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    Dressed in nothing but a red latex corset, with matching elbow length gloves and heels, she lowered herself slowly onto the monster butt plug, gasping slightly as it immediately slid halfway inside her, the flaccid sphincter opening easily before the pressure of the huge, lubed up black cone. She gripped her ass cheeks with the gloves and pulled them apart, sliding lower and lower as her rectum slowly expanded under the pressure. She started to breathe in tight gasps as the pain mounted, but she did not raise herself off the plug. She waited, bouncing slightly, and her weight gradually forced the merciless cone deeper and deeper inside her. It seemed impossible that such a large object could enter anyone’s anus, but suddenly, with a rush, the widest part of the toy slipped past her straining sphincter and her stretched muscle closed over it gripping the much narrower neck behind, trapping it inside her. All that could be seen from now was the gigantic base, the rest firmly embedded. She gasped with pleasure, exploring it with her fingers, wiggling her behind slightly to feel the fulness of it. 
 
      
 
    She knelt in obvious ecstasy for a while, giggling and moaning, and then began to try and work the plug out again. This seemed to be harder than making it go in. The plug was designed to enter her in a gradual way, but then be held in place by the suddenly much smaller girth behind the extreme circumference of the base of the cone once it had passed inside. Beyond this narrow point, the plug flared suddenly out again to prevent it slipping entirely inside her ass. It could not easily move in either direction. 
 
      
 
    Her first attempt to remove it failed and she moaned with pleasure as she gave up, surrendering her ass once more to the plug. 
 
      
 
    All the time she it stayed inside her, her sphincter was getting used to being at the smaller part of the plug, tightening little by little, making it ever more difficult to remove. She gasped and moaned, caressing the shiny, solid black rubber base, knelt right over as if forced down by the massive rectal invasion. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, she tried again to remove it, gripping the base again with her latex glove and straining as hard as she could, letting out great gasps of effort. Her ass stretched out backwards but the plug remained trapped inside her. She gasped again and continued to pull. Gradually, her sphincter began to open again, more and more of the huge cone end appearing. Eventually, after what seemed like an age of breathless effort, it went impossibly wide and then, with a rush, the plug slipped out. 
 
    The ruined, overstretched anus tried to close over the gaping hole that was left behind but she reached round with both hands and pulled her ass cheeks apart keeping her anus impossibly open and wide. An apple wouldn’t have touched the sides. It was an epic gape, and she giggled as she felt the huge hole with her gloved fingers. 
 
      
 
    With a deep satisfied sigh, she eased her ass cheeks back and allowed her sphincter to contract back to its normal resting position. It was not even circular now, with puffed swollen edges like an untidy loop of rope around the yawning entrance to her flaccid destroyed ass. That was about as tight as it was ever now going to get. She exploring the loose hole with her gloved fingers, gasping with pleasure and giggling again. 
 
      
 
    Elliot started as there came the sound of approaching feet outside the door, and with a flicker of annoyance, took the wireless earpiece out, which automatically stopped the film on his smartphone. It was one of the advantages of Hensford Park that you could hear tourists and visitors coming a long way off on the old, creaking boards. He slipped his phone into his trouser pocket and worked his hard cock over to the same side to conceal its swollen length. Being a bit small did occasionally have its advantages, he thought, wryly. 
 
      
 
    It had been a slow morning and he had been able to watch a lot of pornography in between pleasant interludes explaining various features of the library to passersby. The severe Victorian atmosphere almost seemed to collude in his concealed depravity, carrying in the complex, musty odour the secrets of countless forbidden encounters, he liked to think. The books in the library stood tightly together and ordered on heavy oaken shelves, but the weight had bent them slightly out of true over the years, and they hung swollen and pregnant, as if under some intolerable internal pressure. 
 
      
 
    He made ready the polite, intelligent, welcoming expression that he always maintained for visitors, and felt he represented a fairly good stuffy Victorian appearance himself, with dark blue blazer and slacks, shirt and tie, polished black shoes and hands behind his back. He was balding, semi retired, divorced, unexceptionable, with an interest in local history. The room stewards were not explicitly encouraged to dress in a way that harmonised with the decor of the house, but nevertheless they all seemed to do so. Elliot had not had to make much of an effort. His years as an accountant made him very comfortable with formal clothes of that sort. 
 
      
 
    As it was, it wasn’t a paying visitor, but Miss Alberts, another volunteer, stepping carefully through the door in a black dress with lace trim, and period hat pinned through greying hair. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said, with a lopsided smile as she entered. “Coffee break already?” 
 
      
 
    He had the momentary vision of Miss Alberts lowering her ass onto a monster butt plug with every indication of enjoying it and had to stop himself laughing. It really was a ludicrous thought, being elderly and so strait-laced  as to almost be a caricature. She still struggled pathetically with make up, though Elliot couldn’t imagine why. Miss Alberts looked every inch the Victorian spinster, and he always imagined that she kept the same severe black dress on even when not on duty at the house. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, you have a break, dear,” she said kindly, with a wide, wrinkled smile. 
 
      
 
    Elliot thanked her and fled out into the early summer sunshine. 
 
      
 
    The cafe was just adjacent, across the manicured lawn, in one of the converted outhouses, still according to the steep angles and slightly sinister architecture of the period, a miniature example of the great, brooding mansion beside it, as if bullied under its shadow into slavish mimicry. 
 
      
 
    Elliot quite looked forward to his morning coffee. He had established a routine and always sat with the same group at the same table in the area to one side that was reserved for room stewards and other estate servants. He enjoyed the way in which he could circumvent the queue in busy periods and go straight past, his brass badge of office polished and twinkling on his lapel. 
 
      
 
    As his eye brushed over the fairly quiet cafe, his gaze was arrested by another pair of eyes looking straight back at him from the table opposite, black as the ace, and as flat and steady as a dealt card. 
 
      
 
    His gaze went automatically to her full chest under taut blouse, took in her overt, made up face, went back to her eyes, and guiltily looked away. 
 
      
 
    He felt somewhat aggrieved, feeling thus at a disadvantage in a place where he was accustomed to feel superior, but at the same time, he was fascinated, and had to force himself not to look again as he approached his little coffee circle, seated as usual with a chair kept ready for him. 
 
      
 
    “Greetings,” he said, with a little tense sigh. 
 
      
 
    There was a general, noncommittal murmur as he seated himself. 
 
      
 
    The waitress was already approaching their table, and he enjoyed as usual the way in which they were dressed as Victorian maids, a full black ankle length dress with high collar, a lacy white coverall and matching hat. He stole a quick glance at the dark eyed woman and looked away quickly again as their eyes met once more. Why did the Victorians like black so much, he wondered, trying to calm himself with a philosophical point. 
 
      
 
    “Ready to order?” She asked, holding up her pad to jot down their order. 
 
      
 
    “Four teas and carrot cake,” he said automatically. They generally had the same thing. 
 
      
 
    “Right,” she said, briskly, taking note. She was new, he thought. A pretty thing with a blonde pony tail and trim figure, setting off the uniform nicely. 
 
      
 
    “And,” he said glancing down at the table, “this could do with a wipe.” 
 
      
 
    He saw the flicker of annoyance in her eyes at his tone, and he could see the stiffness in her movements when she came back to sponge down the plastic cloth. 
 
      
 
    “Just not acceptable,” he said to his companions, as she returned to the kitchen. They murmured assent. 
 
      
 
    He had to force himself not to turn and look over his shoulder again. He was sure that she was still looking at him with those intense, serpentine eyes. 
 
      
 
    “So, how’s the garden gnome trade going?” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the lad seated to his left in annoyance. He was a mature student in his twenties and too clever by half. He was learning how to restore old paintings as part of his degree. 
 
      
 
    “I do NOT sell garden gnomes, James, as you well know,” he snapped. 
 
      
 
    “All right, high end Japanese garden gnomes then.” 
 
      
 
    The others tittered at this. 
 
      
 
    “In the present financial downturn,” said Elliot, testily, “genuine Japanese garden ornaments are a bit of a hard sell,” he replied. “But it’s only a hobby really, anyway.” 
 
      
 
    The others said nothing, looking at James for a comeback.  
 
      
 
    “I sold three deer scarers online yesterday,” continued Elliot, “so there’s probably some annoyed neighbours in the offing somewhere.” 
 
      
 
    “You had to stop yours, didn’t you?” 
 
      
 
    “It’s a bit much if you don’t have any deer to scare off,” agreed Elliot. 
 
      
 
    “How do they actually work?” 
 
      
 
    This was from Tom, who oversaw the garden at Hensford House. Had done for years. He had the enviable healthy look of his profession, and the wholesome, uncomplicated attitude to life that always seemed to go with it, too. He was not a volunteer, but was admitted to their circle on account of having worked at one time at other famous houses and was quite good at remembering amusing anecdotes. 
 
      
 
    “It’s essentially a tube on a fulcrum,” he began, “a stream of water slowly fills one end causing it to slowly tilt forwards, lifting the weighted end of the stone. When it tilts forwards sufficiently, the water pours out of it in a rush and it slams back, making quite a sharp sound.” 
 
      
 
    “Scaring off any deer in the vicinity,” said James. 
 
      
 
    “I saw some in the forest yesterday,” said the fourth member of the little gathering, Desmond the Stockbroker. He had an annoying way of using his weekend rambles to outscore everyone. The day before it had been seeing a woodpecker. It was as though that somehow marked out a natural superiority. 
 
      
 
    “Can’t say as I ever saw anything like it,” said Tom, unimpressed. “The garden ornament, that it is. The deer round here don’t need any more scaring than they’ve got with all the visitors.” 
 
      
 
    They all assented to this as though they were seasoned countrymen.  
 
      
 
    Elliot watched as the waitress returned with their order. He could see that the young girl was still a little annoyed as she put the cups and saucers down. He smiled inwardly. 
 
      
 
    Elliot stole a glance at the woman again and this time caught the gleam of red nails around the handle of a teapot. Not overly long, but long enough to seem predatory and shameless. A thrill went through him. He had a weakness for old time, glamorous sexuality. 
 
      
 
    It was not easy to gawk at her though, she had a disconcerting frankness and a roving, penetrating gaze that swept the room at intervals like a reverse lighthouse, spilling darkness in a steady, powerful beam.   
 
      
 
    The conversation between the four of them went the way it always did. Elliot was careful to research some new historical detail beforehand to quietly brag about; Desmond changed the subject to his always successful punts on stocks and shares, Tom broke in with some practical observation about the weather or the garden that implied they were all lesser men for not working with their hands in the fresh air, and James tried to make everyone feel out of touch with some observation on the latest technical developments beginning with ‘Oh, no one does that anymore.’ 
 
      
 
    It was like a game of trumps, with each playing a card in turn, but no one could actually agree what top trumps were, and so it went round and round every time. No one could acknowledge anything but a superficial polite interest in any other card, since this would appear to legitimise it, and so nothing was learned, and nothing given. It was quite obvious, too, that none of them really liked any of the others, but they were somehow bound to meet every morning and continue with strange form of competition, even look forward to it, as one might to a sporting event. 
 
      
 
    Elliot couldn’t really concentrate on the game that morning, and he performed poorly as a result. He kept glancing across to the woman with the full breasts and black eyes, the red fingernails and short skirt that oozed sex appeal. He couldn’t see her feet, but he knew that she would be in strappy, come-on heels. 
 
      
 
    It was strange how she made the game suddenly irrelevant for him, how he lost focus even though he knew he was losing. He nodded assent where he should have been coming back with a smart rejoinder, losing every hand, feeling flustered and out of it. 
 
      
 
    It was actually a soft of relief when it was time to go back to the house and take up his usual haunt in the library. It was his favourite place as it had the best wireless signal for his phone and was a bit off the beaten track. It was possible to do the tour of the house and not enter his little sanctum at all. 
 
