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		CHAPTER 1 – THE GIRL NEXT DOOR

		

		KEITH WARREN HAD THE HOUSE to himself. His girlfriend had left early to meet friends in the city. It was Saturday morning and so he lazed in bed dreaming about the new girl at work and her wonderful legs and the exciting heels and boots she wore. Keith could stare at her for hours from his office watching her stride up and down the corridor but knew his little peccadilloes were best kept secret.

		His dream was shattered by the piercing ring of the doorbell; he pulled on some bottoms and headed down the stairs. Opening the front door, a large package was thrust at him by a disgruntled courier. He took it, thanked the man but got no response and returned inside with a grin on his face. He knew exactly what was in the package and he excitedly tore open the plastic bag containing the box and kneeled down on the wooden floor in the living room to carefully open and examine the contents.

		Removing the tissue paper he unwrapped the expensive knee high black leather boots he had purchased for Sophie’s Christmas present. They were beautiful things; fine tapering three-inch heels and soft thin leather laced together with 40 polished hooks and eyes that gave him an instant erection. He took the boots and laid them on the floor before him. He imaged Sophie in them, walking into the bedroom and standing over him before lowering herself onto his body.

		He spent a long time imagining this scene, it thrilled him so much. This was all to arousing for him and there was only one thing to do. He took one of the boots and began rubbing the sole and heel of the boot up and down his groin. He took his time, wanting to savour the moment.

		He pulled down his bottoms and underwear and began working in earnest. Taking the other boot, he placed the heel in his mouth, puckering his lips, careful not to leave any teeth marks on the new boots.

		The doorbell rang again. Christ, he couldn’t believe it! What the hell was going on – must be that bloody courier forgotten something. Great timing. He frantically pulled up on his clothes and scrambled for the door knocking over the lamp on the way. Shit! The doorbell continued to ring as he opened it all flustered and bothered.

		‘Ahh so you are in! Good. Did I wake you or something? Is Sophie there?’

		Keith stood shocked to see Jana Swartz standing on the street, dressed immaculately as usual. A tight white blouse displayed her ample bosom and narrow waist along with a slender black ‘A’ line skirt, black stockings and a black ankle boots.

		Jana had been friends with Sophie for a long time, they often went out together and Keith enjoyed spending time with both of them. Jana was not only strikingly beautiful with black hair down to her shoulders and a harsh narrow face accentuated by high cheekbones and piercing eyes but she also had attitude.

		Sophie was beautiful, there was no doubting it, but she lacked the same assertiveness that Jana exuded from every pore. Keith adored her German accent, her rudeness and the way she swore all the time even when it was directed at him.

		‘Well don’t just stand there staring – is there something on my blouse?’

		Keith was mortified he had been caught staring at her chest and felt the colour rushing to his cheeks.

		‘I er no that is not really eh sorry what did you want?’

		‘I am returning Sophie’s book she leant me and have a couple of my own she might like reading.’ Jana said lifting a bag of books before her.

		Jana stepped through the doorway into the hall.

		‘Is she in?’ Jana called out Sophie’s name edging along the corridor as Keith backed up to accommodate her.

		‘She’s out I am afraid.’ He said hoping she would now leave.

		‘No problem, I will wait for her in here.’

		Jana purposefully strode through the hall making a b-line for the living room. Keith scuttled after her trying desperately to get past explaining she would not be back for hours but if made no difference. As he dived into the living room he scooped up the boots, box and packaging as Jana looked on.

		‘Hmm nice boots, Keith, not sure they are your colour.’ she smirked.

		Keith laughed nervously, ‘No I just, that is, well you see, they are for Sophie for Christmas, a present.’

		Jana sat on the sofa, crossed her stockinged legs and reclined back gazing at his awkward performance, she would have some fun with her neighbour today she thought, he will wish he never opened that door.

		An awkward silence filled the air eventually to be filled by Keith’s stammering.

		‘I was just erm looking, well that is to see ... trying to see how comfortable they would be for Sophie. I don’t want her to be crippled by them. They are quite high heels after all don’t you think?’ stammered Keith.

		‘I think you are right – a woman must have the best after all, yes? Let me try boots on, we are both size five. I can tell you.’

		‘Well that is good of you Jana thank you.’ Keith then passed both boots to Jana who in return gave him a withering look.

		‘I am helping you out the least you can do is to remove my shoes and put them on. Nicht?’

		Keith blushed and looked down; he shuffled forward on his knees, very self conscious of the throbbing below his waist line which he tried to cover by doubling over. He carefully unzipped Jana’s soft leather Chelsea boots, pulling them firmly but carefully from her feet. He looked up briefly and saw her raised head and lowered eyes examining his every move like a bird of prey hovering over a rodent far below.

