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ONE


 


 


Simon
looked at the old man, appalled. He was evidently some sort of down and out
with no teeth, matted hair, and a greasy coat. But it wasn’t that which
disgusted him; it was the fact that the man was holding up a pornographic
magazine with evident relish, turning it this way and that to get the best view
of the centrefold, leering at it and making little sniggering grunts to
himself.


 


Simon
grabbed the carton of milk that he had come to the corner shop for and turned
towards the little counter, intent on paying up and getting out as quickly as
possible. There was a middle-aged woman in front of him with curly, shoulder-length
brown hair, so he had to wait for a moment. She glanced at him appraisingly
with dark eyes as he came to her side, and he felt himself go red at her frank
gaze. His discomfiture seemed to amuse her. She was voluptuous in a shapely red
calf-length woollen coat and leather boots; she looked very comfortable with
it, her face made up without trying to be arty or understated, just perfectly
confident and feminine.


 


He
breathed a sigh of relief as she turned to pay for her cigarettes, allowing
Simon a moment of respite from her all-too-obvious stare. He guiltily drank in
the sight of her long red nails taking the packet and handing over the cash but
had little more time to enjoy it as there was suddenly a great commotion.


 


And
everything changed.


 


A
tall man in a black balaclava burst in through the door, produced a gun and
told everyone in a cold, vicious tone to get down on the floor. Simon looked at
him in a panic for a moment and did nothing; paralysed. The woman coolly
lowered herself gracefully into a squatting position. The intruder yelled at
him again and pushed Simon down just as his muscles were finally answering his
frantic efforts to comply. He fell backwards and caught his head a nasty blow
on something hard. For a few seconds he saw the man looking down at him, and
then everything went blank.


 


 


When
he came to, he quickly realised he was in hospital. There was no mistaking the
smell of disinfectant and the soul-less, clinical decor. His head hurt like
hell, but his hands went first to his neck and lower body in a sudden panic,
fumbling under the vest and briefs that he was dressed in under the covers.
Nothing seemed amiss. He breathed shallowly, thinking hard, and decided that
there was no real cause for alarm. His valuables, when he looked for them,
where neatly stowed in the little locker by his bedside. His outer clothes were
neatly folded on the chair by the bedside and looked as though they had been
laundered.


 


He
reached for his mobile phone which lay among his other things, but he remembered
that the use of such things was frowned on in the wards, in case it interfered
with their instruments. Anyway, he didn’t really have anyone to call. 


 


He
had to explain all of this to the medical orderly who appeared a while later.
No, he had no parents living, and no particular friends to speak of. He
survived on a small allowance left by a mother he had never known. He had been
brought in a care home that he had no wish to associate himself with any
further. After that place, he lived a solitary life in a small rented flat.


 


“Landlord
or landlady, then!” Said the bored medical orderly, somewhat impatiently.


 


Simon
told him, realising that the man merely wanted to put some details in boxes and
leave him alone.


 


As
he looked at the man writing the name and address of his landlord down, he saw
a middle-aged woman coming towards them. The long red coat and leather boots
stirred a vague recollection. Full figure and unblinking black eyes in a
pleasantly made up, very feminine face, framed by brown hair. He was sure he
had seen her somewhere.


 


“How
are you?” She asked warmly as she came up.


 


“Er….”
Said Simon, stupidly.


 


The
man glanced at the two of them in surprise. He had been under the impression
that Simon had no acquaintances at all.


 


“Oh,”
said the woman, scarlet nails over her rouged mouth self-consciously, “I expect
you don’t remember. I’m Miss Simms. I was the woman in the shop?”


 


“Oh,”
said Simon, trying and failing to sound pleased.


 


“How
are you feeling?”


 


“Well,
OK,” said Simon, with a ghastly attempt at a grin, “just a bit of a headache.”


 


“So
they are going to let you go home?”


 


“Well..,”
began Simon.


 


“Only
if someone can vouch for him,” said the orderly, looking hopefully up at her.


 


“Oh,”
she replied, with a smile, “that will be no problem. I can take him home in my
car.”


 


Simon
hesitated, but not for long. Though he was sure that he didn’t want to have
anything more to do with this unsettling woman, at least this way he would get
to go home.


 


He
got into his outer clothes in the privacy of the ward while Miss Simms waited
outside. He glanced self-consciously at his thighs and waist, where there were
some sore spots, but did not linger in his inspection, drawing up his corduroy
trousers with evident relief and donning his plaid shirt with similar dispatch.
As he dressed, he began to feel more at ease and even felt equal to sharing a
car with this Miss Simms. It was much better than walking or taking a bus
anyway. It was bitterly cold outside.


 


He
found that he was not quite able to maintain his composure entirely, however, despite
the fact that she had to concentrate on driving her sleek black Audi. Feeling
tense, he wondered what she did to afford such a luxurious car and listened
with half an ear to her description of what had happened after he had lost
consciousness. Apparently, the man had pistol-whipped the Indian shop assistant
in a brutal attack as the man handed over the money and there was a good chance
that he would suffer permanent neural damage as a result. 


 


He
felt very uncomfortable indeed when Miss Simms mentioned the old man leering at
the porn magazine, with a knowing snigger. He managed to laugh along with a
very unconvincing chuckle, trying to sound like a man of the world.


 


“Pretty
pathetic, though,” he said, awkwardly, in the silence that followed. 


 


“Oh,
I don’t know,” said Miss Simms, dismissively, “wasn’t he just doing in public
what you all do in private?”


 


“Well,”
said Simon, with a strangled laugh, now really uncomfortable. He could hardly
argue against what she said.


 


“He
is not rich enough to have a private anything. And he certainly seemed to be
enjoying it!”


 


“Yes,
he did,” agreed Simon. “I suppose we shouldn’t begrudge them anything. Their
pleasures must be few enough. It’s such a pity. What a terrible way to end up.”


 


“Well,
you could always volunteer at one of the council soup kitchens,” she said,
unexpectedly, “if you are really so concerned.”


 


“Oh,
I think they need more than soup,” said Simon, warming to a favourite subject
of his. “Everyone thinks it’s a simple matter of just giving them cash or food,
but they lack the spark of hope, the joy in life. Who is going to give them
that?”


 


“The
old man in the shop seemed to be enjoying himself. Maybe you should go around
handing out mucky mags under the old crossing three nights a week.” She laughed
crudely, and Simon shifted uncomfortably in in his seat.


 


He
saw that they were coming to his own district of the city. The mention of the
old crossing was a bit close to home, being only a short walk from his front
door. The area was derelict and taken over by down and outs and other hopeless
cases. Once it had been the south terminal of the chain ferry, but the new
bridge had put paid to its usefulness years ago, and no seemed to be able to
decide what to do with the old place. Simon had heard that the owners were
abroad and were sitting on it till somebody made a good enough offer. The
thought of going anywhere near the place made him shudder.


 


When
they arrived at his flat she insisted on coming up to the door to make sure he
was all right, though he vehemently tried to put her off. Reluctantly he went
upstairs with her after she threatened half in earnest to tell the hospital
that he needed to be re-admitted.


 


He
lived in a shared house; a very modest but quite comfortable bedsit with his
own bathroom and a generously sized living room with kitchenette. It was a
relief to get back into his private space again, but the presence of Miss Simms
was so out of the ordinary that he wouldn’t feel settled until she had finally
gone. 


 


He
made her a cup of coffee out of politeness and answered her questions regarding
his little existence in an obscure part of an unremarkable city. It was quickly
told in all truth. Grown up in care till he was eighteen, the son of quite well
off parents who predeceased him and had no other relatives to farm him out too.
A small allowance on his majority allowed him to live modestly and take up
whatever training or career that he wished to try. At the care home, which he
hated as he was mercilessly bullied a lot of the time, he had thought about
becoming a writer, but it quickly became apparent that he did not really have
the aptitude for it, nor as it turned out, very much enthusiasm. 


