Dr. Glover’s heels rapidly clicking across the hall, he moved into a defensive position by closing his legs and clasping his hands over the front of his groin. Danny craned his neck over his shoulder as she entered. 

She yelled something to him, but Danny didn’t catch it. He saw the flash of a black and wiry object fly through the air. He lifted a shoulder in a feeble attempt to block the blow, but all his defensives had been placed around his groin. The single tail lashed across his upper back. The sensation was notably different from a kick to his groin. Instead of experiencing a dull pain that slowly subsided, the whip brought him a sharp pain that quickly intensified. Danny clenched his shoulder blades together as the searing burn grew.

Danny got the message. He held up his hand to offer both his apology and yield. If she wanted him in slave position eight that badly, by God, he’d do it. He felt her heels make contact with his back. She quickly brought him to all fours. He started to offer an apology—he was genuinely frightened—but the fall of Dr. Glover’s whip muted his words.

The whip larruped against his backside with uninterrupted blows. There was no protection. The sliced air offered futile warnings. The single tail’s battle cry roared against his flesh. A final strike wrapped around his back and along his chest, the end of the single tail kissing his nipple. Danny fell to the floor. 

Dr. Glover kicked him in the side, urging him back to his knees. On wobbly limbs, Danny lifted his torso off the floor.

“Crawl!” Dr. Glover ordered.

Danny forced his hands and knees to begin padding across the floor. He knew there were nasty welts forming along his backside, but he was too frightened to reach back to feel for them. Instead, he followed Dr. Glover back into the dungeon.

She paused by a bondage chair, her arms folded. “Since you seem unable to hold a simple slave position, I will have to have you bound.” 

Danny somehow found the strength to bring himself to his feet and hobble into the chair. Calling it a chair probably wasn’t the most accurate term, Danny realized. It was more of a cross with a small V-shaped seat that left his balls dangling and exposed. 

Dr. Glover bound his arms horizontally to the cross. His ankles and thighs were next fettered, leaving him helplessly vulnerable to Dr. Glover’s brand of sadism. She crossed the room and opened an armoire along the wall. Danny spotted an impressive collection of leather and latex hoods. She snatched one and returned to him.

“I don’t want to look at those pleading, puppy-dog eyes of yours. You are a slave. Slaves do not have emotions or identities. They are pieces of property that exist to serve their mistresses.” 

The hood completely enclosed his head. Even his eyes were covered by a mesh netting that allowed him to see, but prevented onlookers from looking back at him. Small holes allowed him to breathe through his nose. The mouthpiece was open, but Dr. Glover quickly filled it with a penis gag. It was now impossible for him to plead with Dr. Glover. There would be no bargaining, promises, safe words, or cries for mercy. Behind the hood, there was only the silent submission of a slave. 

Despite the mounting fear that nearly bordered on hysteria, Danny felt his cock swell as he reflected on his helpless state. It didn’t make sense. He was in shock, filled with trepidation. He didn’t enjoy receiving kicks to his groin or the searing pain of the whip and yet, the idea of being forced to submit additional suffering made him want to grab his cock and tug. 

Can someone simultaneously love and hate a thing so much and not be a little mad?

Danny turned his head and watched as Dr. Glover rolled a Task Force tool cabinet in front of him. God only knew what the industrial storage device contained inside its metal drawers.

“Foolishly, I thought you might be able to withstand your cock and ball torture without the aid of restraints. Obviously, I was wrong. You’ll learn, in time, Danny, that a true slave can take a beating without any bondage or manacles. Restraints are for beginners.”

Danny wanted to remind her that he was a beginner, but the damn penis gag choked off his voice. A real slave wouldn’t need a penis gag to prevent him from objecting to his mistress, Danny thought to himself. He knew it was the truth, but he didn’t care. Everything was moving too quickly. It was all because of the answers he had given on that stupid test. So much for honesty being the best policy. Look where it had gotten him. 

An unsettling thought occurred to Danny just then. What if Dr. Glover wasn’t the gifted doctor his general practitioner had presumed her to be? What if she was actually a psychopath? Could any doctor actually do this to one of their patients and not be crazy? She had admitted her methods were unorthodox, but Danny was confident she had left the realm of unorthodox methods after the first spanking. At this rate, Dr. Glover would have him in a Nazi-style concentration camp by the end of the week.

Dr. Glover started to open one of drawers to the tool cabinet before she paused and turned to him. “On second thought, I have a better idea.”

She moved behind the cabinet and pushed, rolling it behind Danny. “I don’t want you to see what I have planned for you,” she said. “I wouldn’t want to spoil all the upcoming surprises.”

Danny listened as drawers opened and items were removed. He tried to make out what they were by the sound they produced, but they proved too ambiguous to decipher beyond rough guesses. Several objects struck the cabinet’s work surface with a heavy thud. He also detected the clink of metal.

Danny didn’t have to wait long to discover what Dr. Glover had planned for him. She stepped before him with an ample length of bondage rope in her hands. Danny noticed she had also slipped on a pair of leather gloves that ran up past her elbows. She lifted his cock and tied the rope around the back of the chair so that his cock pointed toward his belly button.

“I don’t want that piece of meat getting in the way,” Dr. Glover said. “This treatment is all about getting your worthless balls in line.”

She gripped his sack with her hand, squeezing his balls in the leather glove. Danny’s body instinctively tried to jump, but the straps kept him still. It was such a vulnerable position. Not only could he not move, but his legs were also spread, his balls freely hanging. She placed her other hand below his nostrils as she increased her grip. Danny inhaled the fine leather. He wasn’t sure why the scent made his cock stiffen. Was there even such thing as a leather fetish, he wondered. He was a believer in evolution, but he couldn’t figure out why being aroused by leather would offer a better chance at survival. The intense pain between his legs, though, truncated those academic notions. Danny bit down on the penis gag as he inhaled more vigorously than before. The leather was the only available distraction.

“That’s it, slave. I thought your testing hinted to a reaction to leather. Now I have confirmation. You will learn to lean in to what provides you solace as you take my torture. In time, though, you will learn to lean into the pain and be one with it. Only then will find sub space, a place where you will become one with the pain until it does not exist. It’s enlightenment for slaves.”

If this was nirvana, Danny didn’t want to imagine samsara. She took her hand away and gave his balls one last farewell squeeze. The pain leapt up into his throat, but he knew this was only the beginning. Dr. Glover had removed numerous items, which meant it was going to be a very long morning.

Dr. Glover placed what she termed a ‘parachute’ around his sack. The leather device had three chains that joined a few inches below the device so weights could be added. 

“Let’s start with two of the eight-ounce weights and see how you handle them,” Dr. Glover said. 

The chrome weights looked like small Christmas ornaments. Dr. Glover clipped them to the ring that joined the chains of the parachute. Then she dropped them.

Danny groaned as the parachute tugged at his balls. 

Dr. Glover hummed to herself as she gathered more items. She secured clamps to his nipples. A chain connected two alligator clamps. Their bite was formidable, enough to make Danny momentarily forget about the parachute. The chain draped along his chest. Dr. Glover pulled at the chain until the clamps yanked at his nipples, increasing their bite. Danny shut his eyes and clamped his jaw against the penis gag like a bit.

Dr. Glover added a couple of weights to the middle of the chain as a final touch. The suffering continued as Dr. Glover added additional weights to his crotch. 

Danny felt trickles of sweat build and fall beneath the hood as he endured each additional half-pound weight. After several pounds in total had been added to the parachute, Danny imagined that his testicles must have been halfway to his ankles. Throughout the torment, Danny’s cock remained in a semi-erect state. A few drops of precum had even dribbled out.

After four pounds hung from the parachute, Dr. Glover took hold of his semi-erect cock. She pulled the bandage dress up to her waist and straddled him. Danny didn’t have to look down to know she wasn’t wearing any underwear; he could feel her hot pussy against his now tumid member. Briefly, she lifted the rope from his cock and pressed his manhood against her, sliding the shaft between the lips of her sex. The stimulation caused his balls to rise, increasing the pressure upon them, but for Danny, it was well worth the pain.

“Mmm. So close,” Dr. Glover remarked. “Would you say this is the furthest you have ever been with a woman?”

Danny mumbled incoherently into the gag even though there was no need to answer. He had already given her all of his sexual history. Every bit of information she needed to exploit and use him to her own advantage had been collected, recorded, and analyzed.

Dr. Glover unlatched the leather patch covering his mouth. She withdrew the penis gag and threw it to the floor.

“Keep your mouth open,” she said. Dr. Glover arched her head back and spat in his mouth. 

Danny held the spittle in his mouth until Dr. Glover allowed him to swallow. Her warm spit contained a salty flavor that made him crave more. As he allowed the remnants of her spittle to swim around his tongue, he focused on her plump lips, imagining the act of kissing them and exploring the inside of her mouth. 

She continued to press his member into her pussy as she moved her hips. Danny moaned as he felt her wetness brush across the head of his cock. He despised being a virgin. It was a secret that he shared with no one, a reality that separated him from his peers. While being a man was a lot more than having sex, no one could deny with a straight face that sex was critical to one’s masculinity. Since before the first agrarian society, men had fought, pillaged, and waged war for the affection of women. 

Danny wanted to feel the warmth of the opposite sex envelop his cock in ecstasy once before he died. He had thought about going to an escort; there were plenty of upscale establishments in and around the Miami area offering a plethora of some of the most beautiful women in the world. Yet, the idea didn’t sit well with him. Perhaps it was knowing that he hadn’t actually gained the woman’s affection, or maybe it was just that the entire industry seemed tainted with claims of misogyny. Danny wasn’t sure.

Dr. Glover loosened the bounds to his hood and ripped the covering away from his head. The cool air met his face. She ran a hand over his face, brushing away the sheen of sweat that had formed. She put her mouth close to his own and licked his upper lip. The urge to press his mouth against her lips was insatiable. As she licked the outside of his mouth and pressed his cock against the entrance to her sex, Danny felt the defiance build. In that moment, he wanted nothing more out of life than to throw his arms around Angelia Glover, press his lips against hers, and slide his penis into her temple. His manacled state might have prevented him from entering or embracing her, but he had enough movement in his neck to crane toward her lips.

This was a test, he knew. A test of submission. To defy her in this moment would carry severe consequences, but worse, it would probably mean that Dr. Glover would release him from his training. He thought about the first time Dr. Glover had denied him an orgasm. His first lesson had taught him the importance of long-term pleasure over immediate bliss. From an intellectual standpoint, it was an easy concept to understand, but in the fury of sexual desire, it was quite another.

Dr. Glover ran her tongue along the outside of his mouth before pursing her lips. She produced a fresh wad of spittle. The spit dangled from her lips. Danny opened his mouth to receive the offering like a baby bird waiting for his mother to share a freshly chewed worm. The spit drooped until Danny felt it would surely break away from her lips and fall into his hungry mouth. Just before dropping, Dr. Glover sucked the spit back into her mouth and giggled. She pushed herself off his legs and tousled her hair.

“Now where were we?”

She chortled to herself again.

“Oh yes. We were torturing these balls.”

She kicked the weights with her heels, sending the chrome balls dancing through the air. Danny groaned in agony.

“Oh, stop it. I was nice enough to let you feel my pussy. You’ve gotten more action today than you’ve probably ever dreamed of. You should really be thanking me.”

“Thank you, Dr. Glover,” he said, gritting his teeth.

“And how are those nipples feeling?”

Danny had almost forgotten about the clamps along his chest.

“Actually, I can’t even feel them.”

Dr. Glover moved toward his chest. “Then we should remove them. Once the blood gets cut off, the nerves can’t communicate with your brain. But don’t worry. When I take them off and the connection returns, you’ll feel a lot more pain than when they first went on.”

Dr. Glover removed the clamps and waited for his reaction. Just as she had promised, Danny felt what he could only describe as a set of phantom clamps biting down on his nipples. To make matters worse, Dr. Glover massaged his nipples, increasing the blood flow—and pain. 

She removed the weights and parachute, as well. Thankfully, for Danny, the removal of the parachute brought instant relief rather than more suffering. But he didn’t doubt that it would be a temporary comfort.

After returning the items, Dr. Glover selected a riding crop. She lifted his cock with the flat end of the crop. 

“I do believed that is precum,” she remarked.

She lifted the crop and smacked the head of his cock. 

“And I don’t believe that I gave you permission to get hard, let alone to release precum.”

The crop smacked his member again. She worked her way down the side of his shaft, wielding the instrument with adroit precision. The edge of the crop left thin purple lines along his shaft. He soon went limp. Dr. Glover positioned the head of the crop along his sack, looking up at him with a wicked smirk. Danny could only shake his head in objection. But the objection was ignored. Dr. Glover brought back the crop and gave his balls a firm strike with the tip. 

A low moan escaped Danny’s throat.

As the beating continued, strange, barbaric pleas spilled out of Danny as the crop thrashed across his sack. Dr. Glover held the top of his sack so that his balls were steadied at the end of her fist. She used her other hand to beat his boys with her merciless crop. Capillaries soon erupted, leaving a blackish-blue hue to his sack. 

Danny felt faint and his head dropped to his chest.

“Whew,” Dr. Glover said, wiping sweat from her forehead. “That was a workout, but I think I killed every one of those inferior sperm inside your balls.”

Danny didn’t respond. As she removed the bondage rope, his body went slack and fell to the floor. Dr. Glover pulled him by the collar, urging him toward a cage in the room. Danny didn’t resist. He only wanted rest. The metal cage looked like something picked up at a pet store, with three-by-five foot dimensions. At least it has a cushioned bottom, Danny thought as he crawled into it. He couldn’t unfurl himself completely, but by lying on his side, with his knees tucked to his chest, he was reasonably comfortable.

Dr. Glover slammed shut the door of the cage and locked it.

“Sweet dreams, slave. I’ll wake you when it’s time for dinner. You’ll be skipping lunch. I want you weak as possible.”

Danny listened to the click of her heels as she left the dungeon. The room went dark and Danny was alone. He leaned his head against an arm and tried to find sleep.
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The rattling of metal woke Danny. He opened his eyes and looked around, expecting to see Dr. Glover.

“Dinnertime,” Valarie said. She knelt down, holding a metal dog bowl up to the cage. It appeared to contain oatmeal. “Angelia had to run by the office. She probably won’t be back until late this evening, so consider me your slave mistress until she returns.” 

Danny didn’t like the sly grin forming across her face.

Through the square bars, Valarie snapped a leash onto his collar and opened the front of the cage. Danny’s muscles ached as he moved out of the small confines. He briefly stretched his legs and arms while remaining on all fours. The pull of the leash tugged him to the center of the room.

“This is your only meal for the rest of the day, so you better make the most of it. The only food Angelia is giving you is two measly packets of instant oatmeal. That’s three hundred and twenty calories.” 

Valarie brought him to the center of the room and told him to heel. Danny looked up at the bowl, waiting for her to give him his food. To his surprise, Danny watched as the bowl tilted over the edge of her hand and came crashing to the floor. The bowl struck the floor with an ear shrieking clatter. Oatmeal shot across the room, a good amount ending up strung across Danny’s face and chest.

“Oops,” Valarie said. “I swear I am so clumsy sometimes. My mistress is correct. I have to learn to pay more attention.” Valarie cocked her head to the side. “Oh, what’s the matter, Danny? Are you going to tell on me again?”

Danny shook his head.

Valarie seemed unconvinced. She slapped him across the face with such force that Danny went blind for a few seconds. As the world came back into view, twinkling dots stippled his vision.

“I ought to beat the shit out of you,” Valarie said. “You deserve no better. But then my mistress would know that I had punished you on my own accord, and we can’t have that.”

Valarie placed her heel against his head and pushed.

“Now clean up this mess.”

Danny opened his mouth and stuck out his tongue. As he began lapping the oatmeal strung across the floor, his appetite dwarfed his pride. Danny had never been one to count calories, but if he had to make a wager, he guessed that on most days, he went over the suggested two thousand calories. He wasn’t fat. On the contrary, he was quite thin. He simply had one of those strong metabolisms that didn’t know when to stop.

Using the leash, Valarie directed him to the spilt oatmeal, teasing him the entire time about how ridiculous he looked. “Of course, there’s no reason to feel any embarrassment,” Valerie mused. “I mean, when you’ve drunk another person’s urine, how much lower can you really go? By the way, Danny, how was my champagne?”

“It tasted wonderful,” Danny replied.

His answer sent Valerie into a fit of laughter. But Danny knew there was really no other answer he could provide. If he said it was deplorable, Valarie probably would have kicked him in the side and whipped him until he admitted how much he enjoyed it. And if he was really honest with himself, Danny had enjoyed it to a certain degree. While he might not have appreciated the taste of urine, the predicament of being forced to slowly consume the champagne of a beautiful woman (slave girl or not) touched a deep level of submission.

Danny finished eating the oatmeal, licking up every trace of the soggy wholegrain.

“Come, Danny. I think it’s time we get you out of the dungeon and back into your sissy room.”

Danny followed her down the hall. His chest tightened as the bed came into view. The pink sheets had been cleaned—the room returned to its former order. 

“We need to get you fitted in some proper attire. You can’t go the rest of the month naked.”

Danny watched as she went to the dresser. She rummaged through several drawers before making her final selections. She laid a black ensemble onto the bed: hosiery, garter belt, panties and a bra.

Danny crawled to the bed to inspect the garments. They didn’t look cheap. Danny picked up the panty and inspected the tag: Agent Provocateur.

“Sit up on the bed, and I’ll help you dress.”

Danny’s rear cried out as he lifted himself up off the floor. He suspected his butt hole would be sore for some time to come. He took a seat on the bed where he had recently experienced so much torment and shame. He sat on the end of the bed almost as if he was afraid that if he sat back, Valarie might fetter him to the mattress again. 

Valarie ran the satin hosiery over his smooth legs. She showed him how to clip the garter belts to the hose and the secret to putting on a bra by clasping it beforehand and sliding it up his legs and waist. 

She stood back and inspected him. “Perfect, but you need to wear your robe or you’re going to catch a cold.”

She took the robe off the hook by the door and slipped it over Danny’s arms. Danny had to admit that he did enjoy the sensation of the cool silk running across his skin.

“I’m going to leave you here for a while. While I’m gone, I want you to write in your sissy diary. Angelia thinks it’s important for you to document your experiences. Try to put in some effort, slave.”

Danny got up from the bed and approached the table, pulling out the chair. He picked up the glitter pen and looked back at Valarie.

“Happy writing,” she said, smiling. Valarie left him and sealed the door behind him.

Danny set down and opened the diary, staring at the blank page before him.
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Angelia tossed her heels into the closet. She was so tired she didn’t even bother putting them back on the rack. Valarie could do that in the morning. While she was slightly hungry, all Angelia wanted was to get into bed and sleep. 

She quietly walked to the bed and slipped under the covers, careful not to wake her lover. 

Valarie stirred anyhow.

“What time is it?” Valarie asked, lifting her head from the pillow.

“Late. How did everything go with Danny?”

Valarie sat up, rubbing her eyes. “Fine. I got him back into the sissy room and made him write in the diary.”

“Did you do the other thing we talked about?”

Valarie laughed. “Uh-huh. I’ve got him undergoing your Clockwork Orange experiment as we speak.”

“You were supposed to check on him every fifteen minutes to make sure he doesn’t fall asleep. I wanted him deprived of both food and sleep for tomorrow’s training.”

“I have been!”

“You’ve been asleep.” Angelia rolled out of bed and slipped into her evening robe. “I’ll go check on him. You better hope he hasn’t fallen asleep or your rear is going to be so bruised you won’t be able to sit for a month.”

Angelia left the bedroom and strolled down the dark hallway. She entered the pass code and placed her thumb along the biometric reader. 

Angelia sighed with relief when she heard Danny trying to make grunting noises. He knew someone had entered the room, which of course meant that he hadn’t fallen asleep. Valarie had gotten lucky this time, but she still felt the girl needed to be punished. Bad behavior couldn’t go unrebuked for their lack of consequences.

She did have to hand it to Valarie, though. She had done well. Danny was tied down in a sitting position on the bed, his head facing the TV. His eyes were held open with a special device that only allowed his eyes to quickly blink every two seconds. Danny would have no optical discomfort, but he would be unable to keep his eyes shut. Just like in the movie, he was forced to watch what was playing before him. 

Angelia moved farther into the room. The scene playing on the TV showed an athletic male pounding the rear of a smaller white man. The man’s massive cock couldn’t fit all the way into the small ass. Angelia smiled. According to her test results, nothing sexually repulsed Danny more than this. After enduring the long film, he would become malleable. Fatigue and hunger would soon set in too. His natural mental defenses would be lowered. His suggestibility would rise.

She ran her fingers over his arm. His eyes tried to shift over to view her.

“Don’t try to move,” Dr. Glover said. “Are you thirsty?”

 Danny made muffled sounds against the gag. Angelia took that as a yes. She went to the bathroom and filled up a glass at the sink. As she came back into the bedroom, she noticed the diary still resting on the desk. She removed the gag and lifted the cup to his mouth. Danny drank it all. As soon as he had finished, Angelia returned the gag to his mouth, careful not to give him an opportunity to speak. 

She picked up the diary before leaving. “It’s a little past midnight, slave. I will return at around six. Valarie will come and stay with you to make sure you are okay.”

Angelia figured a night without sleep for Valarie would be a just punishment. She returned to the bedroom and gave Valerie her orders.

“What am I going to do all night? Just sit there watching porn with him?”

Angelia rubbed her temple. It was late already. She had been working all day and didn’t need to come home to slaves questioning her directions.

“No, you will sit with him all night and make sure he there are no complications and that he gets water every hour. Also, make sure he doesn’t fall asleep.”

Valarie kicked the covers as she climbed out of bed. “How would he fall asleep with that contraption keeping his eyes open?”

“Medically it’s still possible,” Angelia said. “Now go. I don’t want to hear another word out of you.”

“Okay, okay. I’m going.”

Valarie threw on a pair of sleepers and left.

Dr. Glover opened the diary, closed the cloth canopy, and leaned back on the pillows for a quick read of Danny’s diary before bed.
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Angelia awoke to the feeling of lips being pressed against her forehead.

“Rise and shine, miss.”

She opened her eyes. The robe was drawn taut around Valarie, the outline of her nipples visible through the silk. Angelia grabbed at the hem of the robe, drawing her closer. Valarie giggled as she fell into the bed. Their mouths came together. Angelia nibbled on her lover’s lower lip. They kissed for several minutes before Angelia squeezed Valarie’s nipple and pulled away.

“What time is it?” Angelia asked.

“Six.”

“We better get Danny unhooked. He’s probably about ready to pop.”

“About? I’d think any normal psyche would have cracked an hour into that ordeal. If you ever put me through that I would—”

Valarie didn’t finish her sentence. 

Angelia stroked her lover’s pretty blonde hair. “You would take it,” she said. “If you had to, and I made you, you would endure. Plenty of slaves have before and plenty will after. It’s all mind over matter.”

They embraced once more before rising out of the bed.

“So what’s the plan?” Valarie asked.

“Let’s have breakfast, take a shower, and then get dressed in something special.”




***




Angelia and Valarie stepped into the sissy room, both wearing black latex bodysuits and donning matching strap-ons (though Angelia’s was double-sided for her own pleasure). Valarie carried a large burlap sack with her and began pouring its contents onto the floor. Rice rained against the floor like hail striking an aluminum roof.

Angelia quickly stepped over to Danny’s side. He was almost incoherent, staring ahead at the screen in front of him with dull, lifeless eyes. She snapped her fingers in front of each of his eyes, but got no response. She unhooked the small clamps keeping his eyes open and tossed the connecting wires to the side. As she unhooked the straps running across his body, a protesting moan escaped his lips. Better than nothing, Angelia thought. She had taken him to the edge, no doubt. That was obvious. Angelia just hoped she hadn’t overdone it.

She lightly slapped him across the face to rouse him. “Danny! Danny!” A set of eyes slowly turned toward her voice. His mouth opened and closed. “Danny, it’s time to get up.” His mouth opened again. For a second, his mouth hung open as if he was trying to figure out how to speak again. He pursed his lips as he struggled to form words.

“Doctor?”

He had violated high protocol, but given the circumstances, Angelia was willing to let that slide. 

She knew plenty of other dommes “in the scene” who would vehemently disapprove of what she was doing to Danny. She had stopped going to munches and fetish balls years before. They were filled with some of the most self-righteous people she had ever met. Most of the time, their personal lives were in an absolute shambles. They had no respect for Angelia’s credentials, and her beauty only made them resent her even more. 

What she was doing with Danny was not a sexual encounter. Certainly, sex was an element, but above all, this was a medical procedure. Dr. Glover was performing surgery on the subconscious, rewiring the lower catacombs of the mind. And like all surgeries, risks were present. Mental rewirings were often more dangerous than biological ones. They took more skill and deftness, and there were no schools one could attend to learn how to do it.

“Yes, slave, it’s me. Your doctor and your mistress. I’m here to release you.”

Danny looked around, awareness returning to him. “Oh, thank you, Mistress. Thank you. Thank you!” 

He reached out and threw his arms around Angelia’s waist. 

She didn’t push him away. Angelia felt a certain level of maternal bonding was important, especially after such an intense scene.

“You’re very welcome, slave. Now I need you to get up. We’re going to play a game. I think you’ll be glad to know that it requires you to be out of your chastity belt.”

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you for releasing me.”

Angelia helped Danny out of the bed and onto his knees. At once, he kissed the heel of her boot. He had only been in her captivity for a few days, but already Angelia could see an emaciated appearance in Danny. His face had gone white, his muscles trembled, and his eyes darted like an inmate who’d been a recent victim of sodomy. But he was falling into deeper submission. The unprompted kiss of her heel was evidence of the quick transformation occurring. She selected a leash from the closet and attached it to Danny’s collar.

“Do you see the rice in front of you?” Dr. Glover asked.

Danny nodded.

“And do you see the cocks around our hips?”

Danny nodded again.

“Good. And do you know what we’re going to do with you today?”

Danny mumbled a response.

“Couldn’t hear you, slave. Speak up for your mistress.”

“No,” Danny groaned.

“Don’t be rude with me,” Angelia said. She gave the leash a violent jerk. “First, we will weaken you a bit, although judging from the way you look, I don’t think we’ll have to spend too much time doing that. You look as though you can barely stay on your hands and knees as it is.”

Angelia pulled on the collar and commanded Danny to rise. His legs made crunching sounds as he came to his feet and straightened his body. Angelia walked onto the rice, her boots crunching the grains. She gave two tugs of the leash. Danny stepped onto the rice. He winced as his bare feet pressed on the seeds.

“No sliding your feet along the floor,” Angelia said. “You step.”

When Danny had reached the middle of the rice-covered floor, Valarie grabbed a pair of metal buckets from the closet and presented them to Angelia. She had Danny take hold of the buckets, one in each hand, and told him to spread his arms out horizontally to each side. The buckets were light. Angelia knew that, even in Danny’s fatigued state, he would have little trouble keeping the empty buckets held in the air. But that was about change. She went to the closet and took out a flogger with a nasty set of knots braided along the tips of the straps.

“Now, slave,” Angelia said. “You are to keep your arms perfectly straight and out to the sides. If your arms drop, I will whip your back with my flogger. It has a nasty bite, so I suggest you maintain your composure. This is a test of endurance. For round one, I will require you to keep the buckets in the air for ten minutes. Understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Angelia nodded to Valarie, who lifted another sack of rice. She filled each bucket a quarter of the way full and stepped back. Angelia stood behind Danny, watching his muscles tense. For the first couple of minutes they remained stoic. For a night of sleep deprivation and food restrictions, Danny was doing better than she had expected. She nodded to Valarie to fill up the buckets to the halfway mark.

Danny sucked in a deep lungful of air as Valerie poured the rice. Angelia smiled. He was beginning to struggle. She watched Danny lift the buckets a little higher than they had to be. It was a telltale sign of weakness. He was lifting them higher because he knew his arms were failing him. 

His deltoids and triceps began to waver, twitching like someone bench-pressing for the first time. As the four-minute mark passed, it was clear to her that Danny wasn’t going to make it. His arms and shoulders twitched until they couldn’t bear the load any longer. His arms fell to a forty-five degree angle for only a split second before Danny returned his hands to the required position. But it was long enough to present a clear violation of Angelia’s orders.

She took a step back, gripped the flogger’s handle and snapped the weapon through the air. The knots produced a high-pitched caw as they arched through the air. If the whip was the rifle of corporal punishment, the flogger was indubitably the shotgun. 

Danny’s hands flapped through the air as he absorbed the blow, but he didn’t drop the buckets. He sucked in a quick burst of air, desperate to get any additional strength he could. Angelia signaled to Valarie to fill the buckets up all the way. Danny cried out as the load doubled. Angelia knew he wouldn’t be able to take it much longer. He had been set up to fail from the beginning. Perhaps with a good night’s sleep and being well nourished he might have stood a chance, but not in this state. His blood sugar was low, his resolve enervated. Frailty and vertigo were the only attributes in ample supply. Mounting stress over the last twenty-four hours had flooded his system with cortisol and adrenaline, leaving him further weakened and depleted of his reserves.

A sheen of sweat formed across his back and along his arms. His limbs shook until the bucket slipped out of his left hand and crashed to the floor. Rice exploded through the air. Danny dropped to his knees in defeat, setting down the other bucket.