		Aware of his gaze she lowered her eyes to his groin and smirked. Keith’s face felt hotter and he quickly scrambled for the pair of boots intended for his girlfriend’s Christmas present.

		He slid the first boot onto Jana’s foot and pulled the laces in to secure the boot around her ankle and calf.

		‘They need to be tied tighter, Keith. Here, let me make my foot more secure.’

		To Keith’s horror she placed the sole of the boot on his engorged member, straightened her leg and pushed hard into his cock.

		‘Now you can lace properly. Do it!’ She barked.

		Keith felt compelled to obey and began to pull hard on the laces dragging sides together until the leather was a smooth shear black polished surface encasing the calf then rapidly tying a bow just below the knee.

		Jana withdrew the boot and thrust the bare stocking foot into Keith’s face, waggling her toes.

		‘Now this one, the same; quickly Keith, I don’t have all day!’

		After the second boot was on Jana stood majestically over Keith who seemed compelled to remain kneeling on the floor.

		‘H.. h.. h.. h.., how, how, how do they, feel, Jana?’

		The fine metal heels clicked on the wooden floor as she circled him, resting her hand on his head to balance and pivot.

		She came full circle and paused with her back to Keith so that her buttocks were just a few inches away from his face. The tight smooth rounded form of her rear under the thin veiling of her A-line skirt thrilled Keith so much he just wanted to bury his face between the firm mounds of flesh. But he sat there on the balls of his feet, knowing that such an act was not possible, he was not worthy and it would probably enrage her.

		‘They are very nice, they are extremely comfortable and very sexy don’t you think?’

		‘I uhh suppose so – as long as they are comfortable.’

		She smirked as she looked down at him. ‘Oh really, please. I saw you. Rubbing yourself with them – next time make sure the curtains are completely closed you little fucking pervert!’

		Keith was stunned, he sat back taken completely by surprise by Jana’s outburst. This was not good.

		‘Please, please I am sorry please don’t tell Sophie; she would freak!’ He pleaded.

		‘Well of course I won’t tell Sophie – she is my friend and that would upset her no? I think you should now finish what you were starting before I arrived Keith.’

		She then turned to face him and moved his kneeling legs apart with her foot – forcing him to spread them wide. Keith was dumbstruck, his whole groin throbbed as the leather boots rubbed against his thighs.

		‘Get it out – NOW!’

		He felt he had no choice, he was at her mercy, god this was not how it was meant to be; his fantasies about Jana were not this extreme. He pulled his hand down his waist band and began pulling.

		‘That’s it’s you little fucking worm, look at the boots look at your pathetic face in the polished leather. When you spurt your disgusting muck make sure it goes onto the boot all over it – understand worm?’

		‘Yes’ he whispered quietly as he knew he was about to climax.

		‘Look up at me, say “yes Mistress Jana”; say it you fucking shit!’ and she landed a hard slap on his face that sent him reeling back.

		He was completely shocked – what the hell was going on? How did he get into this? He thought about protesting but he desperately wanted to cum and a gut instinct told him it would be best to comply.

		‘Yes, Mistress Jana.’ It felt very strange saying it aloud but bizarrely it seemed like the correct thing to say, almost comforting.

		But as he uttered those words his seed was released in a spurting jet across the boots laces and immediately began dribbling down the sides of the leather boots. His head exploded with pleasure as he looked up at Jana’s face who which now sported a dark malevolent grin, her arms folded and a slim dark eyebrow arched over her beautiful piercing eyes.

		‘Look at the fucking mess you have made worm on your girlfriends’ new boots. You had better get down there and clean them up!’

		He put his hand out to wipe away the mess but in a flash Jana had raised the other boot and stomped it down hand on his fingers. He cried out in pain. ‘With your tongue worm, with your tongue.’

		The thought completely disgusted him, but he reasoned this was only one small addition to the degradation he had endured in the last ten minutes, and thus complied.

		He cringed as his tongue went out and lapped up his own ejaculate, cleaning the leather, laces and metal eyes of the boots. He worked his way down to the heel where it had dripped down and finished on the instep of the foot all accompanied by Jana’s haughty laughing.

		‘There - nice and clean worm, a good job.’ She said as she picked up her own boots and walked out of the living room.

		As she got the doorway she turned to face Keith ‘No need to wrap them.’ She said looking down at her boots ‘I’ll take them as they are. Oh and give my love to Sophie! I’ll see myself out.’

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 2 – BOOT WORSHIP

		

		KEITH SPENT THE FOLLOWING WEEK going over and over the events of the weekend. He had played it back in his mind hundreds of times, often pleasuring himself as a result. He knew he loved Sophie but was completely in awe and smitten with Jana or Mistress Jana as he often referred to her in his fantasies. Where had that one come from? Was she used to doing this sort of thing? She certainly felt like a natural; later that week he was going to find out.