 


Simon
had tried various practical things, including Driver Training and Teaching
English as a Foreign Language, but the sort of rigorous attention and
discipline that these careers required had not really suited his chaotic
nature. 


 


He
heard that the most lucrative and easily accessed sort of life was that of an accountant,
so he had enrolled in an accountancy course at a local college.


 


He
felt the need to impress Miss Simms for some reason, even though he definitely
wanted her out of his reclusive space, and told her how he was going to be a
successful accountant and improve his lot, and help others when he had done so.


 


Miss
Simms had looked around his little home and said hardly anything at all, watching
him intently. She took in the science fiction posters and fantasy literature,
the untidy kitchenette and fading wallpaper. 


 


“And
no girlfriend yet, Simon?” She asked, innocently.


 


Simon
tried and failed to stop his cheeks reddening at this. It was the subject that
he dreaded her bringing up.


 


“No,”
he said, awkwardly, with a strangled little chuckle.


 


“Awww,
that’s a shame,” said Miss Simms, with a pursing of her rouged mouth, “I always
think there’s nothing worse than frustrated urges. Such a waste.”


 


“Well,”
said Simon, trying to recover his poise, “I think the important things are more
spiritual, actually.”


 


“Oh,
I do agree,” she said, with gushing enthusiasm, “I think worship is very
important. It’s what really matters.”


 


“Yes,”
said Simon, gratefully.


 


“I
could see you in a priestly collar,” she said, with a winning smile.


 


“Oh,
maybe,” he agreed, again with his dry, rather forced chuckle, “it is one career
that I actually have looked at.”


 


“After
all, I have already seen you in a collar once.”


 


Simon
stared at her.


 


“What?”


 


“Not
a clerical collar, to be sure,” she went on, perfectly at ease, “but silver
duct tape. The hospital staff had the devil of a job to remove it. Wanted to
make sure that it didn’t obstruct your airway.”


 


Simon
said nothing, embarrassed. He had assumed that he had gotten away with it. None
of the medical staff had mentioned it.


 


She
laughed at his reaction.


 


“I
loosened your scarf after you fell down, and was so surprised to see the gleam
of shiny silver tight around your neck. Like a lady’s choker. Can you explain
that?”


 


“W-well,”
said Simon, thinking quickly, “I-I had a wound…”


 


“Ha!”
Said Miss Simms, dismissively. “You had no wound, don’t worry about it. I
thought it looked quite fetching and beautiful. Just like a slut would wear
with bright red lipstick and blonde curls to fascinate a man.”


 


“No!”


 


She
laughed again, a chuckling, comfortable, knowing sound that made Simon shiver.


 


“I
suppose that you will adequately be able to explain how the tape got around
your waist and thighs, too, and how thinner tape joined the two together at
front and back, exactly like fucking stockings and suspender belt! The nurses
had quite a laugh about it. I wasn’t supposed to overhear but I did.”


 


Simon
had gone white.


 


“It’s
a lie,” he said, stammering.


 


“Oh,
is it?” She said, airily. “Well, if it’s not true, you can prove it right
here.”


 


“I
don’t have to prove a thing to you. I’m going to call the police!”


 


She
reached into her handbag, took out an article of clothing that dangled in her
hand and threw it to him with a smirk.


 


He
caught it automatically, then stared at it. Though his mind seemed fixed in
some sort of seizure, his fingers explored the fabric hungrily, trembling. It
was black, and lacy, with suspender drops, wide and thick too, with a three-tier
hook and eye fastening. It was just about the most beautiful and deadly thing
he had ever seen.


 


“No
need to use duct tape now, is there?” She said, her eyes glittering.


 


Simon
gazed at the lace and elastic article in his hands and his heart began to thump
heavily in his chest. The strong drops hung down, with their little steel snakeheads
ready to bite into the stocking tops. It wasn’t the sort of flimsy affair that
a wife would wear on rare occasions to titillate a husband or the raunchy,
hardly-there sort of novelty wear that a young girl would put on to amuse a
boyfriend. This was the sort of belt that a woman could wear almost on a daily
basis, made for hard usage and seriously holding up stockings, as well as being
lacy and attractive. What sort of woman would want a suspender girdle that
screamed sex and could be worn on a daily basis? He knew the answer: a whore.


 


“Oh,
don’t worry,” said Miss Simms, airily, “I’ll take it and go and leave you in
your safe and empty little life here. But you’ll have to do something for me
first.”


 


“What?”
He said, his voice shaking.


 


“Prove
to me that it doesn’t mean anything, and I’ll just take it away and disappear,”
she continued. 


 


“Prove?”



 


“Yes.
Put the thing on. If it doesn’t appeal to you, you have nothing to fear.”


 


“What?”


 


“Get
those clothes off, and we’ll see.”


 


“I
won’t do it.”


 


“You
want me to leave you in peace, don’t you? Come on, it will take literally five
minutes.”


 


Simon
felt a trap closing in around him. There was a large part of him that greatly
feared disrobing in front of her but he did want her to leave without making a disturbance.


 


“Come
on!”


 


Simon
looked at her. He thought for a moment.


 


“Five
minutes?”


 


“Yes!”


 


“And
then you’ll go?”


 


“Yes!”



 


Simon
hesitated a moment longer and then placed the suspender belt on the back of the
single dining chair that he had. It seemed to draw his eyes like a living thing,
but he managed to look away with only the slightest hesitation and a brief
flare of panic.


 


He
had a plan, but it depended on him keeping his mind away from sexual thoughts.
It was always a struggle, as he knew well, but in this instance, especially difficult
with Miss Simms and the suspender belt involved. The answer was to revise his
forthcoming accountancy exam in his head. Usually it would be the last thing he
would want to concentrate on for preference, but it would surely be ideal to
keep his mind in neutral. What could be less sexy than accountancy?


 


He
ought to be able to keep his mind on debits and credits for the very brief time
that he would have the suspender belt around his waist, he reasoned, as he
lowered his trousers and stepped out of them. He kept his gaze studiously away
from the dining room chair as he removed his shirt and socks, too, and repeated
the principles of accountancy to himself in his head the whole time. 


 


Miss
Simms greatly preferred men with their clothes off. She loved the way they became
vulnerable, pathetic creatures in general before her. Simon, she knew, was going
to be no exception.


 


He
looked at her expectantly.


 


“You
can’t put a suspender belt on with fucking Y fronts, can you?” She fumed, her
hands firm on her hips.


 


He
wilted before her anger and had to admit that she had a point. He lowered them
down and stepped out of them awkwardly. He was very pleased to see that there
was absolutely no interest in his little cock whatsoever as he mentally entered
transactions correctly on both sides of a ledger with the correct symbology.
She looked at his limp prick witheringly for a moment and then motioned for him
to take up the suspender belt.


 


He
took up the garment and took a moment to sort out the drops and see which way
round it went, trying without much success to keep his fingers from trembling.
Full Disclosure Principle: The objective of accounting is to provide correct
and accurate information. Eventually, he grasped the two ends and stretching it
around his middle. There was a brief, sweet feeling of enclosure till one end
came flying back as it slipped from his grasp and his hands were shaking so
much that she quickly lost patience.


 


“For
goodness SAKE!!” She hissed.


 


She
stepped behind him and reached round to stretch the belt around his waist,
expertly slipping the three hooks into the little eyes. He couldn’t entirely
stifle a small whimper of joy at this but he tried to say the words of capital
gains taxation law to himself, over and over. He looked down at the belt and
gasped. Even without the definition of the suspender drops stretching the
fabric tight it was very beautiful. How many times had he dreamed of wearing
one, imagined what it would feel like?


 


“There,”
she said, with evident satisfaction.


 


The
delicious tension of the belt began to burn through all his best endeavours at
distracting himself and he reached down to undo the clasp at the small of his
back.


 


“Hold
it!” She snapped. 


 


“I-I’ve
done what you wanted,” he said, desperately, his hands fumbling with the
fastening. He could feel his cock begin to twitch and it needed to come off
immediately.


