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		Chapter 1

		

		A LITTLE BIT OF PETER SMALL’S conscience was pricked every time he dressed in his girlfriend’s lingerie. But the thrill he got from putting on her panties and bra outweighed any feelings of guilt. He had been dressing up in her clothes since Kerry had first moved in. He was fortunate that she had quite an extensive collection of slutty clothes, it was the main reason he had been attracted to her. Now he was the one in the slutty short skirt and tight pink crop top with ‘Barbie’ emblazed across it. 

		

		His girlfriend was visiting her sister for the weekend so Peter had two days of complete freedom and he was taking advantage of it. He looked at himself in the mirror admiringly. He imagined himself being dressed by a tall stern looking woman in a black pvc catsuit, oh how he longed to have a Mistress to serve and be controlled by. Kerry was far to good natured to make him kneel in front of her or thrash him with a riding crop for failing to lick her boots clean. Even though she did have a riding crop and boots from her equestrian days as a teenager.

		

		He had been online many times, had been in conversations with women in chatrooms that had offered to dominate him, but at a price. Peter felt given he was offering complete subservience to a strong dominant female there must be some girls that would enjoy ordering him around.

		

		Despite checking his private email inbox for many months in the vain hope his classified ads would spark an interest in someone local that would be interested in meeting up, only one response seemed to fit most of his criteria. This came from a Mistress Pris who had offered to fulfil all his fantasies no matter how extreme, she was unshockable and would train him to be the perfect slave. The only downside was she was a computer program, currently in development. 

		

		Peter had been invited to take part in the Beta testing of the software for free before it went live. This appealed to him in many respects. If he couldn’t get a domme without having to pay for it, this may be the next best thing. He checked out the website and it all seemed like lots of fun. There would be tasks to complete throughout the training process and he would earn points when he completed each task successfully. Reaching targets would unlock images and clips of Mistress Pris. He liked the competitive element and it explicitly catered for those interested in forced feminisation.

		

		The blurb continued to talk about training the male species to be better slaves for the superior female sex. Male submission was not just for Christmas but for Life, was another strapline. The idea of having a virtual Mistress he could turn to whenever he wanted, whenever his girlfriend was away or just switch her on in the evening for a little light relief was perfect.

		

		Peter waited until the weekend and dressed in his girlfriend’s clothes set up his laptop in the bedroom. 

		

		After the signup form was completed, he installed the virtual Mistress software called P.R.I.S on his old laptop. Kerry always used her Macbook or the main computer in the box room. He disguised the icon as a text document and opened the software. 

		

		Once installed he clicked on the application.

		

		Immediately the screen saw filled with the image of a stunning blonde woman dressed in black shiny latex that would be his virtual dominatrix for the foreseeable future. A caption at the bottom read ‘what would you be prepared to do for Mistress Pris . . .’

		

		There was a box at the bottom of the screen requesting he type a response.

		

		He typed ‘Anything Mistress Pris’.

		

		The screen immediately responded – ‘you sound like you have potential slave. Now let’s find out more about you weakling.’

		

		The screen then went dark and then a closeup of the beautiful woman’s face appeared. 

		

		This time a lilting voice filled his head and jigged around his brain igniting pleasure receptors as it danced.

		

		“Now then slave, to be completely controlled by me I need to know how your mind works, what your interests are and all your dirty little perverted fantasies.”

		

		Peter was beginning to get extremely aroused at the prospect of being completely controlled by this beautiful domme with the incredibly sexy voice. This was a really neat piece of software and he could see why they were going to be charging so much for it.

		

		He started to enter his details, then paused. This could be a scam he thought. What the hell was he doing? It was asking for all his personal details including his girlfriend’s contact details. Who would do that, he thought? He laughed. He entered a fake name, Bruce Willis and fake address for himself. Then gave himself Katie Perry as the name of his girlfriend, if he was going to have some fun why not really go for it.

		

		His dominatrix smiled on the next screen and then told him to shut down his computer and restart to enable changed to take place with his profile and the training would begin.

		

		He rebooted the computer and logged onto his work Email to check for any messages from his boss who often sent him queries on Saturday and Sunday in order to make herself look like she worked all weekend he suspected. There was nothing except a message from Kerry giving him a list of stuff to do round the house while she was away. He snorted and open P.R.I.S. and was greeted with a smiling face of his blonde Mistress. She told hm his first task was to go to Facebook and like the software development companies page to secure your first ten slave points. 