		It was Friday afternoon, Keith was in his office attending to a last-minute report his boss had landed on his desk when his Email alert sounded. He opened it up, it was from an unknown Email address with simply ‘boots’ in the title, no message just an attached image. He looked cautiously around the open plan office and then clicked on the image. It was a photo of a woman from the chest down in black lacy underwear wearing what he instantly recognised as Jana’s newly acquired boots. Across the image was written in cursive script “Thanks for my present – let me make it up to you - tonight at my house 7pm. X”.

		Keith’s heart started beating faster and faster. Christ what was he going to do? Jana was implying they would sleep together with the seductive underwear, his heart started to pound in his chest. This was madness, he couldn’t cheat on Sophie, they had a thing together, something really special. He loved her. But his cock stiffened as he kept looking at the photo. Maybe just this once; get the whole thing done with and he could move on, he reasoned. He would explain to Jana that it would be just this once. A bit of fun and then they would go their separate ways.

		He emailed back ‘see you at 7pm Keith’ and phoned Sophie to say he was working late and probably would go for a drink with the team afterwards. He blitzed the report and left at 6 to pick up some wine and head off across town to Jana’s home.

		The house was large and set back from the road down a long gravel drive. Jana had certainly done well for herself, building up her business from a freelance designer to a large media studio, the biggest in the city. Sophie and Keith would not ordinarily move in such circles but Jana one day turned up to Sophie’s book group, they hit it off and became good friends. Keith was very rarely invited to their social engagements, the one exception was a party Jana hosted in her house. He was struck by the lack of men there, he joked at the time the only men invited seemed to be him and the waiters!

		He thought about this as he rang the bell and waited until he heard the clipping of high heels approach the door.

		Jana opened it and Keith was blown away. She wore a tight black latex catsuit, a laced corset, and of course the ubiquitous leather boots.

		Most striking was the rubber mask she wore, obscuring most of her face, just her stern eyes and bright red lipstick was visible through small holes. Her hair was tied back high and projected from the top of the mask.

		‘Wow Jana you look amazing!’ cried Keith as his pulse raced.

		‘Do you want another slap across the face or do you want to try one more time?’

		Eventually it dawned on Keith his error and he corrected it ‘You look amazing Mistress Jana.’

		‘Get in here you fucking piece of shit and strip.’

		Keith beamed from ear to ear thinking this was going to be amazing. His excitement was apparent as he stood there naked before her. Her finger pointed to the floor he instinctively knew what to do as he lowered himself to the ground and knelt before his Mistress. From a small table drawer behind him Jana produced a steel collar and chain lead. She clicked it shut around his bare neck and then padlocked the chain to the ring of the collar. Wrapping the end of the chain around her hand she yanked hard, toppling Keith to the floor. As Jana strode off Keith quickly regaining his composure and trotted after her on all fours. He found himself following her up the grand old staircase, along the balcony and into a large white room illuminated from spotlights around the room. On one wall was a row of mirrored doors.

		‘This is what I call my Boot Room, where I keep my collection. Care to see?’

		Keith just nodded obediently as Jana stepped over to the wall of mirrors and slid one across to reveal a whole wardrobe of footwear. Keith couldn’t believe his eyes this was heaven to him and amazing array of high heeled shoes and boots, there must have been over two hundred pairs.

		‘Amazing Mistress, amazing!’ he whispered.

		She pulled him back with the chain. Towards the central mirror.

		‘Look at yourself worm! Look how pathetic you are!’

		She stood behind him. Legs apart so that he could see the boots clearly in the mirror.

		‘Look at those boots worm and tell me how much you love these boots that were intended for your girlfriend.’

		She pulled hard on the chain so his head was pulled back into her groin.

		‘I love those boots Mistress, they are amazing and sexy and look so good on you.’

		‘Do you want me to walk on you in these heels?’

		‘Yes, Mistress Jana.’

		‘Beg me!’ Jana snarled.

		‘Please Mistress I beg you walk on me in your boots I desperately want you trample me, to grind your heels into my groin, please, please, please!’

		She yanked his chain hard pulling him swiftly down to the floor on the opposite wall.

		He lay down with his hands by his sides awaiting the inevitable. Placing her hands on the sheer white surface for balance she launched herself onto Keith’s exposed belly grinding the heels into his guts making him squeal. Moving over to his chest she pushed the sharp heel into his left nipple and rotated causing him to scream and curl up. Immediately she booted his balls and bellowed ‘Stay still you fucking piece of shit!’

		He gazed up at her face as she held one boot on his throat and the other pressed on his swollen organ.