 


“Don’t
be STUPID!!” She snapped, holding up a packet of black stockings. “You can’t
say you’ve put on a suspender belt until the stockings are on! I’m not leaving
till you’ve at least done that.”


 


Simon
looked at the packet and drank in the woman on the cover, seen from behind with
gorgeous legs and taut suspender drops. Wearing the very stockings that she was
going to make him wear.


 


He
felt himself go giddy, but his hands dropped limply away from the belt, despite
inner voices screaming at him to remove it at once.


 


His
prick began to jerk and twitch as he wailed inside. 


 


She
smiled as she opened the packet with those red tipped fingers.


 


“Let’s
see how these go on, shall we? Now, sit down in that chair.” She indicated the
upright dining chair.


 


He
did so as she opened each stocking and placed it over his feet. 


 


“Now
draw them up gently without laddering them.”


 


He
gasped with pleasure as the light, sheer fabric transformed his hairy legs into
smooth, sexy legs and the lace top made even his thighs seem sexy and
beautiful. His prick was now quite hard, and he didn’t try to fight against the
arousal.


 


“Up!”
She said peremptorily, with a smirk on her face.


 


“You
open the jaws like so,” she said, demonstrating with her fingers, holding the
drop out so that he could see. “Then you push the button through the round
part, and lock it back in the slot. I’ll show you.”


 


She
took hold of his stocking top and fastened the drops in place one after the
other. Each one added to the agonising feeling of tension as they pulled at the
belt around his waist.


 


He
whimpered at the feeling, and his prick was now rock hard, pulsing and bouncing
slightly.


 


“Let’s
have no more bullshit, then, shall we?” She said, with a throaty laugh. “SLUT.”


 


He
looked at her, embarrassed, but she put her hands on his shoulders, and he
knelt down before her at once.


 


“There,”
she said, pulling him to her breast and stroking his head, ‘doesn’t that feel
nice?”


 


He
felt tears welling up at how wonderfully tender and feminine he felt, and she
laughed as he sobbed into her embrace. 


 


“Put
you in stockings and suspenders, and you’re anybody’s aren’t you…just anybodys..…”


 


He
murmured a half-hearted protest.


 


She
held him at arm’s length again for a moment and looked down into his swimming
eyes.


 


“Would
you like to keep them?’


 


She
chuckled throatily at the naked appeal in his eyes, and the way his lips
trembled as he tried to articulate an affirmative. It was so sweet to get past
all the pathetic male egotism and bluster and find the tiny person inside, ripe
for enslavement and exploitation. The experience never lost its intensity for
her. You could say that it was the purpose of her life, the means by which she
lived, and the chief pleasure of her existence. Just as plumbing the depths of
the male psyche always revealed weakness, so the depths of femininity revealed
strength. Men were always stronger on the surface, she mused, ruffling his
hair, but their needs make them terribly pliable and weak in the presence of more
profound truths.


 


“Beg
me,” she said, a hint of iron entering her voice.


 


“What?”
he asked, surprised.


 


“I
said beg for them, idiot,” she continued, her eyes going hard. She pointed to
her feet. “Grovel and beg.”


 


This
one was so easy, it was almost disappointing, she thought, as he bent down and
began to kiss her shoes. The deadly embrace of the suspender belt, and her arms
holding him close, and all his world had collapsed at her touch. He had already
lived out these scenarios in his head, she reasoned, and was well-adjusted to
servitude already. The internet had done its work and developed his perversions
nicely. Such a sweet road and impossible to take a backwards step.


 


“Please,
Miss Simms,” he mumbled, “..pleaselet me keep them.”


 


She
sighed. He was hers already. Never mind, there was still much to do afterwards,
though the initial surrender was always very memorable and should never be
rushed through for that reason.


 


“All
right,” she said, starting to get bored. “But with one or two conditions.”


 


“Thank
you,” said Simon, looking up eagerly, but wondering at the same time what the
conditions might be.


 


“Those
garments have to be worn over shaven skin, do you understand? Hairy legs in
stockings is a fucking abomination.”


 


“Oh,
yes,” agreed Simon, readily.


 


“And
I’ll come back tomorrow to see that it’s done.”


 


“Oh,
thank you!” Said Simon, gratefully. 


 


She
was interested to see tears once again start to well up in the young man’s
eyes. She grasped his chin and felt excitement and sexual energy tingle through
her again. Such a sweet boy, she thought. She loved warm hearts and tender
souls. They made such delectable prey.


 


“I’ll
bet you love Christmas,” she said, her eyes glittering.


 


“Oh
y-yes!”


 


“And
little puppies?”


 


“Yes!”
Said Simon, readily. “Doesn’t everyone?”


 


She
looked at him and smiled.


 


“Oh,
yes,” she said, “I do indeed.” 


 


Something
in the way she said it made Simon shiver.


 


“Now
then, puppy,” she continued more brusquely, “get those awful legs shaven, and
everywhere else for that matter, and I’ll come back to check.”


 


“All
right,” said Simon, beginning to come out of the spell a little. “If you really
want to.”


 


“Oh,
I think I will,” she said, with a sharp look.  “And wash the stockings ready
for tomorrow. And another thing; give me your mobile number.”


 


After
making a note of it on her own phone, she let herself out of the room without a
backward glance. Simon heard her steps going down, and the front door swing
heavily closed.


 


He
knelt where he was for a moment, hardly able to believe what had just happened.
If it weren’t for the sweet physical sensation of the suspender belt round his
waist and the delicious tension of the elastic drops at the back of his thighs
he would have suspected that he had just been imagining things.


 


Despite
the intense pleasure that they provoked in him, the suspender belt and
stockings came off almost at once. He was scared of them, although he
rationalised it as merely following her instructions to give both girdle and
stockings a wash. He was scared of what they represented, the destinies that
they opened up, the dangerous acts and ecstasies and they promised. He knew in
the pit of his stomach that it would be best to dispose of them now, and offer
Miss Simms cash compensation, or at the very least to hand them back with
sincere thanks.


 


It
was very strange, he thought, as he worked the sheer fabric in the bathroom
sink with a little soap. They were such flimsy and lifeless things in his
hands. Male weapons were knives and guns and all the great engines and ships of
war, things of obvious power and heavy, lethal weight. What was the value in
these tubes of nylon that he should be so mortally afraid of them? Was it
because a gun could wound his body, but the beautiful suspender girdle
imperilled his very soul?


 


Thinking
of these things, he laid out the resonant garments to dry on the radiator and
went into the shower. Almost absently, surprised at himself, he shaved his
legs, and then his backside to the waist, and then right up over his chest and
underarms, too, as the water continued to flow. He had no intention of doing so
when he had turned the shower on, only to clean himself and relax into fresh
clothes.


 


He
knew, as he scraped away the ugly hairs and left smooth skin underneath, that he
was going to turn the little-angled mirror on his desk so that he could see
what he looked like in stockings, and see how it felt to run them up shaven
legs. It did not mean that he was going to fall in with whatever Miss Simms had
planned, but there would surely be little harm in trying them on for a bit
before he gave them back.


 


He
knew that he had to see, had to know how it looked, how it felt.


 


His
stomach felt empty as he left the shower and towelled himself down, just as if
he was about to walk into court for a verdict that he knew would go terribly
against him, and yet had to dress for the occasion.


 


In
fact, it looked rather ridiculous, though not entirely a turn-off. He stood as
a man would stand, and a man in stockings and suspenders is plainly
uninspiring. He found himself taking up risqué, feminine poses, and laughing at
himself for a while. He did feel very different without body hair. It made him supersensitive
to his clothing and his usual clothes when he finally put them back on had a
much baggier, ugly feel, as though something beautiful had been put in a sack
and hidden away. The feminine sweetness was somewhat recovered when he went to
bed and felt his smooth legs against the cotton sheets. It had all been quite
strange and stressful, but very tiring, too, and he fell asleep almost
immediately.