Angelia wasted no time in showing her disappointment. She whipped him with repeated volleys, marking his back with violent stripes. She moved to his ass, snapping the cruel knots against his buttocks. It was the first time Angelia had truly beaten Danny, and she relished in the sadistic moment. This wasn’t a couple of playful smacks to the bottom. This was a true thrashing. The white flesh of his cheeks succumbed to a deeper hue. Welts erupted from where the flogger’s crackers took aim. 

As his bottom bruised, Angelia returned to his back. Valarie held Danny’s head between her knees as he cried out in pain and confusion. Angelia felt herself become wet as she watched the bruises and welts dominate the landscape of his once-unscathed back. When she noticed a trickle of blood escaping one of the welts, she gave his back a final slash before stopping.

She rested her hands against her knees as she caught her breath. Her swinging arm throbbed from the workout, but her clitoris burned with a throbbing need to be touched. Angelia tossed the flogger onto the bed and wiped the sweat off her face.

“Still with me, slave?”

Danny panted, catching his breath as well.

“Yes, Mistress. Please stop. I can’t—”

He didn’t finish the thought. Probably couldn’t, Angelia realized. His body and brain were too deprived, the neural connections misfiring, unable to complete coherent thoughts. But that was fine. He didn’t need to enter into complex reasoning or problem solving. He only had to hold one single thought: obedience.

Angelia grabbed a towel from the bathroom and wiped at the small cut. She ran her fingernails along the freshly drawn welts, pressing the tips into his skin as she moved.

Danny cried out. He tried to retreat to the floor, but Valarie held him still.

“Stay, slave!” Valarie yelled. “Obey your mistress.”

“Relax,” Angelia said. “I’m not going to hurt you anymore. Not physically, at least.”

Valarie laughed. “I think that depends on your definition of harm,” she said, lifting her strap-on.

“Nonsense. Slave has been dreaming of a good strap-on training for years. The testing doesn’t lie. And to think he’s getting two for his first time! What a lucky boy.”

Angelia lubed up her double-sided strap-on as Danny began sucking Valarie’s cock. She tightened the straps once more along her waist and admired the black strap-on. She felt powerful with a cock, and understood why men tried to assert themselves as the dominant sex. Yet, their sexual tools were also their downfall. Angelia might have enjoyed the physical dominance of donning a strap-on, but she would never want to be subjected to its mental trappings. When men tried to rule with their cocks, the reverse always happened. 

The thick latex protected Angelia from the rice as she dropped to her knees, making herself level with Danny’s puckered ass. She fingered his ass, testing his contractions. 

“I’m going to give your pussy some lube,” Angelia stated. “You may feel cold liquid entering you.”

Angelia inserted a plastic syringe into his anus and pressed down on the plunger. Danny moaned as the cold lubricant filled him.

“Good boy. Now I’m going to take the syringe out of your ass and replace it with my cock, so hold steady, slave. Keep sucking on Valarie’s cock and think about what a good sissy you are.”

Angelia maneuvered the head of her cock against Danny’s hole and pressed. His virgin ass was tight, but she was able to slide the head into him with the aid of the lube. She resisted entering him any farther until his ass had fully stretched. Angelia smiled as she listened to Danny gag on Angelia’s phallus. Valarie reached her hands around Danny’s head, forcing her cock to the back of his throat. It was no doubt a sweet revenge for her.

Angelia spread Danny’s ass cheeks and slowly entered him. When her hips rested against his butt, she pulled back, drawing the cock out of his hole. As the head neared the ring of his ass, Angelia pressed forward, driving the phallus back in. She rode him gently at first, testing his pussy, stretching the hole for its new purpose. Angelia rested her hands along his back, pressing his body into the rice as she fucked him. Her own pussy reacted to the fucking, her wet cunt squeezing onto her own end of the cock. She grounded her hips against her end of the strap-on with each thrust, feeling the resistance of his tight hold against her clit. She moved her hips more quickly as she teetered on the edge of an orgasm.

She reached between Danny’s legs and squeezed his balls. The muffled groans were almost inaudible as Valarie’s cock filled his throat. A string of precum dangled from his urethra until it collected on the rice below. Angelia fucked his prostate harder, determined to milk every last drop from him.

“You’re cumming, slave. I know you don’t feel an orgasm nearing, but you’re slowly dripping your load back here.”

She moved over him until the weight of her body rested on the small of his back. With her cock pointed to the floor, she drove it into his ass, ramming it against his prostate—and her own clit. She fell into a smooth rhythm, grinding the head against his pussy’s g-spot, squeezing his balls with a formidable grip. The milky sperm poured out of his limp dick.

As he released his load, Angelia took herself over the edge. The long-awaited orgasm crashed through her body. She rode the strap-on with everything she had, pummeling Danny’s ass in the process. Her fingernails dug into his flesh as she lifted her head and cried out in ecstasy. As the orgasm subsided, Angelia became too sensitive and slowly pulled the cock out of his ass.

She threw back her hair and stood over Danny. “Clean up your mess, slave.”

Valarie removed her strap-on from Danny’s mouth. He looked around, almost as if confused.

“Clean up what, Mistress?”

Angelia laughed. “Your cum, slave. Look between your knees. There’s a huge cum puddle from where you spilt your load.”

Despite the sleep deprivation and the dietary restrictions, Angelia watched as his eyes widened. It was the most life she had seen out of him that morning.

“How?” Danny asked, staring at the puddle.

“It’s called a milking,” Valarie explained. “It happens when your prostate gets over-stimulated. It’s a no-hands orgasm minus the orgasm.”

Angelia laughed. “Don’t worry, slave. I promise I won’t do that to you again. In fact, you’ll be going the rest of the month in permanent chastity with no release at all! You’ve had far too many unplanned releases as it is. If you’re going to fully submit, that libido of yours has to be as high as possible.”

Danny’s battered and enervated body struggled to turn around. The rice splashed across the floor as his hands and knees twisted. Angelia stamped the puddle of sperm with her boot. When she lifted it to his face, sperm and rice stuck to the rubber sole.

“Lick it up, slave. Don’t be afraid of the rice. You need all the nourishment you can get.”

Angelia felt herself become wet again as Danny licked his own filth from the bottom of her boots. She finally had him where she wanted. Danny had passed, arguably, the most difficult stage, having forfeited his old life to embrace something new. As he lapped the cum back into his body, Angelia went over the plans she had in mind for Danny, realizing there was still much work to be done.
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As the next couple of weeks unfolded, Danny settled into his new role. He was free of the sissy room except at night, but even then, Dr. Glover allowed him to sleep without the manacles restricting his every move. Valarie taught him the finer arts of culinary. Danny baked his first roasted duck and braised lamb, a far cry from his days of splashing together Hamburger Helper and frozen pizzas. He became somewhat of a sommelier, matching various blushes of wine with meals and developing a palate able to distinguish quality from knock-offs. Mondays and Thursdays were cleaning days. As Angelia headed off to work, Valarie inspected Danny’s French maid outfit with draconian resolve. She had a personal vexation for uneven hose, pointing out the slightest variation. Such errors earned him a swift canning carried out on the patio. Despite the altitude, Danny had little doubt neighboring condos would see him if they only happened to peer out. Valarie helped with the cleanup too, though she did more supervising than actual grunt work. 

But it wasn’t all woes. Danny earned the privilege of hand washing his mistress’s intimate apparel. Opening one of the drawers holding her lingerie released a blast of natural, feminine perfume. On Thursday, Danny spent most of the morning buffing and cleaning Dr. Glover’s vast shoe collection. During his second week, Valarie even left him alone to complete the important task. Feeling frisky, Danny took full advantage of the isolation, lifting the back of the heels to his nose. By the end of the cleaning, Danny felt drunk off Dr. Glover’s potent scent.

Yet, after two weeks, he still had not left the apartment. The only fresh air he had breathed (besides Angelia’s heels) was during the publicly administered corporal punishment for sissy uniform infractions. Thankfully, Dr. Glover had agreed to take him to work with her on his third Monday under her care.

“I have some work at the office which I need your help with,” Dr. Glover explained to him. “You’ll be coming with me, so get dressed. There are some street clothes I’ve set out for you in the laundry room.”

Danny reached for the collar and started to speak.

“Don’t worry. I’m going to remove your collar. While I would enjoy the severe humiliation I know going out in public with your collar on would cause you, I have a professional life to uphold.”

Danny embraced the news. Cabin fever was beginning to wear on him in a way no tangible implement could. He hurried into the laundry room, finding the outfit he had been wearing the day he moved in. The articles hung on the rack like an anachronistic relic from the distant past. Danny hesitated in putting them on, as if wearing them might spoil his current development. 

“I almost forgot,” Dr. Glover said, entering the room. “Here are your undergarments. I don’t want you to forget who you are. You’ve made a lot of progress in the last couple of weeks.”

Danny turned around and saw the set of red sheer bra and panties in Dr. Glover’s hands. He changed into the new—and old—attire and left with Dr. Glover, carrying her Prada bag and pink thermos mug. Dr. Glover felt it was best if they walked to the office. It was a two-mile journey, but Danny didn’t mind. He enjoyed the fresh air and exercise as they ventured down the busy sidewalks. A short stroll across the promenade offered him a view of humanity: dogs jumping after Frisbees, loping joggers, elders lost in paperbacks. If anyone thought Danny’s belongings were odd, they didn’t show it. He figured they were either too busy to care or figured he was the dutiful assistant carrying his boss’s things. And given the way Dr. Glover commanded the sidewalk in her red blazer and short black dress, he imagined they were far too preoccupied watching her saunter to give him much notice.

By the time they got to the office, Danny was sweating. He stopped at the restroom to wipe himself down. When he passed the restroom’s mirror, he noticed two crests beneath his shirt where the bra lay. It was a tiny lift, barely noticeable, but it was enough to make Danny feel paranoid. He slipped into the handicap stall and removed his shirt. The bra strap was damp with sweat. He grabbed a roll of toilet paper and dried himself off as best he could. After tightening the bra straps, Danny reexamined himself in the mirror. There was still an obvious lift, but Danny thought it could pass for a pair of man boobs.

He left the restroom and approached Dr. Glover’s office. He noticed several male patients sitting in the lobby. As he passed through the double glass doors, Carol smiled at him.

“Hey, Danny, long time no see. How is everything?”

Danny blushed, not knowing how much Carol knew. “Good. Just staying busy. I’m here to help Dr. Glover around the office.”

Carol nodded. “So I’ve heard.”

So I’ve heard! Danny thought. He felt his face enflame and ringlets of new sweat popping across his forehead.

Carol crooked a finger at him. He stepped to the front desk as she leaned forward. In a low voice she spoke. “How’s the, um… training going?”

Danny laughed in response. 

Carol’s eyes dropped to his chest. Her smile widened. “Are you… are you wearing a bra?”

Danny didn’t care how quietly she had spoken. He felt that everyone in the lobby had heard her and were now staring at him in incredulous disbelief. “I… I—”

“Danny, are you coming to help me nor not?” Dr. Glover asked, standing at the edge of the hall.

Danny mumbled a few words to Carol and made a quick exit, following Dr. Glover. He entered the office behind her.

“I have several appointments this morning, so I’m going to get you started on a few things. If I have a few minutes between patients, I’ll drop by to see how you’re doing. First thing is this.” Dr. Glover waved across the bookshelf. “I’m moving my office and making this an exam room. So, everything in this office needs to be moved, but let’s start with the books. Carol borrowed a mail cart from maintenance. You can ask her where it is. Once you’ve moved all the books, hold off on moving anything else. I may have new patients stopping by this afternoon, which requires me to use the computer, so we might have to finish up tonight. If I’m not around when you’re finished, check with Carol to see what else needs to be done. Got it?”

Danny nodded.

“Good. Then I’m off to see my first patient.”

Dr. Glover turned and left him, the ringing of her bangles drifting down the hall.

Danny stared at the bookshelf and sighed. There were probably two hundred books in all. And worse, he had to see Carol again—so much for him evading her questioning. 

He returned to the lobby. There was one less patient than before. Carol smiled as he approached.

“Dr. Glover mentioned that you might have a mail cart.”

“Oh, yes. I picked it up this morning and placed it in the supply room. Follow me.”

As Carol stood, Danny noticed how beautiful she was—her long, slender legs were well defined around the calves, hinting that she might be an avid runner. Her slim waist offered further evidence of her active lifestyle. She didn’t seem to wear much makeup; there was simply no need. Her platinum hair shone with youth and vitality. She walked with a dominant stride, full of certitude and poise.

Danny followed her into the back room, where Carol pulled out a metal cart with two levels.

“Here you go... sissy.” She laughed; a laugh that Danny suspected contained a touch of sadistic pleasure in it. 

Danny took hold of the cart and wheeled it out of the room before she could say anything more. He muttered a quick, “Thank you,” as he pushed the cart through the lobby, avoiding eye contact with the lobby’s occupants.

He let out a breath when he returned to Dr. Glover’s office and tried to collect himself. Dr. Glover was right. Public humiliation was certainly one of his vulnerabilities. Though she had used another term to describe it. Hard limit. That had been the term. There was a strange lexicon with BDSM and Danny had been propelled into its steep learning curve without any preparation.

He spent the next hour filling up the mail cart and trundling it down the hall to Dr. Glover’s new corner office, which displayed an impressive view of Claughton Island. The view made a statement to whoever entered the office. The statement said, “I am damn good at what I do.”

Danny opened some of the medical oeuvres, scanning the intricate diagrams and illustrations depicting the human anatomy. The thick volumes confirmed that he had no business being a doctor despite his parent’s wishes to see him pursue one of the more distinguished professions. He worked his way across the first bookshelf and started on the next without interruption. As he began emptying the top shelf, he noticed a book that didn’t seem to belong with the others. The binding was tattered and worn so badly that the title couldn’t be discerned from the book’s spine. Danny skipped the other books in the row and seized the strange hardback.

The book’s title was missing from the face. He opened the dilapidated pulp and saw a title that almost caused him to cry out in shock. A Treatise on the Male Slave (Volume II): The Last Offering. Danny noted that the former Lord Edgar proudly claimed his penmanship at the center of the first page, directly below the title. While the author’s claim of the first volume had appeared bashful, this volume felt almost boastful. He didn’t think the former Lord Edgar was trying to be arrogant. A reading of the first volume had clearly demonstrated that selfish desires of prominence and acclaim were no longer a part of the author’s psyche. While Danny sensed that this volume evoked a sense of pride in the author, he felt it was moreover a pride in the act of submission and pride in his goddess.

Tempted to begin reading it, he placed it to the side and worked at a busy pace to transport the rest of the books. Danny was breathless when the last medical tomes had filled the wooden caverns of their new home. There was still no word from Dr. Glover, and Carol had yet to bother him, so Danny returned to Dr. Glover’s office and picked up the former Lord Edgar’s final work.




If I have made a mistake, it is waiting so long to write this second volume. Like most young persons, I believed the vitality of my youth would remain with me until my last breath. And to think that I once thought of forty as old age! But no more. I am now old by anyone’s estimation. And some dreadful wickedness has laid a spell upon my hands. The joints in my fingers are now as twisted as the roots of a silk cotton tree. I must take twenty drops of laudanum, as prescribed by the London Pharmacopoeia, each time before I write. Otherwise, I am writhed with so much pain that I cannot think nor hold a quill. I am grateful that my Goddess allows me to take these pleasantries and that she affords me an hour’s time each night to write in my journal. Time is no longer a luxury to be wasted. I must hasten to record what has happened during the last thirty years since my previous volume.

I feel it is imperative to say at the outset that I have been most blessed in my life. I have enjoyed a full life, one of service and devotion to that which I love and worship. Few men dare to know sacrifice. In their cowardice, pride and immutable avariciousness, they are bound to their shallow solipsism.

We are all slaves. Even the self-made businessman toils under the whims of tubby bankers and feral markets. We slave for money, power, piety, and concupiscence. While recent societal constructs promise freedoms not yet known to the masses, plenty of hidden traps await the credulous. So few know of their dependences and still fewer align their desires and dependencies properly.

Forgive me. I hope I have not become a curmudgeon in this late hour. The pain in my fingers—it eclipses everything. But I will do my best to recount and immortalize my Goddess in these texts. She affirms that these words may serve as both guide and example to others. I must meet this heavy burden with the prudence it deserves.

Goddess Elsie and Ivor remain lovers, bound to one another in monogamy. This surprises even myself. I had always known her to grow tired of the same man. Ivor, though, possessed all she demanded in the male physique. They did not wed, however; Elsie viewed marriage as the great barrage against women—a means to own a female. 

Her passionate speeches often went something like this: “Women are told to be modest, to hide their beauty. But why? It seems the only proper place for a woman’s beauty to be on full, unadulterated display is outside a whorehouse. They have turned a woman’s beauty into a thing of shame, and shackled it with subjugation and degradation.

“They make us into slaves, restrict us from education. They must do everything they can to keep us caged and subdued because they know, whether consciously or unconsciously, that we are the superior gender. They grab with all their might to reins of power and whip femininity until its blood has been tamed and its thoughts dependent. Even their own marks of femininity are effaced and reduced with urgency. Is there no greater insult a man can deal to another than calling his masculinity into question, which is of course, to highlight the other man’s femininity? Should not the feminine components of our species be celebrated with the same urgency at which it is so often denounced?

“No more! It is time for Woman to rise up and break the mental shackles she bears!” 

As a man, I probably thought of her philosophies as hyperbole. I heard them so long ago that it is difficult for me to remember my initial reaction. I knew that Elsie was not like other women, but to hear her talk about all women as having the same fire burning within them was a surprise. However, I have come to believe in her preaching. I can see the suppression of woman and the glorification of man everywhere. Sometimes it is done subtly. We say “mankind” and “man” without second thought. We say He without pondering an omniscient and omnipotent female deity. 

Elsie and I debated at length as to whether it should be she who writes this second volume. I contended that she ought to record her philosophies to inspire future women, and that having a man speak on her behalf was merely another form of dependence. However, Elsie insisted that if she were to speak these words, they would be cast off and ignored with vulgar haste. She insisted that a man should speak to his own failed gender.

 Alas, I have documented my lifelong submission to my Goddess as testament to any woman who may be doubtful of her own strength. 




“What are you reading?”

Danny looked up from his book. Dr. Glover stood in the doorway of the office. Meekly, he raised the cover.

Dr. Glover smiled. “The second volume! I was hoping you would stumble across it. I’m very glad to see that you took the initiative to start reading it. I think you will find it to be a read worthy of your time. Are all the rest of the books moved?”

“Yes—” Danny debated whether he should use the title of mistress or simply Dr. Glover, given the professional setting they were in.

“Dr. Glover is fine,” she said, as if reading his thoughts.

“Right… Yes, Dr. Glover. I moved all of the books and placed them on the shelves. I made sure to organize them the same as you had them before.”

“Splendid. I’m glad to see that I don’t have to micromanage you.”

“Thank you for the compliment. Would you like me to help you with anything else?”

“The rest of this stuff will have to wait. I have a three o’clock coming in this afternoon and this desk is going to take some strong men to move it. Stop by and see Carol. I figured you might get done before I was finished with my patients, so I left Carol an assignment for you to complete.” She offered a telling smile. “It should be fun.”

Dr. Glover left him, heading off to her next patient. 

Danny closed the book. She hadn’t told him who it would be fun for, but Danny had little doubt that any fun would be at his expense. He took his time walking down the hall, shuffling his feet with tiny steps.

He found Carol at the front desk. Luckily, the waiting room was empty. Carol was watching The View on the flat screen hanging along the wall of the reception area. She laughed at something Whoopi Goldberg had said. 

She turned as he approached the desk, and lowered the volume. “Hey, Danny. All done?” 

He nodded. 

“Perfect timing. I just sent the last two patients to exam rooms to wait for Dr. Glover, so I don’t need to be at the front desk any longer. Did Dr. Glover tell you we were going to be spending some time together?”

“Um, she said something about leaving an assignment with you.”

Carol pursed her lips. “Oh, let’s not call it an assignment. That’s not a very fun word. Think of it more as an adventure!”

Carol didn’t say what the adventure entailed. She grabbed her purse and parasol, leading Danny out of the office. It wasn’t raining, but the Miami sun blazed across the city. Carol opened her yellow parasol and started down the building’s main steps.

“Stay five paces behind me,” Carol said, her voice taking on an acerbic tone.

As Carol stayed cool under her chic umbrella, Danny used a hand to shield the stabbing rays. They walked down several blocks before turning off Brickell Avenue. Danny’s arm throbbed as he kept it raised. His legs began to throb too as he struggled to keep up with Carol’s loping stride. He didn’t consider himself to be out of shape, but the weeks of idle confinement had weakened his body, and his eyes were noticeably more sensitive to the light. Danny wiped the sweat away like a snowbird from the north. 

As he followed Carol along the busy sidewalk, he realized how easily he could escape. Dr. Glover wasn’t around; Carol hadn’t turned once to see if he was still following her. The collar wasn’t on his neck. There was the chastity belt to contend with, but with the right supplies, he could remove it. At worst, he’d go to the ER and have a surgeon saw it off him. If there was ever going to be a chance to flee, this was it. Danny considered the alternative as his footsteps slowed. His body still suffered pangs from the beatings, his jewels ached to release their product, and pride cried for a reprisal. 

Danny followed Carol through a pedestrian crosswalk and peered down one of the cross streets. This was the moment to make his move.

But he kept moving. While his body might have pleaded for a concession, his mind knew better. Whatever physical pain he might endure over the next two weeks, it wouldn’t compare to the lifetime of regret he would experience if he took flight now. He had made real growth from the sexually frustrated boy sitting on the crepe paper of Dr. Bern’s exam table. He wasn’t about to abandon all that only to return to his former uneventful life. He pressed on, quickening his pace until he was, again, five paces behind Carol.

The buildings became shorter and older as they left downtown, though the city blocks were just as condensed at the street level. Alpha men in three-piece suits barked into cell phones. Danny wondered what important meeting they might be heading to. His legs went rubbery as they ventured up the incline of a city block. Just as Danny thought he was going to have to call out to Carol for a break, she stopped outside a commercial building. It wasn’t more than five stories, and it didn’t have the modern all-glass look of the ones on Brickell Avenue. The façade offered no signage.

“Out of breath?” Carol asked.

Danny bent over, resting his hands upon his knees as he nodded.

“Well, then you should enjoy this. Dr. Glover thought you should be rewarded for all your hard work these past couple of weeks. So, she scheduled you a massage. We don’t have an appointment, but Dr. Glover was promised they would be able to work you in. Follow me.”

Danny followed her into the building’s lobby. The office contained several businesses, but Carol seemed to know where she was going. He followed her down a hall boarded with cheap veneer and stepped onto an elevator. As they got off, Carol motioned him to follow, bringing him to an unmarked door.

“What is this place?” Danny asked. He tried not to reveal his growing sense of trepidation.

“It’s a massage parlor, except you won’t find this one on Google Maps.”

Carol pushed open the door. 

An older Chinese woman greeted them as they entered. A red cheongsam dress extended all the way to her ankles. She bowed and took Carol’s parasol. “Welcome. Are you Carol?” she asked.

“Yes, I believe Angelia spoke with you a few weeks ago.” 

A few weeks ago, Danny thought. Had she been planning this for that long?

The woman thought for a moment. “Oh, you mean Dr. Glover. Yes, I spoke with her. And this must be Danny.” 

“Dr. Glover was told that it wouldn’t be a problem working us in,” Carol said. “I hope that’s okay. She was interested in him having the body slide massage minus the you know what.”

The Chinese woman laughed. “Yes, she told me all about the little situation. Don’t worry. Have a seat. I’ll get a room set up. I’m Lu, by the way.”

Lu disappeared down the hall as they took their seats. 

As Danny sat in the waiting area, he wondered what a “body slide” meant. It didn’t sound legal, but of course, that would explain the clandestine nature of the establishment. 

Carol patted him on the thigh. She told him again how much he was going to enjoy his massage. Danny wasn’t so sure. While “body slide” sounded like quite the pleasurable event, “minus the ‘you know what,’ ” did not. 

Danny felt the chastity belt press into his abdomen as he shifted on the chair.

There were no magazines to read in the waiting room; neither was there a TV or radio. This room really was about waiting. Carol pulled out her iPhone and began firing off messages, her fingers clicking with fury. As her eyes were kept busy, Danny noticed her cleavage peeking out from the slit in her blouse. A fine sheen of sweet had formed along their crescent mounds, rising and falling with each of Carol’s measured breaths. 

She set down the phone. “Danny, please don’t look at my breasts. I wear outfits like this for real men to enjoy, not beta bitches. Got it?”

Danny apologized and looked away. He didn’t have to wait much longer. Lu appeared from the hall and called for him. 

“Have fun, Danny!” Carol said, smiling.

His head spun, but he managed to get his feet working. Lu escorted him through the dim hall. There appeared to be several rooms off to each side of the hall with privacy curtains. Soft, meditative harp sounds strummed from one of the rooms. They passed a statue of Buddha spitting water from its mouth. Aqua splashed against the rocky face of the fountain’s basin. Lu stopped outside one of the rooms and pulled a curtain back. “Step inside and remove your clothing, except for your underwear. Then lie face down. Sophie will be right with you.”

Danny entered the room. Lu closed the curtain, leaving him in privacy. 

A dozen pillar candles lit the small room. Danny realized the music had been playing from a speaker in the corner. He stripped, setting his clothes over a chair in the corner. The bra and panties were still on him. He had forgotten about them. Danny winced as he thought about his attire and the chastity belt. Hopefully, his masseuse had been forewarned of his situation. Danny climbed onto the massage table and unfurled himself along the cool cotton lining, lying prone across the table, relaxing his head on the headrest. He blinked and stared at the floor as he continued waiting.

A soft rasp came from the doorjamb. Danny felt his body jump. He craned his head toward the front of the room. A short Asian woman pulled back the curtain and entered. She also wore a cheongsam, though the pink, floral dress ended far above the woman’s knees. Sophie didn’t speak as she entered and gathered bottles of rubbing lotion. Danny studied the exquisite dress. The silk material had two slits along her back, revealing smooth, porcelain skin. The tight dress outlined Sophie’s svelte figure. She set the bottles on a small table next to the massage table and faced him. Her eyes appeared large against her small oval face. A pair of ornate porcelain-ball hairpins secured the lifts of her tendril hair. He admired her elongated neck that stretched far above the dress’ stiff collar.

“Danny, right?” she asked, turning to face him. Sophie seemed oblivious to his attire. 

He nodded, her angelic, ethereal voice stealing his own. 

“Is this your first time experiencing a body glide massage?” 

Danny nodded, again, causing Sophie to giggle. 

“Did your mistress lock up your tongue as well?”

Danny blushed. “No, I’m sorry. I’m just really nervous. I’ve never done anything like this before. I don’t even know what this entails.”

“Don’t worry. And don’t apologize. I see lots of nervous guys.” 

Danny sensed there was a deeper meaning in her words, but he decided to let it go and enjoy himself the best he could. This was a reward, he reminded himself.

“Take off your bra and panties. Otherwise, they’re just going to get in the way.”

As he complied with her instructions, Sophie unbuttoned the back of her dress. Danny watched as she narrowed her shoulders and slipped out of the dress. The slick fabric fell to the floor. Danny’s breathing quickened as he stared at her white strapless bra and a pair of vintage panties rising up to her belly button. She smiled and opened one of the bottles.

“Relax,” she said, urging Danny’s cranium into the headrest. 

Danny obliged. From his new vantage point, he could see her tiny dancer feet. Her pink toenails matched the hue of the dress. A golden ankle bracelet dangled around her right foot with a playboy bunny symbol above the hasp. Danny listened to the lube being poured out of the bottle as he stared at her gorgeous feet. The welcoming scents of cocoanut and pineapple soon filled the air.

Danny jerked as the cold liquid dripped along his spine. Soft hands went to work, smearing it along his back. Danny heard the legs of the table creak as she climbed onto it. Her legs straddled his hips. Her fingers moved like miniature ballerinas as she kneaded the small of his back with one hand and the other massaged the back of his neck. Danny slipped into a relaxed state as he closed his eyes and focused on the pleasant sensations. 

“Your mistress really did a number on you. Let me know if I cause you any discomfort, okay?”

Danny mumbled an agreement, not wanting to escape the bliss he was losing himself within. Her hands lifted from his back. Danny opened his eyes, but his vision was limited to the floor. He hoped it wasn’t over so quickly. He was just beginning to really enjoy himself. He saw something fly to the floor out of the corner of his eye. He twisted his head in the headrest and noticed the white bra lying on the floor. Danny felt the bondage table move as Sophie shifted her legs.

“Lift your head for a second, Danny.” 

Danny did as he was told. For a split second, he saw the white panties in front of his face before his vision went dark. The fabric drew taut around his eyes, blocking out his sight. 

Sophie giggled. “Hold still.” 

Danny did his best not to move as several knots were made along the back of his neck. She adjusted the blindfold, slipping the crotch of her panties up over his nose. 

“Perfect,” she said. 

Sexual aromas flooded his senses. 

“I just got done sucking my boyfriend’s cock,” Sophie declared. “So that will give you a good idea of what a woman smells like when she’s turned on by a real man. Now turn over.”

Danny shifted onto his back, sucking in the potent, natural perfume. Danny felt her hop down from the massage table and heard a drawer being opened before she climbed back onto the massage table. Then he felt her hands around the chastity belt. 

“I have a surprise for you,” she said. “Do you know what that surprise is?”

Danny shook his head.

She chortled with amusement. In a mocking voice she stated, “I have a key to your chastity belt!”