		‘Now tell me how much better I am than your girlfriend worm’

		‘There is no comparison Mistress. You are amazing Sophie is normal and plain, you excite me and she does not. I would do anything for you Mistress. I never had an orgasm like the one you gave me, Sophie does not excite me in that way.’

		‘You mean she is boring?’

		‘Yes, Mistress; Sophie is extremely boring.’

		‘Do you want to cum?’

		‘Yes, Mistress more than anything.’

		‘I will let you if you perform for me – we all know how you are so good at cleaning up your mess – well we may as well save you the trouble and access it from the source. Turn this way and put your legs in the air – now right over your head and spread them. Hurts does it? Good. See how close you can get your cock to your mouth – there almost – just a few more centimetres and you could blow yourself,’ Jana laughed standing astride his vulnerable form.

		‘Well it won’t milk itself, will it? Slowly– I want to hear more about your depraved perversions, but I want them to be about Sophie. That would get me very excited, to hear what you want your girlfriend to do to you. Do you want her to do this – would you like her to watch you cum into your own mouth? Speak up worm!’

		Keith went to great length to describe his most perverse fantasies about Sophie. It seemed to arouse him even more as he slowly stroked his cock inches from his face. He was desperate to end this but was too afraid. Eventually Jana declared it he could release at the count of 10. But as she began counting she moved her boot to onto his groin, inserting the steel tipped heel into his anus and driving it deep inside of him. He screamed in pain but carried on as Jana slowly and deliberately counted down from 10 to 2 then at 2 she told him to close his mouth and then as she said 1 the heel went in even further sending a spray of hot cum all over Keith’s face. Jana laughed out this and launched a string of abuse at him. Then dragging him up by the chain he was made to sit before the mirror and examine the mess running down his face.

		‘Look at yourself worm tell your reflection how humiliated you feel and how you want to do this over and over again.’

		He did as he was told and was then dragged across the floor on all fours to the open door. Jana kicked him hard in the back and sent him tumbling down the stairs.

		‘The keys in the drawer, unlock yourself, get dressed and get out of my house.’

		‘But Mistress,’ he pleaded ‘is that it? Will I see you again Mistress?’

		She laughed ‘Let’s just say I will be in touch.’

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 3 – PUBLIC BOOT WORSHIP

		

		ALTHOUGH KEITH RETURNED TO HIS mundane world, he constantly dwelt on his recent experience. At the office, at home even when he made love to Sophie he was consumed by the desires for Jana and her magnificent boots. He thought on what she had got him to confess and wondered if it was her way of helping him come to terms with his kinks and to engage with Sophie about them. To make Sophie his loving Mistress. It would certainly make sense, it would be wonderful if Sophie took a dominant role and made him her bedroom slave. His interest in his girlfriend began to rise and it rekindled their relationship somewhat and for a brief period he was very happy with Sophie.

		A few weeks after the incident Keith was in his office, playing through in his head how he would confront Sophie about his fetishes, when he received another email from the anonymous address. His heart skipped a beat as he opened it wondering what Jana wanted now. The email simply contained a website address that he hesitantly clicked on. Keith was horrified to see his browser open to an image of his own cum covered face; underneath in Jana’s cursive script was written ‘Click on the worm’s head to see more . . .’

		He started to sweat as he clicked on his pathetic image. What was going on how could she do this – this was not funny. But what lay behind the landing page was far worse.

		The next page opened to a small video clip of his body being walked over in high heels and his voice begging to be trampled. But worse was to come. The next video was a clip of his facial masturbation followed by the most terrifying page - a full length video clip of his confessions in front of what Keith now realised was a two-way mirror. Everything he said about Sophie and his depraved fantasies had been recorded in high definition. The clip ended with a pair of Jana’s boots and the message to be at the fountain in the park at noon tomorrow.

		Keith slept very little that night. Sophie knew something was wrong but he simply dismissed it as work related. The next day he set out just before lunchtime, Jana had chosen something close and convenient for him to reach during working hours.

		He saw her tall elegant figure from the distance her dark glossy hair, a large black coat and polished high heel shoes she looked like some dark ominous cloud on the horizon which terrified Keith even more.

		As he approached she turned and smiled. Her face charmed Keith and for a second he wanted to kneel at her feet and worship her all over again. But then his anxieties returned and also anger.

		‘What the hell are you doing Jana? Christ – we had some fun but this is too much!’

		Her smile faded and a wave of aggression rippled across her face.

		‘Now that is not the way you talk to your Mistress, worm. I will let you off this once as you are probably in shock but if you ever, EVER speak to me like that again I will fucking destroy you and everything you hold dear to you. Do you understand worm?’