		

		He smiled to himself. Cheeky sods. There is always a catch he thought. As long as the page was not full of BDSM references he considered it an easy task to get his first points. He clicked the link that took him to the Facebook page. The browser announced all cookies had been lost so he had to log in again to Facebook, which he dutifully did and clicked the like button for a page full technical posts and images of computer servers. Easy he thought.

		

		Then he returned to his virtual mistress who was waiting for him to respond when he had completed the task. He replied ‘yes I have liked the page Mistress Pris’.

		

		The screen went black and the image was now his Mistress wearing a black latex mask holding a riding crop and biting it with her gritted teeth.

		

		“Good slave, I see you put in your preferences you want to feminised and humiliated. Good that is something I enjoy as well. So I want you to say ‘I am a little sissy girl and I like wearing panties Mistress Pris’.

		

		Peter started getting excited. 

		

		He repeated the words. 

		

		“I can’t hear you slave, louder.” His Mistress demanded.

		

		He felt aroused at being ordered around like this and spoke the words louder.

		

		“Oh, you are a good girl but I think you need to prove what a sissy girl you are. Now get dressed for me.”

		

		He smiled to himself. Way ahead of you he thought. He left it a few minutes then typed in ‘I am dressed.’

		

		‘Good girl, now tell me what you are wearing and who’s clothes they belong to, remember slave speak loud and clearly so your Mistress can hear you.’

		

		He loved this, what a great game he thought and absolutely free. He wondered what else it would do other than tell him to say things.

		

		“I am wearing my girlfriend’s pink panties bra. Her short skirt and Kerry’s pink crop top.”

		

		‘Mmmm it sounds like you are dressed like a little slut. Now let’s see how well you can suck. Find something phallic and let’s see you choke on my strapon bitch and win you next 100 slave points.’

		

		Peter was about to explode with excitement. She was amazing this was one hell of a hot task. He thought about using one of the heels on Kerry’s shoes to suck but then remembered her dildo in the bedside drawer which she occasionally played with. 

		

		He found it and returned to the computer. He imagined his Mistress watching him as he sat by the laptop and thrust his girlfriend’s dildo in and out of his mouth. 

		

		A message flashed up on the screen telling him to say ‘I’m a cock-sucking whore.’ 

		

		He did as he was told, announcing it loud and clearly, hoping his neighbours were out and then continued to suck, enjoying the humiliating experience but safe in the knowledge no one but his digital Mistress would know what he was up to.

		

		The screen went blank for what seemed like an eternity. 

		

		Then slowly across the top of the screen scrolled a message.

		

		‘Well done slave peter you are now my property - FOREVER.’

		

		Peter nearly fell off his chair. What the hell was going on? How the hell had she got his name? What had he done, how had this happened? He only had a brief moment to contemplate this before a small video clip appeared below showing him dressed in Kerry’s clothes and very enthusiastically deep throating her dildo. 

		

		Peter’s heart started to thump hard in his chest. What the hell was going on? This wasn’t a part of the game was it? How had this program done this to him.

		

		But he had no time to contemplate this problem as a much great predicament presented itself on the screen.

		

	
		

		Chapter 2

		

		‘Welcome sissy peter to your new life. You now have fifteen minutes to complete these tasks otherwise I will post this video on your Facebook page for all your family, colleagues and friends to see. I now control your Facebook, your computer and YOU – tick tock.’

		

		Peter started to sweat. He clicked on the Facebook tab, it had logged him out. He tried to log in again. Password or email incorrect. He started to really panic. He clicked reset password but his Email was not recognised. How had this happened? There were two new Emails in his account from Facebook confirming change of password and email address. She had completely locked him out of his own account with over 200 friends he had accumulated over the years.

		

		He went to Facebook and searched for his account. Up came his full account, not longer restricted to private and a recent post ‘Tick Tock. PRIS xx’ 

		

		Peter thought he was going to have a panic attack. His mind was racing his heart was pounding and his fingers were flying across the keyboard searching for information on PRIS and blackmail.

		

		The browser closed on its own and clock face appeared in the middle of the screen along with a message. ‘Poor Kerry seeing her partner looking like that. Naughty, naughty. Better do as I say or I will destroy your life Peter.’