Danny felt his entire body break out into a sweat. Two weeks without a release had passed since Dr. Glover let him out of his belt (except for grooming needs). She had told him that he would have to go the entire rest of the month without a release. Had she changed her mind? Maybe she had taken notice of his dedication and commitment to her dominance and decided that an early reward was warranted. Or maybe she was simply playing mind games. He didn’t know. Dr. Glover was an enigma, one he couldn’t read with any level of confidence.

Sophie tapped the key along his belt. “Lu put me in touch with your mistress. According to her, I have complete discretion as to whether to release you from your chastity belt. One thing she did advise me to do was to ascertain how cordial you were to me. Certainly, you were not rude to me, but I don’t think you were very flattering either. You didn’t ask how I was doing or compliment me on my beautiful dress. That was kind of rude.”

“I thought your dress was gorgeous!” Danny pleaded. “I wanted to tell you, but I was so nervous. I don’t speak up when I’m anxious.”

Sophie sighed. “Well, I guess that’s true. You do appear to be pretty socially inept. Are you always such a bore or did I catch you on a bad day?”

Her words stung. Danny considered himself shy, but he never equated social anxiety with having no personality. “I’m just shy,” he said. “Slow to warm up.”

“Uh-huh. I hear that excuse all the time. I see losers in here every day. They’re the worst kind of losers too, because they’re cowards. At least if they had some balls, they’d go visit an actual escort. Instead, they come here to get a ‘massage.’ We have to do this whole nod-and-wink charade since they don’t have the galls to say ‘I want pussy.’ ”

“But I didn’t come here. I was sent here.”

“That’s true. At least you know you’re a loser. And from what I have briefly heard from your mistress, it sounds like you’re into some pretty kinky shit, so I guess you can’t be too boring. Alright, Danny. I’ll let you out. Besides, I can’t really perform a proper body glide massage when you’ve got a kilo of metal strapped to your groin.”

She slid the key in the lock and snapped open the belt. Danny was concerned she might not know how to remove it, but she seemed to know her way around one well enough. Sophie lifted the front shield and gently drew his cock out of the tube, careful not to tug.

“I guess your mistress has quite the collection,” Sophie said. “This is one high-quality belt.”

“You’ve seen these before? I mean chastity belts.”

“Every now and then. I guess we have a reputation for being kink-friendly. We have mistresses who send a slave to pay us a visit about every other week or so.”

“Actually, she’s not my mistress. Dr. Glover is my therapist.”

Sophie tapped on Danny’s thigh to alert him to raise his bottom so she could slide the belt out from under him. 

“What’s the difference?” she asked.

Good point, Danny thought. He had never thought about dommes being therapists, but it made sense. Danny had only been formally submitting for a couple of weeks, and already, he could see that domination had far more to do with psychology than it did physical pain.

“No more talking,” Sophie said. “And no touching. I won’t tie you down, because the bounds will get in the way of the massage, but if I see those hands move, I’ll tie you down mummy-style. So, just lie back and enjoy the coming sensations.”

Danny nodded as he listened to the creak of the massage table as Sophie climbed on top of it. He tried to steal a peek beneath the blindfold, but Sophie had secured it well.

Warm oil dripped across his stomach. Sophie’s hands caressed the oil across his abdomen and chest. Her hands were powerful for a girl her size. Fingers kneaded sore muscles. She rested her hands against his shoulders as a new part of her body massaged his chest. Danny’s cock swelled as he realized the soft mounds of flesh were her breasts.

Danny trembled as the sexual energy burgeoned within him. As pathetic as he knew it was, he had only slipped his hand under two girls’ shirts. The first time he couldn’t even find his way under the bra before the girl told him to stop. Having an exotic beauty slide her wet breasts across his chest as she breathed into his ear was a very new sensation indeed.

Sophie giggled, sliding her body in the other direction. Danny moaned as he felt the lips of her pussy settle against his shaft. He breathed in the aroma of her panties, focusing on the fact that what he smelled was presently resting against his cock.

“Oops,” Sophie said. “I think I slid down too far. Forgive me, Danny. This oil gets very slippery.”

Danny’s cock jerked as he felt her slide back up his chest. Her hardened nipples racked over his torso and then across his face. The blindfold fell off. Danny stared at her shiny breasts glistening with oil.

Sophie sighed feigningly. “I am being so clumsy today. Your mistress is probably going to spank me when she hears what a klutz I’ve been.”

Danny’s sack tightened as he thought about Sophie being drawn over the knees of Dr. Glover.

“Well, I guess you can watch,” she said.

Sophie flipped her body around and lay prone against Danny’s stomach and chest. She rocked backwards, drawing her breasts onto his stomach while lifting her hips. Danny watched as her hips lifted above his head, revealing both of her holes. He stared at the most gorgeous sight he had ever seen in the flesh. The toned cheeks of her ass were spread, displaying her tight butt hole. The lips of her fully shaven pussy dripped. Whether it was natural or artificial wetness, Danny couldn’t discern; nor did he care. She pressed her hips toward his face until her lips almost met his own and her ass hovered just above his nose. Danny closed his mouth and breathed in the folds of her ass.

As Danny worshiped the sight of her sex, he felt her hot breath against his penis. 

“My lips are mere centimeters from the head of your cock,” she said. “I bet you’d like me to give it a little kiss, wouldn’t you?”

Danny cried out at the tease. It was too much for him. If it was only staring at her heavenly pussy and ass or just her teasing him with a blowjob, then he might have been able to withstand it. But both those acts occurring simultaneously were too much after nearly a fortnight in chastity.

“Please, please. Don’t tease me. My balls are too swollen to take it.”

“Ohhhh,” Sophie teased. “Poor little balls. Let me give them a massage.”

Sophie crawled to the other end of the bondage table and turned, facing Danny. She straddled him as if they were in missionary position and placed her thigh against his groin. Danny watched her mouth open as she softly ground her thighs against his sack. She mimed orgasmic faces with each thrust.

The massage actually made him feel better as trapped blood began circulating out of his groin. Her knee pressed against his prostate. Sophie anchored her weight against him, twisting her knee into his perineum.

The attention to his prostate proved too much. Danny felt a nearing explosion. 

“Sophie, I think I’m getting—” BAM! Danny’s vision darkened as a thousand knives attacked him. His legs clamped together, instinctively, but it couldn’t protect him. Sophie forced his legs apart and brought her knee against his throbbing sack. Danny shut his eyes and clinched his fists, waiting for the impact. His upper body leapt into a sitting position as her knee slammed into his groin a second time.

“Lie down!” Sophie said, throwing her hands onto his chest. Danny had no strength to fight her. His head dropped against the headrest. “No cumming!” 

Danny clenched the sides of the bondage table as he waited for the pain to subside. Now he understood why Dr. Glover had arranged the outing. He wasn’t there to receive a massage. He was there to be teased until he went mad. The body glide massage was highly sexual in nature, and in many ways, it was more extreme than a handjob that repeatedly brought him to the brink of an orgasm. The thrusts and twerks of the body glide mimicked sexual positions which Danny had often fantasized about, but had never experienced.

He stared at his half-erect member. A puddle of precum had leaked out of the head of his cock from where Sophie had crushed his balls. Danny pleaded with her. “No more. I can’t take it anymore.”

But there was more. Sophie ground her ass against Danny’s deprived member until cum boiled from his urethra, stopping just before he came. She straddled his legs, grinding them with the soft lips of her pussy. She brought herself to an orgasm as he held back his own. Sophie cried out as she pressed her clit into his upper thigh. Her body shook as the orgasm spread through her. Danny listened to the squishy sounds of her wet cunt fucking his leg as warm juices ran down his leg. 

She smiled, satisfied with the pleasure she had just received. “Well done, Danny. You didn’t move at all except for when I kneed you in the groin. I’m very impressed with your self-control.” Danny thanked her as she crawled across the bed, opening her legs above his mouth. “Open up, Danny. Since you were so good, I’ll give you a little taste of what you can never have.”

Sophie fingered herself until her cum oozed out of her pussy and into Danny’s mouth. He caught her juices with his tongue, allowing himself to enjoy all the flavor her bodily fluids had to offer before swallowing.

Sophie returned the chastity belt to Danny’s groin and locked him down before helping him to his feet.

“That was great,” Danny said.

Sophie laughed. “Most guys would have thought that was torture. Do you enjoy being denied?”

Danny wasn’t quite sure how to answer. “In the moment that I’m being denied, no. But after I’ve calmed down, it’s a rush to know I haven’t been permitted an orgasm. My libido remains higher than before. Chastity is like a never-ending game of greater and greater sexual energy. Sometimes I think I’m losing my mind, yet I want it to continue.”

“Yeah, but it eventually has to end,” Sophie said. “Do you have any idea how much longer you have?”

Danny shrugged. “No clue. I was told no cumming for at least another two weeks.”

Sophie’s eyes popped open. “That’s fucking hot. I’ve got to get me a slave.”

“Well, you certainly have the right touch.”

After Danny dressed, Sophie walked him back to the waiting room. Carolyn was still there, pecking at her cell phone.

“He’s all done,” Sophie said.

Carolyn locked her phone and looked up. “Excellent. Did he give you any trouble?”

“Not at all. He was one of the best-behaved subs I’ve seen. He must have a very skilled mistress.”

Danny smiled at the compliment.

“Dr. Glover will be happy to hear that,” Carolyn said. “Thank you for assisting us, Sophie. I think you were a big help in getting Danny in the right frame of mind for later.”

Danny’s head twisted toward Carolyn. What does she mean, “the right frame of mind for later”?

“Oh, you’re very welcome,” Sophie said. She stepped forward, clasping her hands in front of her. “If you don’t mind, Carolyn, could you ask Dr. Glover to give me a call here at the massage parlor when she has a moment free? I’d like to discuss something… personal with her.”

Carolyn offered a knowing smile. “I’d be happy to. Dr. Glover’s schedule is quite busy, but she is always happy to take on a mentee.”

Sophie thanked her again as they left the massage parlor.

The Miami streets seemed twice as hot as Danny battled both an external and internal heat. The sweat along his groin gave the tube of the belt a slight bit of traction. If it had been his first day in chastity, the minute sensation would have gone unnoticed, but after the body glide massage and two weeks of strict denial, it was enough to keep Danny on edge throughout the entire walk back to Dr. Glover’s office.

As before, Carolyn led the way, her parasol and clicking heels attracting the attention of male and female pedestrians alike. Danny followed at a respectable distance, enjoying the sexual yearnings building inside him, his mind focused on serving Dr. Glover.




***




After his third glass of water, Danny felt reasonably hydrated. He set down the cup and wiped the spilt water from his chin.

“Feeling better?” Dr. Glover asked.

“Yes, thank you. I didn’t realize how dehydrated I had gotten.”

Danny sat up on the exam table. The room had finally stopped spinning.

“Carolyn sends her apologies. She thought you were following behind. She told me she got a funny feeling and turned around. That’s when she saw you had fallen on the sidewalk with a crowd of concerned pedestrians huddled around you. Please understand, Danny, that while my aim is to push you past your limits, I never wanted you to be in any physical danger.”

Danny waved off the concern. “I know. I should have gotten something to drink at the massage parlor. I know after massages it’s important to get hydrated. It’s really my fault. Tell Carolyn not to worry.”

Danny brought himself to the edge of the exam table and looked out the window, surprised to see the sun already setting.

“How long have I been out?” Danny asked.

“About an hour. You couldn’t hold down water when we first got you inside. Your vitals were all fine, so I decided to let you rest and cool down for a while.”

“Wow. I don’t remember any of that. Thanks for taking care of me.”

“Of course. That’s what doctors are for. But I hope you don’t think your brief medical scare is going to get you out of tonight’s training.”

Danny smiled. “I wouldn’t for a second.”

“Good. On that note, I’ll let you recoup for a bit. When you’ve regained your strength, come down to my new office. I’m all moved in, and I thought it would be the perfect place for you and I to conduct our session.” She handed him a sports drink. “It’s full of electrolytes. Drink this before you come over. I don’t want you fainting on me.”

Dr. Glover left him.

Danny leaned back on the exam table as he sipped the cold drink. He still had a mild headache lingering from the sun, but he felt immensely better. He also felt immensely hornier. Dehydration hadn’t affected his libido. 

He tried to think of what Dr. Glover had planned for him. Obviously, she had something special orchestrated since she had gone to such lengths to have him so aroused. His cock swelled against the pressing metal as he thought of the possibilities. Whatever it was, Danny reminded himself to enjoy it. His brief time outside of the apartment was probably coming to an end very soon.

Danny lifted the bottle for another sip, but he found that it was empty. He chucked it into the waste bin and started down the hall. The office was dark now. The only light came from the end of the hall at Dr. Glover’s new corner office. He headed for the light.

As Danny neared the office, his steps became tighter and more timid. He craned his head around the doorframe to peek inside. Dr. Glover leaned against the front of her desk. She hadn’t changed out of the red blazer. The tight dress pressed her cleavage together as she studied him. 

“Don’t be coy, slave. You can come in.”

Danny’s eyes traced the finished office as he walked in. The room took full advantage of the breath-taking views by incorporating glass walls along the exterior of the building, the windows spanning from the floor to the ceiling. The setting sun threw fiery hues across the bay. A twinkling skyline would soon accompany the ashen night.

Dr. Glover unbuttoned her blazer, slipping it off her shoulders and laying it on the desk. She stepped out of her heels and scooted back on her desk until her bare feet dangled off the edge.

“Did you have an enjoyable afternoon?” Dr. Glover asked.

“Yes, I did, Mistress. Thank you for arranging the massage. It was very relaxing.”

Dr. Glover laughed. “Yes, that’s one way to look at it. I’m sure you’re very aroused, though, no?”

“I am, but I know I have to stay locked up.”

Dr. Glover seemed pleased at his response. She lifted her brows. “How mature of you to say, slave. I usually don’t expect that kind of response until someone has been under my command for at least a month. But tell me, why do you think you should continue to stay locked in your chastity belt?”

Danny stared at her bare feet swinging back and forth. It was hard for him to concentrate with her soles beckoning him to his knees.

“I don’t know for sure,” Danny said. “But I think it’s because when I cum, I tend to lose a lot of my submission. I don’t mean that it all goes away, but the moments after I have a release, I feel empowered, like I’m the one who’s in control. It’s very brief, but it happens.”

Dr. Glover sighed as she nodded. “Yes, it’s an unfortunate reality and one we dommes are constantly battling. There is something in the male psyche that gives a man a sense of conquest when he has come. For alpha males, it reaffirms that they are the pack leader, but for the betas, it’s an illusionary sense of accomplishment. The easy solution would be to keep slaves in permanent chastity. I know a few dommes who practice that level of restriction, but I’m not a fan of it. Do you know why I’m not a fan of it?”

Danny wasn’t sure, but he doubted kindness had anything to do with it. He told her he didn’t know.

“I suppose it’s because of some research I stumbled upon in college. There was an experiment done with mice to observe the addictiveness of certain drugs. All the mice had to do was press a lever and they were rewarded with a small dose of the drug. In this particular case, the drug was cocaine. After the mice had learned the association between pressing the lever and receiving cocaine, the researchers began giving the cocaine only when the lever was pressed many times. Eventually, the association between the lever and the cocaine became very weak. Instead of getting the drug half the time or ten percent of the time, the mice almost never got it. Eventually, researchers discovered that the mice were willing to press the lever 120,000 times for one dose of coke. However—and this is the important part—if the drug was completely withdrawn, the mice would eventually stop pressing the lever and go on about their lives.

“I use orgasms like that rare hit of a drug. I want to take you to that edge where you’re willing to press a lever 120,000 times for me. If I forever denied you a release, then there would be little incentive for you to behave other than the fear of being punished. But punishments only deter behavior. I want to inspire behavior. I want you to surprise me by your level of submission. But I can only do that by dangling the carrot in front of you. I want my slaves to be that mouse pressing the lever like a mindless drone. I want you to be compelled to come back to kneel at my altar again and again until you know no other purpose in life. Only then can a slave embrace true servitude.”

Danny felt his heart pounding. Dr. Glover had just encapsulated everything he had felt all of his life, yet could never put into simple words despite his profession. He knew then how far he was willing to go to please Dr. Glover. Without thinking, he found himself on his knees, his eyes cast to the floor.

“I know you’re my doctor,” Danny said. “But if you would truly have me as your slave, beyond training me, beyond this mock servitude, I would be forever grateful. I know you’re preparing me to be fit to find a mistress of my own, but I cannot imagine a more perfect goddess than yourself.”

He lifted his head and peered into her eyes. Dr. Glover hid her feelings well. Danny wasn’t sure what she was thinking.

“It seems Sophie did quite a number on you,” Dr. Glover remarked. “Be careful what you wish when your hormones are raging, slave.”

“It’s not just that. I’ve felt purpose for the first time in my life during these last few weeks. I don’t see how I could ever return to my old life and be happy.”

“The joy of serving,” Dr. Glover said. “Yes, I understand. But let’s try to stay into today, slave. There’s no reason to fuss about your future servitude. We can figure that out at the end of your treatment. For now, try to enjoy the view.”

Danny grinned at the double meaning of her words. His eyes settled on the delicate curves of her toes and the slender arch of her foot. 

“Smell my heels, slave.”

Danny bent over, placing his face above the sexy Tom Ford heels containing a small, golden padlock secured onto the heel’s ankle strap. Danny pressed his face into the back of the heel until the tip of his nose met the soggy sweat of the insoles. 

Dr. Glover spoke as Danny huffed her potent scent. “While you were out with Carolyn, I visited with a former patient of mine. He had originally sought me out because of his insecurities regarding his small penis. In fact, when I first meet with him, he called it a “micro-penis.” Obviously, the man was quite embarrassed about this. He was also a virgin since he felt sexual rejection would surely result from any attempt at taking a woman to bed. Being a woman myself, and a bit of a size queen, I couldn’t disagree with him based on how small he told me it was.”

Danny continued to lose himself in the hypnotic vapors trapped in Dr. Glover’s heels as she continued her anecdote.

“The interesting thing about this patient was that he was in no way submissive. Most of the boys I see with a micro-penis become submissive as a way to cope sexually. A male with a tiny penis knows he can’t please a woman sexually, but he realizes he can please her in other ways and begins to become sexually turned on by submission. His sexual desires and needs adapt to gain fulfillment. But this man didn’t seem to have a submissive bone in him. He was also tall and very good-looking. It was such a shame. I really felt bad for him. If he had been submissive, the treatment would have been so simple. I didn’t think I was going to be able to reconcile his naturally dominant personality with the physical limitations of his manhood.

“Following one of our sessions, after a couple of months of treating him, I was about to admit my first clinical defeat. I didn’t think I could help this poor man, and I wasn’t going to pretend I could treat him just so I could take his money. As I was about to tell him that I couldn’t assist him, he started to cry about his penis. I sat with him and consoled him, putting my arm around his shoulders and rubbing his thigh. Well, the little lad got an erection as I was petting him and his erection was not so little. In fact, it was huge.”

Danny raised his head, now interested by the twist in her story. Dr. Glover snapped her fingers and pointed to her other heel. Danny dropped his head and resumed breathing the potent odors.

“I was rather flummoxed by the whole affair until I figured it out. The man had a severe case of body dysmorphia. His mind was literally telling him that his penis was small despite all clear evidence to the contrary. I immediately altered my treatment. I told him that he far surpassed the average penis length of six inches. Of course, this sort of logic did no good. We retraced his childhood memories so that we could uncover a triggering event. After I brought in a hypnotherapist to help unlock these repressed memories, my patient uncovered an early childhood trauma that occurred at a summer camp in which an older boy saw him showering and told all the other kids in the camp about his so-called tiny penis. He gained the nickname ‘pinky-dick’ for the summer. He must have completely blocked out the memory. Thereafter, he always subconsciously viewed himself as small.

“We both concluded that this older boy was probably jealous of his impressive member. Yet, even after I provided all of my usual treatments, he still had doubts as to his performance. That’s when we started sleeping together.” Danny stopped sniffing the heel. “Yes, that’s right, slave. I enjoy getting my pussy stuffed with a hard dick every now and then. Of course, Valarie is monogamous, but as a dominant, I grant myself the privilege of enjoying the finer things in life whether they are Louboutin purses or nine-inch cocks.

“Anyway, I called upon his services this evening. He came right away, like a good boy, bent me over this desk, and fucked my brains out.”

Danny lifted his head, unable to concentrate on the heels. 

“His sperm is still inside me. My pussy has kept it quite warm for you.”

“For me?” Danny asked, his voice breaking.

“Of course. If you want to be my slave, you will have to clean me after my lovers. Just like the former Lord Edgar. You did read that part, correct?”

“Yes, but…”

“But what? Are you telling me that part didn’t turn you on?”

Danny felt there was no reason to lie. Dr. Glover had already covered every sexual gambit of his being with the lie detector. She knew more about his sexual preferences than he did. For Danny, his sexual desires were a cloudy, grey arena. For Dr. Glover, it was all very black and white. She could objectively look at his wants without the rationalizations Danny forced upon himself to lend reasons for his taboo desires. 

Dr. Glover lifted the hem of her dress. On the crotch of her panties, Danny noted a dark stain.

“Oops,” she said. “Looks like I’ve leaked a little. It’s hard not to. His dick spread my pussy so much.”

Danny told himself he didn’t want this, but the mounting pressure beneath his steel cage suggested otherwise. 

Dr. Glover crooked a finger, calling him to her. She pointed to a couple of lingering drops on her inner thigh. “See that? That’s from when we were cuddling after he fucked me. It’s a mixture of his cum and mine.”

His lips quivered as he stared at the smeared cum. He watched as Dr. Glover scooped some of it onto her finger.

“Come here, slave. Let me feed you our cum.”

Danny wanted to back away, but he felt his knees shifting and his hands padding him to her. The beats of his heart were both painful and exciting. Dr. Glover lifted his chin as she brought the finger to his lips. 

Danny opened his mouth. Her finger spread the cum across his lips and tongue. He knew it was more than just her cum he tasted, but Danny felt it was a price worth paying. He sucked the offering from her finger as he stared up at his mistress. He could now see the subtle hints of her sexual tryst. Her hair was slightly frazzled and more out of place than usual. Her lipstick appeared smeared, revealing her natural lips that stood bright with passion. And her eyes contained a serene contentment that couldn’t be faked and that no beta male could induce. The only way he could ever hope to produce such an effect in Dr. Glover was through submitting his entire body and mind.

He was ready for this. No matter how much the heterosexual part of him fought it, Danny knew he was prepared to clean his mistress’ temple, to lay his tongue upon her holy altar and swallow the superior seed which had been spilt upon it.

“Shall I pull my panties to the side for you?”

“Yes, Mistress. I’m ready to clean you.”

Uttering the words aloud made his cock fight against his confinement. He wanted out, but he knew this moment wasn’t about his desires. This was a test to see if he could remain focused on the task before him. Danny wasn’t about to allow himself to be distracted by his own selfish longings.

Dr. Glover pinched the stitch of her panties and yanked them to one side. Globs of semen oozed out of her freshly fucked cunt. 

Danny moved quickly before any of it dropped to the floor. He felt Dr. Glover’s hand move behind his head. Her strong grip pressed his face into her crotch. He opened his mouth and pressed his tongue against her lips. New and strange tastes that mimicked bitter snot greeted his palate. Danny quickly swallowed, not wanting to taste the semen any longer than was required.

He reminded himself to be gentle as he lapped around her labia. Dr. Glover had taken a serious cock; her inner flesh would likely be sore. He flicked around the periphery of her clit, rubbing the tip of his tongue along her sensitive knob. He thought this would please Dr. Glover, but he felt her hand pressing against top of his head, urging him to go lower. He knew what the gesture meant. She wanted his tongue inside of her pussy. There was cleaning in there to be done.

Danny breathed through his nose as he braced himself. Timidly, he entered her cleft. As he split the dam of her pussy lips, rivulets of cum spilt into his mouth and ran down the sides of his chin. He heard Dr. Glover let out a gasp as he began clearing away the thick deposits. While her excretions were tainted by bitter semen, he was able to discern traces of her sweet juices. Danny tried to focus on the taste of his mistress’ cum. He pulled back his head as he started to choke on the sperm, but Dr. Glover held him, pressing his nose into her clit.

“I know it’s a lot,” Dr. Glover said. “But I want you to swallow it all. If you want to be my slave, this is one of the many services which I will demand of you. I may even have you suck a man’s dick to get him hard for me. If I want him to fuck you in the ass, you will allow it because you know it pleases me. That is how far you must be willing to go.”

Danny winced at the thought, but he found himself licking faster and more vigorously than before. While he thought he would never do any of the things Dr. Glover had just mentioned, a few weeks ago he also doubted he would ever clean the sexual releases of another man out of his therapist’s pussy.

Finally, Danny felt that her piping had been cleared. He swirled his tongue along the inside of her pussy once more to make sure any of the sticky remnants had been removed. Dr. Glover pushed back his head.

She leaned over his face. “Open, slave.”

Danny complied and watched as her spit dropped into his mouth.

“Consider that your after-dinner mint.”

Dr. Glover pushed herself off the desk. “Take off all of your clothes except for your panties and bra, and then stand by the window.”

Danny quickly did as he was told, still in shock at knowing he had just eaten another man’s cum.

“Which one?” he asked.

“The one facing the city. I want you to think about what you just did for me as you imagine all of the people looking and laughing at you. And don’t wipe that cum off your chin. Let it dry there.” She turned up the lights until they were blinding in the small office space as the last of sunset’s alpenglow slipped beyond the horizon. “You’ll be easy to see now that it’s dark. Enjoy your humiliation, slave. I’ll return for you.”

The door closed.

The room was so bright Danny couldn’t see outside. All he saw was his own ridiculous reflection in the glass. He tried to imagine the exterior of the building. Were the windows mirrored from the outside? He couldn’t remember. He knew many high-rises were, but certainly not all. He started to panic. Surely, Dr. Glover wouldn’t put me on display for all of Miami to see? Right? Danny realized he wouldn’t put it past her. Maybe this was all a mind game. Or maybe he was being stared at by hundreds (or even thousands) of people pointing and laughing from the comfort of their apartments and offices.

Danny watched his face become enveloped in a fiery blush so profound that Danny thought he might spontaneously combust. Only the fiery lingerie he wore could match his profound shame. What if someone recognizes me? What if someone is recording me? It was a terrifying thought. Danny was still exploring his fetishes, but public humiliation was one he had little interest in investigating. The stakes were simply too high. He wouldn’t be able to go out in public ever again if he found himself on YouTube. He could only imagine the cruel comments that would be left for him.

The minutes seemed to pass by endlessly. Danny had no idea how long Dr. Glover intended to leave him in this vulnerable state, but he was certain it would be long enough to make a deep impression on his psyche. Mind games were a specialty of Dr. Glover’s. This was simply another dimension of her twisted mind.

The red bra and panties looked ridiculous on him. Wearing them in the privacy of Dr. Glover’s condo, or under his clothes, had shielded him to the harsh reality that now stood unadulterated on the glass’ reflection: a hairy, flat-chested man wearing a high-end bra designed for an elegant woman to tease her husband with or to feel sexy while out on the town. But Danny reminded himself that he was no man. He didn’t have a dick anymore. That piece of flesh was now under the direction and control of Dr. Glover. Danny was becoming something else. And that something else didn’t have a sex or a name.

“Slave?”

Danny looked in the glass’ reflection. His eyes widened. Dr. Glover stood by the doorway in nothing but her red jacket and a large strap-on. Danny’s eyes traced up the enormous cock. It was specially designed to mimic the real thing, with the shape of a circumcised penis. There was even a bluish-green vein running along the shaft. A urethra had even been drilled into the front of the head to complete the illusion. The jacket barely covered her breasts, the lapel running just over her nipples.

“Yes, Mistress?” he croaked.

A fiery red lipstick had been applied to her sinister smile. She grabbed her strap-on, stroking the shaft. “I’m ready to fuck. And I want the whole city to know what a fag you are. That way, even if you do foolishly leave my service, you will never be able to get a date in this city. I’m sure this type of news will travel quickly.”

Danny’s lips began to quiver as he watched her step into the office. In her heels, she wriggled like a predator ready to pounce upon her prey. Danny bent over, placing his hands against the glass, taking his place as the lesser being.

The strap-on pierced his anus. Danny cried out as the impressive girth stretched him. There was very little lube on the cock. It would not be a gentle fuck.

“I want you to tell me if your prostate gets over stimulated. I don’t want you to cum even with your belt on. No milkings! I want you to save every bit of that nasty slave cum. Got it?”

“Yes, Mistress,” Danny grunted. 

The phallus slid in and out of him. Each time it entered his hole, Danny thought it was going to rip the tight skin of his anus. He tried to breathe through the burning pain, but it was unbearable. 

“Dr. Glover, can…can people see me?”

The cock hammered his ass, driving the head into the rear wall of his anus.

“Why are you so concerned about what people think about you?” She drilled the cock into him again. “What am I going to have to do to get you to stop concerning yourself with other people’s opinions of your submission? Should I dress you up in a maid’s uniform, attach a leash to your collar, and make you walk like a dog as we take a stroll through the boardwalk on South Beach? Perhaps that will finally break you of your selfish vanity.”

A new shame spread over him. He knew Dr. Glover was right. But it was insane to allow himself to be put on display for all to berate. Tolerant people in the lifestyle would be sympathetic, but mainstream America would look at him with disgust and scorn.

“I’m sorry, Mistress.”