		He took a step back and lowered his head. ‘Yes . . . yes Mistress.’ He mumbled.

		‘You know the power I have now, you see what I could send around the internet in seconds, social networks it would go viral. I have been careful to have no links with you at all. There is no evidence of me in those videos. Just a pair of boots which you purchased. The emails are untraceable. You refer to me at all times as Mistress Jana. I can walk away from this tomorrow, but you will have to live with those videos being on the internet for the rest of your life. What would your family, friends, work colleagues and most importantly Sophie think if they saw a video of you jerking all over your own face with a high heel up your ass?’ Jana laughed as Keith began to sob.

		‘Oh please Mistress, please don’t do it – please take it down, why are you doing this to me I don’t understand?’

		‘It’s simple worm because I can. I own you now. Your life belongs to me. The slightest infraction of my commands and the world will see exactly what a fucking perverted worm you are.’

		Keith pleaded some more but Jana slapped him hard across the face.

		‘Shut the fuck up and kneel worm!’ She snarled.

		He was stunned and terrified. He had no idea what to do – his brain was racing trying to escape the trap he was in but he flailed and found nothing. This was it. He was completely at her mercy and despite the occasional person he saw wandering passed he knelt before Jana.

		‘Now kiss my shoes and clean the heels with your tongue.’

		He looked around, he could see two girls walking towards the fountain carrying their lunches obviously intending the eat on the benches around the fountain. This was too much – what someone from his office saw him, what if his boss came out to eat her lunch? But that was nothing compared to the humiliation he wound encounter if Jana distributed the videos of him. So, he lowered his head down to the ground and began to work his tongue across the black patent leather of her shoes.

		He could hear female chattering and giggling and out of the periphery of his vision saw two figures taking a seat. They clearly wanted to enjoy the spectacle. This was so demeaning – he thought it could not get any worse until Jana yanked him up by the hair and said he had to walk over to the two girls on all fours and ask them whether they would like their shoes cleaning.

		This was Keith’s worst nightmare; how much longer would he have to endure this public humiliation? But he had no choice and began the shameful crawl across the gravel to the girls who were laughing their heads off as he approached.

		‘Would you like me to clean your shoes for you?’ Keith stammered, his face bright red as he looked up at the bemused office workers in their early twenties. They looked at each other, then the blonde girl said, ‘Sure why not, but make sure you do the soles.’ And she laughed and wriggled her shoe in Keith’s face.

		It seemed like an eternity as he knelt licking the dirt from their soles as they chatted and pretty much ignored his efforts. They would alternate between thrusting their shoe in his face indicating it was their turn, but other than that there was no communication. Keith worked hard on their dainty footwear trying to please the pretty girls but more importantly his Mistress watching from a distance.

		Eventually the girls stood up, thanked him for his efforts and returned to their work. He looked around for Jana but she had gone.

		Back at the office he went straight onto his email to see a new mail from Jana.

		He had a premonition of what he would see and he was right. A link to an internal page on the website showed a video of him walking on all fours across some gravel to clean the girls’ shoes. Jana had obviously been able to upload the whole thing from her phone in a matter of minutes.

		Strangely a childhood memory popped into his head, he had been given a Chinese finger trap to play with by a girl in his street. The more he pulled the tighter it became and the more the girl had laughed at his predicament.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 4 – THE RELEASE

		

		THE SUBSEQUENT WEEKS WERE FILLED with misery and extremely humiliating experiences for Keith. These ranged in severity depending on Jana’s mood. He often had to accompany Jana on shoe buying excursions, being made to kneel at her feet and place eye shoe on her foot much to the amusement of the staff and other customers, and then the inevitable paying for the whole shipping trip. He also had to keep a pair of high heeled shoes in his office and at the text prompt from Jana would have to bolt off to the toilets and then hump the shoes whilst video himself doing it then send the video to Jana’s special website for archiving.

		Things were coming to a head and he realised his life was over one way or another. He knew he would be at her beck and call until he died. It was a case of how far he would be prepared to go. She always rewarded his denigration with a mind-blowing orgasm which partially compensated for his suffering. But he was constantly terrified of what new task awaited him and dreaded the ping of the email alert of text message. As if she could hear his thoughts an email pinged up on his works computer. It was an order to meet her now at the fountain, a one-month anniversary of his first public humiliation.

		He made his excuses and left running to the park, knowing she would be furious if in any way he was delayed.

		She was sitting on a park bench, her long legs crossed ending in a bright red patent leather pair of high heel shoes that she rotated as he approached.

		‘Kneel!’ She barked.

		He immediately sank to his knees and pressed his nose gently against the sole of her shoe, ready to clean her soles upon instruction. But the order never came.