 


 


 


 


TWO


 


 


The
next day Simon dedicated to resuming his usual routine and did a pretty good
job at doing so. No one asked after his wellbeing at the apartment block where
he lived, nor at the supermarket where he did his shopping, nor even at the
accountancy class where the lecturer frankly couldn’t give a damn whether anyone
passed the final exams or not. Simon had paid for the course, and that was all
the school was interested in.


 


On
his way back from the class, however, he did meet with another singular experience.
As he made his way from the college, he found his way blocked by a  tall, stocky,
stranger near the underpass of the main road. Simon was alarmed as it just as was
getting dark and the man’s demeanour seemed quite threatening.  Due to the thunder
of the traffic, Simon had great difficulty understanding a word of the man’s speech
and started to feel a panic rise.  


 


At length,
he understood that it was something to do with the incident at the shop.


 


“Yuh
at that shop, right? Where that bitch got a piece?”


 


“What?’


 


‘The
fucking robbery, you were there.’


 


It
wasn’t a question Simon realised. “Y-yes,” he said, terrified. 


 


“Jus
remember, you never saw nuthin’, right?”


 


“R-right,”
said Simon, gasping for air. “Nothing.”


 


“You
never saw no-one, right?”


 


“OK!
Nothing and no-one.’


 


Simon
froze as a knife glinted in the half-light. He felt it prick his neck. He
stared at the black, glinting eyes and felt himself go chill. At that moment his
life meant precisely nothing.


 


“See
you don’t, brother,” he whispered. “Jes’ see you fucking don’t.”


 


It
was all Simon could do not to collapse onto the pavement when the knife was
withdrawn, and the man sauntered away, seemingly without a care in the world.


 


The
woman had told him that the police had taken an interest, so it was not
surprising perhaps that the perpetrators were taking precautions against being
recognised. 


 


It
would be quite simple for Simon to deny any knowledge, anyway, seeing as he was
hit on the head. No one would find it at all strange.


 


His
heart took a long time to settle down, but it was more or less back to normal
by the time he got back to his apartment.


 


Even
with all the trauma of the encounter with the threatening man, however, he had
not forgotten that Miss Simms had said that she would be coming back. He could
not decide whether he wanted her to return or not, first thinking that the
sooner his life was back into its safe and predictable groove the better. But
then he found himself thinking all sorts of wild thoughts - about what it would
be like to actually fulfil his deepest, most secret, desires.


 


Simon
found that he could not settle into anything that evening, or really eat very
much. He was too excited.


 


He
picked up one of his favourite science fiction books and read that for a while,
but ended up putting it down. It just didn’t seem to prompt the same sort of
relaxation and pleasure than it always had before. Miss Simms had reduced his
world to smooth skin and a suspender belt. It was all he could think about.


 


At then,
at last, his phone buzzed with the sound of an incoming text.


 


Be
ready, slut.


 


Simon
texted back that he understood and saved the incoming number as ‘Miss Simms’ in
his address book.


 


Twenty
minutes later the buzzer sounded on the intercom. He knew it was her because
no-one else ever called on him. He did not even open the voice channel, just
pressed the ‘release’ button to let her in.


 


He
heard the door go downstairs and then each solid footfall as she went down the
short hall and mounted the stairs to his door. With a start, he opened it
before she got there so that she would not be hanging about. He really didn’t
want anyone to see her calling on him.


 


She
was dressed in a tight fitting blouse that strained over her full breasts, the
same feminine and full make-up, with a black skirt above the knee, and sheer
stockings on her legs. She carried a large, woven bag with wooden handles in her
left hand.


 


Simon
might have tried to say some sort of formal welcome, but it died in his throat,
and he ended up just wordlessly letting her sail easily by on her strappy,
comfortable black heels. He got a whiff of a sensual, delicate perfume.


 


It was
evident that he was going to have to pose for her in the suspender belt and
prove that he had shaven. Sure enough, she indicated almost at once that he
should strip and show how he looked.


 


“Hmm,”
she said, encouragingly as she eyes him from top to toe and back, “it’s a
beginning. You’re never going to make the boys hard like that, but it’s a
beginning.”


 


She
gripped Simon’s chin hard with her right hand and looked into his eyes. He felt
as though Her gaze penetrated right into him and flinched.


 


“You
have potential,” she asserted, firmly, “and I never waste potential.”


 


She
smiled at his fearful, yet vulnerable look.


 


“Nothing
worse than wasted talent.”


 


She
bent down to her bag and removed an item of clothing from it that looked like a
lace sling for silicon bolas balls, bouncing slightly in her hand.


 


“Arms
straight out in front of you,” she said, curtly, demonstrating when he
hesitated. 


 


She
held up what was now obviously a bra with something heavy in the cups and
threaded his arms through the straps. Then she went behind him and drew it up
against his chest. He gasped as she clipped the bra tightly in place. The bra
cups were filled with silicon, and the surface of them seemed slightly tacky as
if coated with a sort of non-residual glue. They moulded themselves wickedly to
his chest and immediately felt a part of him. The weight and feel of them sent
a shockwave through his body. 


 


“Ahhh!!”
He gasped, his hands going straight to the full cups before he could even
think.


 


She
laughed at his reaction. It was so pleasing to open up doors in a man’s mind.
Bring out the inside, the true nature of his being. The fact that is usually
meant enslavement to Her as well was just a nice side effect she thought, with
another giggle.


 


Simon
could not have described how the realistic feeling of having breasts affected
him. It was such complete metamorphosis, mental as well as physical. His back
had to straighten to take the new weight, and every movement had its echo in
the quiver-ing silicon. His hands explored the new forms at his chest, and he
thought of thou-sand pictures where he had seen females cup their breasts and
stare seductively into the camera. He felt utterly different. He had heard
things described as mind-blowing before, but this was the first time that he
had experienced anything that actually answered to that extravagant
description. He groaned from deep inside himself and closed his eyes against
the rush of new, confusing, but incredibly sweet sensations that the breast
forms induced so powerfully in him. A small, inner part of him yelled out
warnings at the edges of his mind, but he ignored them completely, lost in
pleasure and excitement.


 


“So
you like them then,” she said, giggling. “Now, my little slut, we should do
something about your face and nails. Sit on your kitchen stool.”


 


Simon
obeyed in a trembling daze, and she took the time to apply makeup to his face,
first the foundation layer, and then the eyeshadow and mascara, finally
applying lipstick. She explained each stage carefully to him, and he understood
that the next time he made up his face, he would be doing it himself. He as so
grateful to her that tears began to well up at the corners of his eyes, but she
scolded him for that at once.


 


“Don’t
make your mascara run!” She said sharply. “The only time for tears is when a
cock hits the back of your throat, and there is some natural gagging. Nothing
else, do you understand?”


 


“Yes,
Mistress,” he mumbled.


 


“Now,
a nice collar,” she went on, and took out a black collar that had rows of
pearls embedded in it, both solid and pretty at the same time. This she fixed
at his neck with first the buckle and then a tiny padlock which snapped through
a little steel pole that also went through one of the strap holes.


 


“Oh,
yes,” said Miss Simms, with a throaty chuckle. “You’re going to look such a
pretty whore. They are going to be queuing up…”


 


He
whimpered slightly at this but did not move. She took his hands by the wrist,
one by one, and applied scarlet false nails to his fingers. 


 


Then
she squatted between his legs, and he saw a glint of steel in her hand.


 


He
drew back slightly, but she slapped him lightly with her hand.


 


“Relax!”
She ordered. “I’m not going to cut it off.”


 


“W-what’s
that?” Asked Simon, in a querulous voice.


 


“Something
that we are both going to find very positive, and perfectly harmless. Now just
relax for a moment, can’t you?”


He
gasped as she pushed one of his balls through a steel ring, then pushed through
the other with some firmness. He flinched at the momentary flare of pain, and
his prick began to harden with the activity of her fingers.


 


“Relax,
I said, or it's going to be painful!” She said curtly, giving the hardening
prick a painful nip with her long nails.