      
 
    It was mid morning now, and the place was beginning to get busy. It was still only the beginning of the season, but people filtered through in ones and twos. He could pretty much anticipate the questions they would ask, and he had the answers off pat. 
 
      
 
    An elderly man in a baseball cap pointed up with a quivering finger at a murky painting hung between two massive shelving systems. 
 
      
 
    “Who’s that?” 
 
      
 
    Elliot smiled. They never bothered to look at the reference material available on the table in the middle of the room. There was only one painting because most of the available wall space was taken up by the vast array of books.  
 
      
 
    “Sir Albert Eames, that is,” he said, with scarcely credible brightness. “Built this place in the 19th century.” 
 
      
 
    “Needs a clean,” grunted the old man, screwing up his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Bit like the house,” said his wife, shrewishly. 
 
      
 
    “Well,” said Elliot, smiling, “I’m sure you’re right. There used to be quite the army of servants in the old days.” 
 
      
 
    The old lady coughed. 
 
      
 
    “Health hazard in here,” grated the old man, “don’t you have such a thing as a duster? Christ. My wife’s got asthma.” 
 
      
 
    “I’m a volunteer steward,” said Elliot, stiffening slightly. “Not a cleaner.” 
 
      
 
    The woman eyed him bitterly and held a cloth to her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s get out to the garden, Hal. It’s killing me in here.” 
 
      
 
    One can hope, thought Elliot. 
 
      
 
    The two of them went out after a last disapproving look, and Elliot breathed a sigh of relief. Usually people just stepped in respectfully and nodded politely as he unfolded some of the history of the library to them in his reedy drone. 
 
      
 
    “Actually, this place could do with a once over,” said a low, female voice, breathy and unhurried. 
 
      
 
    He looked round at the other entrance and was shocked to see the black eyed woman from the cafe standing there, looking round appraisingly. 
 
      
 
    Her gaze fell on him in the end, and he found that his mouth had gone dry. She walked towards him, her heels loud on the bare boards. He glanced down and was not surprised to see that she was indeed wearing strappy, come-on shoes. 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes,” he said, thickly. “I’m sure you’re right.” 
 
      
 
    She seemed to be suffocating him somehow, though the room was large enough for twenty to take their ease with a book. 
 
      
 
    She stepped past him with the ghost of a smirk on her face and took in the vast array of mouldering volumes.  
 
      
 
    He got a whiff of a heady fragrance and could not entirely stop himself looking at the subtle movements of her breasts as she moved. 
 
      
 
    “Any of these worth anything?” 
 
      
 
    “Well,” he said, surprised. “As a collection…I suppose….” 
 
      
 
    She turned to look at him, her eyes piercing and amused. 
 
      
 
    “You don’t know?” 
 
      
 
    “I wouldn’t have thought any of them would be worth much. Someone must have gone through them at some stage.” 
 
      
 
    She chuckled and ran her red nailed finger over some of the titles to one side. 
 
      
 
    “These places are potential gold mines, didn’t you know that? If you know what you’re looking for.” 
 
      
 
    He stared at her. She just didn’t seem the type to be knowledgeable about old books. But then perhaps that was the point? 
 
      
 
    “You stand there as the expert on this place, but you haven’t even really looked, have you?” 
 
      
 
    “Well, I’m just a volunteer…just do mornings.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, how disappointing.” 
 
      
 
    She turned away from him. 
 
      
 
    “Actually,” he said, a little breathlessly, “there are one or two in here, that might fetch a few quid. Apparently.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yes?” 
 
      
 
    “We keep them on the furthest shelf, over there.” 
 
      
 
    “Show me.” 
 
      
 
    “It’s inside the rope barrier,” protested Elliot, but she was already stepping over it. 
 
      
 
    He looked round in a panic to see if anyone else was in the room to witness this transgression, but the woman didn’t hesitate. She stepped towards the shelf that he had pointed out. 
 
      
 
    He hurried after her. 
 
      
 
    “Really…” he said, “you’re not allowed.” 
 
      
 
    “These?” She asked, pointing. 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he said reluctantly. “There’s some rare books there. A Latin Metamorphoses and some other old editions, I believe.” 
 
      
 
    “How much?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I don’t know, if few hundred quid I suppose.” 
 
      
 
    “Hmm,” she said, and took out the Metamorphoses in one fluid motion. 
 
      
 
    “Don’t do that!” He snapped, horrified. “They’re alarmed!” 
 
      
 
    “Oops,” she said, noticing the lever that had flicked forwards in the space she had made in the shelf. 
 
      
 
    “Put it back!!” 
 
      
 
    She reached across to another shelf and took up a book of roughly similar size and popped it into the hole, pushing the alarm lever back.  
 
      
 
    Then she popped the valuable volume into her bag and snapped it shut. 
 
      
 
    Elliot found that he couldn’t breathe. He stared at her and her black eyes held his. They were deep, untroubled, mocking. He did not know how long he stood there like that. 
 
      
 
    Presently, she moved languidly back to the main part of the library and stepped over the rope in her wicked heels.  
 
      
 
    “Hey…” he mumbled, following her, “you can’t possibly…” 
 
      
 
    At that moment, a man in a security uniform came walking languidly into the library, a radio blinking on his chest. 
 
      
 
    “Had an alarm from here,” he said, in bored tones. 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” replied Elliot, nonplussed. He turned to the woman, but she just looked back at him blankly. 
 
      
 
    The security man looked at the bookshelf and saw that it was full. 
 
      
 
    “Must have been a false alarm.” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes,” he found himself saying. “Must have been.” 
 
      
 
    The security guard nodded to him, grunted impatiently, and turned on his heel. 
 
      
 
    Elliot breathed out slowly as the man left, trying to make sense of what had happened. 
 
      
 
    The woman seemed perfectly poised as she looked at him, a smirk on her round, nicely made up face. 
 
      
 
    “You’ll have to put it back,” he said, at last. “Why did you even do that?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I don’t think so,” she purred, and moved right up close to him. He tried to back away, but came up short against a desk. She was so close Her perfume and presence seemed to engulf him. Her dark eyes seemed as large as dinner plates, and he felt himself spinning down into them. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll consider it a gift, Elliot,” she said, with a thin smile. “Believe me, I like gifts from men who appreciate me.” 
 
      
 
    “Er…” he croaked, not able to look away. 
 
      
 
    She smiled even wider and then walked unhurriedly away. 
 
      
 
    “W-wait,” he said, but she did not stop, and he found that he did nothing more to try and prevent her getting away with the book. He couldn’t think of anything. He twitched as if he was going to dash across and bar her way, but somehow the intention went no further. 
 
      
 
    He stood there for a moment, his mind racing. He looked at the secure shelf and considered his own exposure to any possible fall out over the loss of the Metamorphoses. He thought by far the most likely outcome would be that no one would notice. No one ever actually seemed to check them. Then he remembered the alarm and wondered if that security guard would have a closer look, but the man had seemed so disinterested he thought this unlikely. He was probably on a very low wage and clearly couldn’t really care less. 
 
      
 
    He looked at the shelf more closely to see that Ovid’s book had actually disappeared and that he hadn’t dreamt it all. It all had a sort of dreamlike quality. 
 
      
 
    The strange episode left him confused and disturbed for the rest of the morning and he was relieved to get back to his solidly suburban house for lunch and pick up the usual traces of his unexceptionable life. The reassuring purr and smooth power of his executive car (a hangover from his boardroom days), the click of the lock as he closed the mahogany front door of his house behind him. Even the old barometer hanging on the wall, he tapped it affectionately as if it were a doting child rushed up the hallway to greet him. Light poured in subtle colour combinations through the stained section of a window, a ship in a seaway picked out in leaded sections. 
 
      
 
    He let out a breath as he stood there for a moment, trying to exhale all the strangeness that the woman had made him breathe in. He almost spoke his thoughts: I am a happy, semi-retired accountant with a nice home and I spend my time pleasantly researching history, attending classes at the University and selling Japanese garden ornaments as a sideline.  
 
      
 
    Women, he thought, with a shade of his head. They had a way of unsettling your life in such profound ways. His own marriage had been a brief, unhappy interlude with sexual fumblings that seemed hardly worth the huge gouge she had taken out of his finances. She had been a mature student and in retrospect, had merely used him to finance her studies, then dumped him as soon as she had obtained her degree, as well as making off with tens of thousands of pounds of his money.  
 
      
 
    As he stepped down the hall towards the kitchen in his slippers, he recalled the case of the accounts manager at a firm he worked at years ago. Tempted into an affair with a girl thirty years younger than himself, a temp from an Eastern European country that he couldn’t quite recall the name of. The girl had found it so amusing. Used every trick in the book to get him in a stores cupboard and, well, do the deed. He snorted as he put on the kettle. She had fucked more than his body. He had lost everything, wife and kids, house, more than half his salary, all for her, and she had found it amusing. Just a beautiful young girl, experimenting with her power. Tittering with friends as they met by the utilities room next to the toilets. She had probably told them all what she was going to do and made it all into a sort of hilarious soap opera for all the cleaners. 
 
      
 
    With a steaming cup of coffee he went into the sitting room and sat down in his favourite armchair with sigh. It was what he would describe as a proper armchair that had a traditional back and sides that supported you fully with wings to hold your head if you fell asleep, which he sometimes did in the afternoons. There didn’t seem to be much chance of his falling asleep with the images of that woman still in his head, but slowly the slow rhythm and ambient sanity began to soothe and calm him. He let out a long, slow breath.  He wondered what on earth he was going to do about the missing book. He had no idea who the woman even was. It was all so confusing. 
 
      
 
    A ‘beep’ sounded on his phone. It was from his Japanese garden website, no doubt enquiring about one or his products. He glanced at it and frowned. Instead of it being a question about that, there were simply the words: 
 
      
 
    I’m enjoying the book. 
 
      
 
    It gave him real jolt, but he saw at once that this was hope. Maybe she was going to give it back to him. Maybe she fancied him. He smiled to himself. They were both in the ‘mature’ category, after all. 
 
      
 
    He pressed ‘Reply’ and looked at the blank space for a moment, watching the blinking cursor. His fingers hovered over the virtual keys as he considered what to write back. What was he trying to achieve now with her? What tone to adopt? 
 
      
 
    In the end it was just a lame I’m glad. But we really need to put it back. 
 
      
 
    Once he had sent it, he winced when he read it back to himself. It did sound very prissy and limp. Not the sort of thing that was going to impress a mature lady like her. 
 
      
 
    The response was not long in coming. 
 
      
 
    We should talk about it. Do you have Skype? 
 
      
 
    Yes. On my PC. 
 
      
 
    Good. Call me on this number now. 
 
      
 
    He wondered at her peremptory tone. She had been arrogant with him at the house, too, he reflected, but then women often were that way with him, he had noticed. In the end, he decided to play along and texted back. 
 
      
 
    OK. 
 
      
 
    Elliot went up to his computer in the box room upstairs, trying to think of the best way forward. Did he want to try and charm this woman? He felt the need to impress her, as men always did, but he couldn’t decide whether that was more important than getting the book back. Did he really want to get involved, if she did? He really was not sure. There was an air of confidence about her that he did find appealing, but he didn’t want his comfortable little life turned upside down. 
 
      
 
    He stepped over a pile of old box files that he had meant to go through and dispose of years ago, and sat down at his PC. He hesitated for a moment, but then nudged the mouse to wake up the system, telling himself that he needed to speak to her anyway about the book.  
 
      
 
    The screen immediately snapped into life, depicting a garden scene with Japanese ornaments ranged tastefully around it. There was another screen that he could swipe to with something altogether more sexual on it, but this was his official screen, and it suited him not to start getting excited or stupid. 
 