		‘I am leaving. I am setting up another business elsewhere, the house is sold and I am building a new property with more, how shall we say, bespoke facilities to accommodate my interests.’

		‘I am giving you a choice worm! You can follow me and live in my home as my 24/7 personal slave – you will serve me and my friends on a regular basis and suffer extreme pain for any infraction of my rules. But you will be with me, your Mistress. Should you decline you will never see or hear from me again. This is your choice worm. I will not force your hand.’

		Keith could not believe his ears, he could truly be free of her, forever? He never imagined it would be so easy. There must be something more to it surely?

		‘You would really let me go Mistress?’ he hesitantly asked.

		‘If you no longer wish to be my slave I will never call upon you again. Like I said I will be moving on – you can leave Sophie and move in with me or return to your girlfriend.’

		‘But what about the videos and photos Mistress?’

		‘The website has been taken down and the videos and photos will be returned to their rightful owner – now you decide instantly! Yes or no?’

		‘Please forgive me Mistress but I want to try and make a go of it with my girlfriend. Please, I respectively ask to be released from your service Mistress Jana.’

		Not a trace of emotion passed Jana’s face as she stood up towering over Keith.

		‘Fine, now we can both move on. Goodbye worm.’

		Keith remained kneeling while he watched he elegantly saunter across the park and disappear into the distance, forever.

		Keith returned to the office jubilant. Even more jubilant that there were no emails waiting for him instructing him to perform some degrading task for Jana. Everything looked good for Keith, but a part of him missed her already. The anticipation had gone, the excitement the fear and ecstasy would never return.

		But he had made his decision and would ensure that his focus would be now with Sophie, he could concentrate his full attention on her instead of panicking every time his phone buzzed a text message.

		He decided to leave early, collected some ready meals, flowers and a bottle of Sophie’s favourite red wine then headed home to prepare the romantic evening ahead.

		Back at home, Keith had showered, tidied up, set out the table and put the flowers in a vase. As Keith returned to the kitchen he heard the key turn in the lock and grabbed the two glasses of red wine and went bounding into the hall to great Sophie.

		Sophie stood against the light shaking tears running down her cheeks. She clutched a large envelope in her hand and shook it at him.

		‘How could you, what sort of freak are you? Christ, you are some fucked up individual!’

		Keith went pale. He realised what had happened and took the envelope from her hand.

		He turned it over and in a bold marker someone had written ‘to Sophie C. Rooney – The Rightful Owner’.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 5 – RECONCILIATION

		

		KEITH RAN INTO THE LIVING room and poured the contents of the envelope onto the floor. Twenty or thirty photos spilled out; all of Keith in compromising positions – everything from the first time he took his own cum into his mouth through to the last week’s session Jana had booked with two professional dominatrices that specialised in ball-busting and strapons. Jana had just looked on laughing as the two women pounded away as he thanked them every time they landed a blow or spit roasted him. Clearly Jana was videoing everything to enjoy at her leisure.

		‘Oh don’t just sit there admiring yourself why don’t you put on the disc and watch all you exploits in high definition?’ Sophie screamed. ‘You fucking freak – I want you out of here!’

		‘Please Sophie let me explain – it wasn’t my fault, I couldn’t help it – I was made to do it – please!’

		‘Oh, give me a break – you’re pathetic – just get out of my life before I call the police!’

		‘Police – what the hell for?’

		‘I am sure they will find something to keep you away from me once they see this lot?’

		‘Okay, okay I’m going just let me gather some things, I’ll be back to talk about this later when you have cooled down.’

		Sophie picked up the phone and the photos from the floor. She waved the receiver threateningly and snarled ‘Get out now!’

		‘Where will I go?’ he pleaded.

		‘Back to your freaky friends – hello yes police please.’

		Keith ran out of the house as fast as he could – Christ this was worse than before. Far worse – how could Jana do this to him? She truly was a sadist.

		It took some time for Keith to gather his thoughts. He considered turning up to crash at his friend Emma’s house but they were not on best terms after their brief affair. The only place was a hotel or his sister’s house.

		There was no way he could call in a favour from her, she truly hated him so he checked into the nearest cheap hotel to spend the night in less than salubrious surroundings with a whole load of problems to resolve.

		After three weeks of unanswered Emails and phone calls Keith received a phone call out of the blue from Sophie.

		‘Hi – we need to talk, why don’t you come over and we can sort out a few things.’

		‘Sure – what now?’

		‘No, not now. I have things to do. Let’s say 6pm.’

		As Keith drove to his old house he was somewhat bemused. This was unlike Sophie. When she got angry she stayed mad for a long, long time. Either this was something she had come to terms with or there were other things going on like she intended to give him a serious piece of her mind, or worse!

		He hesitantly knocked on the door, considering it would be inappropriate to use his key.