 


She
put her thumb on the top of his penis and pushed it right down into his
ballsack, almost till if felt like she was pushing it back into his stomach, passed
it under the ring and then teased it out again so that the ring was behind cock
and balls together. His small cock grew out to erection then despite her obvious
frustration. She gripped it with her nails and painfully forced it to subside
again.


 


Once
it had gone a little softer, she fed the end into a short tubular steel cage
which connected with the ring via a little shaft and hole, leaving room for a
padlock to make the two efficiently function as a single unit. She ran a small padlock
through and snapped it closed.


 


“There,”
she said, with an evil chuckle, “now your little dicklette belongs to me. And
if your cock belongs to me, YOU belong to me, as every woman knows. I told you
it was going to be positive.”


 


“Oh,”
he said. “A chastity device?”


 


“Exactly.
Stop you enjoying yourself too much illegally. I control that pleasure  now.”


 


He
whimpered a bit at this and screwed his eyes up against the discomfort.


 


“Don’t
worry, you will adjust to it quickly,” she assured him, applying red nail varnish
to his toes as he put them up on a stool for her to dab the colouring on
expertly. “It will probably swell up and go purple for a bit, but the blood
flow will soon return to normal.”


 


“Are
you sure?” He asked, anxiously.


 


“Of
course, Simon,” she said, confidently, “your body will adjust to it in a few
days. There will be sore places to start with, and your tubes will have to
rearrange themselves so you can pee properly, but you should have no real
difficulties. Now stand up.”


 


 


Simon
got unsteadily up to his feet, the sensation of the twin weights at his chest
and the entrapment of his prick feeling very strange indeed. His prick hardened
a little at this novel stimulation,  but came up painfully against the
unforgiving steel of the chastity lock.


 


“Oh,”
he said, grimacing. 


 


“Don’t
get too excited,” warned the woman, chuckling. “You are lucky there aren’t
spikes on the insides of those rings. It was tempting, but you will be wearing
it a long time, so it can’t be too extreme…Not yet anyway.”


 


He
looked at her in surprise. He had not considered that there would be anything
really lasting to come out of this once she had had her fun with him.


 


“Now
some shoes…. I hope I have guessed the size right there. I think you can take a
ladies 8.”


 


His
feet fitted snugly into the strapped, patent leather heels, and again, she
strapped them tightly around his ankles. 


 


“Excellent,
and now a nice wig…”


 


It
was pink and short, and screamed ‘sissy whore’.


 


In
fact, he screamed sissy whore altogether. From his sexy heels to suspenders,
straining bra and scarlet fingertips, he was all sex and seduction as he looked
at himself in the angled mirror.


 


“And
this,” she said, holding up a dear little pink dress that belled out
endearingly with a taffeta ruff at the bottom.


 


“Oooooh!”
Said Simon, with a very feminine clasping of hands. It was very short and
didn’t even hide his chastity device, but it the feeling of it brushing the
tops of his buttocks was incredible.


 


He
was so engrossed in himself that he didn’t realise that she had taken off her
skirt, revealing black latex panties. She stepped into some sort of harness
that incorporated a giant, black dildo.


 


“Now
we are going to have a little bit of practice, Simon? Kneel, bitch!”


 


He
knelt down readily and needed absolutely no encouragement whatever to lick the
end of her strap-on and make love to it with his mouth. She offered him plenty
of advice and made him repeatedly deep throat it till his mascara streamed with
tears, and he half choked on his own saliva.


 


“There,”
she crooned, “just like a real whore. Tears at the right time. Good. Excellent.”


 


Simon
was utterly transported by the feel of his body, clothes and false boobs, and
the way that the curling bangs of the wig gently caressed his cheeks.


 


“Now,
let’s see how tight your sissy pussy is, shall we?”


 


She
took her strap-on out of his mouth and went round behind him. She lubed up his
anus and the dildo, and then thrust firmly against the sphincter. It gave a
little, resisted somewhat, then with a whimper of pain from Simon, slid easily
inside. It felt like the dildo filled every last void in his soul and he gasped
with the pleasure of it.


 


“Hmm,
been stretching it on your own, haven’t you, you little slut!”


 


“No!”



 


“Of
course not,” she laughed, sliding it deeper and deeper into him, till it
reached the end of his anal tract. “Now push to get it right in,” she said,
“push!”


 


He
cried out in pain, but did so and felt the pain ease as the flexible end of the
dildo turned the corner of his intestine and penetrated even further into him.


 


“That
will get easier as time goes on,” she promised.


 


Again,
Simon was worried about her assumption that this was somehow going to be a long-term
arrangement.


 


After
riding him for a little while, she slipped out of him and then came back round
to make him lick it clean.


 


He
shied at this to start with, but the suspender belt and weight of his tits, the
fall of his sissy hair and brazen nails soon had him sucking and licking it
with moans of pleasure while she laughed.


 


“Good
slut,” she said, approvingly, as she got out of the strap-on harness and put it
away in her bag. “How do you feel?”


 


“Incredible,”
he answered, breathlessly, licking his painted lips. 


 


“What
do you say, then?” She asked, folding her arms under her breasts.


 


“Oh,
thank you!” He gushed, holding his hands together as if in prayer. “Thank You,
Miss Simms.”


 


“Show
me how grateful you are then,” she said impatiently, pointing at her feet. 


 


Simon
needed no more direction or encouragement. It all came entirely naturally. He
was already on his knees before her, and he bent down to lick and kiss the toes
of her shoes with total sincerity and worship.


 


“Hmm,”
said Miss Simms, looking down at the grovelling, tearful figure at her feet, “I
did say that worship is what it is really about. I so love to bring out the
truth through all the lies and bullshit.”


 


“Hmmm…”
said Simon, worshipping Her with his tongue. He felt absolutely fulfilled,
tingling and magical as he did so.


 


“You
are my fucking bitch, now,” said Miss Simms, “understand?”


 


“Y-yes,
Mistress,” he said, gratefully.


 


“Now
what am you?”


 


“I am
your bitch Mistress.”


 


“You
are my fucking bitch, bitch. Say it.”


 


“I
am your fucking bitch Mistress.”


 


“Better.”


 


She
knew that it was true. He had tasted the bliss of male submission to a Sadistic
Goddess, and after that, she had found there was simply no competition.
They could deny it, and run from it as they liked, but it remained true, and
always they had to return and abase themselves again and again.


 


“Get
used to your awakened self, your true self,” she said, enjoying herself and letting
her fingers massage her clitoris for a moment. “And an awakening like this is
pretty much like a re-birth. A new name is naturally called for. ‘Simone’ would
suit, I think, don’t you?”


 


“Oh,
YES!!” 


 


“That’s
settled then, Simone. Now, we must work on that ass pussy. It needs serious
expansion.”


 


She
took a large butt plug out of her bag, gleaming and black, and worked it
gradually into his reluctant ass, stretching the sphincter more and more as he
gasped in pain till it suddenly slipped inside him and his sphincter closed
behind it. The muscle was still significantly expanded to at least three times
its usual size though, and Simon gasped and writhed with the strange sense of
bloated invasion.


 


“Keep
that in for at least an hour, then rest for half an hour, then in for an hour, understand?”


 


“Yes,
Mistress,” he whimpered.


 


“Be
a good girl, and I shall come to you again tomorrow afternoon. With your first
customer, so be ready. Oh, here are some panties. Throw away all your male underpants.
You won’t be needing them again.”


 


She
threw an assortment of feminine panties at him, which he mostly failed to
catch, and then, with a last wicked chuckle, walked out of the door.


 


“Mistress
Simms?” He asked suddenly, just before the door was entirely closed.


 


“Yes?”
she said, impatiently, looking back with a frown.


 


“The
c-collar,” stammered Simone, “I love it, but if I have to go out? Or someone
comes?”


 


Miss
Simms laughed cruelly.


 


“Collars
are not illegal, Simone.”


 


Then
the door closed.