      
 
    He clicked on the Skype App and tapped in the number she had given him. He often used the service for speaking to his contacts in Japan, so it all seemed quite familiar and safe. 
 
      
 
    He jumped slightly however as the connection was made and her face appeared on the screen.  
 
      
 
    He didn’t know where to look. Her face was the same, but she had changed into a red latex corset that squashed and barely held in her ample breasts. A pearl choker was round her neck. Her make up was obvious, but effective, as if the very use of eyeshadow and mascara and lipstick was a statement in itself rather than just a subtle enhancement to her natural looks. She was not young, but the effect was incredibly erotic. 
 
      
 
    “Eliot,” she said, with a wide smile that did not reach her black eyes. Her voice was warm, slightly husky, relaxed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, h-hello,” he replied, his mouth dry. 
 
      
 
    “You were so good not to turn me in to that awful security guard today. Thank you for that.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said, “that’s OK.” 
 
      
 
    “And I wanted to give you something in return.” 
 
      
 
    “No need. But I do need to give that book back..” 
 
      
 
    “Now,” she interrupted, teasing her breasts through the material of the gleaming latex with scarlet fingers, “drop your trousers.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    He almost laughed, it was so out of place and ridiculous. 
 
      
 
    “Ohhhh, don’t be shy, Elliot,” she said, making her breasts move under the gleaming, slutty material, “it’s just between you and me.” 
 
      
 
    “Really, there’s absolutely no need…”  
 
      
 
    How could the woman possibly think that he would be receptive to this sort of thing? The idea was preposterous. 
 
      
 
    She laughed throatily. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, there’s a need all right. There’s always a need.” 
 
      
 
    To his own incredulity, his cock begin to harden in his trousers. She smiled as if she could see the stimulating chemicals start to flood into his body filling him with aching desire and inevitable focus. 
 
      
 
    “Trousers,” she prompted. 
 
      
 
    He simply couldn’t believe that he was actually affected by this. He felt his blood pumping hot round his body, and his penis stiffening, stiffening. 
 
      
 
    The need for her blossomed in him like an impossibly vigorous flower, spilling seeds of tingling electricity right through him. He gasped and shuddered slightly.  
 
      
 
    No one was indeed near, and there was no one to see. Why not? 
 
      
 
    He found himself undoing his waistband and lowering his trousers. His prick strained against his underpants. These too he eased off, releasing it to bounce hard and red. 
 
      
 
    “Good boy, now take it in your hand.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled at him as he did so, seeing the hungry and fixated look in his eyes as that special chemistry took a firm hold of his mind. 
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t that feel nice?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” he grunted, and he began to wank himself vigorously. 
 
      
 
    “SLOWLY! Let’s make it last.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’m sending you a file, Elliot, for you to enjoy later. It’s a video of me riding a big black dildo. Wouldn’t you love to see that?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    She laughed again, a throaty, evil sound. 
 
      
 
    “Of course, you would; here it comes.” 
 
      
 
    He looked at the message that came in with a ‘ping’, with the attachment ‘Dildo Fun’. He downloaded it after cancelling all the usual strident warnings about malicious software. 
 
      
 
    There came at this time, too, the sound of something being put through his letterbox. Probably an advert, he thought absently. 
 
      
 
    “Open the file and see, if you like,” she said, smiling, turning his mind back to the stimulating present. 
 
      
 
    He clicked on it, again having to cancel warnings and even change a security setting, but strangely it didn’t seem to want to play. It appeared to open, but no video played. He tried it a few times. 
 
      
 
    “Doesn’t seem to work,” he said, disappointed. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, dear,” she said, “well, never mind.” 
 
      
 
    “I might need to download some other software to play it?” 
 
      
 
    “Don’t trouble yourself,” she said reassuringly. “I have it in several formats. Just take a while to find them.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said, confused, touching and kneading his rock hard penis. 
 
      
 
    “Now, put both your hands on the desk, where I can see them.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed, and then wondered why he had. What authority had this woman over him? 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she said, as he obeyed. “We don’t want any accidents at this stage. I’m not going to let you cum yet.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” he said, surprised. He was half of a mind to wank himself off then and there anyway, but he didn’t want to offend her, or disappoint her. No man likes to disappoint a woman, after all. 
 
      
 
    “First I am going to tell you where I have put the book.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, right,” he said. That part of his mind that has been worried about the book, which had almost entirely shut down by sexual interest, stirred back into life enough to remember how concerned he had been about it. 
 
      
 
    “It’s at the railway station,” she continued, “in one or those luggage lockers. The key was sent to you and it is probably already through your door.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” 
 
      
 
    “Now run along and get it, then we can talk again and I’ll let you cum as you tell me what a generous lady I am.” 
 
      
 
    “Right,” he said, shaking his head as if to clear it. Everything seemed to have a dreamlike quality. The only thing that was clear and fixed where her eyes, which were as hard and black as agates. 
 
      
 
    “Now pull up your trousers and get moving, Elliot.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, of course,” he replied, frowning. Trousers. 
 
      
 
    He drew them up over his straining prick and tucked in his shirt. 
 
      
 
    “The station.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes.” 
 
      
 
    “To get the book back. Skype me when you’ve got it.” 
 
      
 
    Then the screen went blank, and the little box room suddenly seemed as empty and silent as an Egyptian mausoleum. 
 
      
 
    He could hear his own breaths coming and going, but that was all. It was all so bizarre. His cock was still rock hard, but she had told him not to cum. That she wanted him to cum after the book had been obtained from the station. But did he have to do whatever she said? He frowned, trying to control his breathing, get back to a normal rhythm. As long as I get the book back, he thought. The rest didn’t really matter.   
 
      
 
    What on earth was her interest in all this, he wondered as he went downstairs again on unsteady legs, holding onto the carven wood of the bannister. 
 
      
 
    He went down the hall and found that a key had indeed been somehow passed through his letterbox. Not even put in an envelope of any kind. That was all strange, too. How had that happened? She must have an accomplice. He smiled to himself suddenly, thinking that it was all a bit reminiscent of one of those horror films where an ordinary setting starts to taken on a more and more sinister turn, the very mediocrity of the setting enhancing the contrast.  
 
      
 
    However he looked at it though, with the book in his hands, he could forget he had ever met the woman. 
 
      
 
    He put on his shoes and went out to the car in a sort of daze, blinking up at the afternoon sunshine.  
 
      
 
    The station was on the other side of town, and it took him twenty minutes or so to negotiate the traffic. When he finally got to the station he found that indeed the key opened a secure locker but to his great consternation, there was nothing whatever in it. 
 
      
 
    He stood there, feeling numb. More and more he was getting the feeling that he was being toyed with, manipulated. Like a cold draught coming in through a door suddenly having creaked open, the suspicion settled around him with icy premonition. She had wanted him out of the house. 
 
      
 
    As this thought was on the point of making him run back to his car, his phone pinged and he looked at the screen. He saw that it was from an online vending service that he used from time to time. It unlocked at his touch and allowed him to view the details: 
 
      
 
    The following item is now available for general sale from your page: Ovid’s Metamorphoses, Rare Latin Edition, priced at £1000 ono. 
 
      
 
    He stared at it for a moment, his mouth hanging open. What had been a sense of unnatural chill a moment before, now developed into something approaching panic. 
 
      
 
    He had to get back to the house. He raced back to the car, again struck by how it resembled a scene from a film, a fugitive hurrying past bemused and unimpressed crowds of commuters and day trippers going about their ordinary, safe and sane lives. 
 
      
 
    When he got back to the car, he realised that it was in his power to take down the advert using his phone. It was really nearly as powerful as his PC. With shaking hands he entered the password and waited for the twirling symbol to stop and let him in. At the first attempt, it said that his password was not recognised. He frowned, the feeling of creeping doom coming powerfully back.  
 
      
 
    He tried it again, still with no result. He tapped on ‘Forgot Password’ and entered his email address for the link for a new pass.  But when he went to his email box to receive the new login details, he found that he couldn’t get into that either. 
 
      
 
    He made a sort of mewling, trapped sound and clenched his fists in frustration. Somebody had hacked into his computer. Somebody Female, he thought, the anger building in him. 
 
      
 
    He didn’t know what on earth was going on, but he was sure as hell going to find out. His anger morphed slightly into fear though as he remembered that the book was now being offered online, as though he had stolen the bloody thing for no other purpose. Hopefully no one who knew him would see it, but the possibility was there.  
 
      
 
    He knew that he was driving a little erratically, a little fast, and he did his best to try and rein himself in. There was nothing to be gained by being pulled over by the police. He had a sinking feeling anyway as he drove that he would be too late. Whatever that woman was planning had already been accomplished. It was no coincidence that the station was on the other side of town. He had not even questioned why it had to be left there for him. On reflection, surely she could have just posted it to him? Why had he not questioned her? He snorted, knowing that the answer was between his legs. But he wasn’t going to be sweet talked by her a second time.  
 
      
 
    When he finally pulled back into his drive, he was determined to get some answers, or he’d call the bloody police. He doubted that was in her plans. 
 
      
 
    When he came through the door, he saw another parcel had been delivered in his absence. He picked it up and put it on the hall table, meaning to come back for it later. 
 
      
 
    The computer had gone into sleep mode when he got back to the box room and he nudged the mouse again to wake it up. 
 
      
 
    It went to the login screen, but instead of there being only one option “Elliot”, there was now two, the second of which being “MM”, with a picture of the woman in question nicely posing in the small icon space.  
 
      
 
    He felt the dread come again, but did not let go of his anger. He felt that this emotion was the only way he was going to get out of this, whatever ‘this’ was. 
 
      
 
    He clicked on his own image and entered the password. He half expected that to be refused, too, but he got through all right. The familiar garden scene  on his desktop that was taken from a brochure of his Japanese ornaments was gone. Instead of the elegant stone sculptures were a series of garden gnomes, all with unpleasant expressions, some showing their asses, some with their pricks out, some female with full figures and lingerie giving him the finger.  
 
      
 
    He did not have a lot of time to be horrified about this though, because he noticed at once that the blue dialog box of Teamviewer was running on his screen, too. Realising that this was probably the link that had caused all the damage, he clicked on ‘close’, but it only brought up the request for an admin pass. He put is admin pass in but it did not seem to recognise it.  
 
      
 
    He frowned and checked the login details and permissions, but was shocked to find that he now only had ‘Standard’ rights. The Admin was under ‘MM.’ 
 
      
 
    All at once the mouse moved on its own and some text appeared in the TV messager. 
 
      
 
    Hello Elliot. 
 
      
 
    He realised absently in a part of his brain that he did not know her name. He found that he could hardly think at all. Unable to make sense of the whole, he focussed the particulars. 
 
      
 
    What have you done to my PC!!?? 
 
      
 
    Instead of answering this, there was an incoming Skype call. He hesitated, unsure of whether to answer it, but he needn’t have worried about making the decision, the mouse moved of itself and made the connection. 
 
      
 
    All at once, that round, soft, alluring face came back onto his screen, and the black eyes took him in with cool amusement. 
 
      
 
    He found himself shuddering but unable to look away. 
 
      
 
    “I’ve made one or two adjustments,” she said, smiling thinly. 
 
      
 
    “And the book advert!!?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh, that,” she said, vaguely. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, THAT!! Please r-remove it at once,” he said, his throat feeling dry and his heart beating hard in his chest. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, I’ll take it down, don’t worry,” she replied, lightly, “if you’re a good boy. Now, I take it things didn’t go well at the station?” 
 
      
 
    “No,” he replied, coldly, something of his anger coming back. He held onto it like a drowning man clutches at a spar. “The locker was empty.” 
 
      
 
    “Such a shame you had to go all that way for nothing. It was all a misunderstanding you see. The book was actually delivered here in your absence.” 
 