		Sophie opened the door. Keith’s mouth dropped open. Sophie looked incredible. Her face was radiant just the right amount of make up her, her beautiful brown eyes sparkled and she wore a deep sensual red lipstick. Her hair was pulled back and tied up and she wore a tight white blouse with a short pleated tartan skirt. Keith’s eyes continued down her legs to a pair of black polished knee-high boots. As Sophie turned to allow him entry he saw the 4-inch metal heels that ended in a sharp polished point. He instantly gained an erection and was extremely self-conscious of any visible bulge. Sophie seemed not to notice, or if she did, failed to draw attention to it.

		Keith saw the table set for two, smelt the pleasant aroma of roast duck and realised things were going to be alright. Probably more than all right.

		He took a seat and Sophie sexily sauntered into the kitchen to gather the plates and serve up.

		Keith and Sophie spent a pleasant hour discussing everything but his indiscretion and Keith was happily relaxing with a glass of wine when the conversation rose from the table and placed her booted foot onto the chair beside Keith.

		‘So this is what you like then, hmm? Well?’ she said abruptly but with a smile.

		‘Look Sophie I’m sorry okay. I really am. I …’

		‘I asked a question – now answer it!’

		This was so out of character for Sophie. She was so meek and mild normally; this assertiveness was strange but very arousing for Keith. He felt his underwear strain and put his hand down to straighten his uncomfortable erection.

		‘Don’t you dare fucking touch it!’

		He immediately withdrew his hand but the ache was even greater.

		‘Do you want to lick my boots – fucker or not?’

		‘Yes, yes I do Sophie.’

		‘Mistress Sophie to you!’

		‘Yes, Mistress Sophie!’ Keith was in heaven, Sophie was role playing the part of Jana with her own embellishments - she was a natural, god this was great.

		‘Well get down on your knees and clean the heels bitch, now!’

		He happily did as he was told, cleaning the cold steel heel vigorously with his tongue. As he immersed himself in the task he failed to notice the other boot slide to towards his hand face down on the floor. Then he felt the soft pressure of the heel pushing into his index finger and then gradually more weight was being applied until pain short through his nerves making him scream. He couldn’t pull away he just looked up at Sophie’s face smirking down at him.

		‘Oops sorry.’ She said and lifted the heel so he could cradle his tortured appendage marked by the small circular indentation of Sophie’s cruel heel.

		‘Now let’s see, I think I have something here for you.’ She clipped over to the kitchen and pulled out something from a drawer that jangled.

		Returning to his kneeling form she pulled his arms behind his back and tightly cuffed his hands. He felt in some way he owed it to Sophie to comply with her wishes. Grabbing his hair, she pulled him back up on to his feet. He stood before her looking a little flustered unsure of what was to come next.

		‘You hurt me Keith, now I think you need to suffer! Spread your legs bitch!’

		His reluctance was met with a harsh stinging slap across the face.

		‘Do it now!’

		He spread his legs, his head hanging down, face stinging, and his masculinity torn apart.

		‘Good, now if you are truly sorry you will accept everything I dish out graciously. You will demonstrate your gratitude by saying ‘Thank you Mistress Sophie at every blow I land – understand?’

		‘Yes Mistress Sophie!’ he immediately responded not wanting another slap across the face.

		The first blow was instantaneous – a crushing blow to the balls with the instep of her leather boot that made him double in pain rendering him incapable of standing.

		‘Thank ... thank you Mistress ... Sophie.’

		‘Resume the position fucker!’

		He returned slowly to his standing pose and spread his legs. His balls ached and his brain was on fire with nausea and pain.

		A second, third and fourth blow reign down on his groin, despite his attempts at avoiding subsequent blows Sophie managed to target his genitals with the sharp pointed toe of her boot.

		Keith lost count of the kicks to his balls – at one point he nearly passed out but Sophie was ready with smelling salts to bring him round and make him continue the torture but lying down again with his legs spread.

		After what seemed like hours of excruciating pain Sophie sauntered around to his head. Her toe of her boot caressed his face, wiping the tears of pain that had formed on his cheeks. She slowly removed her knickers and stood astride his head allowing him to gaze up her skirt. Squatting down she rammed the underwear into his mouth and then proceeded to lower herself onto his face.

		Her body completely encased Keith’s face making it hard for him to breath. Slowly she pressed down and began to grind and moan and whimper. He realized that being gagged meant it was not Sophie’s intention for him to pleasure her with his tongue so he lay still trying to gain air whenever he could.

		As Sophie’s groin pressed harder into his face he found his last small air supply cut off. His reaction was to struggle and flail for breath but as he did so Sophie’s weight pressed down harder on his head and was combined with a painful blow to the groin.