“No, you aren’t. You’re only sorry that I might give you a worse dose of public humiliation. You’re speaking with fear, not submission. True submission requires incredible bravery and immense trust in one’s mistress. You have neither. As such, I don’t want you to call me mistress anymore until I see fit. That is a title which you have clearly not earned the right to call me.”

She removed the strap-on from his ass. A very lonely feeling overcame him. Danny looked at the floor, disgusted with his behavior. The strap-on and the public humiliation were of no comparison to her disappointment.

“You’re right, Dr. Glover. I do care what other people think. I don’t want to, but I do. Very much so. But I really do want to change. I just don’t know how.”

Dr. Glover laid a hand on his head. “That might be the first truly honest words I’ve heard out of you in a while. I’m glad to hear it, but I need you to trust me no matter what I ask of you.”

“I know,” Danny said. “I want to be honest with you too.”

“Fine, slave. I will test your sincerity. Stand up.”

Danny crawled to his feet and faced Dr. Glover. She reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out a tube of lipstick. “Something to match your panties.”

Danny waited for her to begin applying it to his lips, but she brought the tube to his chest instead. She began writing something. Danny stared at his chest, trying to make out the words. Dr. Glover grinned as she drew the big red letters across his torso. When she was done, she spun him around until his faced the reflective glass. Danny spelled out the backward words. In big barn-red letters was the phrase Sissy Fag. Suddenly Danny could taste the semen again, an aftertaste that lunged in the back of his throat.

Dr. Glover left the room, but she quickly returned with bondage equipment. She went to work, attaching cables to small hooks hidden along the corners of the office wall. She slipped a pair of wrist cuffs onto him and secured them to the cables. She pulled each of the cables until Danny’s arms were spread eagled above him. The ends of the cable were fed through a pulley system. The crank pulley emitted a clickety-clack as the tension grew. Danny felt his arms and ligaments stretch. As the last clack of the pulley tugged at limbs, Danny was forced to rise up onto the tips of his toes.

In the mirror’s reflection, a helpless being struggled. Danny avoided eye contact with his subjugated self. Dr. Glover stepped behind him, securing a posture collar around his neck. Danny struggled in the stiff position, his shoulders and the back of his neck already growing sore.

“So, you really want to be my slave?” Dr. Glover whispered into his ear. 

Her warm breath brushed across his face like an anesthetic. Tense joints relaxed as he focused on her commanding voice. He intoned his assent and watched as the grin spread across her face. 

“Good boy. There’s one final touch, and then I’ll leave you to suffer.” She moved to her desk and opened a thermal container. She brought out a plastic syringe filled with a milky solution. The syringe entered his anus.

“What is that?” Danny asked.

As Dr. Glover deposited the liquid in his cavity, she answered, “My lover’s spilt seed.”

The warm sperm filled his ass until he couldn’t hold anymore. He felt the syringe slide out of his ass and something larger take its place. “Hold still,” Dr. Glover said. “I need to plug your ass if we’re going to keep that sperm inside you.”

The butt plug filled his cavity, forcing the sperm into the farthest regions of his ass.

“Just think,” Dr. Glover said. “Maybe if you’re lucky some of his DNA will infuse with your own inferior genes.” She laughed and began gathering her things. 

Danny watched her reflection as she grabbed her purse and turned on her phone. “You’re not going to leave me here alone all night, are you?”

Dr. Glover looked up at him with surprise. “Of course not!” She walked over to him and brushed the sweat away from his brow. Her voice took on a tender inflection. “I would never leave you here to suffer all alone. What do you take me for? I’ve left you with plenty of company. Half of Miami will be watching.” She placed her lips right beside his ear as she spoke her final words. “So put on a good show for them, slave.”

Dr. Glover left. He listened as the front door opened and closed and the chime of the alarm being activated. He waited for the chime to return, for her footfalls to echo up the hall and for her to enter the room to tell him he had passed the test and that she was taking him home, that of course she didn’t plan on keeping him spread-eagled all night to suffer alone. But the alarm never chimed, and her heels failed to click through the hall. This was a test. Just not the kind that Danny had expected.
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“Turn it on! Turn it on!” Valarie shouted, jumping on the bed.

Angelia gave her a stern look. “I will as soon as you settle down, young lady. I hope I’m not spoiling you too much by allowing you to be witness to this. You would do well to remember your place, or you might find yourself in the same predicament.”

Valarie shrugged away the threat. “I’ve had worse.”

Angelia smiled, knowing it was true. She picked up the remote and scooted herself against the pillows. The TV screen along the wall flickered to life. Angelia switched video outputs until she came to the one hooked up to her computer.

“How does this work?” Valarie asked.

Angelia’s desktop appeared on the TV screen. She picked up her iPad and clicked on one of the icons.

“Simple. I have a hidden camera in my office that sends a feed over the Internet which only I can receive. It’s like any home security system. We’re just using it for different purposes.”

“Yeah, but what happens if Danny has a real medical emergency? Have you figured that into your script?”

“Not to worry. Carolyn is sleeping in one of the spare exam rooms. She won’t be more than a few seconds away all night. If anything should happen, I’ll give her a call right away. He’s in no danger.”

Angelia pulled up the camera’s feed. She heard Valarie gasp. Angelia realized the scene did look rather dramatic. 

“He looks like he’s being crucified,” Valarie said, her voice suddenly hoarse. “How long do you plan on keeping him in that pose?”

“Until sunlight.”

Valarie blew air out of her lungs. “Whew! His arms are going to be asleep for days.”

“He won’t experience any permanent damage unless I keep him in that position for more than twelve hours.”

“He’s not even fighting it. He’s just staring out the window with those puppy-dog eyes.”

Angelia nodded. She knew he was in tremendous pain by now. She had forced slaves to endure this type of treatment on a few occasions and it always took a toll on them both physically and emotionally. By morning, his mental facilities would be mush, malleable to Angelia’s sculpting, capable hands. Yet, this was the first time she had ever made a slave endure this castigation alone. Solitude changed everything. And lack of water would cause his muscles to become far more rigid. He wouldn’t be in any physical danger, but Angelia knew she was pushing his mental faculties to the breaking point. She wondered if she might be placing too much faith in his test results. Angelia knew that the sexual masochists tests were designed to detect potential submission, but potential didn’t always translate into reality. This was uncharted territory even for her. She would have to trust her instincts along with her training and experience as both therapist and domme.

“Is there volume on this thing?” Valarie asked.

Angelia nodded. The posture collar had been carefully fitted with a small microphone. Angelia activated the speakers. A low moan emitted from the iPad, followed by frustrating grunts. A sheen of sweet had formed across his shoulder blades. Alone, bound to his thoughts and fears, Danny suffered. Angelia felt herself grow wet as she imagined the intense agony he was going through. There were so many levels of suffering on display. Of course, there was the obvious physical suffering of having his limbs stretched and raised over many hours. The throbbing pain would become a hot burning sensation that would magnify with each passing minute. There was the intense humiliation of being on display and of having another man’s cum in his ass. With lipstick, he had been marked like cattle, deemed unworthy of a masculine identity. He suffered not as a man nor a woman, but a thing, a wasted carcass, hung and forgotten. And he did these things willingly. Danny endured the torment not as retribution for misdeeds, but rather as a testament to his devotion to her. Angelia felt flushed as she reflected on these matters, knowing that Danny suffered for her beauty, her intelligence, and the tiny bit of attention she might offer him. Watching a slave give himself or herself over was an immensely spiritual experience. So many men who approached Angelia wanted to stick their dick in her, but Danny knew that would never happen for him. She would never kiss him, fondle him, or make love to him. He presented his body and mind to her as a gift, a tribute that demanded nothing in return other than the most basic necessities to sustain life. And Angelia was more than happy to grant him the privilege of surrendering his God-given liberties to her.

A hand slipped beneath Angelia’s robe. Fingers found her clit.

“Need some help down there?” Valarie asked. 

Angelia watched as Valarie ran her tongue along her inner thighs. Naughty girl, Angelia thought. She opened her legs and allowed her slave to go to work. The silk lapping of Valarie’s tongue quickly brought her to the crest of an orgasmic wave that kept her there as successive orgasms crashed over her. As Angelia enjoyed her pampering, she watched Danny endure his anguish without absolution.
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The silky rays of the rising sun reached over the horizon like fingers grabbing hold of the Earth. Danny studied the alpenglow as it danced across rooftops. He tried twisting his head, but the posture collar kept him facing forward. Danny had counted and memorized the shape of every glass pane of the neighboring high-rise during the arduous night. As the hours had worn on, Danny’s initial fear of people seeing him had turned into a desperate hope that someone would. Someone will call the police, he had reassured himself. But no one came to his side other than the demons of pain.

His arms had gone numb more than an hour ago. Sporadic electrical sensations fired off around his deltoid muscles from where his nerves attempted to make connection with his fingers. Danny had started out the night on his tiptoes. If he tried to lower his heels, unbearable pain shot through his arms until the feeling of knives attacked his hands. But as the hours had passed, his toes could simply no longer support his weight. As his body succumbed to the exhaustion, Danny entered a new realm of torment; one that he had not known existed until then. Each hour drew his feet closer to the floor until he stood flatfooted, the cables stretching his ligaments to the snapping point.

The door rattled and swung open. Danny looked at the window, but the reflection had been lost to the morning light. He waited for a response.

Before Danny could speak, a ball gag was place in his mouth and a blindfold fitted over his eyes. His body trembled. He heard the squeaking sound of wheels enter the room behind him. Danny tried to rise onto the balls of his feet to create slack in the cable, but he couldn’t will his body to move an inch.

The pulley system made its patent clickety-clack sound. He heard the dull sound of cables striking the floor, but he didn’t feel any relief. The tension seemed to stay in his arms as if it had become permanently stored in his limbs. A hand moved him backwards. Danny felt his body slide onto a gurney. The soft mattress and the cool sheets were so comforting that he started to cry.

The wheels squeaked as the gurney moved. 

Finally, sensation came back into his arms—it was not a pleasant feeling. Danny hollered into the gag, biting down on the rubber ball as he felt what he could only describe as a thousand jellyfish stinging his arms at once. It was as if every signal that the nerves in his upper limbs had been trying to convey all night were now received in his brain at once. Danny rolled onto his side, scrunched into a ball, futilely attempting to hide from the agonizing bombardment.

A hand grabbed his wrist. Danny tried to fight it away, but he lacked the strength. A needle pricked his arm. A warm sensation started at the top of his head, held there for a second, and then plummeted through him, carrying a bath of orgasmic bliss all the way to the tips of his very sore toes. The opiates transmitted immediate relief. Tense muscles relaxed, the ringing in his head grew silent, and his teeth lifted away from the gag. Danny shifted on the gurney, falling into the comfort that now surrounded him. Though he still felt the butt plug lodged in his anus, holding the load of semen in his ass.

Danny craned his head to each side as the gurney moved, trying to turn all the way around so he could see who had saved him. 

A hand rested on his head. “Just relax,” a voice intoned. 

Danny recognized the angelic voice of his mistress. She had come back to save him. He fought the sudden urge to confess his love for her.

The gurney pulled into one of the exam rooms. Dr. Glover helped him onto a small bed and began shackling his hands and feet. “It’s important that you rest and not move more than you have to,” Dr. Glover said. “I’m going to start an IV so you can get nutrients back into your body. I know your mouth is probably dry as well. While that isn’t a medical necessity, I will offer you some of my urine.”

Dr. Glover rolled an IV stand next to the bed with a banana bag hanging from the top. She pricked Danny’s arm with a needle and attached the IV to it. After raising the top half of the bed into a reclined position, she left the room momentarily. Dr. Glover returned with another IV bag, but this one had a nipple drip attached at the end. It was the metal kind used in hamster cages. Danny watched as she attached the bag to the stand. The wire draped in front of him with the nipple drip close to his mouth.

The banana bag would provide him with all the nutrients he required. Over time, his tongue and mouth would moisten as he became hydrated. But his arid cheeks and gums, along with his swollen tongue, couldn’t wait when there was a substitute right in front of him. Besides, Danny wanted to taste his goddess’ nectar. 

Danny lifted his neck, moving about a half-inch before his muscles gave out. His head collapsed back into the pillow.

“Let me help you out,” Dr. Glover said. She picked up a remote with a wire running under the bed, clicking a button. Gears whined as the bed lifted. She stopped the motion just as Danny’s lips met the tip of the metal nipple. A drop of her urine fell onto his lips. The tiny speck of moisture felt like nirvana. Danny pursed his lips and sucked away like a newborn baby finding his mother’s teat. The nectar gushed into his mouth, the liquid still warm and fresh. Danny let it sit in his mouth for a few seconds to allow some to be absorbed before swallowing. The first gulp made him cough. Danny cleared his throat and returned to the artificial teat. As he sucked on the nipple, he looked up at his mistress. Dr. Glover smiled proudly, her eyes glowing with adoration.

“My thirsty slave,” she remarked. “You’d do anything for your mistress. Wouldn’t you?”

Danny stopped sucking long enough to afford his mistress a respectable response. This was no time for head nods or groans of assent. “Yes, Dr. Glover. My body and mind are yours.”

Dr. Glover stroked his head as he drank. She bent down to kiss him on the forehead and told him he could again call her mistress. “I’m going to leave you here until you regain your strength. I want you to drink all of my golden champagne. If you do that, I will remove the butt plug from you and we can clean out that dirty butt hole of yours. You’ve been packing that alpha sperm all night!”

Danny relaxed in the manacles as he sucked Dr. Glover’s urine from the teat. He hated being alone after such short company, but he trusted that Dr. Glover knew best. As long as she was in the room, there would be no rest for him. Even if she just sat in the corner, he would be unable to take his eyes away from her beauty or distract himself from her feminine scent. She was his aphrodisiac. Her sadism and his suffering were their sexual offerings to one another. Danny knew his excruciating torment had pleased his mistress. It actually made him become hard at the thought of going further for her. Even the notion of giving his life for his mistress caused his breath to flutter. A part of him shouted caveats to those dangerous inklings, but the pleasant rush in his head pushed such warnings out of his consciousness. Danny sucked, allowing his mistress’ body to become a part of his as the nectar filled him with vitality and strength.

After finishing the bottle of urine, Danny slept. Vivid dreams invaded his rest, causing him to stir from his slumber every few minutes, tugging at the ropes. After this occurred several times, Danny cried out for his mistress. 

Dr. Glover calmly walked in. “Having a bad dream?” 

“Yes,” Danny said. “I don’t want to be alone, Mistress.”

Dr. Glover inspected the empty IV bags. “That’s to be expected. Dreams are a way for you to process what has happened through your subconscious. It’s important that you dream after such an ordeal because during your dream, your subconscious can start rewiring your brain. Males who consciously serve are limited in their subservience. When something irrational or absurd is demanded, their intellect kicks in and spoils the fun. But a man who is dedicated to his mistress on a subconscious level exercises an obedience that few slaves will ever know.” She removed the IV from his arm as she continued to speak. “When I’m done with you, Danny, you will never again have to suffer the guilt of being a slave. You will proudly walk the boardwalk on a leash, clean out my lovers’ cum, deny your own sexual pleasures, or become a homosexual if that is what I desire.”

Danny watched as she stared at him. Her baleful eyes were afire with passion and sadism. “I’ve always wanted a slave with no bounds to their submission, one whom I could push freely in any direction. I want a slave who is so loyal that if I asked them to jump off the top of a building so I could collect their life insurance policy, they would do it. I would never ask a slave to do such a thing. For one, it is illegal, but moreover, I find it grossly unethical as a domme. But still, I want a slave who would be willing to go that far.

“I’ve searched all of my life for a slave who might fit that profile. After years and years of disappointment, I had almost given up on the idea. Then I found you, Danny. I won’t let you get away from me, and I won’t allow you to deprive yourself of your authentic self. You are getting to experience every submissive’s dream. And you’re not doing it for an hour-long session before you run home to your wife. You have the incredible honor and privilege of serving me 24/7 for the rest of your life.”

Danny felt her hunger—and his own. He looked away, disgusted with himself.

“What’s wrong, slave? Do you not want to be my pet for the rest of your life?”

“No, it’s not that at all. I just…” Danny fought back the tears, but they came anyway. “I thought such horrible things about you during the night. I couldn’t help it. I was in so much pain.”

Dr. Glover sat on the bed’s edge, rubbing his arm, which was still bound to the restraints. “Tell me what you thought.”

Danny struggled to make meaning out of the unsettling thoughts. The memories of the night before were mired in a cesspool of bitter emotions. He had thought of everything and nothing. It was all a turbid haze of desperation. “I think more than anything, I wanted you to see and understand how much I was suffering for you. I felt like you just left me by myself without any concern for me. Like you had abandoned me.” The tears freely flowed as Danny admitted his vulnerability.

Dr. Glover stroked his arm. “Did you trust your mistress?”

Danny fought back the brewing grief, steadying his voice. “At first I did. But as time went on, I started to have doubts. There were terrible stabbing pains in my arms. I thought I might have permanent damage from the lack of blood flow. I tried to tell myself that you were a doctor and would never put me into any real harm, but the pain suggested otherwise. Eventually, I believed those awful sensations.”

“A slave cannot trust his own emotions. It is perilous to his devotion. Your only job is to process whatever you feel. There’s no need to make sense of it, and there’s certainly no reason to think I would ever put you in harm’s way. I won’t go into detail, but I can assure you that you were never in any real danger and that every precaution was taken in case an emergency arose.

“This was a trust-building exercise. I wanted you to be alone, completely helpless, and on display. That’s the only way you will ever learn to trust me absolutely with your body and mind, to hold no reservations whatsoever.”

Danny smiled. Deep down, he knew that Dr. Glover would never harm him. He scolded himself for being such a fool. “I’m sorry for ever doubting you, Mistress.”

“There’s no reason to apologize. Doubt is a natural process of learning to submit. I wanted you to experience that doubt, to even embrace and believe it. Now that I have proven it erroneous, the next time doubt should occur, the faith you have gained in your mistress will help you push away such nonsense.”

Dr. Glover lifted herself off the bed and retrieved the key from a nearby desk. “I’m going to release you now. We’re going back home where you’ll be returning to your sissy room for the remainder of the day. This weekend, I have an important bonding experience for the two of us.”

Danny watched as a sly grin formed across Dr. Glover’s face. He knew whatever she had planned would be as devious and challenging as the prior night, but at least he wouldn’t be alone. His mistress would be there with him, guiding his submissive mind farther down the rabbit hole.
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Delight filled Danny as he returned to his sissy room. Getting out on the town had been fun, but it was time to return to home sweet home and all of its familiarity. Danny found himself nonplussed as he reflected on the fact that he had been living at Dr. Glover’s for less than a month. The time spent in the condo had felt like years, not weeks. The rooms, the pastel walls, the scent of potpourri—everything had a signature memory to it, almost as if he had stumbled onto a childhood setting which had been long forgotten in his conscious mind, but still bore deep mental roots.

The rest of the week was mostly spent recuperating from his suspension. Danny even won over Valarie’s respect with his overnight suffering. 

“I don’t know if you’re a slave yet,” she had remarked to him. “But you’ve got more cojones than most submissive males.”

However, respite did not mean he was completely divorced from servitude. Danny was outfitted in lavish sissy dresses as he regained his vigor and he was not excused from Thursday’s cleaning day. He and Valarie got along better, though. She showed him dusting and polishing techniques that cut down the time it took him to finish a room in half. She even divided the rooms with him instead of supervising—although she did give him the largest and dirtiest rooms. He was a male slave, after all.

As the weekend neared, Danny felt he was back to full health. He could barely contain himself as the excitement built over his promised bonding experience with Dr. Glover. He had stopped trying to guess what she had planned. With Dr. Glover, he never knew. There was always some twist thrown in, some unexpected surrender.

Danny’s alarm awoke him before dawn. He stirred out of bed, his satin pink pajamas glimmering in the dim light. He shuffled to the light switch, his sissy frills bouncing with each prissy step. Danny shielded his eyes as a sea of fluorescence drowned the room. There were all kinds of submission, but he was certain that early morning submission was by far the worst variety. Being a writer had allowed him to avoid the morning’s rude torpid state. But he was a writer no more. That realization jolted him. He hadn’t written or edited for weeks now. He had completely forgotten about the novel he had been working so hard on for the last six months. He struggled to even remember what it was about. At least it was off with the editor. Though Danny couldn’t imagine ever going back to his former career. His new life had more excitement than any whimsical, made-up world he could put to paper.

He checked the time and told himself to hurry. Dr. Glover would be awake in a couple of hours. A five-star breakfast wasn’t going to cook itself. After changing into his French maid costume, he left his sissy room and started down the hall.

He padded across the cold tile of the hall, thankful to be wearing a pair of white hose. They were thin, but at least they offered some insulation. Every footfall seemed amplified in the murk of the condo. He flipped on a small oven light and started gathering the utensils he would need.

The next few hours flew by as he put his fledgling culinary skills to work. Danny worked quietly, mindful that his mistress’ room was just down the hall. Waking up to banging pots and pans was not the exotic breakfast Dr. Glover had ordered from him. 

As he gathered the meal on a wooden tray, Danny rushed to make fresh espresso, putting Valarie’s barista training to the test. After setting a cup of milk to the side, he poured the beans into a grinder. The whirling beans produced a dreadful racket. Danny scooped the fine coffee grinds into the portafilter and pressed the coffee with a tamper, careful to exert just the right amount of pressure. After the portafilter was attached to the machine, Danny added purified water. The water hissed as it streamed into the small ceramic cup. The kitchen filled with a rich aroma of brewing coffee. Next, Danny purged the steam arm. A blast of hot air escaped the metal pipe. Danny placed the cup of milk under the steam arm, giving the frothing wand a turn. The milk bubbled, air whipping the liquid with a sputtering sound. While Danny wasn’t yet skilled enough to make exotic designs, he gave his best attempt at shaking the cup of milk as he poured it into the espresso, creating the semi-reminiscent image of a leaf. It wasn’t perfect, but he had shown effort. He placed the espresso cup on a saucer along with a slice of banana bread and added it to the tray, next to the freshly squeezed orange juice. 

Danny admired the breakfast before taking it to Dr. Glover, scrutinizing his work to make sure nothing had been forgotten or some sloppy error remained. Red velvet waffles with cream cheese and berries served as the main entrée. A half-sliced grapefruit and a couple of sausage links flanked the waffles. His arms strained as he lifted the tray. The dishes rattled as he slowly made his way down the hall. 

Danny pushed open the bedroom door with his foot and called out. “Room service!”

Dr. Glover was already awake and sitting up in bed. She stretched her arms and yawned. “Mmmm. It smells so good, slave. Place the tray on the table beside me. I don’t want hot coffee spilling on me.” 

Dr. Glover cleared off the nightstand as he set down the tray. Danny unfolded the linen napkin and placed it between the end of the bed and her pillow. He noticed Valarie was still asleep, her arm contorted over her head as she lightly snored.

“I think it’s about time I wake my slave girl,” Dr. Glover said. “Don’t you agree?”

“Whatever you think is best, Mistress.”

Dr. Glover smiled at Danny’s subservient response as she picked up her grapefruit. She cradled it in her hand and placed it over Valarie’s face. Dr. Glover squeezed the fruit, shooting the citrus juice over her face. 

Valarie flailed her arms in front of her face as she squirmed. “What the hell?” she shouted. She wiped the juice off her face as Dr. Glover doubled over laughing. Even Danny found it difficult to suppress a chuckle. “If you want me to get up, just say so.”

Valarie rolled out of bed, heading for the bathroom. Dr. Glover called out to her, “Don’t get an attitude with me. I’m trying to enjoy my breakfast.”

Danny smiled as he watched Dr. Glover sample the food. “Very well done, slave. Especially the espresso.”

“I tried to make a leaf,” Danny said.

Dr. Glover stirred the drink. “Did you?” Ignoring him, she sipped the espresso as she cut into the red velvet waffle. When she had finished enjoying her meal, Danny carried the tray back to the kitchen. He returned to the bedroom to draw his mistress a bath. Danny had become a connoisseur of bath salts, oils, and aromatherapies. He added a pinch of bath oil with eucalyptus and aloe. Bubbles emerged from the steaming water. Danny stood by the antique claw-foot tub as Dr. Glover sauntered into the bathroom. He gazed upon her naked flesh, unable to look away from the supreme deity. Dr. Glover removed the rings on her fingers and opened the hasp to the pearl necklace gracing her neck, setting the jewelry on the bathroom counter. Danny put out his hand to help her step into the tub. He felt his groin fill the metal tube as he took her soft hand into his. Her nails dug into his palm as she lifted a leg into the tub.

Dr. Glover winced when her foot entered the water. She withdrew it and stared at Danny. “Are you trying to burn me, slave?”

Danny shook his head. He cursed himself for such stupidity. He had been so focused on the damn oil and bubbles that he’d let the tub fill with scalding water. “I will go and get some ice, Mistress,” he said. “Please excuse my foolish actions.”

Dr. Glover smirked. “I don’t need ice. But I do need you to cool this water.”

Danny kneeled beside the tub, plunging his hand in the water to pull up the stopper. Dr. Glover hadn’t been exaggerating. The water was nearly boiling. When he retracted his hand, he looked like a lobster from the elbow down. Steam lifted off his skin. As the water drained, Danny filled the tub with cold water. After a few seconds, he checked the water’s temperature again and replaced the stopper.

Dr. Glover sighed as she waited, tapping her foot.

“It’s better now, Mistress.” 

Danny put out his hand to assist her. He noticed her nipples had become erect to the cold air. Her voluptuous breasts strangled his breath as he imagined how her well-endowed client must have enjoyed caressing them.

She stepped into the tub. Her foot remained planted under the water. “That’s a little more tolerable,” she said. “Though, it’s now a little on the cool side.”

“I can redraw the bath for you, Mistress.”

“No, slave. I don’t have time to wait for you to correctly complete a simple task. Though I’m sure you wouldn’t mind staring at my tits all day.”

Danny’s eyes fell to the floor. He muttered an apology.

“Feasting on my beauty is a privilege. You need to ask before looking. Didn’t your mother teach you not to stare?”

“Yes, Mistress. She did.” Danny saw out of the corner of his eye that she had leaned back in the tub, her legs open. “May I now appreciate your beauty with my eyes?”

Dr. Glover smiled. “Mmm. Well, since your request was presented in such a lovely way, yes, you may. Besides, you have been a very good boy this week.”

Danny turned his head. As he took in the curvature of her immaculacy, he leaned against the edge of the claw-foot tub, unable to hold himself up. Her breasts glistened as the water splashed across her chest. The wet strands of her hair stuck against her neckline. The tide of bubbles blocked him from admiring her pussy, but there was more than enough beauty to sate his visual lust.

“The sponge, slave.”

“Of course, Mistress.”

Danny crawled beside the tub, stopping before a cabinet. He opened it and found a netted sponge and a tall glass bottle of thick oil. As he withdrew the articles, they acted upon him like an aphrodisiac. His heart rate quickened. This had been a dream of his since he was a boy sitting in AP English, staring at the untouchable Angelia Glover. He had spent years lying to himself that he had nothing to offer high-caliber girls like Angelia. But he did; it just wasn’t in the traditional, sexual manner. And the nontraditional makeup of his relationship mirrored his own sexual preferences. Without the loving, strict hand of a domme, he was a sexually frustrated recluse. Only with her firm, loving guidance did Danny enjoy a beautiful relationship that would provide his life with both meaning and purpose.

Danny returned to the tub’s edge.

Dr. Glover made mewling sounds as she closed her eyes and slipped deeper into the warm water. Danny wet the sponge before pouring the jade oil onto it. He worked the nets against his palm, producing foam.

“Start with my shoulders,” Dr. Glover said. Her voice sounded distant, like she was on the periphery of sleep. Her head drooped against the rear of the tub. Danny held the damp sponge over the rim, careful not to get any on his maid’s outfit. The dress rustled as he moved his arms.

Her lips parted as she drew in meditative breaths, falling deeper into a relaxing trance. Danny took the sponge and moved it onto her shoulder. She responded to his touch, drawing a deeper breath and holding it. He moved the sponge across her collarbone and neckline. The lift of her chin, as she rested her head against the lip of the tub, revealed her impossibly long neck. Her chest rose and fell rhythmically. Not wanting to disturb her peaceful slumber, Danny timidly moved the sponge down her chest. He started with the tops of her breasts. The suds slid down the crevice of her sternum until they floated off in the water. The sponge moved across her breasts, over her firm nipples.

Dr. Glover shifted. “Don’t use the sponge, slave.”

Danny recoiled from her flesh as if he had injured her. How could I have been so stupid to rub something so abrasive over her delicate nipples? 

“Would you like me to get a different sponge, Mistress?” Danny started back toward the cabinet where he knew a wide assortment of sponges sat.

“No, slave. I’d like you to use your hands. I want you to massage my body as you wash it. Think you can handle that?” 

Danny choked on his response, but he managed to voice his agreement. 

“Never say I don’t reward good behavior, slave. There are many men, betas and alphas, who would pay a lot of money to be doing what you’re doing.”

Danny could barely keep his breathing under control as he crawled back to his former position behind the tub. He tossed the sponge to the floor, not caring if the tile got wet. He’d clean that up later. He had all the time in the world to tidy the room, but he might never get another opportunity to wash the flesh of his mistress.