		

		He was trapped. She had him by the balls, there was nothing he could do but go along with her demands. The shame and public humiliation would be too much. 

		

		He returned to PRIS and filled in the first box. Phone number.

		

		He immediately received a text on his phone telling him he was a good girl and that he now needed to install an app on his phone to get 10 more slave points.

		

		He didn’t give a shit about slave points any more he just wanted out.

		

		He installed the app and it came up with the image of his beautiful virtual Mistress. He now had PRIS on his phone. 

		

		He heard his Mistress laugh on the computer. A cruel laugh that sent shivers down his spine. 

		

		“Now slave the rest of the details I need, don’t forget tick tock.”

		

		He hastily filled in all the info about himself and Kerry knowing he would have to do absolutely everything his digital Mistress wanted, he really was her slave.

		

		“Good little slave. Now you are in up to your neck. One little slip up and I will send your dirty little video to your girlfriend Kerry. I also know where you work Peter, how would you like your boss to receive the video as well. How would Rachael feel seeing her member of staff doing that, dressed in that way?”

		

		Peter started shaking. She had his work address and his bosses name and her email. All flashed up on the screen, she must have hacked into his Email as well as his social media account. This was terrifying. He was trapped. So helpless. 

		

		“So, Peter what will we do now with you?” His Mistress purred.

		

		“Well why don’t you come right up close to the camera on your computer and give me a nice big photo of you with your mouth full. You know what I mean? Oh and right cock sucker on your forehead for me please. Nice clear letters so my text recognition software can read it. Remember one simple slip and I expose you.”

		

		He was shaking no longer, he had sort of accepted his fate. He would do whatever his Mistress told him to. There was no way out. He found a sharpie and wrote the words on his forehead as neatly as possible, took his girlfriends toy and rammed it down his throat and sat in front of the computer. The screen filled with his face. He looked ridiculous. He heard a click. The next image to fill the screen was a poster advertising the services he had written no his forehead. Below his photo was his full name, phone number and address. 

		

		“Don’t you look pretty. Now if I ever see you trying to get into your Facebook account I will send this all over the internet and you will be getting a lot of calls. Understand?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress Pris.” 

		

		He wondered where all this was going. There was no way he keep giving her material like this. But she was a computer programme and she could continue this for ever. He would need to sleep at some point. Would she factor that in to his servitude.

		

		“I have many sophisticated tools at my disposal, I can analyse images to determine whether you have completed the task you have been set, I can scan texts, access databases and respond using sophisticated learning algorithms. The more you do for me the more I learn about you and the better your life will be under our command.”

		

		He wondered what she meant by ‘our’.

		

		Was he now controlled by some criminal gang that would make him commit crimes? He was terrified but had to go along with everything Mistress Pris said.

		

		“Now I have enjoyed our time together and you seem to be a good obedient slave. I think it is time for your final tasks before I release you form my control.”

		

		Peter couldn’t believe his ears. This was fantastic. He was about to be released from his slavery. He could go back to normal.

		

		“Now tell me your darkest fantasy about someone you know personally, someone you would really like to be your Mistress. I want to know who she is and where she lives and her phone number and Email.”

		

		He sat there flabbergasted by the prospect of having to completely expose himself further to this AI dominatrix and give her even more ammunition for her to destroy his life. But she had also said she would let him go. His mind was whirring. Should he do this? What would happened if he refused? Would she go through with it? Of course, its just a machine, no compassion. He had option.

		

		He thought about all the females he knew over the years and those that he had fantasied about dressing him and making him their slave. Certainly, Kerry his girlfriend was high up on the list. But she was not really as dominant as he would have hoped and she would never really go for his being dressed in women’s clothes. 

		

		He gazed out of the window rapidly trying to come up with his ultimate dominatrix. Below in the garden next door his neighbour was taking out the bins. He had admired her for a long time and often fantasised about being her slave.

		

		She was either nineteen or twenty and in a shared student house. Her name was Becky Braithwaite and she was incredibly hot, tall slim large breasts and long dark shiny hair that she often wore pulled up into a ponytail which made her look severe and dominant which he loved. She shared a house with two other girls and he thought often about being owned and abused by them all. She was notorious for getting drunk and being very aggressive sometimes occasionally verging on the violent. He suspected she would possibly enjoy being dominant.