      
 
    “It was?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, I’m surprised you didn’t fall over it. And you can have your PC back anytime. I’ve just been making some enhancements. Things I think you will like.” 
 
      
 
    “Oh.” He felt more optimistic suddenly, but then something was still definitely off, he unseen forces giving him false hope, laughing behind the scenes. It was SO like those films!  
 
      
 
    “Go get the package, Elliot, and open it here. I want to see your relief.” 
 
      
 
    He went down to retrieve the parcel and it did seem to be about the right size and weight. Let her have his PC, he thought, as long as he had the book he would be all right. He could return the book the following day and say that his online identity was hacked if anyone found out about the advert for sale. 
 
      
 
    He was tempted to rip the cover off there and then, but he didn’t see there would be any advantage in disappointing her if she wanted to see him open it in the Skype view. He went upstairs, holding the package firmly in his hands. 
 
      
 
    “Check it’s OK,” she instructed, as he came back to the box room. 
 
      
 
    He tore open the package with trembling fingers. Inside it was a cardboard box, roughly of the correct dimensions. This he opened too, with a scissor blade, while she watched intently. 
 
      
 
    He frowned as he opened it. Inside was tissue paper and a couple of other items, but not the book. Not the book at all. One was a black collar with gleaming studs and a buckle. The other was a tube of steel rings, and loose rings with strange attachments. Also wire security seals and tiny pair of powerful cutters. 
 
      
 
    He looked at her Skype image, uncomprehending, the feeling of dread rising slowly through again, but this time much worse. Of course in the films things get worse before the evil forces are finally routed, but this was scant comfort. This was not a film set and he had no idea of the script. 
 
      
 
    She smiled, seeing the fear and confusion in his face. 
 
      
 
    “Now, we’ll see if you can be a good boy, Elliot. Take off your clothes.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    She sighed, and a flicker of irritation flashed in her eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Be warned, Elliot, I hate having to repeat myself.” 
 
      
 
    Her gaze hardened into malevolent black points that seemed to go right through him. 
 
      
 
    “Take off those fucking stupid clothes.” 
 
      
 
    He started, as if struck, and he surely should have resisted, would have ordinarily resisted, but the strangeness of the afternoon befuddled his wits. He was in alien country and had no clue what direction to take. As someone will who is confused at a situation, he went with the one who seemed to have confidence. 
 
      
 
    Slowly he removed his shirt, trousers and socks while she watched. 
 
      
 
    “And those hideous underpants,” she snapped, as he hesitated to expose his genitals. 
 
      
 
    He complied after the briefest hesitation. He was already afraid of her wrath. What gave women this assumption of authority, to be angry if you resisted them? 
 
      
 
    “There,” she said, letting out a satisfied breath, “that’s SO much better, isn’t it?” 
 
      
 
    Without his clothes he was vulnerable and self-conscious, weak and uncertain. There has so much of his character in his clothing. He never stood naked like that. He looked at the small image of himself in the Skype screen and did not recognise the white and rather shapeless form that looked back at him. He looked pathetic, as only an English middle class accountant without his clothes could. Glancing back at her he suddenly had the unnerving feeling that he was a patient being prepared for a dangerous and difficult operation, with her the surgeon and him the piece of meat to be operated on. 
 
      
 
    She smiled thinly, as if divining his thoughts. 
 
      
 
    “Now, put on the collar.” 
 
      
 
    It shouldn’t have really been a surprise. What on earth did he think the collar was for? But even so, he flinched at her words. 
 
      
 
    “No!” He blurted. 
 
      
 
    Then he was suddenly aware that she had gone perfectly still and it felt as if the room had drawn its breath in shock. He waited, tensed, as if he had depressed a plunger and a far away explosion was imminent. His breath came in gasps. 
 
      
 
    “Just try it on, Elliot,” she said coldly, every word discrete and perfectly formed, like tiny ice sculptures. “Humour me.” 
 
      
 
    He stared at her, and the silence grew between them. She waited, poised, as if she had all of eternity before her and it worried her not a jot. He began to tremble. Perhaps that easiest way out of this was indeed to humour her and get it over with. She was obviously a bit kinky and assumed for some reason that he was, too. 
 
      
 
    Elliot looked back down at the cardboard box and looked at the collar nestling among the other metallic objects that he did not recognise. He had to admit that it had an outrageous sort of sexiness. Hadn’t he always loved seeing it on sluts and whores in innumerable porn flicks? Did she think she was going to make him her slut? To his own amazement, a tiny part of him admitted some minuscule excitement at the thought, but he banished it firmly from his mind, concentrated on the cold facts. 
 
      
 
    He ran it through his head logically. Putting on a collar for five minutes meant nothing, but it might mean that he satisfied Her twisted need and once that was done, he could simply take it off again. 
 
      
 
    He reached for the leather band with this in mind, his hand trembling. But it was not the trembling in his hand that surprised and unnerved him. It was the tingle of energy the collar seemed to give off, and worse, the hardening in his cock. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it,” she said sweetly, “take it out and put it round your neck.” 
 
      
 
    Why was his cock getting hard? Why did the tingling energy not stop but increase up his arm, down to his aching crotch, his jutting, rock hard prick? What were his hands doing, opening the collar and raising it to his neck? 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” she crooned, softly, as she watched Elliot place it under his jaw and fumble with the buckle. 
 
      
 
    She loved every part of what she did to men, but the first time they wore her collar, the first time they realised that they wanted to, would always need to, was such an exquisite moment. 
 
      
 
    Elliot was confused. It was as though an extremely powerful and fundamental part of his psyche had suddenly woken up from slumber, unknown, unheralded, stirred into life by this woman and the touch of the collar. He positively glowed with energy, a sweet, tingling flow that made him gasp. 
 
      
 
    “Come close to the camera, idiot,” she said. 
 
      
 
    He obeyed, and the very act of obedience caused the strange font to suddenly flow even more, up from his crotch to every part of his body. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm…” she breathed, looking deep into his eyes. Then She laughed, a nickering, malicious chuckle, seeing the helpless surrender in him, the way he had to give up to the pleasure and transport of it. They all went the same way after that first experience. They spent their lives trying to reproduce it. They ran and denied and tried to flee it, poor dears, but their minds were forever imprinted with it. Nothing else came close. They were slaves to it. Slaves to any woman who understood how to use their power. Power that had been hidden. 
 
      
 
    Elliot stared into Her dark, amused eyes and feverishly tried to make sense of it. But his rational mind was a complete prisoner to the flood of profound pleasure and fulfilment that burned inside him, his thoughts meant nothing. They detracted from the purity and sacredness of what he had become and he let them go. He felt a unity of purpose and completeness that he had never guessed even existed. 
 
      
 
    “You are mine,” she said, and his body sang out an inner acknowledgement. 
 
      
 
    “Kneel,” she commanded. 
 
      
 
    He hardly needed to be told. He knew that he needed to do that. Needed to abase himself. 
 
      
 
    She gazed at him intently with every indication of enjoying it immensely, watching the sweetness and weakness glow like fire in his body as he knelt before her, seeing the way in which is eyes became vulnerable and pure, surprised, tender, and of course, tearful. The water welled up in his eyes and ran in streams down his face. Grateful tears. 
 
      
 
    “Awww…..” She said, with a thin smile that did not reach her dark eyes, except that there was a glitter of malice deep inside them. 
 
      
 
    “Such a good boy. Now, slave, the chastity device.” 
 
      
 
    That brought him round to some extent. Chastity device? 
 
      
 
    He remembered the steel parts in the package with the collar and turned to look. 
 
      
 
    “Chastity device?” He mumbled. 
 
      
 
    She made an impatient hiss and clicked on his web browser. Then she called up a YouTube video.  
 
      
 
    “Watch this and call me on Skype when it’s installed, cretin. Put the wire through but don’t seal it yet.” 
 
      
 
    With that, Her face disappeared, and he flinched at the sudden change. Again the lack of her presence seemed to leave his box room as empty as a vacant burial chamber. 
 
      
 
    No longer fixed on the power of her face, he continued to kneel on the carpet, elated, but confused and lightheaded. He did not comprehend any of this, but somehow the chemistry that she had started did not break down with her absence. Instead it seemed to feed on itself, and there was something inside him that was greedy for it, hungry for more. He was not remotely willing suddenly to regain his old equanimity, his cock was rock hard and his whole body trembled with dangerous energy. He reached up and felt the collar round his neck and a tingling sweetness went right through his body again, making him gasp. 
 
      
 
    What had she wanted him to do? That was the only important thing in his life at that moment. 
 
      
 
    He looked down at the gleaming steel parts in the package and took them up with trembling fingers. Chastity device? He had no clue as to how it was to be fitted, how it worked, or even really what it meant, but he knew that it would be even more significant than the collar. Once that was locked in place, there would be no more wanking. No escape from the beautiful submissive chemistry. Wasn’t that what he wanted, though? He shook his head. It was all so confusing. He knew deep down that this was not a good direction for him to take, every preconceived idea and conditioned sense of value spoke out strongly against it. This woman would only do him harm, he sensed, only exploit him and laugh at him. Even so, this thought made his cock harden again. 
 
      
 
    A plan formed in his head where he would orgasm and clear his head of all that terribly addictive and inspiring chemistry. If he could only cum and return to his senses, surely he would be able to resist. He knew that once he ejaculated he would return to normal and then he would find a way out. There had to be a way out. 
 
      
 
    He considered how she would react if he disobeyed and he shuddered. She seemed capable of anything and the public humiliation over selling a stolen book would probably only just the start of it. But surely he could front it out? Surely it was better to live with the suspicion of being a thief than fall in with Her twisted schemes and become an abject slave? The word made a ripple of warm fire dance through him, the thought of it, and he whimpered. 
 
      
 
    He realised that the worst part of it is that he didn’t want to escape. The need to submit to her ownership was overwhelming. He had tasted the bliss of surrender. He had experienced it, and the wonderful feeling was still coursing through him. He imagined presenting himself on Skype, his chastity device in place, and pictured her pleasure and approval. 
 
      
 
    He knew he had to wank, but nevertheless he reached up for the mouse with a trembling hand and clicked on the video to start the instruction. He was curious as to how the thing worked, and the very idea of a chastity device was fascinating. That there could be a demand for such a thing. That there were men walking about the streets now with their cock securely put out of use by some domineering female, hundreds of them, maybe thousands. That there were girls who were willing, maybe even determined, to impose that sort of discipline on a man, and reap the rewards in terms of attention and power. One of them being this woman, of course. 
 
      
 
    It was a promotional film by the manufacturer, and it about as clinical as it could be, but even so, Elliot found it extremely erotic. The cruel device was made in two parts, a ring that went behind the cock and balls, and a tube of metal rings that connected with it, slipping over the cock and then locking in place by means of a padlock. The man’s balls hung down between cock tube and ring, which were plainly far too close together to allow the balls to be drawn through if the wearer tried to pull his genitals out of the thing. It seemed fiendishly well designed. 
 
      
 
    Despite his strong misgivings, he was suddenly determined to get the thing on, if only out of curiosity. He didn’t actually have to then go on to let the woman lock it in place, after all. 
 
      
 
    He took up the gleaming stainless steel ring and positioned it so the little arm that connected with the cock tube was pointing away from his groin. Then he gently encouraged the first of his testicles to slip through. That was quite easy. It took a lot more work to get the second one to go through, but eventually it did, and the ring sat there quite firmly behind his balls. But his cock had to go through too, and the problem was his cock was rock hard. The man in the film had been limp. 
 
      
 
    It was a problem. He considered wanking himself off but he was desperate not to upset the beautiful new sense of himself, didn’t want to ruin the moment. He was afraid that he would lose out on the glorious destiny of enslavement that she had laid out before him. 
 