He unscrewed the top of the bottle and poured the translucent oil onto his palm. After working it into a lather, he took in an unsteady breath and placed his hands onto the smooth arch of her shoulders. The touch of her skin was electric. Danny felt the discharge of precum escape him as it dribbled down the tube. His poor member still reacted to arousal with the primitive hope that it was preparing to enter a woman. But the days of that opportunity having any credence were numbered. Danny was a slave, a service to women out of his league. His eternal celibacy would simply be another impetus to draw him into deeper servitude.

Her body soaked up the oil as he ran his hands across her chest. He thought about the day when he had been allowed to apply suntan lotion to Dr. Glover’s exposed skin. He had been so desperate then to reach under her bikini and the feel the immaculate flesh underneath. The dream was finally a reality. Her buxomness stood before him, waiting for his touch.

Before placing his hands upon her breasts, Danny reminded himself that this was about Dr. Glover’s pleasure. Whatever satisfaction he felt, he told himself, ought to be used to increase his addictive servitude to her divinity instead of fulfilling his own selfish desires.

As he started to move his hands, he listened to the sound of his beating heart. Danny had never taken speed, but he imagined this was the way it felt.

Dr. Glover smiled, her eyes still shut, as Danny ran his hands along her cleavage. He moved with reluctance, as if Dr. Glover might rise out of the tub and slap him for his vulgar touch. But she made no resistance. Her grin extended as mellowing sounds escaped her. Danny took her breasts between his fingers and thumbs as he massaged them. Her flesh gave in to his touch, bending and mashing where he squeezed. He worked the gelatin mounds between his hands, feeling the delicate softness, focusing on the intimate moment he shared with his mistress. 

He knew now why the former Lord Edgar had gone to such extremes to please his mistress. What seemed, on paper, like unfathomable sacrifices were actually privileged offerings. His acquiescent journey into asceticism, which he once thought of as a damnation of severe frugality, presently emerged as liberation. The gift and reward of submission was the transcendence it provided. Whatever restrictions it demanded were mere catalysts for a desired result. A domme and sub did not live as two separate beings with compartmentalized thoughts and lives, both struggling to find reluctant congruence. Rather, it was the union of two souls. Of course, such harmonizing did not make Danny Dr. Glover’s equal. Nor did it place a premium on Danny’s wants. Their amalgamation was a product of Danny’s surrender. And his surrender supported his goddess’ ascension to divine femininity, just as her authority supported his own self-actualization.

Danny returned to the bottle and dripped the oil over her nipples. His sack tightened as he watched them harden in response to the shiny liquid. It almost felt sacrilegious, but Danny forced his unworthy hands to return to her breasts. He slid his palm across the curves of her womanhood, tracing his fingers over her pink areolas. Her nipples reacted to his touch, hardening further as he squeezed them. For a moment, Danny entertained the foolish notion that she might actually want him, but he cast off those dangerous and asinine whims before they corrupted the foundation of his servitude.

His sack continued to grow taut. The constricted ache in his groin rose through his stomach, sitting in his throat. Danny released a low whimper.

“Is my slave struggling with his task?”

Danny brought his hands away from her nipples, returning to the sides of her breasts. “No, Mistress. I just have a lot of pent-up energy.”

Dr. Glover’s chest rose and fell as she giggled. “Oh, do tell me about your ‘pent-up energy.’ I bet my body is driving you wild.”

“Yes, Mistress. It aches under my chastity belt.”

“Ohh, my poor little slave wants to cum. I bet you’d like to shoot your load all over my titties, wouldn’t you?”

Danny’s legs turned to mush as the image swept through his mind.

“Or maybe you’re imagining me sucking that little cock of yours.”

Dr. Glover leaned her head back as she opened her mouth, swirling her tongue around the rim of her wet mouth. She pursed her lips and kissed the air before chuckling again.

Danny lifted his hands and doubled over as desperation swept across his groin. Dr. Glover turned around to face him, splashing water out of the tub. “Lift up your skirt so I can examine you. I wouldn’t want one of those balls to explode.”

Danny’s hands rested on his knees, but he forced himself into a standing position and lifted the skirt. Dr. Glover leaned over the tub as she pulled down his pink panties. She placed her hand against the tube of his chastity belt. “Oh, yes. It’s quite warm. There’s a lot of untamed sexual energy being stored down there. Let me see if I can provide you some relief.”

Dr. Glover crawled to her knees, sloshing waves against the sides of the tube. She leaned farther over the rim, putting her face beside his belt. Danny watched as she stuck out her tongue, and slowly, licked up the front of his tube. She met his beseeching eyes with a lecherous look as her moist tongue passed over the chrome’s curvature. Danny felt his urethra fill as his body pumped more precum in anticipation of a sexual act that would never happen. Danny let out a groan, but he held his position.

Dr. Glover tilted her head. “That didn’t help?”

Danny shook his head as he pressed his eyes shut, struggling with the unpleasant sensations passing through him.

“Too bad. I know it sucks now, but until you’ve learned to suppress your need for sexual relief, you will never have the capabilities to truly serve a mistress.”

Danny nodded, not having the energy to argue.

She rose out of the tub like a goddess rising from a hallowed lake. The rivulets of water streamed down her golden skin, accenting every curve of her body. The moisture trundled down the flattened hair above her sex, dripping off her pussy lips. Danny swallowed, feeling the collar press against his Adam’s apple.

“Hand me a towel, slave.”

The simple request was almost too taxing for Danny to handle. His mouth hung open like a caveman peering on the unnatural beauty of an evolved woman. With reluctance, he reached out for the towel and handed it to her, saddened that something so beautiful should ever be covered.

Dr. Glover wrapped the towel around her frame. The towel barely fit over her chest, but Dr. Glover was able to knot the front by pressing her breasts together.

“Go pick me out an outfit. Find one that turns you on more than any other. We’re going out on the town tonight, and I want you to be pleased with the way I look. Is that understood?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Danny raced out of the bathroom, almost unable to digest his sudden and unexpected fortune. As he entered the walk-in closet, the strong feminine scent called upon his submission. From his cleaning duties, Danny already knew the pair of shoes he wanted Dr. Glover to wear. He picked up the lace stilettos that combined sex appeal and elegance. He lifted the shoe to his nose, taking a whiff of the leather. The act caused the ache in his groin to intensify. Danny began pulling dresses off the rack, frantic to find something before the burning sensation beneath the metal became any worse. He settled on a strapless A-line dress with a wide red belt. Danny thought the black dress would go perfectly with the matching heels.

When he left the closet, Dr. Glover was sitting on the ottoman in a bathrobe, drying her hair. She smiled at Danny’s selection. “Nice choice. I thought you would go with a tight outfit, but you choose something very graceful instead. It’s good to know what turns you on and makes you weak.” 

Danny handed her the dress. She held it up to the light, turning it around. “I forgot I even had this dress. And oh, my God, I totally forgot about these shoes. These things are hot! You have good taste, slave.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“Now, we still have one very important item to select.”

“What’s that, Mistress?”

“Underwear, silly.” Dr. Glover approached the dresser, pulling out a drawer. “The bra will have to be strapless to go with the dress. I think something with a little lift would be nice. Don’t you think so, slave?”

Danny nodded as he stood next to her, looking into the well-organized drawer. Danny was familiar with the undergarments, having spent hours organizing the bras and panties by type, color, and fabric. 

Dr. Glover held up a strapless plunge bra. “I think this will be perfect. It will give my breasts a nice lift, but will also push them together. I have the matching silk panties in another drawer.”

Danny watched as Dr. Glover searched for the panties, but he knew it was the wrong drawer.

“Mistress, I think they’re over here.” Danny opened another drawer and found the panties neatly folded near the front.

Dr. Glover tilted her head. “You know my panty drawer better than I do. Very impressive. I guess your maid duties are starting to pay off. Although, it seems like you might be spending a bit too much time rummaging around my lingerie. Have you been smelling my panties, slave?”

Danny blushed. Despite all the things he had been subjected to by Dr. Glover, being caught sniffing her panties made him feel like a desperate creep. He knew he couldn’t lie. He figured Dr. Glover already knew the answer anyway. She just wanted him to admit it aloud.

“A few times, Mistress.”

Dr. Glover ran her hand across the silk. “Did you smell the crotch?”

Danny felt heat in his cheeks rising. “Yes, Mistress.”

“What did it smell like?”

“I… I don’t know, Mistress. Good, I guess.”

“You guess?” She stepped toward him and held the panties to his face. “Smell it again. Right on the crotch where my pussy drips for real men.”

Danny unfolded the silk panties, finding the slender crotch area with the extra piece of fabric. He lifted the crotch to his nose and inhaled. Her pheromones hijacked his brain, liquefying his thoughts.

“It smells like a goddess,” Danny said. “The scent is subtle, yet powerful.”

Dr. Glover nodded. “Which is exactly what a woman is. Subtle, yet powerful.”

She took the panties back from him. “You’ll find your outfit in your closet. Be ready by seven.”

Danny left her. As he opened his closet, he prepared himself for the worst. When he saw the tuxedo, he was pleasantly surprised. Danny lifted the bow tie and grinned. Dr. Glover really meant to show him a good, normal night. He was going to be looking like James Bond with his femme fatale. He realized James Bond might be pushing it, but he was going to look pretty cool. He rushed to get dressed so Dr. Glover didn’t have to wait for him. The bow tie was a nightmare to get on, but he finally figured it out.

 Later that evening, Danny waited in the living room, sitting on the floor. 

Stilettos clicked down the hallway as she entered the room. Danny craned his head around the sofa, looking at his date for the night. Her voluptuous figure filled the dress better than any runway model. Her bright lipstick matched the red belt. Danny thought she looked as seductive as possible without appearing risqué. Her silky, straightened hair enhanced her graceful appeal.

“I’ve rented a ride for us, slave. You’ll be driving, of course. The vehicle is very expensive, so don’t have a wreck.”

Danny smiled. Dr. Glover had gone all out. He knew she wasn’t interested in anything more than being his domme, but that sentiment felt weaker with each passing moment. She once said she would never be my domme, Danny thought. Why couldn’t we take the next step? They’d never be a normal couple, but he didn’t think forming a kinky pairing was out of the question. And surely, it wouldn’t have been the first time in history that a slave and domme had formed a romantic relationship beyond whips and chains.

Danny took the keys from her and held the front door. She stood in the foyer, staring at him.

“Forgetting something, slave?” Danny looked down at the keys in his hands. He checked his back pocket. His wallet was there. “Take a walk out in the hall and maybe you’ll get a reminder.”

Danny lifted his hands to his neck, feeling the collar. He laughed at his forgetfulness, but the error concerned him. A few weeks ago, the steel collar had felt like an anchor placed around his neck. Could he really have gotten used to something so intrusive so quickly? Danny wondered what extremes might be construed as normal after a decade of serving in this manner.

Dr. Glover placed her thumb to the front of his collar. The invisible hinges opened and she removed the collar. Danny rubbed his neck, noting how narrow it was without the collar. His head seemed unsteady, almost loose. He felt naked without the steel and the safe feeling offered by the pressure.

Dr. Glover told him the ride was waiting in front of the condominium. Danny thought it was an odd place to park a rented vehicle, but he followed her to the lobby. The doorman complimented their attire as they left. Danny noticed the man’s gaze shift from Dr. Glover’s chest to Danny with a perplexed expression that said: How the hell did you score that broad? When they stepped through the revolving door and onto the front steps, Danny understood why the vehicle had been parked on the street.

“I’m driving that?” Danny asked.

Dr. Glover smiled, walking down the steps without him. 

“Isn’t it nice? A Lincoln Town Car stretch limo. I could have gone with the stretch Escalade or Hummer, but I prefer the old-fashioned limos.”

The largest vehicle Danny had driven before this was a rented Dodge Ram when his Prius was in the shop. None of this made sense to him. How did Dr. Glover expect them to enjoy the limo together if he was driving and she was sitting way in the back?

Danny decided to voice his concern. “Mistress, I don’t understand.”

Dr. Glover paused at the bottom of the steps. “Which part? You drive. I tell you where to go. It’s not that hard, Danny. Stop resisting. Just because you don’t have a collar around your neck doesn’t mean you do and say whatever you please.”

A couple passing them on the steps turned their heads at the word “collar.” Danny noticed them giggling as they walked down the sidewalk, their heads turning back to him and Dr. Glover every few paces.

Dr. Glover snapped her fingers. “Hello? Anybody home?” 

Danny offered an apology. 

“I don’t mean to sound like a parent,” she said, “but we can turn this little train right around and go back upstairs. Maybe we’ll have a night of waterboarding instead.”

Fuck, Danny thought. Is shit like that even legal?

He decided he didn’t want to find out. 

He took the keys from her and opened the back door. She smiled and held her skirt as she entered. “Thank you, sir!” she said like daddy’s spoiled little girl racing off to the senior prom. 

The bratty attitude turned Danny on to no end. His anger abated as he walked to the driver’s door and hopped in. 

Inside, the limo wasn’t so intimidating. He was expecting the dash to look like the cockpit of a Boeing 757, but when he sat, he realized it presented standard controls. The only major alteration was that there was no rearview mirror. That and a blind spot half a city block long.

Danny found a chauffeur’s hat sitting in the passenger seat. He lifted the hat by the visor and inspected the funny-looking article. It didn’t have the tawdry appearance expected from a costume store. Maybe the real driver had left it in the limo, he thought. Danny put it on, deciding to play along with their little act. He lowered the partition and twisted his head, offering the most sonorous voice he could muster. “Where are we off to tonight, Ma’am?”

Dr. Glover laughed, but he could to see she wanted to play along too. “The Art Deco District. Off Collins and Ninth.”

“Yes, Ma’am. I’ll have you in South Beach in about half an hour if the traffic isn’t bad.” Danny tipped his hat to her. “Would you like me to close the partition, Ma’am?”

“No, driver. You can leave it open.”

Pretend or not, the term driver stung. It was one thing to be a slave. A slave at least had some submissive clout about it. Being a slave in the fetish community was like being a black belt in karate. But a driver was a nobody, no matter the social circle.

Danny shrugged away the epithet. He figured he could be a driver for one night. Besides, he was getting to take Angelia Glover to a South Beach hotspot. Even if she made him eat leftovers, it was still going to be a night to remember.

The vehicle roared as he turned on the ignition. Danny checked both side mirrors, put on his flashers, and pulled the boat with wheels onto the main road. 

Changing lanes to make the turn onto I-95 was a nightmare, but once Danny steered the limo onto the interstate and hugged the right lane, he found driving the vehicle to be fairly simple. He let busier motorists speed past him. He wasn’t looking to wreck a six-figure car, especially with his mistress riding in the back. 

Danny kept his eyes on the road as he yelled over his shoulder. “Ma’am, would you like me to turn on some music for you?”

“Yes, that would be lovely. Top forty is fine. Just don’t blast my eardrums.”

Danny gave her a thumbs up and flipped on 100.7 FM. A rapper was contemplating the difficulties of taming his bitches and hoes. Danny didn’t have to be told to change the station. He scanned the FM until he heard Carrie Underwood singing “Before He Cheats.” Danny left it there, figuring it was an acceptable feminist tune.

Danny veered onto the Julia Tuttle Causeway and stared out onto Biscayne Bay. As they neared Miami Beach, Dr. Glover gave him the address. Danny punched the location into the limo’s navigation system.

“Is that a restaurant?” Danny asked.

“No, it’s the address to a condominium. I don’t think there will be parking out front, so you’ll probably have to make a few loops around the block until I come out. The limo has a phone in the glove box. I’ll call you when I’m ready. The voicemail is set to pick up the call after three rings. If I call and it goes to voicemail, you’ll see a wrath from me that you didn’t know was possible. I hope that’s warning enough. A mistress shouldn’t have to wait.”

Danny drove the rest of the way with a frown glued to his face. A condominium? Was she picking up extra girlfriends to humiliate Danny with? It was a distinct possibility, he realized. Dr. Glover was always trying to push him with public humiliation. It remained his weakest submissive trait. But a darker thought loomed in his mind. He tried to keep it there as he drove on.

Dr. Glover told him to stop as the limo approached a tall residential building. Just as she had warned, there weren’t any empty spots for him to pull the twenty-two foot behemoth into. Partygoers and couples enjoying date nights packed the sidewalks. Danny pulled the vehicle into the right lane and brought the limo over as far as he could.

The cars behind him honked as he jumped out to open the rear door. Danny didn’t think it was a coincidence that the angry beeps stopped blaring as soon as Dr. Glover stepped out of the limo. 

She tousled her hair and straightened her skirt. “Driver, I shouldn’t be more than a few minutes, but if I do linger, just keep circling the block. I’ll call you to the front when I’m ready.”

Danny resisted the urge to break role. He wanted to know what they were doing outside an apartment building when they were supposed to be going to dinner. It was one thing assigning him the role of driver, but making random stops on the way just to screw with his mind was quite another. Instead, he simply agreed with her. “Yes, ma’am.”

Dr. Glover waved her hand, saying, “Ta-ta!” Her heels clicked up the steps. 

The wail of car horns resumed.




***




Danny checked the time on the center dash as he pulled the car in front of the condominium for what seemed like the twentieth time. It had been almost thirty minutes since Dr. Glover had gone inside. Obviously, she was doing more than picking up a friend. Danny opened the glove box and checked the cell. No missed calls. He punched the steering wheel. If this kept up much longer, he was going to have to stop for gas. 

He slowed the limo as he passed the condominium again. Not seeing his mistress, Danny pulled the limo back into the center lane and prepared for another loop. He hadn’t made the first turn, when the phone chirped. Danny answered the call.

“Hi, I’m ready to be picked up,” Dr. Glover said. “We’ll be out front in five minutes.”

Danny whipped the limo into the left lane, racing to get around the block. He made the six-minute trip in two. Tires screeched as he brought the limo to a stop beside the sidewalk. Danny ignored the fresh beeps of passing motorists as he stepped out and opened the back door. He stood by the door as he waited for her, his hands subserviently clasped behind his back.

When Dr. Glover came out of the lobby, Danny saw she wasn’t alone. Accompanying her wasn’t one of her girlfriends, but another man—a tall, broad-shouldered man with dark features. Danny felt his head spin. She held the man’s hand as they descended the steps. They were chatting and laughing about something. Dimples stretched across his face as the man smiled. Dr. Glover briefly acknowledged Danny as she stepped into the limo, flashing him a quick smile and a muttered “thank you.” 

The man with her offered a more direct smirk. “Thank you… driver,” he said with an erudite British accent.

Danny suddenly felt stupid in the tuxedo—especially with the chauffeur hat. He knew the tux was a little over-the-top considering Dr. Glover’s more casual attire, but he thought she had wanted to dress him up to look his best on their date. Danny realized that the man’s grey blazer and white dress shirt (with the last two buttons undone) was a far better match than his own formal wear. Danny no longer felt like James Bond. He felt like a common serf—the help—which was what he was. 

As he walked around the limo, he felt their stares and giggles. Danny clinched his fists as he stepped into the front seat. The partition was still open. Danny craned his head as he spoke. “Where are we off to now, ma’am?”

“The Forge,” Dr. Glover replied. “It’s on Arthur Godfrey Road.”

Danny knew of the place. It was one of the hottest restaurants in South Beach and made every Miami dining top-ten list.

“Our reservations aren’t for another half hour, so take your time driving there,” Dr. Glover added.

Danny complied, staying in the slow lane. As he drove, he heard giggles coming from the rear of the limo, followed by a hushed exchange of words. Danny resisted the urge to turn around to see what they were up to. To say he felt swindled would have been putting it mildly. He was livid. Dr. Glover and he were supposed to be spending alone time with each other, not him whisking her off on a dream date with another man. But Danny knew the real issue. He had allowed his mind to wander. Instead of facing the night with the mental attitude of a slave, Danny had allowed himself to be caught up in whimsical imaginings of him and Dr. Glover as something more than domme and sub. Dr. Glover had made it clear that he would never assume any role beyond slave. If he felt any disappointment, there was no one to blame but himself.

He parked the limo outside the stately façade of the restaurant and stepped out. As he opened the back door, Danny had a very selfish, but important thought. Having not eaten all day, he was hungry. In fact, he was downright starving. And he had no cash.

He approached Dr. Glover as she stepped out. “Excuse me, ma’am. I was wondering if I could grab something to eat while you are at dinner.” 

Danny tried to ignore the cruel laughter coming from her date.

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Glover said. “The help needs food too. I almost forgot you people have to eat.” She opened her wallet. “I think a five should be enough to get you a few burgers. There might be a McDonalds around. I wouldn’t know, though, because I don’t eat shit for food.”

She folded the bill and passed it to Danny like a meager tip before she walked away, offering him another “ta-ta” as she strolled into the venue with her date.

Danny found a Burger King nearby. He was able to buy a double whopper without fries or a drink for just under five bucks. He managed to get a small plastic cup of water for free, too. While Dr. Glover and her handsome date enjoyed some of the finest dining in South Florida, Danny stuffed his face with food barely fit for human consumption. 

Something strange occurred as Danny ate. He expected a feeling of despondency to overcome him, but as he thought of Dr. Glover enjoying her dinner with some British stud while he had a five-dollar meal, he felt incredibly aroused. He became so excited by the idea of her sending him off to get food before she called her “driver” for a pickup that Danny could barely eat. He forced himself to take another bite of the double patty. The greasy burger had a submissively wonderful taste.

While he ate, a group of high school girls entered. Danny heard their high-pitched cackles before they opened the front doors. From the manner in which they were shoving one another and laughing, Danny figured they were drunk. Or they could have just been acting like regular teenage girls on a Saturday night. It was hard to tell the difference. Danny felt guilty for eyeing them below the neckline, but seriously, when did high school girls start looking like they were already out of college? 

The blonde in a tight Abercrombie and Fitch ensemble, with a slender frame and piercing blue eyes fit for the company’s catalogue, was the first to notice Danny. As they locked eyes, he instinctively looked away. Not much had changed since high school.

Danny pretended not to notice them, but out of the corner of his eye, he could see the blonde elbowing one of her friends. 

“What are you doing in a tux at Burger King? This isn’t the Oscars.”

Shrills of laughter erupted from girls. Danny felt his face erupt with heat. The heavy layers of the tuxedo didn’t help things. He tried to tell himself that they weren’t talking about him, but he was fairly certain that no one else in the burger joint was wearing formal attire. He took a napkin, wiped his face, and looked up at the girl who had spoken.

God, she was beautiful. Long neck, golden hair. Her toned body suggested athletics. Soccer perhaps. Her parents were most likely well off. That or they had an affinity for spoiling their daughter. Beyond the vogue outfit, she wore fine makeup, and Danny didn’t think the freshly waxed Escalade sitting in the parking lot had been there when he first pulled in. 

“Just taking a fifteen,” Danny said. His voice didn’t break or have a trace of fear in it. His tone had just the right amount of detachment. Danny was pleased with himself. He almost passed for Robert De Niro in the movie Taxi Driver. Almost.

“Is that your car?” she asked, pointing to the limo. Her three other friends stood by her like a pack of tigresses. One had a Barbie doll’s unblemished aloofness, another was a striking brunette, and finally there was a redhead who, judging by the thick mascara and pierced eyebrows, smoked heavily, or at least pretended to. Danny realized that he could have been stereotyping them. He didn’t really know the girls. Only that they were too young for him, too good-looking for him, and that at that moment, he was filled with a terror he couldn’t understand.

He threw his arm over the booth and craned his head out the window—cool and casual. “Yeah that’s my limo.” The sonorous voice pleaded bravado, but the beads of sweat budding along his forehead betrayed him. 

“Can we get a ride?” the same girl asked.

The brunette slapped her arm. “Ashley! We don’t even know this guy. He could be a creep!” She turned to Danny. “No offense.”

A trickle of sweat rolled down the side of his temple as he casually shrugged away the accusation. He turned his head to hide the perspiration.

The other blonde spoke. “I wanna go for a ride too!” She cupped her hand over her mouth as if she was about to whisper, but her piercing voice was loud enough for the whole restaurant to hear. “I’ve always wanted to make out in the back of a limo!”

The girl started nibbling on the other blonde’s ear as both giggled. Danny felt the vibration of the phone. Shit, he thought. Danny scooted out of the booth, trying to get far enough away from the sound of snickering females. After the second ring, he had no choice but to answer.

“Hello, Mistress.” 

“Hello, slave. Why are you speaking so softly? I could barely hear you address me.”

“Sorry, I’m still in the restaurant and didn’t want to—”

“I don’t care where you are. When you speak to me, I expect you to give me the respect I deserve.”

“Hey, driver!” the girl in the Abercrombie shouted. “When are you going to take us for a ride?”

Danny tried covering the phone with his other hand as he listened to the most terrifying groan on the other end of the line. “Slave, are you getting dinner or picking up girls?”

“Dinner!” Danny pleaded. “They just—”

“Shut up, slave. I want you to put the girl who just spoke on the line. Do it now.”

Danny looked at the blue-eyed blonde. His worst nightmare was unfolding before him. What would he even say to the girl? Danny didn’t know. He simply lowered the phone and outstretched his hand.

Ashley studied the phone, scrunching up her face. “What?”

The feigned strength in Danny’s voice had left him. He could barely manage to form words. “It’s for you—I mean, she wants to talk to you.”

The girl shook her head and snatched the phone.

“Hello?” she said, placing the phone to her ear.

Danny watched her eyes grow larger. A shrewd smile formed across her face. 

“Are you for real? That’s awesome. I want a slave, too… Yeah, I consider myself pretty dominant… No, I thought he looked like a loser. My girlfriends and I just wanted to go for a ride so we could have some fun… Uh-huh… No, I understand… Yes, ma’am. I’d love to be taken under your wing… No, thank you… Yes, I will tell him.”

Ashley ended the call and returned the phone to Danny.

“What the hell was that?” the redheaded girl asked. Her voice inflected a lack of enthusiasm to match her counterculture, fuck-off appearance. 

“That was a most fortunate chance encounter,” Ashley said. “At least for me it was.” She peered at Danny with a smirk, shaking her head. “You’re in big trouble, mister. Your mistress is super mad with you and wants you to return to the restaurant she’s at. Pronto. I wouldn’t delay if I were you. She didn’t sound like anyone I’d want to mess with. I guess we’ll have to the do the joyride some other time.”

Danny raced out of the Burger King, cursing himself the whole time. From the rearview mirror, he witnessed sparks raining beneath the undercarriage as he flew past the intracoastal bridge. It would have been easy to play innocent. A few weeks ago, Danny could have held that delusional notion. But no longer. He knew that his own ego was what had fueled the encounter. Danny had acted like a big shot and now he would have to pay.

He almost wiped out the valet as he pulled in front of the restaurant. A man in a red tuxedo vest jumped out of the way. He gave Danny the finger before continuing his dash to the valet’s parking lot. Danny ignored him. 

The cell phone rang again.

“Yes, Mistress?”

“I’ll be out in five. Have the door ready for us.”

Danny poked around the steering wheel until he located the hazard lights. He punched the button and hopped out.

Dr. Glover stormed out of the restaurant. If it had been a movie, wind would have kicked open the doors, windows would have shattered into millions of pieces, and her wrath would have sent Danny flying into the side of the limo. The doorman didn’t even have time to play his role. Her lace stilettos clicked across the walkway with the sound of a busy quarry. Molten lava swam in her eyes. Her date walked a few steps behind her, careful not to get too close. Danny almost urinated himself as she neared. He backed away from the car door, his eyes fixed to a serrated crack in the sidewalk.

She stopped outside of the passenger door. “Look at me, slave.”

Danny lifted his eyes.

“I will not allow you to spoil my evening. You will return to Justin’s apartment building. I will escort him back to his room. You are to wait for me. If you cannot find parking, then you can drive around until I am ready.”

She dipped into the backseat before Danny could offer a reply.

Justin sauntered behind her, lifting his brows to Danny in an expression that accentuated Danny’s blunder.

As Danny drove, he listened to the faint murmurs behind him, interrupted by the occasional lips smacking. He thought about giving them their privacy, but Danny figured Dr. Glover wanted him to hear. She wants to drill home the point that I will never be anything but a slave to her.

While others might have felt sorry for him, he knew that this was all a necessary part of the training. He had entertained the fanciful notion that he might one day be romantic with Dr. Glover. And it was more than just a fleeting thought. The lewd visual of sliding his member into the softness of her sex was more than enticement or desire. Those dreams were corrosive to submission. They were an acid set to incinerate the attuned mental state of a slave. Selfless thoughts turned selfish. Grateful rewards became expected entitlements. Danny had grown up in an easy world. His generation was soft, a group of spoiled suburban kids. It was so easy for him to slip back into that rotten, ungrateful mindset.

He parked beside the curb. Before he could get out of the vehicle, Dr. Glover shouted from the backseat. “I’ll call you to come pick me up. It may be a while.” He heard the side door pop open and their bodies shuffling across the leather seats. The door slammed shut. Danny watched Dr. Glover hold Justin’s hand as they walked into the condominium. He sighed with the forlorn sound of a teen watching his dream girl slip away.

After cruising around, he found a parking lot with enough empty space to park the limo. He checked the gas gauge. He still had a fair amount of fuel, but he didn’t know how long he would be or how much fuel the limo would consume sitting idle. After rolling down the windows, Danny killed the engine and waited. 

There was little to do as he sat there. He thought about getting out to see if there was a bar or some other venue he could pass the time at, but after what happened at the Burger King, he decided to stay put.

Even with the windows rolled down, the cab of the limo quickly turned humid. He took off his jacket and loosened his bow tie, but that didn’t offer much relief. As he rolled back the cuffs of his sleeves, the phone rang. Danny jammed a hand into his pocket and answered the call a millisecond before the third ring.