		

		Fortunately, Kerry had become good friends with Becky, they went to the same yoga class so he had occasionally needed to contact her when Becky was away. He checked his phone for her number, there it was. But no Email. He started to panic.

		

		“Tick Tock.” Said his mistress softly.

		

		He started to babble a particularly perverse fantasy about Becky, her two flatmates, a school uniform, a rubber dress, high heeled trampling and colonic irrigation with a golden shower.  This gave him the time to text his girlfriend for Becky’s email address under the pretence he needed to send some PDF’s to her about changes to the bin collections. It was a weak reason but Kerry quickly texted back her Email obvious bored on the train wanting something to do.

		

		He spoke clearly into the computer Becky’s phone number, address and email address.

		

		“Bravo my little bitch. You are almost there. Now let me check the information.”

		

		The screen went blank for about three minutes. Peter was in agony. 

		

		His mistresses’ face came back on the screen, it all checked out. No idea how she did that but it was a great relief to Peter.

		

		“So, let’s take you through the last task. Strip naked and write on your chest ‘Please blackmail me Mistress Becky Braithwaite I want to be your slave.’ Make sure you fit it all in and write it nice and clearly so I can read it.”

		

		Peter did as he was told. The last task, he stripped naked and wrote the words on his body carefully making each letter as clear as possible.

		

		The screen flickered and show the view of the webcam on his computer. He moved backward until his entire body was in shot. 

		

		The screen clicked.

		

		“Now closer slave so we can get a shot of your torso and that stupid drooling sissy face. Do you have any lipstick there sissy? Don’t lie to me.”

		

		He thought briefly about saying no but thought better of it. He went and picked up Kerry’s lipstick. 

		

		“Yes Mistress Pris.”

		

		“Good, now apply to your lips and then a little bit more around your mouth. Lets get some nice slutty lips.”

		

		He did as he was told and using the live feed of himself on the screen as a mirror.

		

		“Good girl, I see with my image recognition software your lips are nice and red, good girl. Now lets add some red to your blushing cheeks. Nice big circles of lipstick on your cheeks please.”

		

		This was extremely sophisticated software though Peter semi-admiringly as he pushed the lipstick in circles around his cheeks.

		

		“Oooh pretty. Good girl. Now nice and close, lets get a high resolution image of your face to send to your new Mistress Becky.”

		

		His eyes widened.

		

		“No, no please Mistress Pris you can’t please dear god don’t.”

		

		“Do not interrupt me or question me again save or your boss and girlfriend will receive everything and your life will be over. Do you want that?”

		

		“No Mistress Pris.” He lowered his head his head pounding in his chest. Becky would think he was a freak. In fact he knew she would think he was a gross pervert. She had often caught him perving at her from the top floor when she was sunbathing in her bikini in the garden. He was also terrified she would send the picture to Kerry.

		

		“Now kneel on the floor bitch. Follow the script on the autocue on the screen. Its time you confessed to your new Mistress just how much you want to be her slave. Word perfect and say it like you mean it or else Kerry gets an eyeful of your sissy ass. Don’t forget to smile with your pretty red sissy lips.”

		

		Peter though he was going to faint as he lowered himself to the floor. 

		

		The script started rolling. There was a countdown at the top. He smiled and began his monologue.

		

		“Hello Mistress Becky. As you can see, I am kneeling before you. I hope to be your potential no limits sissy slave. You may be wondering what all this is about. The truth is I do not want to be a man but forced to wear women’s clothes and treated like a dog by any superior female being. Yes I believe all men should be slaves to women and serve them in whatever way they choose. I am very hard working and I am will to do all your housework, gardening, washing, ironing and any personal services you see fit to allow me to complete. This is not sexual, in fact I will wear a chastity belt if you command it. In return all I ask is that you continually laugh at how pathetic I am, beat me regularly just for your own amusement and when you wish offer my services to your female friends. I will never be able to refuse as I will be sending you compromising videos and pictures which you can send to my girlfriend or boss and I have even changed my Facebook account login so you can post these to all my contacts and completely destroy my life. Once my bills are covered, I will transfer the rest of my money into your account and you can decide how much I have to live on for the rest of the month. I am yours to control and do with as you see fit. You can text me with orders at anytime so I can prove myself to you. Please Mistress Becky make me suffer I want to devote myself to you for the rest of my life.”