 


 


 


“Oh,”
he thought, wondering if that was really a very useful thing to say. Collars
might not be illegal, but they are not worn in public unless you are a punk or
goth or something.


 


 


Simon
frowned. Miss Simms seemed to be proceeding under the assumption that he was
there for the long haul in whatever plan she had. It was not something he was
at all sure about.


 


First
customer? 


 


The
idea of it was so wicked that he laughed, making his breasts jiggle. He bent
down to pick up the panties as he listened to Her going back down the stairs
and then the clang of the front door. He couldn’t watch her going to her car
because his window faced out over the back.


 


He
sat down on the edge of the bed, feeling suddenly very tired.


 


The
feminine energy sustained and inspired him but also seemed to demand a lot more
from him. The buttplug was very uncomfortable and the chastity device rubbed
and nipped at his skin painfully. He examined it more carefully. The initial
swelling and purple colour of his cock and balls had dissipated somewhat, as
Miss Simms had predicted, but they still looked red and pinched and
uncomfortable. He traced the tube of steel rings with his fingers, feeling his
prick respond to the sight of long scarlet nails and the cruel, gleaming cage
that trapped his prick so effectively. The cage was attached to a little tube
that slotted over a bar that was fixed to the ring behind his balls. The
padlock had been passed through a hole at the extreme end of the bar, preventing
the tube from sliding off, making a solid, secure whole. Simon tried to think
of a way in which he could withdraw his cock from the cage, but there was no
way he get anything more than the tip of his little finger at the end of the
tube to make contact at all with his prick. The balls hung through the gap
between back ring and tube, but there was nowhere near enough clearance to push
his balls between them, let alone get them back through the back ring itself.
It was fiendishly designed and totally secure against tampering as far as Simon
could see. The knowledge of this entrapment made his cock swell as far as it
could do so, and pleasure tingled through him. The pain and enclosure of the
cage actually stimulated greater arousal, but then denied him being able to do
anything about it. It was an evil combination.


 


He
took up a matching pair of panties from the ones that Miss Simms had thrown him
and stepped into them. He did love the way that looked and felt against his
shaven skin, though they didn’t leave much room for his chastity device at the
crotch. They trapped it painfully, but efficiently, which he realised was
probably going to be a good thing when he wanted to try and conceal it under
his male trousers. 


 


He
let out a long breath. He did feel different and wonderful, but it was too
strange a feeling to accord him any tranquillity. He felt strung like a bow,
made to stand straighter, poised on the heels. There was no muscle that was
relaxed, especially not his sphincter, he thought, with a wry smile. It
was all wonderful, but tiring at the same time. He was used to flopping down
untidily in the armchair and lounging around. He could not do so in the
feminine clothes. They simply screamed objections if he lost the beautiful
lines of the combination, or slouched, or adopt any posture that was not
elegant and sexy. Even when he did sit in the armchair it was perched on the
edge, his legs together and his back straight.


 


Perhaps
this was why so many women preferred to be busy and walking about, he thought,
while so many males appears to prefer slouching. The male body and clothes
hardly appeared the worse for such lazy posture, but it was ruinous for the female,
unless she could drape herself as seductively as a cat.


 


Simon
got up and made himself a cup of tea, the chastity device swinging slightly
between his legs and the buttplug making him feel as though he had a football
between his buttocks. 


 


It
was not the most natural thing to make tea with sharp, scarlet nails, either,
but he managed it with a bit of persistence. He felt much better standing up on
his heels, and he was reluctant to stay still, but he knew that he had to rest
somewhat, for the experience with the woman had really taken it out of him. He
eventually decided on the bed and lay down on his back.


 


The
discomfort caused by the plug by this time was getting more than he could bear,
however. The chastity cage and the collar he could do nothing about for the
moment, but the buttplug he had some control over, and it just had to come out.


 


This
was easier said than done. His sphincter was very reluctant to let the massive
circumference out, and it was only by applying a lot of pressure and suffering
a horrible flare of anal pain that he was able to remove it. It seemed
incredibly big in his hand, and he was amazed that his anus had been able to
accommodate it, even for half an hour. He remembered what Miss Simms had said,
but thought that he wouldn’t be able to keep up with her schedule. He would do his
best, however. He cleaned the plug with antiseptic hand soap in the bathroom
and reached round between his cheeks to feel what his asshole felt like. It was
loose and flaccid, just like the sissy pussy Miss Simms wanted him to have. He
whimpered a little but felt wonderfully slutty and depraved as well.


 


Again
his prick hardened somewhat in his chastity cage and waves of pleasure went
through him. He sat down to examine it again and started to realise what sort
of psychological consequences the rings of stainless steel were likely to have.
He would have assumed that a chastity device was there to prevent orgasm, and
that was the beginning and the end of it, but it was turning out that there was
so much more to it than that.


 


Strangely, he
was quite relieved for his cock to be caged. He had always been worried about
not being able to perform as a male should. While he was locked in the device,
there was none of those worries. It was right what she had done, he thought.
His prick had always been useless. It took away the manliness of the organ
altogether and made it harmonise with the rest of the clothes.


 


He
wondered what Miss Simms really had in mind for him. Was she really going to be
bringing his first ‘customer’? It was exciting and frightening at the same
time. A thousand different scenarios played themselves out in his head, each
more extreme than the last.


 


He
pictured at one stage that she was a sadistic serial killer and had merely gone
to get her instruments of torture before returning to pursue her grisly
addiction. This really made him sit up. Of course, he had not considered how
vulnerable he was, despite the fact that he was safely in his apartment for the
time being. 


 


Always
in the past, he had dabbled a little in sexual fantasies and then spurted his
load in order to be able to put them all to one side and continue with his sane,
male, steady existence. This time it was going to be a little more difficult.
He tried wanking himself in the steel cage, but although there was a slight
increase in friction with the steel rings, it was nothing like the sort of
contact and pressure that he was used to being able to use before. He shook the
cage back and forth till his arm got tired but it was no good. He worked
himself up a bit, but nowhere near orgasm.


 


He
considered going to his toolkit and sawing through the padlock, but he baulked
at this almost at once. He did not know what the woman would do when she found
out, and in any case, he was still very much under the spell of his empowered
femininity. It was like a Catch 22. He could only saw through the lock if he
had already spurted and returned entirely to his male persona, but he could only
spurt if the lock had first been removed. His spirit quailed a little at that
as he heard her snickering laughter in his head again.


 


In
the end, he ceased to wonder and struggle and fret. There really was no point. She
had the key to his chastity lock. There was nothing he could actually do about
anything. Anyway, as he relaxed on the bed in his feminine attire, he felt a tremendous
tender warmth steal over him. He shivered at the beauty of it. He realised that
it came from surrender and submission to her, that she was the source and focus
of it. He had never felt so blissfully warm and complete. He still heard her
laughter in his head, but it did not spoil his positive, grateful mood. Her
voice acquired an indulgent, caring quality and he luxuriated in it peacefully.


 


 


Simon
found that he was hungry after a while and went to fix himself something. He
felt like a bit of comfort food and settled on a fish finger sandwich. It was a
wicked feeling to stand in the kitchen dressed as he was, with an apron to
protect himself. He could have written a book on the way in which the heavy
silicon protuberances strained exquisitely in his bra cups with the slightest
movement or change of posture as he got the fish fingers from the freezer and
the way his chastity device swung slowly between his legs. It was awkward to
hold things with his longer than usual nails, but he got the knack of it quite
quickly.


 


When
he had cooked the meal however and prepared it with lashings of butter and ketchup,
however, he found that he suddenly was not all that keen to wolf it down as he usually
did, getting ketchup all over him.


 


He
put the sandwich on a plate and used a knife and fork to cut it into delicate
pieces that he could put in his scarlet mouth without disturbing the lipstick
too much. Women did everything. Differently, he mused, as he put another little
mouthful on his tongue and gently chewed it with minimum movement of his jaw.
He savoured his food so much better that way he found, and it took a lot longer
to eat, even though he did not, in fact, eat the whole meal.