“Slave, it’s me.” Danny listened to her giggle, telling someone to get off her. “I need you to make a very important errand.”

“What is it, Mistress?”

“Condoms. I need them right away.”

Crestfallen and humiliated, Danny agreed. “But I don’t have enough money,” he complained.

“Yes, you do. Look up and flip down the sun visor. There should be a hundred-dollar bill clipped by the vanity mirror.”

Danny found the money.

“Oh, and one other thing, slave. The condoms must be Magnum. I’m not dealing with a pindick here. And bring us a bottle of champagne. It doesn’t have to be anything too fancy. A bottle of Korbel will do just fine.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, slave. Now step on it.”

Danny straightened his bow tie and pulled up a map with the phone. He found a supermarket a few blocks away that he figured would allow him to knock both items out in one shopping trip.

As he entered the store, an annoying ring of commercial pop music flooded uninvited into his ears. Florescent lights cranked high enough to toast retinas gleamed from above. Danny padded across a floor so polished it could have been mistaken for an ice-skating rink. He spotted the wine section in the corner of the store and found the bottle of Korbel. The condoms took longer to scout out, but he discovered them at the other end of the supermarket. Odd arrangement, he thought.

Danny took a position in the only open checkout lane. The other nineteen lanes stood empty, their overhead lights desolate and dim. A kid with a squirrel-like face lackadaisically scanned items, taking a break every a couple of seconds to peck on his Android. Danny lost himself in the tabloid covers as he waited. The lascivious behavior printed on the glossy covers paled in comparison to Danny’s twisted deeds.

The cash register rang. A receipt printed. Danny took a step forward.

“How’s it going?” the kid asked, offering Danny a what’s up nod.

“Fine,” Danny replied.

The kid squinted at the items as the conveyor belt drew them toward the scanner. He lifted his head and smiled. “Sweet, dog. Wild night I take it. Coming home from a crazy party?”

“Something like that.”

“Just remember not to drink too much before you strap on the rubber.” 

Danny handed him the hundred. “Thanks for the advice.”

The kid offered an airy chuckle and held the bill up to the stabbing florescent before stuffing it under the cash register’s tray. “No problem, man. Players gotta watch out for each other. Bros before hoes!”

“My sentiments exactly,” Danny said, taking his change and grocery bag.

He jogged to the limo. The grab-and-go had taken longer than he expected. After returning to Justin’s building, Danny found a nearby parking lot to house the limo. Sweat ran down his face as he got to the front door. He sent a quick text to Dr. Glover: In lobby, Mistress. Could u please tell me room #?

Her reply: 718.

In the elevator, Danny straightened his tux and combed a hand through his disheveled hair. The elevator chimed. He padded his way down a hall with ruby carpet, tracing the descending room numbers until he came to 718. There was a doorknocker and a doorbell. Danny choose the knocker.

The door quickly opened.

Dr. Glover’s predatory eyes met his own before shifting to the grocery bag.

“Put it on the table,” she said.

Danny entered the condo. He placed the champagne bottle on the kitchen island and looked around. The place didn’t seem as commodious or opulent as Dr. Glover’s did, but it was no dump either. The updated appliances and crown molding offered a contemporary expression. The open floor plan, combined with the use of floor-to-ceiling windows, provided the condo with a “breathable” feel.

“I’m going back to the bedroom,” Dr. Glover said. “I’ve set out a corkscrew on the table along with some champagne glasses. I also left an ice bucket. We’ll be waiting for you to serve us.”

Danny slightly bowed. “Yes, Mistress.”

Danny tore the gold leaf wrapper off the Korbel bottle. He ignored the winged corkscrew. The cork offered some resistance as he worked it loose. When the cork neared the bottle’s rim, he pointed it away from himself and pressed. The cork popped, flying up until it struck the ceiling. He grabbed the two flute glasses and filled them with the bubbly champagne.

After filling the glasses, Danny spiked the Korbel bottle into the ice bucket. Not being an octopus, he decided to carry the glasses first. He followed the incessant giggling coming from the end of a hall. 

The door was open. Danny cleared his throat to alert them of his arrival. He saw Dr. Glover resting her head against Justin’s bare chest as they both lay in bed. A pair of pants was strung on the floor next to a pair of boxers. Dr. Glover might have remained dressed, but someone else obviously had not.

Dr. Glover lifted her head. “Finally! Our slave has returned with refreshments. Come, slave.”

Danny didn’t like the phrase our slave. He had no desire to serve another man. 

After serving the champagne, Danny returned with the ice bucket and placed it on a towel next to the bed.

“Forgetting something?” Dr. Glover asked when he had finished. She peeled back the covers, revealing Justin’s erect member. “I’m ovulating, Danny. You wouldn’t want me to get pregnant, would you?” 

Danny shook his head, feeling his own less-endowed member attempting to rise. He watched her rise to her knees, slipping the dress off the creamy skin of her shoulders. The dress fell, bunching around her waist. She started to peel away her silky undergarments as she spoke. “Hurry, slave. Once these panties are off, I’m jumping aboard this ride.”

Justin seemed to enjoy that notion. He grabbed Dr. Glover by her hips, bringing her crotch against his erection. “We don’t need a condom,” he pleaded. “Besides, I wanna feel your soft pussy against my cock.”

Dr. Glover rolled her bottom lip under her front teeth as she laughed. “Mmm. I wanna feel your cock too.”

Danny decided not to linger. He raced out of the bedroom, careening down the hall and into the kitchen. The condoms were sealed in an impossible-to-open box with tape too adhesive to rip with his hands. Danny flung open the kitchen drawers and searched for something sharp. He spotted a butcher’s knife along the counter top and grabbed it. After flaying the box, Danny plucked a couple of Magnum condoms and returned to the bedroom.

He made it just in time. Dr. Glover had the base of Justin’s cock in her hands, her undergarments already removed. Danny opened the gold wrapper and handed it to Dr. Glover.

“Why thank you, slave. We were just about to go ahead and fuck.”

Dr. Glover climbed off the bed and set the condom against the comforter. She turned to Justin. “Do you mind if he watches?”

Justin shrugged. “I don’t know. That’s kind of weird.”

Dr. Glover sat beside him, rubbing the wiry hairs on his chest. “There’s nothing to be concerned about. My slave is quite lacking. It would be very good for him to see how a real man takes a woman. If it will make you feel better, I can show you his worthless member.”

“Okay,” Justin said. “I guess we can do it this one night. I do like the idea of showing him how it’s really done.”

She kissed him on the forehead. “I’m sure you’ll make an impression that will last a lifetime.”

She stood and approached Danny, pointing to a chair in the corner. “Sit,” was all she said.

Like a weakened boxer caught on the ropes, Danny backed into the corner and sat. She approached a bag lying on the floor and produced several strands of rope. As she bent over, her wet pussy stuck out between her legs, taunting Danny with what he couldn’t have. Using the ropes, Dr. Glover secured him to the chair. Danny tested the rigging’s strength; he couldn’t move more than a millimeter.

Dr. Glover retrieved the key to his chastity belt and unlocked it. As she drew the belt off his waist and the tube away from his member, the swell of his cock pointed to the ceiling.

Dr. Glover stepped to the side, allowing Justin a clear view of Danny in the chair. “See that tiny clit stick between his legs?”

Justin squinted, crawling to the edge of the bed. “That’s a penis?” he asked.

Dr. Glover doubled over with laughter. “Too true! Oh, Justin. You’re too much. And to think you once thought your cock was small.” She shook her head.

Danny then realized that Justin was the patient Dr. Glover had spoken about before. He figured the scene probably violated a few HIPAA rules, but he didn’t think this was the time or the place to bring up clinical ethics.

His mistress returned to the bed. Her hands found Justin’s swollen mass. She squeezed the base, causing his erection to fully bloom. His cock rose like a stalagmite as she rolled the condom over it. Danny couldn’t conceive how any man with such an impressive member could actually think it was small. If Justin was small, Danny figured his own cock was nonexistent.

Dr. Glover kept Justin’s hard-on secured in her palm as she leaned over him. Their lips met in a passionate embrace. Danny felt his throat tighten as he watched them make out. Watching two people fuck was one thing. Two people could have sex for the physical sensations it provided without any amorous feelings between them. But a kiss like the one Danny was witnessing didn’t happen between casual lovers. There was a deep affection in that kiss and warmth that Danny would never experience.

He tugged at the ropes.

“I want you to take me from behind,” Dr. Glover told Justin.

She rolled off him, sliding to the edge of the bed. Justin pushed himself off the mattress and to his feet. He sneered at Danny who sat helplessly bound to the chair.

Dr. Glover stood on the tips of her toes, her legs barely tall enough to bend over the mattress. Justin licked two fingers and rubbed them against her pussy, massaging the outer labia. Dr. Glover responded, her hips swaying rhythmically against his gentle touch. He drew her legs apart and kneeled until her rear stood in front of his face. Justin placed his mouth against her sex and began working his tongue on her clitoris.

Danny watched his mistress react. Her fingers clinched the spread, her voice cried out, and her head lifted back. Danny remembered when he was given the privilege of serving Dr. Glover with his tongue. She did not make such sounds with him.

Justin did things Danny had never seen before. As his tongue flickered across the bulb of her clit, his burly fingers worked the inside of her cunt. Two fingers became three fingers until almost his entire hand was shoved in her twat. Danny thought Dr. Glover would rip the sheets as she clawed at them, her voice bellowing a primal shriek of considerable bliss.

She turned her head, facing Danny. A glassy, inebriated haze swam in her eyes. A sheen of sweat enveloped her face and neckline. She looked more beautiful than he had ever seen her. Perhaps it was because she was ovulating, but Danny suspected her current vulnerability added to her beauty. Before now, Danny would have never imagined Dr. Glover having sex in any position other than on top. Yet, she had immediately chosen a submissive position.

The power Justin must have wielded to exert such influence over her was unfathomable. Danny knew there was a big difference between himself and the jocks who had attended his high school, but he never realized the sheer scope of that variation. An entire gulf separated him from alpha men, and no amount of weightlifting, style or gregariousness would ever fill that open chasm. He was beta through and through—a beta man stuck in a boy’s body, coupled with a weak, always second-guessing mind. But not Justin. His cock and his newfound confidence in that pristine equipment provided the impetus for Dr. Glover to reveal her vulnerabilities and allow him to slide his manhood between her soft petals.

She wilted onto the bed as the first orgasm flashed through her body. Justin allowed her a momentary rest before he stood and slid his swollen cock into her flower. 

Her cries quickly rose. 

Justin didn’t grab her by the hips to fuck the daylights out of her as Danny had witnessed in porn videos. He entered her slowly, with an almost reverent concern. His cock glided rather than thrust. As his hands rested upon the small of her back, he trained his eyes to the side of her face as if reading her every expression. 

Justin worked his member into her tight hole. As the rhythm accelerated, he reached under her chest, cupping her breasts. He lifted her into a nearly vertical stance, the pair shifting into the position with the seamlessness of a symphony moving to a new movement. Dr. Glover’s head dropped behind her, resting on Justin’s shoulder.

An epiphany occurred to Danny as he watched the sexual adagio before him. Danny might not have been born a sexual masochist. In high school, there was a time when he was attracted to the stereotypical bombshell. At night, as he tugged on his weak member, he’d dream of slipping into an all-female slumber party with girls exploring strange sexual urges with one another. But somewhere during his high school career, the fantasy had changed. Danny wasn’t sure when it occurred, but he was certain that by senior year, his slumber party fantasy took on a sadomasochist theme. Instead of the girls ripping off his clothes, they were ripping his ego. They would point and laugh as he stood before him in their feminine undergarments. Sometimes they would spank him; other times they’d tie him up and fuck him with strap-ons. Danny was certain the shift happened gradually, so slowly that he never noticed it had occurred. Sometime later, he must have begun repressing those desires until he was unable to become aroused.

Dr. Glover’s moans lifted as Justin nibbled on her neck, his cock still buried deep inside of her warm cleft. He lifted one of her legs, placing her foot against the bed to open her up further. Justin whispered something into her ear, but Danny was too far away to hear. Whatever he said, Dr. Glover seemed to agree with him.

She folded her body over the mattress, spreading her legs farther than before. Justin licked his finger again, but this time, he lowered them to the hole of her ass.

Danny’s heart fluttered as he watched.

Justin’s fingers appeared to struggle for entry. His other hand kneaded her clit as a finger slipped into her anus.

As Justin stretched her asshole, Danny stared down at his member. It twitched against the cold air, yearning to be wrapped in a warm flesh that it would not receive. Precum pumped out of the tip, spilling down his shaft. His sac tightened as Danny tried to calm his breathing. The incessant ache around his groin consumed him. Danny knew it would only take him a few seconds of stroking his cock to make it cum. Only a few seconds to end his discomfort, replacing it with a bliss he couldn’t imagine in his current state.

He lifted his head. Justin had removed his fingers, replacing it with his swollen cock. The condom glistened with Dr. Glover’s juices.

“I can’t quite get it all the way in,” Justin complained. He sighed, drawing his cock away from her ass, shaking his head.

Dr. Glover turned to face him. “The hell it is.” She ripped the Magnum condom off his cock, taking his member into her mouth. Her tongue ran along his shaft, moistening the skin. “Now try.”

Dr. Glover resumed her position, lifting her bottom. Justin spread her checks so far Danny thought the skin might tear. He pressed the head of his cock to her, now armed with Dr. Glover’s saliva. His face grimaced as he tried to thrust into her. Beads of sweat hung on his brow. “I don’t think it’s going to go—”

Just as Justin started to express his doubts, the head of his cock slipped into her tight hole. Dr. Glover cried out. Justin held his position, allowing the folds of her anus to spread.

Danny shook his head as he watched, almost unable to comprehend what he was witnessing. Dr. Glover, who had attached an electric collar around his neck, made him drink urine, who had beaten him, and performed a hundred other emasculating deeds, was bent over a mattress getting fucked in the ass. Danny knew he wasn’t a type A person, and he would probably never become CEO of any company, but he had no clue, until then, just how much of a beta male he was. 

Even if he choose to leave Dr. Glover’s medical care, he could never see himself leading a normal sex life, and his arousal would have nothing to do with it. He was neither a protector nor a fighter. Danny was a sub. He was the kind of man who would allow himself to be strapped down to a chair as his “date” got fucked in both holes by a more worthy male.

Justin spat on his cock as he worked it into her hole. The meaty shaft quickly disappeared. 

Danny couldn’t believe she had taken the entire thing. The head must be in her stomach by now, Danny thought.

“How’s my slave doing over there?” Dr. Glover asked.

The adrenaline was pumping so hard that Danny could barely form words. He managed to stammer out, “Fine, Mistress.”

“Do you have a good view of my ass?”

“Yes, Mistress. I can see your gorgeous ass just fine.”

She laughed. “Good. Because it’s about to be pounded by a real dick.”

As if taking her last words as a command, Justin began swaying his hips. The enormous cock moved in and out of her ass. As she stretched, Justin was able to quicken his pace.

Danny leaned his head back and tried to imagine how wonderful it must feel to have Dr. Glover’s tight hole clamping down on his shaft. He would have done anything right then for just one thrust into any of her holes. But even that meager offering was forever denied to Danny. If he kept on his submissive journey, Danny doubted he would ever feel the warm sheath of a woman’s pussy around his cock. Knowing he might be denied even a single sexual experience for his entire life caused his already tumid cock to twitch with such ferocity that Danny was certain it would explode.

Danny squeezed the edges of the armrests as he braced against the mounting pressure. He watched Justin pound his hips against Dr. Glover’s backside. Reaching under her chest, Justin grabbed her tits as he thrust his member into the deepest regions of her anus. As Dr. Glover cried out, Justin’s face contorted. A low moan escaped him as his body trembled.

“Yes!” Dr. Glover shouted. “Cum in my pussy. Cum in my fucking pussy!”

Justin made one last thrust before his body gave out, collapsing onto Dr. Glover. She laughed as she tried fighting off his weight.

“Oh, my God,” Justin said, his lungs so out of breath his voice barely registered above a whisper. “That was incredible. The best sex I’ve ever had in my life.”

Dr. Glover pushed him away and rolled to the middle of the bed, looking like she had been dunked in a tub of sweat. Her hair was disheveled, her makeup and mascara running down her high cheekbones, her lungs panting for air. 

“Me too,” Dr. Glover said. “And to think you wanted to skip fucking in front of my slave!”

Justin shook his head. “I’ll never doubt you again. We’ll have to have him present every time. He’s like a good luck charm!”

Danny’s cheeks burned at the notion of being a good luck charm for another man’s sexual endeavors.

“Did you enjoy your little show, slave?” Dr. Glover asked.

Danny nodded. “It was incredible to watch. I never knew sex could be so…so passionate.”

“Of course you didn’t. You’re still a virgin.”

“He’s a what?” Justin asked. “Wait. Are you for real?”

“Absolutely,” Dr. Glover replied.

Justin turned to Danny. “You’re telling me this slave, or whatever he is of yours, has never put his dick inside of a woman before? Ever?”

“Precisely.” 

Justin ran a hand through his wet hair. “Dude, no offense, but that’s pathetic.”

Dr. Glover slapped his arm. “Don’t say that. I won’t have you questioning my patient’s commitment to servitude. Being a slave is not pathetic. It’s the highest calling a submissive can answer. And it requires extraordinary strength to remain committed.”

“Yeah, but—”

“But nothing,” Dr. Glover interrupted. “I won’t argue about this.”

“Whatever,” Justin said, moving away from the bed. He entered the bathroom. The shower began splattering.

Dr. Glover’s dark stare returned to Danny. He watched as the corners of her mouth lifted.

“Slave,” Dr. Glover said. “I need to be cleaned. My ass is filled to the brim. It’s quite a mess down there.”

“Sure, Mistress. If you want to untie me, I can grab a towel. I assume there’s some out in the hall in one of the closets.”

Dr. Glovers laughed. “Oh, Danny. You’re too cute.” 

Danny offered an uneasy smile.

“You’re going to clean me out with your tongue, sweetheart. And the best part is that you don’t even have to move a muscle to do it. Well, other than your tongue.”

As Dr. Glover hopped off the bed, she held her panties against her rear, holding in the milky deposit. 

Alarm bells rang in Danny’s head. He wasn’t going to do this. No, no, no. It was too far. Never once had he entertained a homosexual yearning. This wasn’t for him.

“Mistress, I’m really not comfortable doing this. Forced-bi is one of my limits.”

Dr. Glover tiptoed over to Danny, still plugging her ass with the sexy lace panties he had picked out for her earlier.

“Oh, stop it. You didn’t even know what forced-bi was until a few weeks ago, so don’t act like it’s some kind of longstanding limit you’ve had. Besides, if I wanted you to experience forced-bi, I would have had you suck Justin’s dick before I allowed him to fuck you in the ass. That’s forced-bi. We’re just playing around and having some fun.”

Danny thought eating another man’s sperm out of the ass of the woman he coveted was a little more than “playing around.” And he thought if a Gallup Poll were issued on the subject, he’d have plenty of agreeing company. 

He was about to speak again when Dr. Glover’s panties flew over his face. She adjusted them until the wet spot from where she had plugged her ass rested directly over Danny’s nose.

“Take a big whiff of that manhood. There’s a lot more of that coming very soon.” 

Her shadow moved from beyond the thin fabric of her panties as she kneeled beside him. Her hot breath blew across his cheek. “If you sniff real closely, you can smell my ass. Try to remember that when you’re eating my man’s cum.”

Her sullied panties tickled Danny’s nose. The cum was still warm and offered a bitter scent. Danny dreaded having the stuff anywhere near his mouth.

The chair swung back as Dr. Glover lowered the back end to the floor. Danny’s head rested against the carpet in a prone position. His feet were now in the air, still tied to the front legs of the chair. Blood rushed to his head. A shadow blocked out the light. A finger pulled the panties to the side of his face, allowing him to see.

Danny blinked. Her legs straddled over him, two golden columns hoisting a hallowed temple. Her pussy remained moist, her labia covered in her own juices, ready for a manhood Danny failed to possess. 

She lowered her ass. Danny’s heart pounded as he watched it near. The sticky sperm was already leaking out of her hole, running along her perineum. Her ass hovered above his mouth as she began to speak again. “Before I lower my ass onto your mouth, slave, I want to make a suggestion. You can fight with me and play your games by not opening your mouth or trying to lick with a half-ass effort. That is certainly your prerogative. But it is also my prerogative to stuff your mouth with a funnel gag and serve you the sperm that way. Of course, that method gives you all sperm and no ass. So try to be a good slave for me. It’s really not that big of a deal. There are actually some health benefits to consuming sperm.”

As her wicked cackle filled the room, Dr. Glover’s ass pressed down upon Danny’s open mouth. He closed his eyes as the mounds of her cheeks swallowed his face. Despite the dripping sperm, there was something comforting about lying under her ass. There was no need to think or speak. He only needed to lie there and lick.

Lick, lick, slurp, slurp. Swallow. Danny worked his tongue along the outside of her ass, lapping away the leaking sperm. He started to cough as the rancid flavor assaulted his taste buds, but Dr. Glover’s ample rear kept his protests to a quiet whimper. As he cleared away the immediate sperm, Danny allowed his tongue to encircle the folds of her asshole, savoring the sweet taste of her body. He could have stayed in this position all of his life, he thought. The need to be a husband, an award-winning writer, and all the other bullet points that society deemed as “success,” floated away as he focused on the folds of her tight ass.

“Ready for the big load?” Dr. Glover asked.

Danny nodded, barely able to move his head under her strength.

The tip of his tongue felt her ass pucker and open. A waterfall of sperm gushed into his mouth. Danny fought to pull his head away. There was too much. His body and mind revolted. But the hold of her hips held him as he struggled to get away. As the sperm filled his mouth and ran between his cheeks and gums, forming a pool at the back of his throat, there was only one alternative left to provide him relief. He swallowed.

At the moment Danny’s throat clicked and opened, drawing in a blast of fresh air as the sperm headed for his stomach, he felt something inexplicably change in himself. He was no longer just a kinky virgin trying out some taboo fantasies. Tonight, he was a heterosexual man who had just swallowed another man’s sperm. He was already jealous of Justin for getting to have amazing sex with Dr. Glover and bringing her pleasure that he never could. Swallowing the alpha’s load only added to his humiliation and frustration.

Danny reminded himself that he could bring Dr. Glover pleasure, too. It was a very different kind of pleasure than Justin provided, but it was equally important to her. As a domme, it might have been more important.

Danny pressed his tongue into the cavity of her anus, doing his best to please her, as if licking the sperm out of her ass would somehow one-up Justin’s performance. As that pathetic notion swam around in his head, he pressed his mouth around her anus, forming a tight seal as he lapped at the sperm deposited in the deepest region of her ass. Dr. Glover began to moan as he tightened his tongue, forming a lance to enter her.

Her mewling sounds made him work harder. Danny pressed with all his strength, feeling as though his jaw would split open at any moment.

“Relax, slave. Your teeth are pressing into my ass. Remember the way Justin moved. Fucking is an act. Lovemaking is an art. I want you to make love to my ass. Treat it the way you would a delicate rose.”

Danny relaxed his jaw, moving his tongue on the rim of her asshole. He appreciated Dr. Glover’s description. She was like a rose—delicate, beautiful, lovely to smell—but able to draw blood if mishandled.

He lapped and lapped until there was nothing left, every speck of sperm cleared away and resting in his tummy. 

Dr. Glover lifted her hips, standing over him. She tossed the panties onto his chest. “Consider that your tip for driving tonight.”

Danny held the keepsake, bringing it to his nose to smell once more.

“I’m not sure if that’s a present or a punishment.”

For a moment, Danny was confused until he imagined himself lying in bed at night, huffing the crotch of her panties with the chastity belt strangling his budding erection.

The shower stopped and Justin came out of the bathroom with a towel wrapped around his waist. “So, what’s the deal? Are we all going to watch a movie or something?”

Dr. Glover swatted him across the chest. “No, silly. I guess it’s about time I get going and get slave here to bed.”

Justin grimaced, curling the edge of his mouth. “You’re not going to stay over?”

“I have to get home.”

“But you haven’t stayed over in almost month!”

Dr. Glover raised a hand. “I told you that I would be very busy. I can’t quit my job just to spend time with you.”

Danny sat up as he listened to the exchange. He had to repress a smile. Justin might have been able to bring Dr. Glover to successive orgasms, but he was second priority to Danny. 

They quickly embraced, offering one another a kiss.

“Don’t worry, Justin. I promise to make time for you. I always make time for my boys.”

She blew him a kiss and started gathering her things. Danny dressed and left with his mistress.

The ride home was quiet. Danny rolled down the window on the Julia Tuttle Causeway, listening to the surf crash against the piles of the bridge. He looked over his shoulder to find Dr. Glover unfurled on the back seat, sleeping. He watched her chest rise and fall as she breathed, spent from a night with a real man. He forced his eyes to return to the road as he continued driving his mistress.
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Angelia threw open the curtains of the bedroom, welcoming a new day. The sun had already cleared the horizon, the rays beaming through the window and lighting the murk of the room. She had only overslept by a half-hour, but she would have to hurry. There was a full day in front of her.

Valerie strolled into the bedroom still wearing her PJs, a cup of coffee in her hand. “Here you go, miss.”

Angelia thanked her and took the coffee. She brought the mug to her lips, taking a sip. The coffee was just the way she liked it—lots of cream with a pinch of sugar. It was hot enough to be enjoyed, but not so scalding that she would have to resort to either burning her tongue or waiting. While having a masochist with a rare innate submission to train was nice, the perfectly-made coffee reminded her that experience went a long way as well. Angelia appreciated the gesture, especially after her sexual tryst with Justin. She knew Valarie could easily become jealous after she slept with other men and women. Jealousy was an unlovely trait that Angelia had worked hard to rid Valarie of. It was good to see her at least take the action that suggested she had overcome that failing.

“Is there anything else I can get you, miss?”

“Pick out a black pencil skirt for me and a white blouse. Something with a headmistress look to it. I’m mentoring today.”

Valarie squinted her eyes. “You picked up a new mentee?”

“Mentees,” Angelia clarified. “Two in one week! I ought to open up a domme university.”

“Congratulations, miss.”

Angelia smiled. She loved the new attitude Valerie was displaying. She had expected two mentees to send Valarie into a fit. It would mean far less time spent with her. She knew the last few weeks had been difficult on her slave girl. Adding so many different parties into the mix would have threatened anyone’s security. 

“Thank you. But I’m only going to be taking one of them on. I had to pass up the massage girl, Sophie. Nice girl, but I told her if she really wanted to be a domme that she would have to quit her job. One can’t be a docile masseuse by day, rubbing the backs of horny businessmen, and expect to just throw on a pair of knee-high stilettos and transform into a domme. It’s a mindset that has to be lived at all times.” Angelia stopped herself. There was no reason in ranting to Valarie. She knew these truths better than most dommes. It was best to save the preaching for her mentee. “Anyway, she wasn’t willing to leave her job, so I wished her well.”

“And the other girl?”

“Oh, she’s a real firecracker. Still in high school. She told me she was eighteen, though. I’m going to ask for an ID when we meet later this afternoon just to make sure.”

Valarie set out the clothes as Angelia showered and enjoyed her coffee.

The shower provided her convalescence after the late night out. As she reflected on Justin’s steel cock sliding into her pussy and Danny helplessly tied to the chair, she felt a wetness fill her that wasn’t coming from the shower. She wanted to take the detachable showerhead off its hook and press it against the ache between her legs, but there simply wasn’t enough time. Instead, she quickly washed herself and dried off.

As she entered the kitchen, Danny handed her a multigrain bar with cream cheese and several slices of cucumber on top. 

“Did Valarie teach you this?” Angelia asked, picking up the morning snack.

“No, Mistress. I saw a picture of it in the grocery store. I know you prefer healthy snacks, so I thought you might like it.”

Angelia took a bite, hoping the taste would match the presentation. “Mmm. That is wonderful. If you keep this up, I might have to make you head chef around here.”

Danny’s eyes widened at the notion. He thanked her for the praise as she finished her coffee. “I want you to go put on your street clothes, slave. We have a busy day and not a moment to waste. You’ll find your outfit in the laundry room. All male attire. Even your underwear.”

As Danny and Valarie dressed, Angelia ate her breakfast before getting dressed as well. They took Angelia’s S65 AMG Mercedes. Valarie drove as Angelia sat in the passenger seat, directing the way.

“Why are we going all the way to Oakland Park?” Valarie asked, pulling off the highway. “Does the girl live up here?” 

“No, she lives fairly close to us actually, but I know of a well-equipped dungeon up here. I made a quick phone call to the owner about using it for a few hours today. She’s an old friend and said not to worry as long as we cleaned up after ourselves. I’ve never been there myself, but she swears I’ll be pleased. She hosts several parties there throughout the year and rents it out to pro dommes when she’s not using it.” Angelia turned in her seat, grinning at Danny. “I’m sure you’re wondering what all this talk is about.”

She watched as Danny tried to appear cool and indifferent. The quick shrug of indifference coupled with his darting eyes revealed his true angst. “I’m happy to do whatever you have planned, Mistress.”