      
 
    He considered a moment. He had to take his mind off it somehow. He opened a drawer of his desk and took out the instruction book for the accounting software that he used. It was so out of date that it actually had a hard copy rather than an online resource, but it did fine for what Elliot required. He concentrated on an obscure point of fiscal practice and the means by which it is introduced into the electronic calculation and sure enough, before very long his penis began to droop. 
 
      
 
    When he thought it had softened enough, he quickly dropped the book and pushed his penis down into the flesh of the ball sack, then fed it under the gleaming steel of the ring and allowed it to spring out again the other side. He adjusted the skin till it was sitting nicely behind his cock and balls, which were inevitably rock hard again, but at least now the cock ring was in the correct position. He had to consult the accounting book again for a few minutes to allow his cock to once again subside and get small enough to go into the little tube of stainless steel rings that were to be its cage. 
 
      
 
    He managed it in the end and then moved it onto the little spar that protruded from the cock ring, slipping a rectangular tube fitting over till it was past the little hole at the end of the steel bar. He picked up one of the wire security seals and fed the end of the wire through it. The cock ring and cage were then connected, the wire preventing the rectangular section attached to the cage slipping off the steel bar of the ring. Once the seal was fully closed, there could be no escape. The thought gave him an inward shudder of fear and pleasure, but he needed to give himself utterly to this woman, to make his fear and pleasure complete. 
 
      
 
    With a trembling hand, he directed the mouse to the Skype control window on his computer.  
 
      
 
    He almost clicked on the ‘call’ button but hesitated at the last moment. He knew deep within himself that he was an extremely bad idea, but he pictured her getting more and more impatient as she waited and he knew that there was no trying to resist, no point in delaying the inevitable. It was already an overriding thought to minimise pissing her off. The only way of doing that was to please her as much as possible. 
 
      
 
    He clicked on the mouse and let out a groan as the software began making the connection. 
 
      
 
    There was a moment’s pause and suddenly she was there again, making him jump and flinch back.  
 
      
 
    “All done?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-es,” he replied, his mouth dry. 
 
      
 
    “Gooooood,” she purred. “Let’s see then. Stand up and show me.” 
 
      
 
    He stood up on unsteady legs till his trapped penis was in the camera view. 
 
      
 
    “Now, run the cable through the seal and pull it tight.” 
 
      
 
    He obeyed her, though his hands were shaking so much that it took a few attempts. He was most afraid of trying her patience, which made it worse, but actually, when he glanced up fearfully, she seemed to be enjoying his anxiety. 
 
      
 
    At last the wire was through the tiny, close fitting hole in the body of the seal and he pulled it tight, drawing it up to the chastity device till it lay there snugly.  
 
      
 
    “Trim the end with the cutters.” 
 
      
 
    He picked them out of the package and succeeded in snipping off the wire end. It was much more difficult than he would have imagined. The slim but tough aircraft wire defeated his first two attempts, but eventually he managed to force the jaws of the cutters closed and cut it with a sharp snap.  The pliers were beautifully engineered with knuckle action that doubled the travel of the handle squeeze and halved the jaw action, but in doing so doubled the pressure over a shorter distance, allowing a small pair of cutters to act like a much bigger tool. Elliot realised that an ordinary pair of pliers would have no chance of doing anything more than denting the bright steel. 
 
      
 
    “There,” she said, with satisfaction, “now show me how grateful you are.” 
 
      
 
    Elliot stared at her for a moment, but then realised she was quite right. She had taken his manhood away and locked it in a steel cage, and put a collar round his neck. He should have been outraged and angry, but that wasn’t what he was feeling. He felt charged by a strange sort of sweet and forgetful energy, tingling right through his body.  The feel of the collar round his neck and the steel clamp on his balls just added to it, enhanced it, guaranteed it. Her Power seemed to grip his soul, and the more he gave himself up to it, the more enjoyable and inspirational it was. 
 
      
 
    “Kneel before Your Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    He did so, pushing the chair away and getting down on the carpet, gazing up at Her with adoring, vulnerable eyes.  
 
      
 
    She smiled thinly and drank in his adoration. 
 
      
 
    “That’s it, bitch,” she said softly. 
 
      
 
    He only made a sort of strangled gasp of acknowledgement. He had never felt like this before. He knew deep down that this was dangerous, that he was being sucked down into murky waters, that She meant him no good, only malice and cruelty, but he could not resist. The current was so full of pleasure and blissful fire, he had never felt so alive, so good. Somehow She had awakened him, and he knew with a shudder of despair that there would be no undoing it, no denying it. 
 
      
 
    “Now, idiot,” she said, “You have only one purpose in life, to please me. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes……” he searched for something to call Her. “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    Indeed that was exactly how he felt. Pleasing Her would bring more pleasure and excitement and fulfilment than he ever knew existed. Displeasing Her was suddenly unthinkable. 
 
      
 
    “Good,” she said. “I own this computer, and I fucking own you.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    He frowned at his PC. Somehow in all the strangeness of that afternoon, he had not even really wondered properly about the failure of his password at the auction site, and the new login on his computer. 
 
      
 
    “How…?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh,” She said, airily, examining Her beautiful red nails. “It was easy. After You opened the malware and phishing app that let me see all your passwords.” 
 
      
 
    “What?” 
 
      
 
    She sighed in mock despair. 
 
      
 
    “It works every time without fail. All I have to call it is ‘Dildo Fun’, or anything like that, and you have to click on it, even when it’s screaming out warning after warning. Can’t help yourselves. You just have to see it, don’t you?” 
 
      
 
    She laughed throatily. 
 
      
 
    “Now all your passes have changed and I am the only admin. You have no rights, which is just as it should be, isn’t it, cretin?” 
 
      
 
    “Y-yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    “Yes,” She repeated, laughing again. “And that’s the way it’s going to STAY, believe me.” 
 
      
 
    She regarded Her new acquisition for a while, enjoying the way he trembled and looked at Her with such rapt attention. 
 
      
 
    “Now, slave,” she said, coolly, “I expect it’s all a little overwhelming for you at the moment, all a little unreal.” 
 
      
 
    He nodded. It was certainly true. 
 
      
 
    “It will seem doubly so when I log off in a moment, and leave you all alone. But have no doubt…..” She laughed at this. A long, throaty, nickering sound that froze his blood. “Have NO doubt that this is 100% fucking real.” 
 
      
 
    He winced at the intensity of her stare. 
 
      
 
    “I’ll take the advert for the book down, but if you interfere with that chastity device, or give me any other sort of shit, it goes straight back up and I’ll make sure everyone knows about it. You will feel scared and desperate at times, and all sorts of wild plans will go through your head. Ignore them all, Elliot. Plans are not for you anymore, plans are for me. You just fucking obey. Understand?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Mistress.” 
 
      
 
    He said it automatically, because a moment’s hesitation or silence was somehow unthinkable. 
 
      
 
    She smiled thinly and Her black eyes glittered. 
 
      
 
    “You wouldn’t want it any other way.” 
 
      
 
    It was true he was finding Her possessive and domineering language extremely erotic, though an undertow of fear and uncertainty roiled in his stomach and at the back of his mind a hundred objections and questions were poised to make themselves heard. 
 
      
 
    “Now, I’ll be in touch. If you have any trouble with the chastity device, let me know at once. It’ll be a few hours before it settles down and a long while before it's fully incorporated. Don’t worry if you go a bit blue for a bit at first. That’s normal, pet. These things take time.” 
 
      
 
    And with that, She was gone.  
 
      
 
    Elliot stayed there for a moment, kneeling on the carpet, the elation and warm energy making him gasp. He had always found anyone who knelt to anything totally incomprehensible, even dehumanising. All those people prostrating to whatever religion; he had looked on them all with a mixture of contempt and disbelief. Yet there he was, kneeling in ecstasy on the carpet of his own home, abasing himself completely to this woman who’s name he did not even know. Kneeling and not wanting to get up, not wanting to lose the beautiful feeling of entrapment and powerlessness, his caged cock hanging down between his legs, heavy with the new steel cage. He shook his head, trying and failing to make sense of it.  
 
      
 
    Despite the overwhelmingly positive chemistry of his submission, he felt utterly exhausted and sore. His whole body ached. He hadn’t realised that he had been holding himself in a rigid posture the whole time while She was on screen, as if he were on parade. Now that She was gone, every muscle and joint ached.  
 
      
 
    Eventually, with some reluctance, he got painfully to his feet. The chastity device moved with him, swinging against his thighs. His penis was a purple colour, and looked bruised, just as she had predicted. It might help if he could stop being so turned on and aroused, but he was still very much in the grip of the erotic energy. The very fact of the device being locked around him was enough to keep all of that flowing. Her iron grip around his prick, locked in place. No escape. No hope. He groaned, half with pleasure, half in horror. It was so confusing. The collar accentuated this feeling of captivity and he felt strangely reluctant to remove it, as if he were moving his hands through glue. He knew that he had to though, in order to get any rest, to get any relief. He unbuckled it eventually and put it next to his PC. It lay by the keyboard, full of wicked energy and sinister purpose, the pointed studs bright and the ring at the front was a perfect, gleaming circle.  
 
      
 
    He tore his eyes away with an effort and took up his underpants with shaking hands. He put his feet through the leg holes and pulled them up. Male underwear met sissy chastity device, and it was an awkward combination. The underpants went up to his waist more or less all right, but the new bulge pulled them out of alignment, and the leg holes had to stretch. It was quite painful to compress his balls, and get the tube as far into his crotch as possible, but it was going to have to be like that to try and hide it. 
 
      
 
    He pulled his trousers up gingerly and passed them over the bulging underpants. As his mind focussed this new anxiety, his cock began to relax a little bit, and it was not too difficult to fix his trousers in place in such a way that the cock cage was not too apparent. He went to the mirror at the end of the upstairs landing and tried to see how obvious the bulge was. He adjusted it in several different ways and found one the seemed to offer reasonable concealment. Hopefully men would not be looking there, and women would probably be impressed more than anything, assuming that he was hung like a horse! 
 
      
 
    He smiled slightly at that, the first expression he had worn for a while that was not deadpan surprise, adoration or despair. 
 
      
 
    He went back to sit down in the office chair next to his PC. This operation would not normally entail any thought, but with the chastity device, he had to find a way of sitting that was not too uncomfortable but at the same time not too revealing. Eventually, pushing the tube somewhat to one side down his left leg, he found a sitting posture that answered the need reasonably well. He was just going to have to get used to being uncomfortable all the time.  
 
      
 
    His phone beeped and he looked at it absently. Then he looked harder. An Amazon purchase was going through his account. Webcams, to be delivered the next day. Of course, she had his amazon password. They were all stored on his computer and Her admin rights would find a way to obtain them. Six of them? His heart sank and he shivered with excitement at the same time. She meant to keep an eye on him, obviously. 
 
      
 
    The blissful submissive energy did not easily dissipate, but as the minutes passed, but now fear and anxiety began to seriously intrude. He did not trust Her at all to be sensible and reasonable. She did not seem fully sane, when he thought about it. Had he become the victim of a lunatic, caught in an unhinged, destructive spiral that would quickly end in violence and ruin? 
 
      
 
    He heard Her laugh again and the very thought of Her destroying him like an insect was actually intensely erotic. It did not make sense, but it was the truth. It was mad, but it was real.  
 
      
 
    He shook his head. His mind was racing, knowing that he was in danger and had to escape. Escape somehow, but how?  
 
      
 
    The laughter went through his head again, and the very fact of his struggle was erotic too, the useless squirming of a victim in chains, the intense pleasure of being locked and secured against all his useless efforts to escape. The deep need to be caught, caged, dominated by a Female. It was a need he had not fully realised he even had, but now it had been awoken in him, it easily overrode all his misgivings. 
 