 


He
could hardly just flop in the armchair as he usually would with a groaning
belly. That would not do at all. He considered for a moment the idea of taking
all the underwear off and doing just that, but something inside of him mewed in
feminine disagreement at once. After all, he still had the wig and makeup on,
and the painted nails, as well as the locked collar and chastity lock. He might
as well keep the whole thing going. That was what the woman had said, anyway.
He ate just over half of his normal meal and left it at that. The thought of
the suspender belt bulging out with a overfilled belly was a horrible thought.
The beautiful lines would be ruined.


 


The
first time that he went for a pee was interesting, too. He had to squat like a
real woman because he didn’t know how the waste liquid would run through the
steel cage. He groaned a little as he realised that he was going to have to sit
down every time as long as she kept him locked up.


 


At
last, it was time for bed and he finally had to divest himself of his womanly
things. It was hard for him to do so, they had already attached themselves so
deeply into his psyche that it felt as though he were losing limbs, but he did
not want to stretch and damage them in his sleep. He took off his bra with the
silicone forms, though they had almost stuck to his skin, and also the
suspender belt and stockings, along of course with the shoes. He washed them
gently in soapy water, loving the way his nails looked as he worked the
delicate fabric. He reasoned there was no reason not take them off as well, nor
need he take off the lovely pink dress, which he thought he could wear as a
sissy nightie. He did have to take off the makeup though, and it was not easily
done. The soap did not really seem to touch it. In the end, he managed it with
a more powerful hand wash, telling himself that he would have to buy some makeup
remover pads the following day.


 


The
dress really did feel divine against his shaven skin as he got into bed. He was
exhausted, but exalted and beautiful, too, and it was a long time before he
finally dropped off, especially as he had to get used to the strange feeling of
having his balls locked in the chastity device and the collar rubbing at his
neck. They were uncomfortable, but they gave him such a sweet sense of identity
and security that he did not mind at all. He would have felt bereft without
them at that moment.


 


 


 


 


 


THREE


 


 


When
he woke up, he inevitably wondered briefly if he had dreamt it all, but the
pink frilly dress, leather collar and scarlet nails, to say nothing of the cock
cage between his legs, quickly disabused him of any such notion. He smiled as a
sweet blissful rush of joy coursed through him. It was real!!


 


At
once he wanted to dress in his femme clothes again, as if he were being drawn
by an irresistible gravitational force. He just had to put the bra back
on with the filled cups. He found himself sighing as he did so and his body
adjusted once again to the new distribution of weight, and he gasped with
pleasure at the stockings and suspender belt and the panties that cradled his
chastity device. The wig and shoes completed hios
transformation and he spent an enjoyable hour just relishing the sensation of
moving and posing in his new sissy clothes. He thought of how a male just moved
from one place to another with a mechanical disinterest, but a female moved
with poise and grace that thrilled with every change of posture and delicate
balance. Put simply, everything was different.


 


After
the initial period of pure fascination and enjoyment, he began to think more
practically and realised that he had to go out and get food and other
necessities at some stage. Miss Simms had said that she would be back in the
afternoon so he would have to do it all in the morning.


 


He
could remove everything except the collar, and the chastity device, which were
both, of course, locked securely in place. They were no problem really, when it
came to it. He removed the bra and feminine underwear with reluctance and tried
getting back into his male clothes. The primary concern was the bulge that his
chastity device made at his crotch, but if he made his trousers quite loose at
his waist and kept the device firmly between his legs with the panties, he
thought that there was little sign of a noticeable bulge. A bulge was what
people were expecting to see anyway, he told himself and men certainly did not
make a habit of staring at crotches. If women did, they might even be
impressed, he thought with a little smile.


 


The
collar problem was no different to the usual difficulty when he wore the tape
around his neck. The weather was chilly so a tightly wound scarf would not
arouse any suspicion. It was a far different feeling, however, when he
considered it. The collar had been locked around his neck by a Dominant Female
who had claimed him as Her slave, rather than a bit of tape and his
imagination, which he could escape from any time he wished.


 


Something
inside of him wailed at that, a part of his spirit that wished to be free, wished
to fly, was accustomed to flying. He heard the nickering snigger of Miss
Simms as he yearned for his lost freedom and shuddered at the evil sound. At
the same time, he found it incredibly stimulating and sent waves of pleasure
tingling through his sissified body. He felt so helpless and scared, but at the
same time very alive. Would he go back to his former existence, using tape to
simulate collars and underwear? It was a much safer life, and he knew somehow
deep down, that the gentler, warmer progress of the spirit was by far the
wisest course, but he had somehow strayed into the path of a Demoness who had
quickly addicted him to Her charms, and he did not seem to be able to find his
way out. He heard that malevolent snigger again, and it made him shiver.


 


It
would do him good to go out and do something ordinary like go to the supermarket,
he thought, and so he trussed himself up with shapeless male clothes over his
smooth body, painted toes, caged dicklette, and locked slave collar. 


 


He
could normally pretty much forget that he was anything other than an ordinary
male when he went out into society, but he realised that the cock cage was a
different matter altogether. The toes, shaven skin and even the collar he could
put out of his mind, or at least spare it no thought with an effort, but the
heavy steel of the chastity device made every movement feel different, awkward
and occasionally painful, as if it were charged with electricity that
continually shocked and impinged on his consciousness with tingling insistence.


 


Simon
had to learn how to walk with a chastity device, how to sit, how to bend over,
how to squat. Some old postures were too painful, some new ones were required
in their place. Of course, he would always have to sit down as a female to pee
(another snigger in his head at this) and so it was not so easy as before to
just urinate wherever he found a bit of cover, or stand in a urinal with
everyone else. Nothing was as easy as it was previously. Being forced to think
to some extent as a female made him realise that everything became ten times more
complicated and challenging, even if it was a hundred times more pleasurable.


 


He
managed to buy some milk and various other necessities at the supermarket and
walked back to his home again without incident. He knew that he could not go to
the accountancy class with the collar still locked in place, but Miss Simms had
told him to keep the afternoon clear in any case, and to be dressed for his
first ‘customer’. That really made Simon shake his head. Was all this really
happening to him?


 


He
decided not to dress immediately in his sissy things, despite the urge to do so
tingling through his body. He wanted to have lunch and eat it in his usual
relaxed way, and sit and unwind for a bit. See if he could make the world
stopping spinning so fast. He felt as though he were being strung out too
thinly and despite all the stimulation, felt stressed and uncertain of himself.
He had never been remarkable for having great stamina, and he found the constant
raised energy level actually exhausting.


 


However,
after he had eaten a pleasant lunch, he knew that he had to get himself ready
for the visit of Miss Simms. Though he might have deep reservations about Her
intentions with regard to him, and the addiction to sexual stimulation that she
was so obviously instilling into him, it would serve no purpose to irritate
Her. 


 


Simon
undressed slowly, with a strange reluctance. It would be so easy and lazy to
remain a male; to relax in the chair and watch some sport, or have a beer and a
packet of crisps. He felt so tired.


 


But
as he slowly divested himself of the shapeless male garments, he began to
emerge from that lazy negativity. Like a smooth, beautiful new creature he
stood with smooth skin, slave collar and scarlet toenails in front of the
mirror and felt energy course through him, excitement mount, and a beautiful
poise that just never happened in male moments. He gradually, and pleasurably
began to make the further transition. The bra and wig he thought, were easily
the most powerful items, or was it the shoes? The enforced delicacy of balance?
How did all these things combine so well, so effortlessly and so powerfully? 


 


Simon
began to realise what an achievement a modern woman was, what perfection of dress
and presentation. Females had surely never been generally more goddess-like and
irresistible. The fetishistic power of each female article was extremely potent
in itself. There was no part of her body, or by extension her dress, that was
not replete with divine power and archetypal significance. Males could do
nothing other than make it their focus, stare at it, be mesmerised, chemically
altered, psychologically moved. 