She appreciated the quick, almost thoughtless response that conflicted so obviously with his expression. This was an important milestone for a slave. At first, they all started out reluctantly. Through coercion—or by force as it was in Danny’s case—the slave could be led into mindless agreement. His feelings still resisted the complete trust in her dominance, but that would eventually go as well. She knew it would be as liberating for him as it would be triumphant for her. Observing a slave fearlessly submitting his body and mind to the order and whims of his mistress was a beautiful thing indeed.

The collar was still absent from his neck. After they had gotten home, Angelia had purposely left it off him. She knew he couldn’t wear a steel collar forever. While she had subjected Valarie to the treatment for several years, she was beginning to see the futility in it. She didn’t want a slave who would stay at her beck and call merely because he or she was imprisoned by physical means. Rather, she sought to create mental collars that would bind her slaves to her with an impetus that no voltage could deliver. 

During the indoctrination period, such deterrents were necessary. And she had still locked him in his sissy room. But slowly, she was taking away those restrictions. She knew Danny could have abandoned her service when he went to the masseuse. Knowing he freely stayed gave her a sense of power that no bondage apparatus could provide. She imagined herself as a warden, but one who supplied her captives with keys to their own prison cells. Angelia had studied enough about victims of kidnappings who stayed in their captivity even when presented with ample means to escape. If a nefarious assailant could inflict that kind of psychological dominance over another human being, she could only imagine the control she could possess over a willing sub.

“Make a left at the next light,” Angelia said. “Then it’s just a few blocks away.”

They pulled into a commercial storage center. Long buildings lined the streets with garages. A few of the automotive businesses showed activity, but for the most part, the place had an abandoned feel. Valarie parked the flashy ride outside one of the unmarked garages.

Angelia popped open the door and approached the front of the building. She found the lock box next to the door and punched in the code. The hatch released and a key fell out. 

They entered a side door. A musky smell and a blanket of heat greeted them. 

“Let’s get the AC going,” Angelia said. “I’m going to make sure everything is in working order before our student arrives.” She glanced back at Danny as she said the last bit, judging his reaction. While his stoic resolution pleased her, she felt a twinge of disappointment at not making him jump. She did love to watch him squirm, after all.

The fresh air blotted out the musky odor. Angelia inspected the dungeon. The garage was about forty feet in depth and the first half had been converted into a hardcore dungeon room fitted with a Saint Andrews Cross, stockades, and a bondage table. The concrete floor and cement-blocked walls conveyed a harsh ambience. Hot florescent lights gleamed from above. Medieval-looking whips and paddles hung from the walls. She ran her hand along a lunge whip, pleased with the quality. On a table next to the corporal implements were an array of devious toys: violet wands, a TENS unit, dildos and butt plugs of every imaginable size and variety.

She ventured to the back half of the dungeon and discovered a contrasting space. While the first room had a rough, intimidating feel, calling this area a dungeon didn’t feel quite right.

She recalled the word her friend had named it: the Boudoir. Red lamps provided a dim, seductive radiance. A large rug filled the space, with a set of vintage antique sofas. Angelia stepped in front of the wardrobe and inspected its contents. She found an impressive collection of feminine wear complete with lingerie, robes, and hosiery.

As she rummaged through the clothing, her phone rang. Angelia recognized the number and answered. “Hi, Ashley. Are you out front?”

“Yes, ma’am. I just pulled up. I think I’m at the right place. There’s a pretty sweet Benz parked out front.”

“That’s the place. I’ll be right out.”

Angelia left the dungeon to greet Ashley. A young, pretty girl stepped out of the Escalade in a cute polo shirt and a pair of cropped chinos. A fat pair of sunglasses shielded her eyes. Angelia usually didn’t approve of tattoos, but she had to make an exception for the Venus symbol stamped on the side of Ashley’s ankle. Lovely girl, Angelia thought. If her attitude matches her looks, this young woman will have a stable of men serving at her feet in no time.

“Did you have any trouble finding the place?” Angelia asked.

“No, ma’am. I just followed the navigation.”

“And did you bring your ID with you?”

Ashley handed Angelia her driver’s license. Angelia inspected it carefully. She looked at the picture and then at Ashley. “Okay, it looks like you check out. You turned eighteen only last month?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

 “Well, happy belated birthday.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

Angelia returned the driver’s license and studied the girl. “So, tell me about yourself. And please, remove the shades.”

Ashley complied. When she pushed the shades to the top of her head, she revealed a set of blue eyes. “Well, I’m a pretty normal girl, I guess. I’m in my senior year of high school. In the fall, I go off to Florida State.” She shrugged, as if that was all to tell.

“Do you get in trouble often?”

Ashley laughed. “I don’t get arrested or anything, if that’s what you mean, but my teachers say I sometimes have a big mouth and that I’m ‘opinionated.’ ” Ashley made quotation symbols as she spoke the last word.

Angelia nodded, knowing the story all too well. “You know what it’s called when a man does that?” Ashley shook her head. “Assertiveness. You’re an assertive young woman, Ashley. You should be encouraged to speak your mind, not chastised for it. Do you have a boyfriend?”

“No, ma’am. All the guys my age are idiots or pushovers. I think I’m…”

Ashley hesitated.

“A lesbian?”

Ashley blushed. “I wouldn’t go that far. I’m attracted to guys. I’m not a virgin, but my few experiences with guys have been pretty terrible. Though that could be because they were high school guys who didn’t know what they were doing. However, my girlfriends and I pretend to be lesbians sometimes because we know guys like that kind of thing. So, when we’re at a party we’ll kiss and stuff. It’s pretty innocent. Usually we only do it when we’re really drunk. But I think I like it a lot more than most. Maybe I’m bisexual. Or maybe I’m a lesbian in denial. I don’t know. What do you think?”

Angelia put an arm around Ashley. “I think you have your whole life to figure out your sexual desires. Don’t worry. There’s nothing wrong with a little experimentation. The important thing is to stay safe and to not deny who you really are. Don’t ever let someone else tell you what’s right and wrong. Take the risk of thinking for yourself. You’ll be much happier that way.”

Ashley smiled. “Thanks. No one’s ever talked to me like that.”

“No problem, kiddo. One last question before we go in. What made you want to meet up with me? Most girls your age are out at the beach or shopping at the mall. What are you doing in an industrial park meeting a woman twice your age? Do your parents know you came here?”

“My parents!” Ashley cried. “No, no. They’re very conservative. They think I went to one of my girlfriends’ houses to study.”

“Tell me more about your parents.”

 “Dad’s an audit partner at a big four accounting firm. From January to May, I hardly see him. My mom is your typical docile housewife. I’m not saying there’s anything wrong with being a stay-at-home mom. I know it’s a real job. And really, it’s probably ideal for one spouse to stay at home to take care of the house and raise the kids if the couple can afford it. But it’s not for me. I guess that’s what really brought me here today. I don’t want to end up like my mom. Not that I think she’s unhappy or anything. But I know that I would be unhappy living like that.”

“Very well said, Ashley. I feel exactly the same way. Of course, there’s a lot of distance between wanting to be an independent woman and wanting to own a slave. Have you ever done anything kinky with any of your girlfriends before?”

Ashley reflected. “Not really. The only thing I would even remotely consider kinky is playing truth or dare.”

“Tell me about that.”

“It was a couple of years ago at church camp. All girls, of course. There are only two kinds of girls at church camp. And the two types fall at the edges of the bell curve when it comes to acceptable Christian behavior. I was with the group that fell on the naughty end. Anyways, when it came my turn, I asked this other girl the standard truth or dare question. She had been saying truth all night, but I winked at her as I said ‘dare.’ She took the bait. I then dared her to let me spank her. She tried to back out, but the other girls seemed in on the idea. So, I pulled down her shorts and panties and spanked her in front of everyone. Even a portrait of Jesus on the wall watched the action. Knowing how embarrassed she was and hearing her plead with me to stop gave me a sense of power that I’ve never felt before or since.”

 “Holy shit! Pardon the pun.”

Ashley giggled. “It sounds worse when I tell it. By morning, everyone had forgotten about it.”

Angelia doubted the last bit, but she liked the young woman. It would have been a shame if they had not met and this bright young domme had entered the adult world without the proper guidance and mentoring. Angelia knew how hard it had been for herself to learn about dominance on her own. She felt privileged to assist the next generation.

“I’d be very surprised if you’re not a domme,” Angelia said. “You sound very much like myself when I was your age. It would be an honor to teach you the ropes, so to speak, on being a dominatrix. You may find it’s not your thing, which is perfectly fine, but try to keep an open mind.”

“I’d love that, ma’am. I’m here to be taught.”

“Good. Then why don’t we go inside? I have two of my slaves with me that I’d like you to meet.”




***




As Dr. Glover spoke to her new student, Danny helped Valarie find the freestanding AC unit for the back room. It was hidden behind one of the ornate sofas. The front room was impressive. He thought it was a good rival even to Dr. Glover’s dungeon, though he would never say that aloud. But he liked the back room. It had a very cozy, intimate feel to it that was very different from what he, and probably many others, thought of when they heard the word “dungeon.”

“Slaves!” Dr. Glover called from the front of the garage. “My guest has arrived!”

“Do you know who Dr. Glover’s mentoring?” Danny whispered to Valarie.

“Not a clue. Never met her before, but supposedly, you have.”

“Me?”

Danny knew that was ridiculous. He didn’t know any dommes unless it was someone else from his past who had grown up to be a dominatrix that he wasn’t aware of. 

He followed Valarie to the front of the dungeon. When he passed through the utility room and bathroom that separated the two dungeons, he saw the girl standing beside Dr. Glover. His mouth hung open in complete incredulity. It can’t be, he thought.

He looked at Dr. Glover’s smart grin with an expression that simply said: “How?”

“This is my girl slave, Valarie,” Dr. Glover announced to Ashley. “She’s been in my service for a number of years. She’s been with me through just about every step of my exploration and maturation as matriarch.” Dr. Glover slapped away Ashley’s outstretched hand. “Never treat a slave as an equal. If you start off by shaking their hands, offering bows and courtesies, they’ll never respect you.”

Ashley planted her hands beside her with a militant rigidity and offered Valarie a tiny nod of her head as acknowledgement of her existence.

“And this other slave is one of my newer projects whom you had the unfortunate displeasure of meeting last night. His name is Danny, but I think ‘slave’ will do for now. I do hope he was not too rude with you.”

“Well,” Ashley began. “He was checking out me and my girlfriends when we walked into Burger King. It was obvious he was looking us over before we even got through the door. It was like he was undressing us with his eyes. It was gross having a guy twice your age looking at you like that. Kind of scary, too.”

Danny didn’t refute her words. He was guilty as charged, but how the hell did she know he was checking her out? He thought he had been covert about it.

“Absolutely deplorable,” Angelia said. “You poor thing.” 

Dr. Glover wrapped a concerned arm around Ashley, offering pats on her back as if Danny had savagely raped her the night before. Danny was a liberal, but he thought this politically correct stuff was getting a little out of hand. Could a man not enjoy the sight of a beautiful young lady anymore without being vilified?

Dr. Glover turned to Danny. “What do you have to say for yourself, slave?”

Danny shrugged. “I didn’t think it was that big of a deal. When they entered the restaurant, they were really loud, and I was just looking over to see who it was.”

Dr. Glover shook her head. “Typical male response. You see what happened there, Ashley? He blamed it on you and your girlfriends. If you weren’t so loud, if you didn’t wear that low-cut dress, et cetera. Men never take responsibility for their prurience.”

“Their what?” Ashley asked.

“Their sexual desire,” Dr. Glover said. “There’s another lesson here you can take from this, Ashley. My slave was showing great progress in his development. However, that subtle behavior was under my strict supervision. His trip to Burger King was the first time I had left him alone without me or someone I trusted to look after him. See what happened?”

Ashley nodded. A smile then formed across her face. “That’s reminds me of when I take my dog for a walk. When he’s in the backyard, he’s the sweetest little thing you can imagine, but when I take him out into the neighborhood he sometimes goes crazy, pulling on the leash and barking at other dogs.”

Dr. Glover laughed. “Excellent example. And as I’m sure you’re already well aware, dogs need a certain something to correct their behavior.”

“Discipline,” Ashley declared.

Danny stared at the two, nonplussed by what he was hearing. He knew it looked bad that he had gotten in trouble after being out of Dr. Glover’s sight for only an hour, but it wasn’t as it seemed. He wasn’t some kind of creep who chased after high-school girls.

Dr. Glover stepped forward and brushed Valarie’s hair. “Now take this slave, for example, and you have a whole different story. Valarie is also my lover, which dramatically changes the dynamics of our power exchange. When Valarie misbehaves, it’s not due to her primal yearnings or her lust being unrestricted, but rather, there is a sense that a certain level of companionship has gone unmet. She will often act quite puerile when she isn’t getting the attention she believes she deserves. This, of course, isn’t true for all slaves, but it’s a good guideline to begin with until you get to know a slave on a more personal level.”

As Danny looked back and forth between Dr. Glover and Ashley, he noticed Valarie’s eyes were fixed to the floor, her body as still as if she was a piece of furniture. It reminded him how far ahead she was as an obedient, subservient slave.

“However,” Dr. Glover continued. “Both genders require one very important restriction. Slaves, remove your clothing and present yourselves.”

Danny doffed his clothing to the floor along with Valarie. He watched Ashley’s eyes light up with shock and wonder.

“Those look like devices I’ve seen from the Middle Ages,” Ashley said. “Does that prevent them from—”

“Yes,” Dr. Glover said. “I’ve found restricting all forms of sex or masturbation to be critical to a slave’s development. Not all mistresses use chastity, but for me, it’s a requirement to be in my service. Control the penis and you control the man. The same is true for female slaves, though the impact isn’t quite as strong. Still, it provides both genders with a strong reminder that they aren’t in control of even their most private body parts. To restrict and deny one’s sexuality is a very serious exchange of power.”

“I’ll say!” Ashley said. “How often do they get out?”

“Oh, it depends on a number of factors. The first thing to consider is experience. Valarie, for example, can go much longer than Danny. The second factor is behavior, which I think is self-explanatory. But a release every month is pretty typical, sometimes two.”

Ashley curled the side of her mouth. “I’d like to see a guy go a whole year without cumming. I think it would be hot to have a guy do that for me, especially if he was interested in me. I’d like to see how far a guy would be willing to go for my affection.”

“Would you return the affection?” Dr. Glover asked. “I mean, would you really want to date a pushover like that?”

“Probably not. But I think it would be fun to dangle the carrot in front of him.”

Dr. Glover considered this. “Yes, but after a while you must be honest with him. We have a code as dommes: safe, sane, consensual. Playing mind games with someone who’s onboard is fine, but the terms of the relationship should be clear.”

“I know,” Ashley argued. “I guess I just like being a tease.”

Danny felt his cock tighten even more as he listened. She was smokin’ hot, even more than last night. The polo shirt and cropped pants gave her an affluent, country-club look that further emphasized that she was far out of his league. Of course, by this point, just about every female was. Her hair was golden; it’s shine only matched by her impeccable smile. He felt himself leak as he continued to take in her beauty, losing himself in the cobalt of her eyes.

“Eww!” Ashley cried, turning to face Danny. “There’s stuff coming out of his belt.”

Danny looked between his legs. Precum was dripping onto the concrete floor.

Dr. Glover stepped forward, grabbing Danny by the nipple. “I think this behavior will make for the perfect opportunity to show Ashley how a punishment is dealt out.”

She threw his torso over a spanking bench, quickly locking his ankles and hands into place. The bench forced his bottom to protrude outward as the bounds separated his legs. Danny was folded in half, his head pointed between his knees. Danny watched as Dr. Glover snatched a small rounded paddle from the wall.

“This one should do nicely,” she remarked. “With this implement, I won’t have to remove his chastity belt, since it’s small enough to use on one cheek at a time. Normally, I give slaves a gentle warm up to draw blood to the area receiving the thrashing. That way it will not bruise as easily. It is also much less painful. However, for punishments, the warm up is skipped.”

A swift smack of the paddle across his left cheek emphasized her point. She gave the same treatment to his other side of his behind.

“A little gratitude would be nice,” she said.

“Thank you, Mistress, for disciplining me.”

“You see?” she said to Ashley. “It’s important to remind slaves that their punishments are a benefit for them. Otherwise, they might get the wrong idea and think you’re being cruel.”

Ashley giggled. “Can I give that a try?”

“Certainly!”

Danny tried to crane his neck, but he couldn’t see Ashley as she stepped forward. He felt the paddle steady against his cheek before it was drawn back. There was a quick swoosh of air before the wood walloped against his rear. She swung with a force far greater than Dr. Glover did. He gritted his teeth as his body absorbed the blow.

“My, my,” Dr. Glover said. “You really know how to swing that thing. Are you sure you’ve never paddled anyone before?”

“No, but I’m on the golf team. I have a scholarship to FSU to play there. I spend several hours a day swinging irons a lot heavier than this. Plus, I hit up the gym three times a week with the team.”

Of all the luck, Danny thought.

He didn’t have much time to reflect on his misfortunes as the successive blows came hard and fast. He lost count as smacking sounds filled the small dungeon along with the intermittent shrieks of his pleading voice.

“Please,” Danny said. “Make it stop, Dr. Glover.”

His mistress laughed. “I don’t know why you’re asking me. I’m not the one with the paddle.”

“Ashley, please stop!”

To his surprise, his call was answered. His flesh burned as the conflagration smoldered his bottom.

“Ma’am, I know I’m still a domme in training, but I think it’s really rude that your slave is calling me by my first name. Especially considering that I wouldn’t even look his way if we were in public together.”

“I firmly agree,” Dr. Glover said. “What title would you like to go by? Goddess? Mistress?”

“Princess!” Ashley said.

“Lovely. I think that fits you very well.”

Danny spoke before the beating continued. “Please, princess. I beg you to have mercy on me.”

“Perhaps we should give him a break for now,” Dr. Glover advised. “I think my other slave is feeling a little left out, and I have a delicious idea of how we can punish them both.”

“Whatever you think is best, ma’am.”




***




Danny blinked, staring at Valarie. He tried moving his tongue, but there was nowhere to go—the dildo had taken up all the real estate in his mouth. He made eye contact with Valarie, but she looked away, her own end of the double-sided phallus wedged down her throat in the same manner. They stood inches from one another, the dildo being the only barrier keeping their lips from touching. Their bound hands were secured behind them in a complex network of knot artistry that would have given any Boy Scout a run for his merit badge. The same strident regard had been applied to their feet. A length of rope wound around both of their torsos, interlocking them as one.

“Don’t they look cute?” Dr. Glover asked.

“Adorable,” Ashley agreed. “Like a pair of star-crossed lovers.”

The tail of a bullwhip, wielded by Dr. Glover, struck the concrete near Danny’s foot. His leg’s reflexes reacted, but they didn’t move. 

“Yes, I don’t think this love affair has a happy ending either,” Dr. Glover mused. “But I think these two might end up as a pair of ass-striped slaves instead.”

Ashley didn’t hide the hilarity she found in Dr. Glover’s wicked commentary. Her high-pitched cackles revealed her youthful age. She moved beside them, placing her hand on the back of each of their heads. 

“I think you two should kiss,” she said.

Ashley pressed their heads together until no more than an inch separated their pallid lips. As Danny started to gag on the dildo, Dr. Glover advised her to step back.

“I have another punishment in mind,” Dr. Glover said.

The whip scratched across the floor as Dr. Glover drew it back. Danny felt himself panic. His nostrils felt plugged, as though he could no longer take in air. His body began to spasm, claustrophobia inciting itself. With grave intensity, as if trying to telepathically scream at Valarie, he stared at her eyes. But she refused to afford him the respite. With an almost meditative quality, she stared at the floor, resolved to the vindictive act soon to occur. She appeared gone from this world, hidden in a refuge he couldn’t yet summon—a place she had learned to escape to over the years. But Danny was naked to what was to come—both his body and mind.

“This is what I call a two-for-one implement,” Dr. Glover said.

As the last words rolled off her tongue, a crackling ignited the air. A flash of hide landed on Valarie’s back, producing a dreadful sound upon her flesh. Relief, if any, did not persist for long in Danny’s mind as he watched the black mamba twist its unrelenting reach around her torso, whirling toward his own. The whip laid its insufferable kiss upon his upper back. As the whip was reeled back, the pain crescendoed, as if his nerves had been too shocked to punctually respond.

A cacophony of leather-biting flesh filled the dungeon as the whip sliced through the air with merciless incessancy. Dr. Glover officiated their injury with enough fastidious skill to make any inquisitor envious. 

Danny focused on the phallus to ward off the dolor, using it as a bit when necessary. But the dildo provided little solace. Even Valarie soon woke from her torpor, her muffled pleas competing with his own.

When it was over, a palpable silence hung in the air. Valarie’s mascara ran down her face, black rivers trundling all the way to her gagged mouth. She finally looked at him. The soft expression in her eyes said, I know.

Dr. Glover didn’t speak and neither did Ashley. The soon-to-be graduate was getting a headfirst education in kink. Danny suspected she was too flummoxed to offer up any witty response.

The bounds loosened as Dr. Glover and Ashley began unraveling the elaborate knot work. When the last bits of rope met the floor and the double-sided dildo was removed, Dr. Glover ordered them both to kiss her heels. Like kittens racing to their mother’s tit, they dropped to the floor and found a heel. As Danny pursed his lips against the tip of Dr. Glover’s Jimmy Choo satin pump, he felt his existence begin to melt. It was not a frightening experience, but rather a warm, welcoming moment of transcendence. Until now, he had viewed himself as slave, a servant to his mistress. But he was not so much an individual as he was an extension of her glory. While not physically attached to her, he was a product of her wisdom, an example of her dominance.

“They’re so calm,” Ashley said, astonishment filling her winded voice.

“Yes, slaves are quite docile after a good thrashing. It’s important to beat the vigor of mutiny out of them every so often. Rebellious ideas have a way of growing in a slave’s mind like weeds in an otherwise pristine garden. Remember, though, the bullwhip is not toy. And it’s not something that should be used by a beginner. You could inflict real damage on a slave if you aren’t very careful and well trained.”

Danny thought there had been plenty of damage inflicted on him, but he knew his mistress had not given him more than he could handle. She knew his limits better than he did. He didn’t need to be bothered with safe words or when to use them. He didn’t need any words other than when he voiced his assent to his mistress’s demands.

“I think we should get these two cleaned up and back home to rest,” Dr. Glover advised. “I don’t know what your schedule is like for the rest of the day, Ashley, but you’re more than welcome to come back with me to my home. I’d love to chat with you a bit more in private.”

“Oh, wow! That’d be great, ma’am. I told my parents I’d be away all day, so my schedule is empty.”

“Perfect. Then be a doll for me and grab the hose in the utility room. I think it’s about time we washed the grime off these two.”




***




Angelia poured herself a glass of butterscotch wine as they took a seat in the living room.

“I can get you some water if you’d like,” Angelia said. “Don’t take me for an uptight bitch, but I’m not about to have an eighteen-year-old driving back home after drinking. If you were staying the night that might be another thing.”

“It’s no problem. I’m not much of a drinker anyway. I like keeping control.”

They both smiled.

“So tell me,” Angelia said. “How many times have you really engaged in kinky activities?”

“Never! Just that one time I told you about.”

Angelia swatted her thigh. “You little liar! Don’t think I haven’t mentored anyone before. This isn’t my first rodeo. I just showed you some pretty extreme shit and you barely flinched. You can’t be a newbie to this stuff.”

Ashley opened her mouth as if she was about to speak and then stopped, unable to find the words. “Okay, okay. I’m not entirely new to this stuff, but I am new to it in real life. I’ve watched a lot on the Internet, and there’s some pretty extreme shit on there.”

Angelia shook her head. “You kids and your Internet. But I have to say; it’s probably a good thing. I’ve known many slaves who discovered their submissiveness via the web. Usually it was something they happened to stumble across on the net. It happens less so with dommes, but it does let them know they aren’t alone in their bohemian desires. Though I do think it gives a warped perception of what power exchange is really about.”

“How so? I mean, I know it isn’t like the videos, but I figured you meant more than that.”

Angelia nodded. “Certainly. For one, there’s a lot less yelling. I think that’s what bothers me most about fetish porn. You have to search a while to find anything resembling authenticity. It unnerves me to watch a scene where the woman is standing over the slave and screaming at him as if he’s deaf. That’s not domination. That’s an adult actress who can’t find work in mainstream porn, whose agent got her a femdom gig to pay the bills. I wouldn’t mind it if those videos didn’t make an impression on dommes and subs. But they do. For many, like yourself for example, their first encounter with BDSM is through fetish porn. We’ll never know how many potential subs see that stuff and say, “No thanks. That’s not for me.” Worse off, I see more and more dommes thinking they have to yell at a sub in order to be considered a real domme. Then these brave subs who actually muster the courage to visit a pro domme or a fetish club, find some leather-clad woman tearing her vocal cords as she swings cheap implements snagged on sale at eBay.”

“Real dommes don’t yell,” Ashley parroted.

“Exactly. As a psychologist, I can tell you the first thing that is told to parents who have an unruly child on their hands is to stop the screaming. Kids, consciously or unconsciously, see it for what it really is—a sign of weakness. Children also universally talk about ‘the look’ that they sometimes get when they have done something wrong. Everyone knows ‘the look’ is far more frightening than a bunch of emotional screaming.”

Angelia watched Ashley take in her words. She was glad to catch this budding domme at such a young and impressionable age. The most strenuous part of mentoring was often the unlearning that had to be done. She wouldn’t have to worry about that with Ashley. The young girl was still untainted, and if properly trained, she could provide an excellent example to the other women at her University and instill some discipline in her male counterparts.

“So I get that yelling isn’t reflective of a strong alpha woman,” Ashley said. “I totally agree with you on that point. But what do you do then to get their attention? Whip them really hard?”

“Sometimes. Physical discipline, I feel, should be inflicted on a scheduled basis regardless of behavior. It helps keep the slave in an abject, humble state. However, if you ever really want to punish a slave who has tasted your brand of dominance and grown to require it, you ignore them and give them no punishment at all.”

“Really? That works?”

“Oh, yes! I had one slave a few years ago who kept breaking out of his chastity device. No matter what anyone will try to tell you, none of them are a hundred percent escape proof. However, I do try to use ones that will leave evidence if tampered with. After several occasions of his cheating, I finally took the device off and told him he could jerk off as much as he liked. After two days, the slave came crawling back to me, begging that I lock him up again. He didn’t cheat after that.”

“Interesting. It’s like reverse psychology.”

“Very much so.”

Angelia set down her glass of wine and stood. She took Ashley’s hand.

“Follow me. I want to show you something.”

Ashley followed her mentor down the hall and into the dungeon.

“This is my primary dungeon. The one I brought you to today was just a friend’s. I needed to make sure you weren’t a weirdo before I brought you into my home. No offense.”

Ashley didn’t seem to find insult in Angelia’s admission. She stared at the room with bewilderment in her eyes as she scanned the impressive array of furniture and implements. “And I thought the apartment was awesome,” she muttered.

“I’m glad you like it.” 

Angelia approached a table housing a wide assortment of paddles. She picked up one very similar to the paddle they had used on Danny and Valarie.

“I do have one rule that I forgot to mention,” Angelia said, stroking the flat face of the paddle. “It’s a common rule, one which any domme worth her leather will follow.”

“What is it?” 

Angelia restrained a smile. She didn’t need to be a psychologist to note the fear in Ashley’s angelic voice. “The rule is that a mentee of mine cannot inflict an implement onto another slave until she herself has endured that implement. It’s a very practical rule, and it ensures that you will respect the punishments you deliver. No one should be swinging a cane or a bullwhip unless they can personally attest to its power.”

Ashley started to back away before she gained control of her body and froze. “How many?”

“Swats? Oh, I don’t know. Enough for you to gain an idea of what it’s like to have your ass spanked. Why don’t you just leave the details up to me?”

She saw the concern in Ashley’s face. It was a look of betrayal. Angelia moved to her side, stroking her arm and brushing the hair out of her worried face. “I didn’t mean to trick you. I wasn’t planning on having you be a part of the disciplining, but I could see how eager you were to join in.”

“I did have fun,” Ashley admitted.

“Of course you did. But, as dommes, we have an ethical duty to understand what we’re doing. Part of that is to feel the very thing we inflict on those we subjugate. I’m not saying you will have to endure chastity or humiliation, but implements can be dangerous. Experiencing them will also give you a unique insight into which areas of the body hurt more than others and the importance of breath control.”

“But isn’t it submissive?” 

“Not when it’s done in this context and administered by a mentor. Believe me, Ashley. True dommes have all gone through this phase of… I don’t like using the word ‘initiation,’ so let’s call it ‘development.’ It’s no different from a tattoo artist getting a tattoo done on them so they can better assist their clients. Would you have gotten your tattoo by an artist who had never themselves felt the needle?”

“No, ma’am.”

Angelia enjoyed her docile agreement. There was a hint of submission in her, but that was expected, especially in front of a woman as intimidating as Angelia. This was all part of the molding process; a process that even the fiercest dommes had gone through themselves.

She took Ashley by the hand again. “Would you rather we do it in the bedroom? Would that be less scary?”

Ashley seemed on the verge of tears, but she steadied herself enough to nod. “Will your slave girl be there?”

“No. She’s in the library, I think. It will just be the two of us. Come now.”

Angelia sat on the récamier, still holding the wooden paddle. Ashley stood in front of her, drawing loose the knot holding up her crop pants. The khakis dropped to her ankles. She stepped out of them. 