      
 
    Somewhere in the back of his mind, he knew that he had to ejaculate, had to spill these mind binding chemicals, to clear his head of the cloying web of submissive pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He looked down at his captive cock and groaned. How was he going to be able to do that? 
 
      
 
    He undid his trousers and pulled down his underpants. The chastity device gleamed and flickered in the flat offices light as it swung slightly with his movements. 
 
      
 
    He knelt on the box room carpet and tried feverishly working the cage between his legs but it was locked so firmly round the back of his balls that he could hardly generate any friction on the cockhead. He tried squeezing his little finger in between the steel coils of the tube but he could hardly touch his helmet at all. He began to realise was a fiendishly powerful device the cock cage was. He felt all the pleasure of entrapment, but was utterly unable to do anything about it. He glowed with the knowledge of Her power over him, the physical manifestation of it, but he could not take it to its ecstatic conclusion, could not end the chemistry as before with his sexual moments in a shuddering climax. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had not had much sex in recent years, if you didn’t count the private sessions over the internet, sometimes with live camwhores or more often while watching the endless amounts of online porn. But it had always been on his terms, in his time, and to his requirements. This was the first time since he had been married that he was making any sort of compromise with this time and life for a female, and he saw how that had ended. 
 
      
 
    He shuddered slightly as he realised that he was not making any compromises with the woman who had locked him into a chastity device. She was dictating, and he was obeying. She was not the sort of person to compromise with, or seemed amenable to negotiation. This made another surge of pleasure go through him for some unaccountable reason. 
 
      
 
    He got to his feet eventually, giving it up, but he spent a while longer staring at the device, fingering and tweaking it. 
 
      
 
    Eventually he had to try and take his mind off it as best he could and try to relax. The only place had to be his favourite armchair. He pulled up his underpants and trousers again and went unsteadily downstairs to the sitting room. 
 
      
 
    He normally flopped unceremoniously into his chair, with a contented sigh, but he had to lower himself gingerly in the chastity device, and it didn’t seem that there was any position what was entirely comfortable in his trousers, try as he might to find one. The only time the device didn’t complain was when it hung loosely and naturally, when he was naked. 
 
      
 
    It was amazing to him how good it had felt to be naked. To be divested of those crumpled, shapeless draperies of shirt and trousers, which had been all his life a sort of essential armour and psychological necessity for so many years. 
 
      
 
    Elliot had never felt good naked before. His body wasn’t the sort of object that bore exposure too well, and he had always envied the men who had stripped to the waist at the first summer opportunity in the certain knowledge that they would always provoke envy rather than ridicule by so doing. He had always taken off his clothes with reluctance, especially before having sex, knowing that he was not revealing anything that was going to enhance the situation, or make the woman’s heart race. 
 
      
 
    But that had all changed with the chastity device. He felt sexy now. He knew that the woman who had locked him into it would take pleasure from seeing him pathetically secure in the stainless little cage. He was now a sex object and it gave him a thrill of delight. He could photograph himself and put it online and know that it would be exciting for a proportion of the viewing public. ‘Mistress Mindy’s Chastity Slave’, or whatever Her actual name was. He giggled at the thought. 
 
      
 
    Instead of women looking on him with contempt, unless he paid them, which was the standard situation, he could imagine now that he would inspire very different reactions. It might still be contempt, but there would be excitement too, approval perhaps, of a sadistic kind. Certainly there would be enjoyment on their part, even if it were surprise and a superficial puzzlement. Seriously, what female that ever lived would not privately enjoy seeing a man trapped and at their mercy, with a chastity device locked in place to which they had the only key, guaranteeing obedience, reverence and control? 
 
      
 
    As a woman might enjoy the movements of her breasts and sway of her hips as she moved, Elliot enjoyed the new weight and hang of the cage as he got up, knowing that he was an object of sexual fascination for the first time in his life. A limp cock was no one’s idea of a turn on, but a limp cock locked in a chastity cage was something different entirely. It was like hips or breasts, it had a constant sexual charge. Women were blessed or cursed with physical assets that radiated a continual power of attraction, whether they wanted it or not. Even covering them up entirely just left men imagining what lay underneath. Men on the other hand had sex organs that shrivelled away into nothing when not aroused, becoming effectively invisible. Not so now with the chastity device. He was now to some extent under that Female burden, the ‘always on’ electricity.  
 
      
 
    Females always had to take into account the degree of attractiveness they presented to the male view. It was impossible to turn if off altogether, but it was easy to turn it up and down, depending on how sexualised and revealing the clothing. Whatever the setting decided upon, it is always a daily compromise and a constant source of anxiety. So too now, Elliot realised, it was in a sense with himself.  
 
      
 
    Everything he did after this, everything he wore, and everywhere he went, he had to consider the chastity device. A woman’s worry about the availability of a lavatory would be his too, since he had to sit like a Female to urinate. That was another highly amusing aspect of chastity from their point of view, he had absolutely no doubt. 
 
      
 
    He began to tremble then and suddenly felt like crying. It was as though the armchair was his old life, a life he could never get back to. He heard Her evil laughter in the back of his mind, and shuddered at the sound. He sensed Her pleasure and enjoyment at his distress, the profound effect She was already having over his life. Was nothing ever going to be the same for him now? 
 
      
 
    As he struggled to get comfortable, confused and exhausted, it seemed to him obvious that wouldn’t be able to cope with it. Surely he would have to  rip the thing off. Like the physical rejection of a new organ, for the device felt as intimate and integrated as a transplant, he suddenly felt an overwhelming need to take the device off. He hesitated a moment, trying to see a path ahead of him as if he were playing chess. He would move so, and then She might do this or that, then he would do something further to counter it, then what would She have left to do…. 
 
      
 
    He would surely be able to spin a yarn about someone else stealing the book and using his hacked ID to sell it if She were really serious about going through with her threat? He saw what he would have to do. He would take off the device now by snipping the wire, and go to the Hensford Park authorities to explain that his personal security had been compromised. He would pre-empt matters before She had even made her spiteful move. 
 
      
 
    He went upstairs to get the cutters, his heart full of hope. He took up the reassuringly strong tool and lowered his trousers and then pulled down his underpants. He looked at the gleaming steel of his cage and hesitated. It was the sheer beauty of the device that gave him pause. It was so neatly fixed around his flaccid, disinterested prick. It fitted so snugly, as if it were meant to be there. It seemed a crime to break it apart, or do any violence to it. He felt his prick begin to stir and start to fill the short tube of rings. Did he really want to go back to the flaccid, uninteresting penis that was well worth covering up in all those boring clothes? 
 
      
 
    He groaned and tried to keep the sexual thoughts from crowding into his mind. If only he could cum! He knew that if he could only orgasm then his mind would suddenly be clear and he would be able to act. But he could not cum. That power, as every other power, had been taken away. He had to live with this sexuality, not spill his load and then deny it. 
 
      
 
    He was so confused and conflicted. Whatever he did now, if She was serious about Her threat, he life was not going to be the same. He pictured Her face and his spirit quailed before the ready cruelty and malicious amusement in Her eyes. He did not doubt that She said nothing that She was not perfectly prepared to go through with. 
 
      
 
    It seemed to be a choice between breaking out of the cage and his reputation being ruined, or submitting to Her discipline and at least preserving the facade of normality with the outside world, while suffering untold humiliations in private. 
 
      
 
    He knew with cold certainty deep inside which one he HAD to choose. He had always known. Better to die on your feet, than live on your knees. He summoned up his manliness and pride. He wasn’t going to be anyone’s slave. He was a free man. He reached for the snippers again. 
 
      
 
    But again he hesitated. He couldn’t understand why. He sought inside himself for the reason. His mind was made up, but it seemed unable to act, powerless to execute its decision. His hand would not move. 
 
    The tingling sweetness rose slowly inside him. The warm, heady feeling of submission to Her. 
 
      
 
    NO!!! 
 
      
 
    But there was no denying it. He saw that thin, cruel smile on Her face as he began to melt inside, accepting, celebrating, enjoying Her power, savouring his descent into servitude. 
 
      
 
    He suddenly knew why he couldn’t cut the lock off and release his prick. He actually adored it. It seemed to satisfy a deep need that he hadn’t even realised he had. 
 
      
 
    He groaned and grovelled on the carpet, imagining Her standing over him, Her hands imperiously on Her hips, a contemptuous smile on Her face as She watched him worship Her shoes, kiss the shiny toes and lick the heels in abject surrender. The more he gave himself up to Her, the more intense the pleasure. 
 
      
 
    Tears squeezed out from the corner of his eyes, the blissful feeling was so overwhelming. He whimpered slightly as the realisation dawned. She owned him. She really did. How long had it taken Her to take over his life so profoundly? A couple of hours? 
 
      
 
    How had she known? He certainly hadn’t remotely suspected that he could react like that, that he was even capable of so intense and transformative a pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He felt so energised and yet exhausted, trembling with a pleasure that both inspired and drained him. It drove his heart hard, but depleted his reserves in a feverish, enforced concentration, bringing him no stability or peace, but hunger and desire. 
 
      
 
    He knew somewhere deep inside him that he was being possessed by something that meant him no good, would only lead to evil ends, but it already felt far too late. 
 
      
 
    He dressed himself again and went downstairs to his armchair and let out a breath, but his heart refused to slow down. It seemed intent on eating up the last of his energy.  He reflected that he could have wanked himself off if it had been yesterday and spilled all the tension and desire into his hand. He could have freed himself and gotten his life back, at least for a while. Got some relief. But that was no longer possible. He groaned and put his hand to the bulge in his trousers that concealed the steel rings of the cock cage. It sent a thrill through his body, but nothing like enough to get an orgasm. The cruel steel only teased, teased, endlessly teased as he moved, making its presence felt but never allowing proper stimulation. It was like expert Female fingers just brushing his cock head, tickling the shaft that strained to expand but could not, endlessly extending the moment, the excitement, the need.. 
 
      
 
    “No…” he whimpered, but all he could hear was Her nickering laughter in his head, totally without mercy and loving his endless, subtle torture. What hell had she come from? 
 
      
 
    If he couldn’t get relief by cumming, he had to try and think of something else, trying and get it out of his mind. He knew that it would be easier said than done, but there were so many things that he had to do. Getting himself a meal, progressing the accounts that he had undertaking to put right from a local haulage business, looking after some orders for the garden ornaments he specialised him. Getting his front room tidy.  
 
      
 
    He was reluctant to get going with it. Slow to leave the heady excitement of enslavement to Her, the worship of Her, but he knew that he had to do it, had to try and preserve his sanity. 
 
      
 
    He looked round at the familiar lines and ambience of his room, trying to use them to rescue that identity that now seemed so difficult to recapture. He felt like he was drowning, reaching out his hands towards the shore he had always known, but swept out to sea by a dark undertow he had no idea had ever been there. All was chaos, mystery, and fear. 
 
      
 
    Bit by bit, he forced himself to be about his tasks. He had no appetite, but made himself a sandwich anyway, of good country ham. He took a bite, which tasted like ashes, his mouth dry. He had a jolt then, remembering a film in which a woman bitten by a vampire tried to eat normal food and found she was repelled by it. It seemed appropriate, the change had been so profound, the awakening so all consuming. 
 
      
 
    He felt himself trembling, heard his heart beating. His clothes felt like a disguise, a mockery of pretence, but he held onto them desperately, trying to remember the person who a couple of hours ago had felt so natural and comfortable in them. 
 
      
 
    Paracetamol, he thought, feeling feverish and aching. That would help. 
 
      
 
    He watched the effervescent pills fizz and dissolve in the glass of water. There was something sinister about them. They hissed like snakes and he shuddered as if he was in danger of getting bitten. The medicine took on the form of a witch’s brew, potent and destructive, full of venom and unholy transport. He picked it up and felt his cock harden painfully in the cage as he gulped it down, accepting it inside him, taking it deep, swallowing. 
 