		Keith panicked – she was going to kill him. Sophie was strong and held him down as his mind swam and he felt like he was going to pass out. At that moment Sophie raised a cheek and he gasped for air. It felt good, but was brief as her buttocks cut him off once more.

		Keith whimpered as he desperately sucked air as Sophie grinded rhythmically backwards and forwards, faster and faster until she yelped with joy and he was allowed to breath once more.

		Sophie walked over to the sofa and lit a cigarette. She sat relaxing while Keith lay helpless at her feet, hands tightly bound and still gagged, but relieved to be breathing once more.

		

	
		

		CHAPTER 6 – A NEW WORLD ORDER

		

		ALTHOUGH KEITH WAS ALLOWED TO return to the house, things were certainly not as they were before. Sophie was very much in charge and she had stipulated a long list of rules that he would have to adhere to. One of which was that he was not allowed to have penetrative sex with her. She would pleasure herself, using his gagged face to grind or a vibrator and then if he was lucky she would grant him permission to cum on her boots. But under the proviso he cleaned up his mess afterwards. The foreplay almost always involved Sophie grinding her heels into his flesh or a ball busting session. She had started to torture him with a cigarette recently as she ground on his face, her climax was accompanied by her stubbing the cigarette out on his chest. In a strange way Keith actually enjoyed this arrangement. He loved the new Sophie and her superiority and he was completely devoted to her. She could be cruel but also, she cared about him she could see and that he could see a loving life together that he never envisaged with Jana.

		As Keith sat in front of the computer one evening while Sophie was at one of her evening classes he remembered Jana’s crazy look and the awful things he did in public to please her. He was so grateful to be away from her at last and with the woman he loved.

		As he prepared to post a new update on social media something was wrong with his computer; he could no longer log into his Facebook account, he decided to reset the whole thing. To Keith’s frustration his Email was out of action as well which left him scuppered. He would do it at work tomorrow at work and spent the rest of the evening with a beer watching TV until Sophie returned.

		She was in a very good mood when she got in at midnight.

		‘You know we should celebrate. It’s been a while and things are pretty great.’ She said. ‘The future is looking really hopeful. Instead of just masturbating on my boots honey I think we should move the relationship up a notch, I want you to cum another way tonight.’

		She led him to the bedroom, removed his clothes whilst kissing him and then bent him over the metal bedstead, securing his wrists with handcuffs to each of the ends of the beds legs. He was bent double over the bar his backside exposed. Sophie pulled his cock and balls through the bar and tied them to a rung with a piece of thin cord.

		‘I have a surprise for you honey, wait there for a moment.’

		She left the bedroom and heard her going downstairs. He tried his bonds but was completely helpless and knew escape was impossible without the assistance of his Mistress.

		He heard Sophie returning upstairs but as the door opened standing against the light of the landing were two silhouettes.

		Keith’s heart thumped in his chest.

		Sophie was standing next to a tall woman who upon entering the bedroom Keith immediately recognised. His nightmare had returned, Jana was standing in front of his naked helpless form smiling down at him.

		‘What the hell is going on Sophie . . . what is SHE doing here? . . . Sophie please . . . !’ He spluttered in rage.

		Jana connected a gloved hand with the side of his face, his cheeks stung.

		‘Silence worm! You will only speak unless spoken to by your Mistresses.’

		Sophie smiled in the background, biting her lip and moving forward to embrace Jana. Their mouths met and crushed against each other in a passionate embrace. Their hands entwined in each other’s hair as they moaned and groaned while Keith looked on in dumbstruck silence.

		They paused for a moment both looked down at him and smiled in what seemed like an eternity before Sophie spoke.

		‘I have been seeing Jana for a year now, we arranged everything together. I knew about your fling with Emma and I wanted to test you and you failed. So Jana suggested we train you. At first, I was hurt and reluctant. But I was also angry so it seemed like a way to pay you back. Then, I must admit, I quite enjoyed the role - seeing you suffer, even though I still loved you.’

		She walked over her bedside cabinet and removed two large black rubber strap on dildos.

		‘But now I love Jana, we are in a relationship and you will never be my lover again. But you do have a role to play in our future together.’

		They both helped each other strap on the intimidatingly large prosthetic penises.

		‘I think you know what that role is, don’t you worm?’ Said Jana smiling.

		Keith nodded sadly, ‘Yes Mistress.’

		‘And you want to serve us don’t you fucker?’ Said Sophie grinning.

		Keith nodded again, ‘Yes Mistress.’

		‘Then you know what you should do now, don’t you worm?’

		He spread his legs and opened his mouth in acceptance of his new status as a boot licker worm to Mistress Jana and Mistress Sophie, and it felt good.
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