Angelia admired her satin thong and the impression of her sex. The girl had good taste, picking out a hue as blue as her eyes. “Turn around, dear.” The girl’s rear proved her athletic devotion and the many hours she had spent hunched over a golf ball. Angelia ran her fingers up the toned thigh, stopping just before her tight cheeks. She thought about making the girl remove her thong. Of course, it wouldn’t change the bite of the paddle; her bare flesh was exposed either way, but it would add a devilish smidgen of humiliation. Angelia decided to go easy on her. She didn’t want to scare her away.

“I bet all the boys are chasing after you,” Angelia remarked.

Ashley turned her head, her face turning red. “Actually, they hardly ever approach me. I’m usually the one who has to approach them.”

“That’s understandable. They’re probably scared out of their wits by you. Beautiful face, great body, strong mind. Very rare to find all three in a woman, especially one not yet out of high school. But I bet they all go home and jerk their cocks to you.”

Ashley meekly shrugged.

Angelia felt herself become wet at Ashley’s sudden coyness. Dominating a sub was empowering, but topping another domme (even a potential domme) was a rare exchange. 

The young girl didn’t need to be told what to do. She had watched enough dirty movies. Angelia assisted her, guiding her torso over her knees. 

Angelia placed her hand against the small of Ashley’s back and raised the paddle. The room was deathly silent. Ashley’s nails dug into her thighs as anticipation built.

“Don’t hold your breath,” Angelia said, swinging down the paddle.

Ashley screamed out, her eyes wide and frightened. The classic sound of wood smacking butt cheeks filled the room. Angelia didn’t pause, her blows falling one after the other. She spanked Ashley’s behind until the girl’s pallid rear turned a deep crimson. She would have gone on, but she feared Ashley’s nails would draw blood if the she gripped any harder. The reaction was clearly not that of a submissive. Her back glistened with sweat as her strong legs trembled.

“I think that’s enough,” Angelia said. “What about you, Ashley? Do you think you’ve learned to respect this implement?”

Ashley brushed away a tear. “Yes, ma’am. I don’t think I’ll ever be using a cane on a slave if that’s the rite.”

Angelia helped Ashley to her feet. “Nonsense. The cane is the best implement. But don’t worry about that now. Lie down on the bed. I’ve got something to make you feel better.”

Angelia went to the bathroom and retrieved a bottle of lotion she would never bestow upon a slave’s unworthy behind. When she returned, Ashley’s face rested against a pillow, her neck craning to see the marks in her flesh.

“It’s not that bad,” Angelia assured her. “And I’ve got something to help.”

Angelia poured the pink lotion onto her palm and gently spread it along Ashley’s beaten behind.

Ashley called out in a mixture of pleasure and surprise as the cool liquid entered her wounds. “What is that stuff?”

“It’s my own special concoction—a mixture of my favorite lotion with a powerful local anesthetic. Is it helping the pain?”

“Hell yeah, it is! My booty is almost numb. There’s just a dull ticklish sensation. It actually feels kind of good.”

Angelia laughed. “I thought you’d like it. Good for emergencies, but never show a slave this stuff. They need the period of convalescence. Suffering helps them reflect on their servility.”

Angelia joined Ashley on the bed. “So you were telling me about being interested in girls.”

“Yeah?”

“What’s the furthest you’ve ever been with a girl?”

Ashley twisted to her side, resting her head on her hand. “Just kissing and stuff. Not much. Why?”

“Do you think my slave girl is cute?”

“Valarie?” Ashley looked down at the decorative pillow, playing with one of the loose threads. “Yeah, she’s gorgeous. How old is she?”

“Same age as me. And I don’t say my age, but let’s just say that when I was your age, Napster was all the rage.”

Ashley giggled. “Oh, my God. That’s pretty bad.”

“Well, at least we had the Internet.” She brushed Ashley’s hair behind her head, admiring her. “She is quite well trained in oral servitude. I’d imagine you’d be hard-pressed to find someone better at giving head. If you ever wanted to know if you enjoy girls, now would be an opportune time.”

Ashley’s eyes darted toward her thong. Angelia followed her gaze, seeing the dark wetness against the blue satin.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Angelia said, reaching over to the nightstand. She took out a small remote and tapped the red button twice.

“What’s that?”

“A special remote. When my slaves are at home, they wear metal collars. Well, most of the time. I’ve been a little lax recently. But she’s wearing it now and inside are small prongs that have the ability to send an electric signal, much like on a dog’s collar. I can send a painful signal, but if I want one of my slaves to come to me, I send a very low-voltage signal. It’s like a tap on the shoulder. Or neck in this instance.”

“That’s wicked!”

“Yes, there’s no reason for me to call out to anyone. I prefer my slaves to be able read my mind, but this is the closest I can get.”

Valarie soon appeared. She bowed, her head to the floor, awaiting her orders.

“Slave, I was just telling Ashley how proficient you are at licking pussy. You do enjoy burying your tongue in a woman’s clit, yes?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Excellent. Then why don’t you show my new mentee what a good girl you can be?”

Without speaking Valarie approached the bed, crawling onto the end of the mattress, careful that her head never moved higher than Ashley or Angelia’s stature.

“Have you had many boys lick your pussy?” Angelia asked.

“A few. But I don’t think they really knew what they were doing. It’s like they didn’t even know my clit existed or that it was the focal point of pleasure.”

“Such a shame. If I ever ran a sex ed class for boys, that would be the first thing I would cover. Don’t worry. Valarie’s quite adept with her tongue.”

Angelia watched as Valarie peeled away Ashley’s thong, inspecting the young girl’s pussy. She was shaven bare, even the remnants of stubble cleared away. Valarie kissed her inner thighs, building the tension before burying her face between Ashley’s legs, putting her deft tongue to good use. Angelia held the girl as her body soon writhed with pleasure.
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“I’ve decided to do away with the collars,” Dr. Glover said.

Danny set down the duster, exchanging a curious glance with Valarie. He knew his mistress had been more lax with the collars recently, but to completely remove them for good came as a shock. Part of him had actually become accustomed to having the steel wrapped around his neck.

“Come, pets.”

Danny wiped his maid’s uniform of any lingering dust bunnies and approached his mistress. Valarie stood by his side, dressed in an identical, though far more befitting, uniform. Dr. Glover pressed her thumb to each of the collars. They popped open. Danny caught his before it fell to the floor. He rubbed his neck, noting the heightened sensation of air passing across his neck.

“This will make going out much easier,” Dr. Glover explained. “Plus, I don’t like the idea of you two being kept prisoners here. A domme’s mental bounds should always be stronger than physical ones.” Dr. Glover looked only at Danny as she spoke her next words. “However… I do worry that you may be too new to be trusted on your own, Danny. So, I’ve procured a new toy for just the two of us to enjoy. It can even be worn in public.”

She opened a box sitting on the living room table. Inside was a small device with wires and a small metal plate. 

“It’s a DreamLover 2000. It’s very similar to the electric device that was equipped in your collar, except this one goes into your chastity belt. Here, I’ll show you.”

Dr. Glover unfastened his belt and applied the flat metal plate to the end of the chastity tube, where it would rest against the head of his cock. The wires ran along the tube to the power supply that sat along the waist piece of his belt. She put the souped-up belt back on him. Danny couldn’t feel the metal plates, but that didn’t ease his concern.

“Let’s give it a try,” Dr. Glover said.

As she fumbled with the remote, Danny saw Valarie hiding a smile.

The remote lit up, purple lights flashing. “I think I have to establish a connection first.”

After finishing the installation, Dr. Glover chose one the menu’s selections. Danny felt a warm tingle along his glans, followed by a rapid fire of light pulses. It didn’t hurt, but it was a frightening warning of what would come.

“That’s to get your attention and to alert you that I want you to come to me. The radio frequency is supposed to work for up to several hundred feet, so I shouldn’t have a problem reaching you anywhere in the condo. Now let’s try a real shock.”

Dr. Glover squeezed on the buttons.

Danny contorted as he dropped to his knees, his legs instinctively closing in around his penis, feebly trying to protect it. The lingering pain remained with him for several agonizing seconds.

“That was level three, the highest.”

Thank God it doesn’t go any higher, Danny thought.

“I think this will be a lot more fun than the collar. Especially when we go out in public. Which reminds me. I have some shopping to do today. Maybe you can assist me.

“I would love to,” Danny said, climbing to his feet.

“Hold down the fort, Valarie. I want this place spotless when I returned.”

Valarie frowned. “Yes, miss.”




***




Danny sat in the back seat as Dr. Glover drove. She pulled up to the valet of the Bayside MarketPlace. A young man approached the driver-side door. Dr. Glover stepped out in her tight leather dress and smiled at the young man, whose mouth seemed to hang unnaturally open. She didn’t hand him the keys. 

“My slave will park the car,” Dr. Glover said. 

Danny wasn’t sure if he had heard correctly. Surely, she had said assistant or help. But no. There was no mistaking it. She had called him a slave to a perfect stranger.

“Slave, I’m going to go inside. It’s far too hot out here. Meet me in the food court. I’m going to get a Diet Coke. This heat has left me parched.”

Danny didn’t even look at the valet as he quickly jumped into the driver’s seat and pulled away. 

The mall was packed for a weekday. He was forced to park far away. As he approached the mall, an ad at the mall’s entrance told him why it was so crowded.




TAX FREE DAY! 




He entered the mall and found Dr. Glover sipping leisurely on a cold fountain drink. Her ruby lipstick had marked the end of the straw. Her sexy outfit had already drawn the attention of several ogling men and just as many envious women. Danny approached her with caution.

“Tough finding a spot?”

“It was fine,” Danny said, glancing at the onlookers. “So, are you ready to go shopping, Mistress?”

Dr. Glover took a sip of her Coke. The cup made slurping sounds as she finished it.

“Yes, now that I’m hydrated. Although, there is one little issue to resolve.”

Danny was too afraid to ask what. He didn’t have to. Dr. Glover pointed at her feet.

“It seems the strap to one of my heels has come undone. Be a good slave and take care of it for me.”

Danny looked around. “Here! In front of everyone?”

Dr. Glover tossed her soda into a trashcan. The spilt ice rattled against the metal bin. “Slave, listen up. One of two things is going to happen today. Either I’m going to break you of your solipsist mindset, or I’m going to break you. Do I make myself clear?”

Danny took a knee beside her feet. Dr. Glover pivoted her undone heel toward him. It was a simple task, but Danny was so rattled he could barely grab hold of the strap, let alone thread it through the tiny metal buckle. He twisted his neck, trying to stretch out the tension.

“Do you now see how your concern with others affects your service to me?” Dr. Glover asked. “You can’t even follow the simplest task.”

Her words helped him focus. Danny threaded the leather strap through the buckle and pulled it taut. He started to get up. The zap along the head of his cock brought him to both knees.

“Stay there for a moment, slave. You’re far too jumpy. Remain on bended knee for me. We aren’t in a rush. The stores aren’t closing anytime soon. And you and I aren’t breaking any laws. It’s not like you’re in your sissy maid outfit. I know plenty of mistresses who lead their slaves around in public on a leash. All you’re doing is helping me with my heels. Has the world grown so chauvinistic that a man can’t assist a lady with an undone heel?”

“No, Mistress.”

Danny stared at her heel, wishing the floor would open up to swallow him. He could feel the stares, passersby pointing and laughing. And he knew his face was flushed. The thought made him blush even more. The act of fastening a woman’s undone heel on his knees was more than a simple act of chivalry. Danny knew it, along with everyone else in the food court. And the longer he stayed on his knees, the more apparent it became. Eons passed between each second he waited for Dr. Glover to call him to his feet. What if my editor happens to be passing by, he thought.

“Let the humiliation consume you, slave. Learn to lean into it. Allow it to wash over you. While a tangible implement can always harm you, humiliation is a punishment that only hurts you when you’re fighting it. Any slave who has a low threshold with humiliation has a high degree of pride and self-centeredness. It’s a very ugly quality in a slave. You should feel proud to show off to everyone that you’re my slave. You’re a serf to a gorgeous, strong woman. That’s nothing to be ashamed of.”

Danny embraced her words to the best of his ability. He knew she was right, but that didn’t do much to ease his mortification.

“Okay, I’ll put you out of your misery. You may rise.”

As Danny came back to his feet, he was almost too afraid to turn his head. Slowly he craned his head around, scanning the food court. He was shocked by what he saw. Almost everyone was busy eating their lunches and chatting away with friends.

“Surprised that you aren’t the center of the universe?” Dr. Glover asked. Danny didn’t answer. “I won’t lie to you. There were a few tables with onlookers who pointed. But even they didn’t look for more than a few seconds. One guy behind you was staring the whole time, though. In fact, he’s still glancing our way even now. And you know what? I guarantee you he’s a submissive, which means he would probably give just about anything to trade places with you right now. Remember that, slave.”

It was a subtle threat, but Danny heard the message loud and clear. He was expendable. There was a masochist in every venue and on every street corner craving to embrace their true submissive selves. But Dr. Glover was a rare breed. There were a fair number of women willing to play the part for an hour or two, but the ones who lived it as a lifestyle were exceedingly unusual.

“I understand, Mistress.”

He didn’t say anything more. Danny knew Dr. Glover didn’t want his excuses or apologies. She only judged him by his actions.

“Good then,” she said cheerfully. “Let’s go and do some shopping. I hear Victoria’s Secret has a twenty-percent off sale on top of the no sales tax. Can’t beat that!”

Danny followed beside her as they walked through the mall, feeling extra special for being able to actually walk beside her and not following several paces behind. 

The store was a madhouse. They pushed their way through the throng as they entered. A stampede of females snatched bras off racks as though they were the last jugs of water before a hurricane. The air contained an electric frenzy of estrogen and consumerism.

She pulled him out of the store so they could talk without having to shout.

“Listen, Danny. I know this is going to be difficult for you, but I want you to do something very special for me. When I know a slave has allowed his boundaries to be pushed, it pleases me in a way that nothing else can.” 

Danny felt his breath quicken as he prepared himself for what she was about to ask of him.

“I want you to go inside and find a woman to help you. I’ll be watching from out here. I want you to ask them to measure you and help you find a set of bra and panties. Also, tell the sales associate that you need to try them on.”

“I… I don’t think that’s allowed,” Danny said, desperate to find an excuse.

“It’s perfectly fine. Trust me on this. The sales staff is trained to help all customers regardless of gender. I’m sure they’ll be very professional and low key about it. And on the off chance that they do throw you out, then we’ll go home. Either way, I want to see you put yourself out there to be humiliated without my assistance. I’ll be listening the whole time.” She opened her purse and took out a small microphone that was attached to a cell phone. She clicked the call button and her other phone started to ring. Dr. Glover told Danny to put the phone in his pocket as she quickly ran the wire under his shirt, clipping it underneath the collar so that the mic was hidden. “Okay, now I can hear everything that is going on.”

Danny looked up at her once more, pleading her with his eyes.

“Don’t look at me like that, Danny. I need you to do this for me. You’re never going to see any of these people ever again. But you have the opportunity to serve me for a lifetime.”

“You mean…?”

“Only if you can complete this task. I can’t have a slave who defies me. I know you still have a tremendous amount of growth ahead in this area, but I need to see you break through those hard limits. Do it for me, Danny. Go in there and become my slave.”

She passed him his wallet and gave him an encouraging push.

One way or another, Danny knew Dr. Glover would get her way. Either he could freely go inside and make her proud, or he could be subjected to further electrical shocks. 




As he reentered the store, he avoided the jostles as best as he could. After securing a corner away from the high traffic areas of the store, Danny pretended to study a pair of garters, trying to get a hold of himself.

“Can I help you find something?”

Danny spun around, almost knocking over a stack of panties in the process. A cute Asian girl smiled at him. She carried a stack of garters matching the ones he had been admiring. He fumbled for an answer. “Um. Just looking.”

“Well, if you can’t find the size you’re looking for, I have plenty more here.”

Danny thanked her and took a step back so she could replenish the shelf. As she squatted, Danny admired the tight curvature of her ass and a tattoo that peeked out along the small of her back. Her dark hair fell almost to the ink on her back. He craned his head, looking out of the store and into the mall’s main hall. Dr. Glover stared at him, the phone pressed to her ear.

“Are you sure you don’t need any help?” the girl asked. “Don’t take this the wrong way, but you seem like you’re out of your element.”

Danny laughed. The girl was more right than she could have possibly realized. 

“A little bit,” he admitted.

She shelved the last garter and stood, pulling down her shirt until the pink lace of her bra lifted above her low-cut tee. “No worries. I see plenty of guys with that lost look in their eyes. I’m Nina.” 

Danny introduced himself, taking Nina’s small hand in his as he shook it, finding himself lost in the cutest smile he had ever seen. 

“So, is this for a girlfriend, I take it?” 

“Not exactly.”

Nina nodded, though with obvious confusion. “Alright. Then your wife? Maybe a summer fling? Don’t tell me it’s for your mother.”

“No, I’m not Norman Bates.”

Nina laughed more than Danny thought was warranted for the quip. She was obviously relieved that wasn’t the case. Knowing Dr. Glover was listening to every word he was saying, Danny leaned in closer to Nina and said, “It’s actually just for me.”

Her smile capriciously left her. She straightened her back and started to take a step back before she paused and placed her hand on Danny’s shoulder. “I see.”

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to make you feel uncomfortable.”

“No, no!” Nina insisted. “I’m sorry for my reaction. Please, I wasn’t trying to make you feel bad. You just threw me off is all. Really, it’s not a big deal to me. I’m a huge advocate for LGBT rights. I was even a part of the march in downtown Miami last fall. Did you go?”

“No. I um… I had to work.”

Noisy chatter and blaring dance beats continued filling the store, but Danny could have sworn that he heard Dr. Glover chuckling over Nina’s comment. Danny was about to refute her, but he decided to leave it be. This was already confusing enough, and Nina might have been less accepting of straight masochists than she was of transgenders.

“So do you know your sizes?”

Danny shook his head. “This is actually my first time picking out something.”

Nina lit up with excitement. “Oh, my God! Are you serious? How exciting! You must be thrilled.”

Danny decided to use this serendipitous moment to his advantage. “I’m actually rather nervous.” 

Nina vehemently nodded. “Absolutely. Let me assure you of my discretion then.” Nina grabbed the talk button of her headpiece and raised her index finger to Danny. “Give me one second. Don’t go anywhere.”

Nina walked around the corner, but came back after no more than a minute. 

“Great news!” she said. “I’ve got you a fitting room off to the side. We can pick out some things that you like and quickly bring you there without anyone being the wiser.”

“Does everyone know that—”

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Nina insisted. “The VS staff is very understanding about these matters. Many of the men on our staff are a part of the LGBT community. While none of them cross dress, we all understand the importance of helping the woman trapped in a man’s body. We see it as a service to the community. That’s why we’re willing to provide special accommodations.”

Danny didn’t like the idea of the entire staff thinking he was a transgender, but it beat getting run out of the store or laughed at. This was actually going quite well, he realized.

“We’ll need to get you measured, but does anything in the store jump out at you other than the garters?”

Danny rubbed his arm. “Uh. I’m not sure. What do you think would look good on me?”

His face heated at the question. He didn’t even know why he had asked it. Nina, though, seemed to take the question with absolute sincerity, pursing her lips as she studied him.

“I’ve got a few things in mind. There are lots of cute items from our summer collection with light colors. They’ll go well with your skin tone. Why don’t we get you back to the fitting room so I can measure you? Then I can bring you a few things to try on. Sound good?”

Danny shrugged. “Lead the way, I guess.”

Nina pushed her way through the pack of people as they threaded their way to the rear of the store. Nina motioned him to follow her as she entered the back hall that housed all the fitting rooms. The line to the fitting rooms stretched around an entire room, but Nina escorted him through like a VIP.

“Right in here,” Nina whispered, holding open a fitting room door.

Danny entered the handicapped fitting room at the end of the hall. Nina closed the door as she entered. She told him to lift his arms as she brought out a tape measure. 

“As you probably guessed, you’re an A cup. Thirty-six around the chest. It’s a tough size, but I’ll find some cute things. Besides, we can always order any size we don’t have from another store. Are you planning to get hormonal injections anytime soon?”

“Maybe next year,” Danny lied. “My budget’s too stretched this year.”

Nina shook her head. “That’s a shame. I can’t believe insurance doesn’t cover sex reassignments. Well, don’t worry. I promise to do my best to make you feel as womanly as possible.”

Danny thanked Nina as she slipped out of the fitting room.

He pulled out the phone and pressed it to his ear.

“Are you still there, Mistress?”

After Dr. Glover had stopped laughing, she answered him.

“Yes, I’m here, slave. Oh, curse me for not recording this call. You’re doing a great job by the way. I love that you didn’t deny you were gay.”

“I thought it would be easier than getting into a long explanation.”

“Uh-huh. Well, listen. We have to be quick. Be sure to pick out at least one outfit. Also, for an extra bit of humiliation, I want you to open up a Victoria’s Secret credit card.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good. On that account, I’m going to end the call now in case Nina helps you try on the bra. I’d love to listen in the whole time, but I don’t want to risk you getting into trouble. This Nina girl could come in handy for future shopping excursions. I don’t want to spoil that opportunity. Be sure to remove the wire from your shirt, too. Good luck, slave.”

Danny unclipped the mic and stuffed the wires into his pocket, along with the phone.

A set of knuckles rasped against the door before a key slid into the knob and the door swung open. Nina poked her head inside, smiling. “I got some very cute things for you to try on!”

She closed the door behind her and set out the undergarments along the fitting room’s bench. Nina held up each article as she described them. “This first one is your standard push-up bra. I know you don’t have breasts yet, but it will still give you a sexy, feminine feel. The next one is a strapless bra. If you’re worried about people knowing you’re wearing a bra, that might be your best option. I don’t think you have to worry about anyone seeing the straps, but since you were so nervous coming in here, I figured I’d at least show it to you. Finally, I brought you my personal favorite. It’s a lace balconette bra. I brought the matching panties and garters with it, as well. I’m actually wearing this set right now. It has a very sexy look, but it also has a classic, almost Victorian appearance.”

As Danny studied the fabrics, he felt his cock mount against the chastity belt. “What’s the difference?”

“Very good question. The push-up bra is just as it sounds. The strapless, obviously, doesn’t have straps. It also won’t give you the lift of the two other bras. Personally, I wear strapless bras when I need a bra, but I don’t want to wear one. Meaning, it has a very ‘not there’ kind of feeling. That might be good in the beginning, but I think you’re going to want more of a feminine experience. The balconette is a lower-cut bra than the push-up, while also giving you a very good lift. It’s really the best of both worlds in my opinion. Want to try them on?”

Nina removed her shirt to show him the proper way of putting on a bra. She was certainly no A cup, though her breasts weren’t huge either. As she unclipped her bra, her breasts dropped, falling into their natural teardrop shape. Danny watched curiously as she clipped the bra before sliding it up her legs and over her waist. In a contorting motion, she threw the straps over her narrow shoulders.

“Now you try,” she said.

Danny removed his shirt and picked up the push-up bra, mimicking her movements. He was surprised by how easy it was. Nina nodded with approval, though she did straighten one of the bra straps that had gotten tangled on the way up.

“What do you think?” she asked.

Danny stepped in front of the mirror. “I think there’s too much padding.”

“I agree. Push-up bras are supposed to make you feel womanly. This seems like it’s having the opposite effect. No worries, though. That’s why we have fitting rooms.”

Danny tried the strapless bra on next, though it offered him even less appeal. He quickly doffed it and tried the balconette bra. Before he had the straps over his shoulders, Nina beamed with approval.

“It fits you perfectly!” she said. “And I love the red. So sassy!”

Danny told her he agreed, which wasn’t a fib. He was surprised by the welcoming feelings of femininity. He hadn’t felt this reaction in the maid’s uniform. He liked knowing that he could wear it under his clothing without anyone else knowing but him and his mistress—a secret mark of his servility.

“Be sure to try on the panties and garters.”

Danny felt the steel tighten around his groin. “Um. Can I have a little privacy?”

“Absolutely,” Nina said apologetically. “I’ll be right out in the hall. Just call if you need anything.” 

Danny threw off the rest of his clothes as he completed the ensemble. The chastity tube stretched the crotch portion of the fabric, but considering his anatomy, it was the right fit. He liked the way the garter hid the waist piece of the belt.

Danny changed out of the lingerie and called for Nina. She led him to the middle of the store where all of the cash registers were. “Well, it has been a pleasure, Danny. Please come and see me again. I usually work every day except Monday and Tuesday.”

“I will,” Danny said, taking his place in line. “And thank you for all your help.”

“Anytime.”

Danny approached the counter, setting his purchase before the cashier. A pretty redhead took the articles. “Do you need this gift-wrapped?”

“No, a bag is okay.”

“And was anyone helping you out.”

“Nina.”

“Oh!” the woman said as if she suddenly realized something important. “I’m sorry, I didn’t realize. By the way, I think you’re very brave for being so open about your lifestyle. It’s a great example for everyone too afraid to come out of the closet.”

Danny hoped no one could overhear her. He muttered a “thank you” and asked to open a credit card.

“Of course!” the woman said.

After filling out the forms, Danny rushed out of the store with a small pink bag in hand. He found Dr. Glover sitting by a fountain. She looked exquisite in the leather dress. He resisted the urge to fall to his knees as he approached her. 

“Find something cute?”

Danny opened the bag, covertly showing her the ensemble.

“Oh, that’s adorable. I might have to get the same set. I’m sure Justin would love taking it off of me.”

Danny offered her a sheepish smile.

“I’m very proud of you, slave. You’ve really proved yourself today. As long as you continue to put my interests before your own, I think you and I are going to get along just fine.”
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While Danny lay chained beneath the desk, kissing her tired feet, Dr. Glover read his diary. She was only few pages in and finding it a tantalizing journey into his psyche.

“You’ve done a wonderful job, slave. Very introspective.” 

Danny muttered, “Thank you,” between kisses.

“It’s too bad the diary is so short.” Dr. Glover closed the book and stared out of the office window, an idea brooding in her head. “I have a thought, slave. Since you were so fond of the former Lord Edgar’s memoir, I believe you should record your own account. Who knows. Maybe it will also inspire a budding slave two hundred years from now.”

The kisses stopped. Dr. Glover pushed her chair back, looking under her desk. Danny, or at least what was once Danny, stared up at her. There were no longer any traces of individuality or resistance. Those impediments had been ablated from his psyche; his mind had been rewired like a North Korean yokel. The collar and chains around his neck served no real purpose other than giving Dr. Glover a pleasing ringing tune as Danny lowered his head to offer his subservient kisses. That first month had been so tiring. It was hard to believe it had occurred almost six months ago. Time flies when you’re molding slaves, she thought.

“I have a spare laptop computer you can use. I think it will be good for you. Besides, you haven’t written anything for a while. Your editor will think you have gone missing.”

A knock came from the door. Dr. Glover looked up as Carol entered.

“Hey, beautiful,” Dr. Glover said. “What’s cooking?”

“Valarie’s almost done with the filing. Then I’m going to have her start straightening up the exam rooms. Good thinking on using the slaves to clean the place. We’re going to save two hundred bucks a month on overhead.”

“Yes, I find they do a much more thorough job, too. What have you got there?” Dr. Glover asked, noticing an envelope in Carol’s hands.

“Oh, it’s for you. It’s from Ashley.”

“Ashley! Give it to me.”

Dr. Glover snatched the envelope and tore it open. She pulled out a card and opened it.




Ma’am,




Sorry for not getting in touch with you sooner. I’ve been so busy here at school adjusting to university life. I thought about calling, but I figured I would be better able to form my thoughts in this manner. Anyways, school is going very well. The ratio of female-to-male students is staggering. No doubt about women overtaking men. I’ve been good (for the most part) and focused on my studies (for the most part) ;) . But all jokes aside, I’m having a wonderful time here and the adjustment has really been quite easy, thanks to your guidance. The reason I wanted to write you is because I met a boy. I really like him, but he certainly needs some work. I know you’re very busy, but if you have a free moment, give me a buzz. I’d love to get your advice on how to whip this boy into shape.




Again, thank you for all of your assistance. I see so many lost girls here. They wonder how I can be so confident, so sure of my abilities and myself. I do my best to mentor them, but I feel as though I often fail. Anyways, I don’t want to ramble on. If you’re ever in the area, drop by my sorority house. 




Ashley




Dr. Glover set down the card. “What a sweet girl. I’ll have to make a trip to go see her.”

“Is she doing well in school?” Carol asked.

“Oh, yes. She’s just a little concerned about a boy.” 

“Mmm. I see. Young love.”

“Precisely. Well, is there anything else?”

“Yes. It’s about a new patient. He’s set up for an appointment for tomorrow, but he just arrived and wanted to know if he can see you today. Says it’s an emergency.”

“What is it?”

“He was the one with marital problems. Marital problems in the bedroom to be exact. He came clean to his wife about his submissive desires. Sounds like he was really candid with her. Now he says she wants a divorce.”

Dr. Glover sighed. “Now I remember who you’re talking about. I told him not to tell his wife anything until he saw me. These are very delicate situations. One can’t just vomit all of their innermost secrets onto another person in one sitting.”

“I know, but he’s here. What do you want me to say?”

“Oh, send him in. I’ll just have to skip lunch.”

As Carol left, Dr. Glover unchained Danny.

“You’re going to have to scram, slave. Start working on that manuscript. And let me know if you need any inspiration.”

Dr. Glover smiled as the Gulliver Prep classmate who couldn’t get aroused waddled away on his hands and knees, precum dripping out the metal tube between his legs.
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