      
 
    He washed out the glass, still aroused, and felt despair creep up his spine, betrayed by his own nature. How could you fight an enemy who was inside you? Was it an enemy, or was it the waking truth that had merely been hidden, called into life by Her Word, summoned with eldritch spells that had long ago been forgotten, but now went from mouth to mouth, Female to Female, strength to strength. He felt utterly compelled by it, whatever it was. 
 
      
 
    He supposed that She was finished with him for the day, until the webcams arrived tomorrow. Finished with him, but he was not finished with Her. He craved Her Presence. What could he use to fill the void that She left? Asked another way, what sense of presence could equate to Her, be an adequate substitute? He felt despair rise in him again. Nothing. 
 
      
 
    Only distraction was possible. Perhaps if he could have wanked himself off, he might have been able to dismiss that terrible yearning, at least for a while. Twenty minutes he had heard. The time it took for male sexual chemistry to recover after orgasm. Twenty minutes of confusion and loss. He didn’t even have that much. He had none. 
 
      
 
    Food was usually the highlight of the evening, but that was gone. He could not concentrate on a book. He looked at something he could stream on his TV, but nothing really appealed. It was just like he was a teenager suffering from some sort of monster crush. It shouldn’t have been possible at his age. He should be past all that by a mile. In the back of his mind he remembered something from a science program saying about how the human male remained capable of fathering children right into their old age as an advantageous evolutionary advantage, and being sexually active right through the year, instead of just during a predetermined seasonal window. He groaned, thinking that it was very true. Older man could still do some incredibly stupid things over a girl. He had never understood it before and looked on men who fell for feminine charms with contempt, but there was little feeling of such superiority in him now. 
 
      
 
    But it was more than that, he mused, trying to think. It wasn’t just sex. Not that at all. It was the giving up, the surrendering, the relief. Yes, relief. The setting down of the burden of identity. The release of his soul to Her, the offering up of his memories, character, uniqueness, sense of self; for Her to consume, eradicate, and absorb with evident pleasure and satisfaction. 
 
      
 
    His penis was rock hard at these thoughts, but sexual pleasure was only a small part of the bliss that tingled and glowed through his body. It was so hard to understand, but why bother to understand it? He was giving up the questioning, rational part of himself. She was taking that into Herself and replacing it with the dark poison of Her Presence, seeding him with Her Evil, sinuous growths, filling him with a purity of worship that amazed and transfigured him, overwhelmed him. 
 
      
 
    Was there anything so precious about him before that he should feel sorry for having lost it? Elliot Bonham, the great character who would be missed by all? In some deep part of himself, he felt that something essential was indeed imperilled, some tiny mote of a greater spiritual identity that was worth everything, some loving gateway, a higher calling that would one day lead him back to the heaven that all sought for, and all instinctively felt the lack of. He knew he needed to hold onto that, hold it as tightly as he could, and never give it up, but he knew also that it was precisely this quality that the woman desired most, enjoyed most, hungered for most. Of all morsels, the male soul was Her preferred repast and She consumed it with the utmost relish and enjoyment. 
 
      
 
    He mewed like a kitten as he realised this, knowing that the exercises in submission had already mostly accomplished this end, and that he would not be able to refuse Her, would have to kneel and offer it to Her, and then have to watch as She slowly, ecstatically consumed it. 
 
      
 
    Perhaps there was still a way out…. 
 
      
 
    He closed his eyes and groaned. He felt as weak as a kitten, but his mind was somewhat less in pain as the paracetamol took effect. 
 
      
 
    He must eat and get his rest, though he still wanted to kneel and worship and luxuriate in that incredible energy. Must eat and sleep. Must come to his senses. 
 
      
 
    Nothing had any savour. He had heard that drug addicts get a stage where they can’t really eat normal food and get by on ice cream and other energy rich subsitutes. He felt a little bit like that. He managed to down a peanut butter sandwich, which at least had plenty of calories in it. It tasted like ashes in his mouth. 
 
      
 
    And the things that he would normally do to relax in the evening were utterly useless to him. He took no pleasure in comedy. His face remained slack and vacant, and the concerns of characters in serious films seemed a total irrelevance, an exercise in blindness and confusion. Didn’t any of them know that total submission to a Female was the only thing that worked? 
 
      
 
    In the end he worked on the accountancy project that he had undertaken for a small local firm, and finally he found something that at least allowed his sanity to survive. The neat rows of figures and credit and debit columns were such a salve to his disordered and distressed state of mind. All of a sudden the world made sense again, and it was all mathematically sound, perfectly balanced. He could see the tendencies and trends, calculate future value against depreciation, take fiscal disturbances into account, and advise as to how big a proportion of income was required to offset capital expenditure as the business matured.  
 
      
 
    He sighed as he worked and paused for a moment. He did feel more like his old self, but the problem was that none of these small businessmen ever took his advice. They all dipped into the till and went to the pub with a wad of cash. Life was not ordered and predictable. He nodded to himself. They spurned a life of order for the energy of chaos, went from the quiet poise of the office with all its prissy arrangements straight to the places where the opposite was happening, where you could get drunk, get laid, get punched, get arrested, get drugs, get anything except peace and quiet. 
 
      
 
    Eillot had always racked his brains as to how intelligent people could ever be so stupid and impulsive, but now he felt he was beginning to understand. He had never been much of a party animal, but now the energy, glitter and danger seemed suddenly very seductive, full of incredible potential. It was as though he was an adolescent again, after his first date. 
 
      
 
    He bent down to the figures again and made himself concentrate.  
 
      
 
    Eventually, he found that he had to stop. The balance sheets had all been completed and he needed a break. He knew that he should probably eat some more, but his stomach had somehow shrivelled into nothing. He remembered that eating something appetising was normally the highlight of the day for him. Now he couldn’t think of anything that really appealed to him at all. He stopped a sob escaping from his lips. Was there nothing that She hadn’t in some way taken away from him? 
 
      
 
    The other thing that kept him sane in the evenings was watching something interesting on the TV. Surely that would be just the same and he would be able to forget about the cage moving awkwardly under his trousers? He should be able to find a comfortable position. But what to watch? 
 
      
 
    He tried a comedy, but found that he couldn’t laugh. He tried a thriller, but found that he couldn’t follow the plot for very long. The TV series that he was working his way through suddenly seemed incredibly tedious.  
 
      
 
    He gave up and switched it off. As soon as he did so, he thought about his own situation and suddenly he realised what was happening. 
 
      
 
    He wasn’t a spectator anymore. He didn’t need to immerse himself in the excitement of someone else’s life in order to cope with his own uninteresting hours. He didn’t need a story to take him away from reality. Reality was suddenly more interesting than what was on the TV. He considered the characters on the screen. How many of them were locked into chastity and in danger of their souls being eaten from the inside by a harpy of hell? 
 
      
 
    He giggled at the very outrageousness of it, and his prick hardened again in the the confines of the cage. 
 
      
 
    He got up out of the armchair. Such things were for retired people. He knelt on the carpet, imagining her there, in front of him. He gave himself up to the bliss of surrender to Her, planting his forehead again and again where he imagined the gleaming, PVC toes of Her sexy boots were. What was any film compared to this? 
 
      
 
    He had become suddenly remarkable, interesting, a player in a deadly game. She had dealt him in, and dictated his cards. He was no longer a spectator. 
 
      
 
    Nevertheless, the hours of the evening still yawned before him, and it was too early to go to bed. 
 
      
 
    He saw that there was a horror film on one of the channels that featured a witch, and there at last he found some sort of macabre, haunted interest. Of course the action followed the usual pattern, where the witch transported from a former time initially makes progress and seems to win with her combination of trickery, eroticism and magical powers. The way in which the evil revenant was foiled and her enchantments broken by the ordinary, moralistic heroes outraged him. He was sure that in reality, the beautiful witch would win every time. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, he had to try and sleep. He felt like a zombie, made up of lifeless, tired flesh but yet animated by a burning hunger that drove him relentlessly off to some destructive, evil purpose. His mind felt burnt out, his soul an empty space, only the desire and submissive energy remained, as if they were a consuming fire made for the very purpose of consuming his identity, his ego, his personality. 
 
      
 
    He went up to his room, undressed, and lay under the covers, trying to use breathing exercises to relax. But it was no good. His imagination kept putting visions before his eyes, depraved, maddening scenes, fantasies of submission, worship and debasement. The chastity device made every change of position a complicated, painful manoeuvre. He found at one point that he was actually praying to God, which is something that he would never normally contemplate. The device remained locked around his straining penis, and he heard her laughter again. Here was the tale of the witch and the forces of goodness again, and he thrashed and struggled against her evil enchantments to no avail whatsoever, and the complete failure of his attempts to free his thoughts made the submissive pleasure even greater. 
 
      
 
    During the night, he may have slept and he may not. Elliot found the two difficult to tell apart. Waking dream or subliminal fantasy, thoughts about the woman ran continuously through this head, till he was sure he was going mad.  
 
      
 
    He got up at one stage and took another paracetamol, his hand shaking as he popped the pills into his mouth. This is not good, he thought, gulping down the water and coughing. The bathroom was all gleaming tiles and chrome tubing in the artificial light, reminding him of a scene from a hospital or asylum. It was as though his world was not lit by the sun anymore, but some corpse light from hell. He looked down at the cock cage, swinging heavy between his legs, and that seemed entirely in keeping with the rest of the nightmarish scene.  
 
      
 
    Surely if he cut if off and wanked, unlocked it and spilled all that evil energy, then he would be able to sleep properly. He could imagine the relief, the sweetness of it, the embrace of the quiet, soothing bed sending him away to restorative, natural sleep instead of this restless agony. 
 
      
 
    But he couldn’t do it. 
 
      
 
    It was incomprehensible to him. He had always been such a believer in ‘free will’ and the ability of the individual to dictate his or her own behaviour. He had owned his life, considered every part of it to be his own creation. He had made his own decisions and had made himself exactly as he had wanted. He had done it ‘his way’. He had nothing but contempt for addicts of any kind, people who became ‘dependent’ on anything, be it drugs, gambling, or whatever else. 
 
      
 
    He held his head in his hands. His mind issued the orders, but his body refused to obey. Tiny voices shrill and faint in his head, warning voices, but Her laughter drowned them all out, effortless, gloating, evil. He shuddered at the pleasure of it, the bliss of it, even as it was driving him insane. 
 
      
 
    Lyrics from an old song came into his head It’s a rat trap, and you’re caught. 
 
      
 
    He imagined that a trapped animal probably didn’t spend much time sleeping, but lived through a nightmare of uncomprehending terror, waiting for the owner of the trap to arrive and decide its fate. There was no rush on the part of the trapper. He imagined Her sleeping soundly, a faint smile on Her face, and again the rush of blissful submission glowed through him. 
 
      
 
    He went into the box room and retrieved the collar, and buckled it round his neck. It was an admission of failure, an acceptance of the inevitable, and felt beautiful and pure and perfect. 
 
      
 
    He gave himself up to the wondrous energy of submission. 
 
      
 
    Eventually, the spring sun rose and beat against the drapes of his east facing bedroom. He felt very weak. He had an initial flare of hope that the whole thing had been a dream, but the weight of the chastity device and the feel of the collar round his neck soon brought him back to reality with a nasty jar. Then a thrill of submissive pleasure went through him like sweet electricity he was suddenly happy that it was real…..it was so confusing! 
 
      
 
    When the phone beeped his heart leapt. That phrase was as hackneyed and as over used in books as any phrase could possibly be, and it had never been applicable to Elliot Bonham before, yet that was the only way to describe it as the ‘ping’ of an incoming email came through. Maybe it was Her, using his business address again! 
 