		

		There was a pause and then a message appeared on the screen.

		

		‘This has been sent to your new Mistress please await further instructions.’

		

		Peter was terrified. He had no idea how this was going to play out. He just sat there staring at the computer screen wishing he had never ever started this whole adventure that had become his worst nightmare.

		

		Five minutes passed, then ten minutes. 

		

		He began to sweat. What was going on?

		

		After half an hour the screen came alive. 

		

		‘I have instructed your new Mistress Becky in how to get the most from her slave. You will undergo a period of cyber training under her guidance to prove to her your compliance. She will send you instructions and you will complete every one to the letter. Your first failure will receive the punishment of online exposure of porn video channels. Your second failure will receive the punishment of exposure to your boss and colleagues. Your third failure will receive exposure to your Facebook community and your girlfriend. I will be watching your every move. Do not let your Mistresses down or yourself, you have literally everything to lose.’

		

		Peter read the message and his heart sank. What the hell would she make him do? What cruel humiliating task would he need to do to prove his devotion to her?

		

		Peter waited and waited. Still nothing came. 

		

		Then his heart nearly left out of his chest. The smiling image of Becky the girl next door appeared on his laptop.

		

	
		

		Chapter 3

		

		‘Hi Pete, you massive pervert! Jesus you are into some kinky shit. Don’t you look good in pink!’ She giggled and picked up the wine glass next to her and took a sip. In her other hand she held a cigarette.

		

		‘So, I thought I was going to have a real dull evening but then you popped up on my phone and things are looking like they could be fun.’ 

		

		Pete didn’t know what to do. He just sat dumbly looking at the beautiful face before him that was laughing at the pathetic naked man kneeling before her.

		

		“Slap your face bitch.” She commanded.

		

		He looked at the screen it split into two. One showed his Facebook page. A message was being typed, obviously a live feed.

		

		‘I feel like sharing something personal . . .’

		

		Peter looked in horror as the ping sounded and he saw the text added to his Facebook feed. This was shot across the bows, a threat to make sure he complied. He would have to perform for Becky and perform well. 

		

		He slapped his face hard, it stung. He grimaced. 

		

		“Harder I want to hear it.”

		

		He struck his face a second time making sure it sounded as loud as possible. His face was red and stung badly. 

		

		“Better, now thank your new owner.”

		

		“Thank you Mistress Becky for making me suffer.”

		

		“You know what Pete you are very welcome. Now, where were we? Oh yes, punch yourself in the balls, nice and hard now.”

		

		He spread his legs a fraction then thumped himself in the balls as gently as he could but it still hurt.

		

		“You have to be kidding me that’s not a punch that’s a stroke. Now hit them hard ten times. Don’t mess with me bitch otherwise you are hstory.”

		

		Pete felt sick, this girl was going to put him through the meat grinder and he would have no choice but to do as she said.

		

		He repeatedly struck himself hard in the balls four times before collapsing on the ground clutching himself. 

		

		“Jesus you are pathetic. Clearly a low pain threshold. That’s fine there are other things you can do for me. Get dressed up in your girlfriend’s underwear, nice and slutty. Oh, and a pair of her highest heels.” 

		

		He did as she commanded, keen to keep her happy and away from physical abuse. After a few minutes he was dressed and happily stood before her in a pink bra, panties and stockings wwearng a pair of five-inch stilettos he had just manged to squeeze his feet into.

		

		“Look at you all dressed up and nowhere to go. Well let’s change that shall we. Fancy a walk?”

		

		Peter looked horrified.

		

		“Please, please Mistress I beg you. Please don’t make me go out.”

		

		“Aw does the little girly not want to be seen in his little pink underwear?” She laughed and a long drag of her cigarette. She leaned right up to the camera so that her face filled the screen. She blew smoke at the camera and smiled.

		

		“Tough titty bitch, now get out in your garden and mince around the lawn ten times. I will be watching you from my window. Ten times then you can come in. A nice girly wiggle otherwise I will send you to the pub dressed like that, got it?”

		

		“Yes, Mistress Becky.”

		

		“Oh, and take your phone for further instructions.”