      
 
    ‘His heart fell’ is really in the same overused category, but again, it was entirely apt in this case for Elliot when he saw that it was only a request for funds from a charitably organisation that he had been foolish enough to get entangled with earlier that year. The girl who rang had not even been associated with the charity, he recalled, but subcontracted in as a professional cold caller. 
 
      
 
    He was not used to being anxious or expectant about phone messages. He examined the screen more closely to see whether She had tried to contact him through the night, but there was no sign of it. 
 
      
 
    He sighed, wondering what She might want him to do today. He supposed that he should do what he normally did so far as possible, but did he really want to go to Hensford House and do his shift there? They would surely notice that there was something different about him. There would be none of the usual swagger, Elliot knew, and what if someone noticed that there was a bulge in his trousers? Men generally didn’t let their eyes wander towards another man’s crotch, but what about women. What about the waitress? What about Miss Alberts? 
 
      
 
    He decided not to go that morning, but as he was absently shaving his face in the bathroom mirror he suddenly realised that if he didn’t go, someone else was going to have to take the library spot and that other person, whoever it was, might just take an interest in the row of alarmed books. Damn! He had to remain in the library until he had gotten the Metamorphoses from Her, and the real book returned to its place. It was just as well that the house only opened in the mornings at weekdays. He had till the weekend to sort things out. 
 
      
 
    He considered trying to get hold of her somehow, maybe buzz Her on Skype, or try the email address from the day before, but before he could act on it, there was an especially sharp ‘ping’ from his phone, and he saw that it was a message from an unknown number. As the phone unlocked, the first line of the text appeared: 
 
      
 
    Morning, slave. 
 
      
 
    He felt as though he had been punched, but a rush of pleasure swept through him, too. He wondered for a second how She had obtained his number, but She had complete access to his PC, so a phone number was an easy matter no doubt. 
 
      
 
    Good morning, Goddess, he texted back. 
 
      
 
    Skype, now. 
 
      
 
    He hurried upstairs, his chastity device awkward between his legs as he went. He could hear the ‘Incoming Call’ tones coming from the box room and he hurried towards them. 
 
      
 
    He pressed the ‘Accept Call’ button and then sank immediately onto his knees in the same position he had adopted the day before. He didn’t think about it, he just did it. 
 
      
 
    Her face appeared suddenly on his screen and he jumped a little, as if he had been shocked by electricity. 
 
      
 
    She smiled to see him kneeling in his chastity device and collar, a  predatory, hungry smile, and Her black eyes glittered. 
 
      
 
    “Worship,” she said, curtly. 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Goddess.” 
 
      
 
    And Elliot did, with complete conviction and humility, putting his head to the carpet and drinking in the marvellous submissive energy that poured through him. Poured from Her, he was convinced, despite the physical separation. Poured like a golden, dominating river all round and through him, powerful and wonderful beyond words. 
 
      
 
    “Hmm,” she said, with a little snickering laugh. “Good boy.” 
 
      
 
    Her cruel laughter set off fireballs of excitement and joy in his head, sent shockwaves of pleasure from his groin and his hard, caged prick. A detached part of his mind realised that the chastity device was even more sadistic and wicked than he had thought. It did not deny the slave pleasure; quite the reverse. It accentuated it. The bars of the cock tube dug into his flesh and the pain fed into the joy, increasing it tenfold. It just ensured that he couldn’t orgasm. He gasped with that knowledge. He was safe. Safe from that uninspired, weary twenty minutes after shooting his load that always came. Here was pleasure without end. Tears of gratefulness squeezed out of his eyes. 
 
      
 
    “Now,” She said, peremptorily, “You will go out as normal and do that smug thing you do at Hensford House. You will leave the front door key under the mat and not return till afternoon. Understood?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, Goddess,” he intoned automatically. He thought about asking about the book, but decided against it. In any case She was gone a moment later after turning up one corner of her lipsticked mouth in a spiteful smirk at his ready obedience. 
 
      
 
    He stayed kneeling for a moment longer, letting the energy continue to flow through him. He could have stayed there forever, a creature of a single glowing truth, shining, his whole body trembling with it, ecstatic. 
 
      
 
    After a while, he straightened up and reluctantly got to his feet. He felt energised, but tired too, drained somehow, which reminded him again of depictions of zombies. Empty eyes with glowing fire inside, a contradiction of vacancy and presence, weakness and strength. 
 
      
 
    As he put his clothes on, the chatter of his thoughts returned and his ego struggled back to sentience, trying to make sense, see patterns, evaluate qualities.  
 
      
 
    But there no making sense of any of it. He had become profoundly strange to himself, his own body and inner compulsions a frightening mystery. He felt capable suddenly of anything, of perpetrating horrors, doing murder, possessed as he was by this alien creature that had risen inside him, this character that awoken at Her word, summoned into existence to do Her bidding. How had She done that? How had She made him into Her vacant, mindless slave in a matter of hours?  
 
      
 
    As he went unsteadily down the stairs, he reflected that normally in a horror film the wicked enchantment is interrupted or reversed by learning of some secret, or with the help of a knowledgable friend. But how would this dark magic be interfered with, how could he ever put all that maddening, incredible pleasure back in the box it had remained sealed in, deep inside, until She made it open? How could it ever be put back? He felt a chill shiver of despair down is spine. 
 
      
 
    He managed to eat some toast and get some coffee down, and his mind kept offering solutions, each more outlandish than the last. His ego was desperate to survive, like a creature driven to the edge of extinction, and jumped on any possibility that had the slightest chance of success. Perhaps he might try an exorcism. It certainly did feel as though he were possessed, but he had never had much faith in religion and it seemed highly hypocritical. There was hypnosis he supposed. Could he be made to forget about his recent experiences? What about simply running off and joining a monastery or similar? Perhaps he could sign himself into any asylum and say he was displaying schizophrenic tendencies? 
 
      
 
    But the worst part, the very worst part of it was that his deeper self, that took no part in these internal debates, didn’t want to escape. He wanted to give himself up to Her. To utterly abase himself. To give up his soul to Her and have his ego shredded. He had discovered the bliss of submission and he was hungry for more of it. Her laughter sounded in his head and he whimpered, putting his hands to his ears. 
 
      
 
    Elliot got another paracetamol from the cupboard, and dissolved the analgesic into a glass of water again. He felt already worn out. His evaluating, rational mind told him that it was more evidence of the harm that was being done him, but he sat down in the armchair and just tried to let everything go still. But the world carried on turning, and he was no transcendent monk to feel eternity in his soul. He was caught in a web of restless energy, an unquiet, unspeakable passion that allowed no rest, no cessation, but draining, compulsive hunger. A zombie. The very word made him writhe with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    He looked at his watch when he had drunk the medicine and saw that it was time for him to go the house to do his daily voluntary service. His body ached as he levered himself up, but he hoped the pills would help with that a little soon.  
 
      
 
    There was the discomfort of the chastity device, too, which had begun to cause friction and soreness, pinching the skin occasionally. It was difficult ever to get it quite comfortable, and impossible to forget that he had it locked in place. It had been all right when he had been naked, but the construction of the trousers cause made it ten times more irksome. He thought about trying to slip his cock out of it, but after a brief examination, decided against it. He might managed to pull his balls through the tight gap between ring and cage, with a lot of pain, but how was he going to get them back again for her inevitable inspection later on? 
 
      
 
    He sighed in defeat, and it must be said with a submissive thrill, and arranged it under his trousers as best he could, adjusting it in the hall mirror till it was about as unobtrusive as it was going to get. 
 
      
 
    When he did finally leave, he did not neglect to place the spare front door key under the mat as he had been instructed. He looked up and down the suburban street to see if anyone was watching, but he didn’t see anyone. The sunlight made his eyes blink, and he used his hand as a shade. He thought again of vampire associations but dismissed them from his mind. He had always been somewhat oppressed by direct sunlight. 
 
      
 
    He heard a van approaching as he straightened up, but there was no way they could have seen where he had put the key, being still a distance off. The vehicle stopped right outside his house, but that was not unusual. The parking was restricted and people went wherever there was a gap. Some sort of house maintenance man of the cheap variety, Elliot guessed as he started down the path to his garden gate that let out onto the street. No trade name, but the ladder on the roof and other implements tied next to it told the story. 
 
      
 
    A heavy set man got out of the van, in dark grey overalls, and went round to the rear of his vehicle. There was an intensity and purpose to his movements, that gave Elliot pause and he watched him as he took out a tool bag with neat wrench of one powerful hand, hefted a large holdall with the other and slammed the van door shut with his shoulder. 
 
      
 
    To Elliot’s surprise the man went straight for his gate, pushed it open roughly with his hip and stepped down the path towards him. 
 
      
 
    His enquiring look was met with blue eyes washed out almost white, staring with a blank menace at Elliot, as if he were about to tear him limb from limb and then eat the remains. There was also a sort of icy amusement, which he found even more terrifying. 
 
      
 
    “Er…” croaked Elliot, unconsciously stepping back, as if expecting a blow. 
 
      
 
    The man did not even bother to reply, merely brushed past him, took the key from under the mat, and let himself inside. 
 
      
 
    Elliot realised that his Mistress must have commissioned him to visit his house and did not dare question it. He looked round at the cul-de-sac where he lived to see if anyone had noticed the strange episode. All hiding behind the net curtains, he thought, seeing no one obvious.  
 
      
 
    There seemed nothing for it but to do as he was told and get himself off to Hensford House, leaving the unpleasant man as much time as he needed to make whatever changes his Goddess desired. He shuddered half in fear, half in pleasure, knowing that they would hardly be for his benefit, but then maybe they would be. It was hard to tell good from bad. Fair is foul, and foul is fair, he thought, remembering the line from somewhere. He had a feeling it was spoken by a coven of witches, which made it all the more appropriate. 
 
      
 
    He pushed the button on his key fob and his sleek black Audi responded with its bright, friendly squeak, the wing mirrors swivelling out and lights blinking in recognition. He felt a peculiar sense of kinship and comfort. It was a thing of his former life, still knowing who he was, as if the transformative experiences of the last day or so had never occurred.  
 
      
 
    As he sat down in the familiar seat and turned on the engine, he felt somewhat of his normal self revive with the catch and throb of the powertrain. Everything was at his fingertips. The car would take him wherever he wanted to go. What was to stop him just driving away and never coming back? Start a new life? For a moment, he was giddy with the outrageous appeal of it. His life had already taken on a strange turn, why not do something else totally crazy?  
 
      
 
    He pictured himself on the run, in a romantic sort of road movie, chased by the establishment, outpacing control in his powerful car. He smiled at the thought. So what that his reputation would be ruined if She really went through with it? Would she even bother if he had escaped and gone away?  What would be the point? Her soft, round face came into his mind’s eye then, and Her hard black eyes considered him with steady amusement. The beautiful chemistry of submission began to flutter and tingle within him, and he gasped in despair at the power and ecstasy of it. NO! She laughed then, and he realised that if he did ever drive far enough to escape Her, he would only have to find some other Dominatrix to worship, some other Cruel Bitch to kneel in front of and offer himself up to. He might resist for days, or weeks, but in the end, he would have to admit who he now was, what he now was, perhaps what he always had been, a thing made to be owned and used by Females, who only found completeness and fulfilment in surrender to a Female who understood his deep need to serve. Of them he knew there were an increasing number as the underlying truth of things was becoming more and more widely known. Females awakening to power, and males awakening to weakness. 
 
      
 
    He sighed, and let go of his mad plans of escape, knowing that he could never escape himself. He drove the familiar route through the suburbs and the beginning of the pleasant countryside to the beautifully situated Hensford House, built by a lake in a shallow valley, with a view to the west and the hills striding in rounded arches to the west and the distant sea.  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
 
      
 
    But this is not the End. Read the concluding part of this story: 
 
      
 
    Converted – Part 2 
 
    Trained to SERVE 
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