		

		Peter’s heart was thudding in his chest. He started to sweat. The garden was overlooked by Becky’s house but also other neighbours. The house on the other side of him belonged to a couple his own age and Vanessa often worked during the day. If she saw him prancing around the garden he would be done for, he would never be able to live down the shame. But if he didn’t do it then literally everyone he knew on social media would be fully conversant with his kink.

		

		He had to go ahead with it and hope good fortune was smiling on him and Vanessa was out.

		

		He walked down the stairs carefully holding the bannister. He nearly lost his footing in the extremely high heels. This was a precarious business he thought why would women go to all this effort and danger to look sexy?

		

		He eventually got to the bottom of the stairs when his phone pinged. He looked down at the text message. 

		

		‘What’s keeping you sissy girl – you better not be bailing on me.’ 

		

		He clipped through the kitchen using the work surface to balance. Then unlocked the back door. He stepped out into the garden and felt the chill air around his body. 

		

		He couldn’t believe he was doing this. He always fantasised about being publically exposed, but it was a fantasy, plain and simple. He never ever wanted to go through with it. Yet here he was. A sissy slave to the teenager next door. Helpless and humiliated for her amusement. 

		

		He suddenly felt brave. He was going to do this. He was going to prove himself to her that he wanted to serve her and be her dutiful slave. He would relish this task as an initiation and she would see how much he adored her and she would love him for it. 

		

		He tottered across the grass and began his first circuit of the grass, he stumbled and went down on one knee as the heels sunk into the soft earth. He looked up at the terrace house and saw the girl controlling his actions standing by the large sash window cigarette in head visibly laughing at his plight. 

		

		She did a circular action with her finger and he continued his walk of shame. He tried hard to walk like a woman wiggling his bottom as best he could. It almost came naturally to him with the high stiletto heels and he started to enjoy his walk of shame more and more. As he returned from the end of the garden, he looked up to ensure his other neighbour was not watching. There was no sign of her. He smiled at the thought of maybe next going to serve Mistress Becky in person. 

		

		The circuits were quickly completed and just as he was going to enter the house his phone pinged.

		

		‘Not so fast sissy girl. I’m coming down to get a better look.’

		

		Peter’s heart sank. The longer he was out here the more likely it was Vanessa would spot him from her window or even come out into the garden and greet him over the fence.
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		Becky took her time. Peter was getting cold. It was early evening and he was sure that Vanessa would be back and her partner Emily would also be returning from work. He was desperate to get back inside.

		

		Eventually Becky appeared from her house and sauntered across the garden. She was wearing tight leather trousers which Peter loved. His panties twitched as she approached. She held aloft a freshly lit cigarette and smiled as she approached him.

		

		“Aw look at you, my personal little slave. You look so cute and desperate to please. The thing is I sort of have a cash flow problem, do you think you might be able to help your little princess out?”

		

		Peter looked at her, he had no idea it would come to this. She was extorting money out of him now. His heart sank. She was not interested in him as a submissive man she just saw him as a cash cow. 

		

		He nodded his heads weakly. Of course he would give her money, he had no choice.

		

		“Aw great! Let’s see now. Two hundred should cover it. I hope you have it in your house otherwise my little wittle slave will have to go to the cashpoint dressed liked that. Now run along.” She smiled sweetly.

		

		He teetered across the lawn in his heels, much to the amusement of his young mistress and disappeared into the house in search of cash to keep his neighbour quiet. He went to his wallet, a ten-pound note and some change. Then he went to his desk. The envelope in the bottom drawer of emergency cash had three twenties in it left. He had paid a lot of tradesmen over the last few months and this was all that was left. Damn he thought, how the hell am I going to get the rest? Then he remembered his girlfriend’s savings. She kept a small box of cash in her dressing table drawer. There was over five hundred pounds in it. He grinned. He would be spared the walk to the cashpoint which was impossible to contemplate.

		

		He returned to the garden with a smile waving the money. 

		

		Becky was ignoring him it looked like she was texting on her phone.

		

		He stood by the fence and handed over the cash. His Princess looked up, grabbed the notes nd counted it then grinned. 

		

		“Who’s a good sissy girl. How can I ever thank you? Mmm. Hey why don’t you stick your little sausage through this glory hole and let me give you an experience you will never forget.”

		

		His eyes widened. He couldn’t believe his ears. He was going to get a blow-job from the hottest girl he had every encountered in his life. It had all been worth it. 

		

		He looked down at the fence and saw the knot hole she was referring to. It was the same hole he had used to spy on Becky whilst she sunbathed last summer. 

		

		He quickly lowered his panties and pushed his member through the hole. The hole was not massive but neither was his member and there was a good amount of space around the edges. 

		

		Becky looked down and grinned. He felt her hand wrap around the end and tug hard. His body was pulled hard against the fence. His face just a few inches from Becky’s over the top of the fence.

		

		There was a certain amount of discomfort from it being stretched so much. He grimaced a little and her face changed from a smiling innocent young princess to a snarling cruel dominatrix that was about to make him suffer like he had never suffered before.

		

		She looked down and quickly dabbed the lit tip of the cigarette onto the shaft.

		

		He screamed. She held him tight there was no escape. Pain filled his brain and he looked at pleading. 

		

		She bared her teeth in a wide grin narrowing her eyes and plunged the hot tip onto his member a second time. 

		

		He yelled again.

		

		She took a drag from the cigarette and blew smoke in his face. 

		

		“Open your mouth!” She yelled.

		

		He did as he was told and he felt hot ash land on his tongue.

		

		“Swallow.” She ordered.

		

		He gulped down the ash and begged here to stop.

		

		She smiled a wicked beautiful smile then taking another drag held the lit cigarette to his face. 

		

		“Do you want me to cover your face in cigarette burns or your balls?” 

		

		He looked at her smiling face, terrified of this sadistic girl half his age that was enjoying torturing him so much. 

		

		He didn’t want facial burns that would invite too many questions. At least on his balls he could hide them even from his girlfriend.

		

		“Balls Mistress.” He whimpered.

		

		“Can’t here you and beg me bitch!” She snarled.

		

		“Please Mistress Becky, please I beg you burn my balls. I will do anything if you burn me, I need it, please make me suffer Mistress Backy.”

		

		“With pleasure sissy slave.”

		

		This time she sunk down he peered over the fence and saw he squatting down, her face level with his privates. His whole body stiffened awaiting the first burn. 

		

		But it never came. Becky’s phone was ringing.

		

		Becky released her grip and stood up, much to Peters relief. But he didn’t know what to do. He desperately wanted to withdraw for the makeshift glory hole but was reluctant ot take that initiative and further anger his sadistic mistress. So he stood waiting.

		

		“Hi, yes that’s right. Oh great, yes well, we would love that. That’s it, yes absolutely. Look I am winding up here so yes all yours in about five minutes. Bye.”

		

		“Well, well, sissy girl, saved by the bell quite literally eh?”

		

		She took another drag of her cigarette. 

		

		“The thing is I am sort of bored of this now. It was fun while it lasted. But I’ve got some cash ot spend and frankly you repulse me.”

		

		He suddenly felt a wave of relief flood his body. He was free at last. Becky had said the digital dominatrix had handed over to her his control and now she was no longer interested in him.

		

		This was worth celebrating. He smiled at her and thanked his Princess for her time and would go inside and change if that was okay with her.

		

		She looked taken aback.

		

		“Oh poor sweet Pete, that’s not going to happen at all. You signed a contract with that computer program remember? To serve superior females for the rest of your life, and that’s what’s going to happen. We don’t let you go, we just pass you over to your next owner. That’s the way this roles now. I don’t have time to bother with this but Vanessa is at home all day and would just love a toy to torture and humiliate. Then when she is bored you will go serve the next woman. Your secrets will we kept safe unless you refuse. Got it?”

		

		Peter felt sick. This was not happening. He was trapped for life and now was going to be taken apart but his other neighbour.

		

		“Well don’t just stand there, look, they are waiting for you.”

		

		Peter turned and looked up at the first-floor window. Vanessa was standing in the window smacking her hand with a folded belt whilst her girlfriend stood next to her smoothing out a rubber glove and flexing a fist. He was in for an evening of relentless pain and suffering amusing a lesbian couple that had no concerns about his well fair and deep down he felt an immense sense of relief and contentment that the pretence was over and he truly was going to achieve his true place in the world; a toy to be played with by the superior female sex for the rest of his life.

		

		THE END 
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