 


He
worked the bra up his arms and gasped again as the weight of the silicon forms
settled against his chest, sealing them together as he clipped the bra at his
back. He closed his eyes against the rush of pleasure. It really was such an
intense feeling. Was he transforming himself, or discovering himself? Did he
actually care? The tension at his waist as the suspender girdle tightened and
locked, then the stockings and the drops fastened one by one. Why did he love
the way the elastic stretched and gave as he walked. Why did he walk sensually,
as if every movement was a revelation?


 


Remembering
the butt plug and Miss Simm’s instructions, he lubed it up and worked it
gradually back into his ass, gasping with the effort. He supposed that it would
be easier when his sissy pussy was adequately flaccid, but it felt like it
still had a long way to go as it stretched painfully, struggling to admit the large
bulb. Simon had to stop and re-lube several times before he eventually got it
inside him. His sphincter settled around behind him, and he gasped at that filled
ass feeling.


 


He
sat down gingerly on the flat face of the plug tail and made up his face. The face
he wanted. The slut’s face. Red lips, bold mascara over the spotless smear of
the foundation. Blusher to give his skin a sheen. It didn’t work very well
until the wig went on, then suddenly he was staring at himself as if someone
different had walked into the room. Someone from inside him.


 


“Hi,
Simone,” he whispered, with a little smile.


 


They
were words that were echoed an hour or so later, when Miss Simms called round
for him, and entered into his little apartment, with a large, dark-skinned man
in tow.


 


“Dilbert,”
she said, by way of introduction. “He is going to take your sissy cherry, and I
am going to amuse myself by watching.”


 


“Oh,”
said Simone, with a little embarrassed, excited wiggle of her backside. Miss
Simms was obviously not going to waste any time.


 


“He
prefers men, actually, but he also LOVES fucking shemales. And that means YOU,
faggot!!”


 


She
laughed harshly as the man began to undo his pants. There was already a bulge
there, Simone noted, with feminine interest.


 


Dilbert
said nothing, just seemed content to follow the instructions of Miss Simms. He
was in his early thirties, Simon guessed, Mombasa black and entirely unfazed by
the whole thing. He seemed to be enjoying himself. Indeed the way in which he
stepped out of his pants and boxers and then teased himself into hardness
betrayed a man who was looking forward to something.


 


“Dilbert
loves plugging ass best,” she said, “but he doesn’t mind a little mouth first.
Get on your knees, slut.”


 


Simon
obeyed at once, hardly taking his eyes of the beautiful black prick. He had
dreamed of this sort of moment so many times, and now he was actually going to
do it.


 


“Take
that into your mouth, and you’ll officially be a slut,” she said with a laugh.


 


He
groaned a denial, but it was quite useless. He knew where that pulsing head was
going, and so did she. 


 


“That’s
it, slut,” she said, encouragingly, as Simon licked and kissed the glistening
head for a moment, then with a strange little whimpering sigh, slid it right
in. “Fag-got!"


 


Dilbert
grabbed Simon’s head and he gagged as the man’s prick was thrust deep into his
throat while she laughed.


 


Simon
did his best not to gag, like a teenager who had tipped back his first whisky
and was desperate not to show himself up. He knew that it was something that he
needed to be able to take, desperate to take.


 


After
a moment the negro slid himself slightly out to let him gasp and breathe. The
man’s prick felt so HUGE in his mouth. His jaw was forced open to its fullest
extent, and it was tiring and uncomfortable, but he worked the shaft hungrily, even
so, determined not to mess up his very first cocksucking experience. So
ecstatic in his feminine attire, he needed to make a success of it and prove
himself a capable first time slut. He had more or less failed at everything
else because his heart hadn’t really been in it, nor the chemistry there, but
this was utterly different. This is what he had dreamed of, striven towards,
and what he ached to do in every sweet dream he had ever had. He struggled not
to gag again as the man shoved his prick right in again with a grunt of
satisfaction and pleasure.


 


Simon’s
heart leapt at this sound. The man was enjoying it! He redoubled his efforts
valiantly and began to make little mewling sounds of pleasure deep in his throat,
as if he was being made to plumb depths of depraved enjoyment by the man’s huge
cock, which after all was entirely true.


 


When
he gasped and breathed and coughed again as the cock slid out, he made a moan
of pure joy and grasped it with his scarlet-tipped fingers, taking control of
it, wanking it, and licking the head, then sucking the balls for a moment
before working the cock again energetically with his mouth.


 


“What
a fucking slut,” said the woman, chuckling. “Now stretch his ass, Dil. I hope
you’ve been using your plug, Simone, or it’s going to be painful.”


 


“Yes,
Miss Simms,” said the negro, in a deep, sultry voice, and slid his cock obediently
out of Simone’s mouth. Simone was breathing hard with the lack of air and
strenuous effort and took a moment to recover as he went around behind him and
pushed him roughly to his hands and knees.


 


“Uh-huh,”
he said, “plug’s in, Miss Simms.”


 


“Well,
take it out then,” she replied, testily.


 


“Yes,
Ma’am.”


 


Simon
whimpered as he felt as though his ass was getting pulled right out of his
stomach. He desperately tried to relax his anus as much as possible but it was
still a brutal and painful business having that plug pulled out of him. When it
finally came free, he collapsed somewhat with relief and breathed as though he
had just run a hundred metres.


 


“Chuck
it in the sink,” said Miss Simms, impatiently, as Dilbert looked at her uncertainly
with the black latex plug in his hand.


 


He
crossed to the kitchenette and dropped it in the soapy water in the bowl with
soft ‘plop’.


 


Simon
was glad of the respite. His ass felt very sore and gaped, but he knew that it
was about to get another pounding. All the same, he much looked forward to it
and pushed his ass up in the air invitingly when the negro came back.


 


Miss
Simms took Simon’s little bottle of lube and handed it to Dilbert, who smeared
it liberally around the waiting sissy pussy. His cock was rock hard and ready
between his legs as he worked little on his shaft, too.


 


Simon
knew what was coming. His ass was still sore, but he knew that was nothing
compared to what was about to happen 


 


Even
though his sphincter had already been stretched, the head of Dilbert’s cock
still met a little resistance, but it soon pushed past and in. Simon gasped as
it slid deep inside him.


 


“There,”
said the woman, with satisfaction. “I knew you could do it. Now fuck him
properly, bitch.”


 


He
moaned as the man thrust powerfully into him and came up painfully at the turn
of his bowel. He gritted his teeth however and pushed back, tensing his muscles
to open the pathway for the head to slide further in, round the corner
remembering her words that it would get easier as his innards adjusted to
getting penetrated deep inside.


 


“Good
slut,” she said, approvingly.


 


Simon
felt the tears stream down his face then as the man took his pleasure with him
and the words of praise from her rang in his ears. He had never satisfied a
woman with his sexual performance of course, and to do something that obtained
the approval of an experienced female was incredibly liberating and sweet.
Finally, something he could do!


 


He
worked his ass pussy and sissy vagina over the man’s prick as he pushed
rhythmically into him allowing the odd flare of discomfort in his bowel to add
to the intensity of the sensation, feeling his prick straining to get hard in
the chastity device. No one was worried about whether his prick was getting
hard or not, though, and that was such a relief to him. His own pathetic little
cock was utterly meaningless, and that was exactly how he liked it. He was
never a man, ever; always a sissy faggot from his earliest memories, and now he
was dressed as a woman, on his knees with his false tits heavy and jiggling
with each thrust of a man’s cock sliding deep in his ass. He wept for the sheer
joy and relief of it. Finding his place in the world. He was so grateful to the
woman for taking such a firm hand.


 


Abruptly,
the man stiffened and held himself deep inside him, grasping his shoulders as
he jerked and spurted his load. Simon could have yelled out for pure joy. He
had made a man cum!


 


“That’s
your ass cherry gone, slut,” she said, with a delighted chuckle, as Dilbert
slid his still engorged prick out of his sissy pussy.


 


“Now
clean him off like a good fag,” she instructed, pointing.


 


Simone
obeyed eagerly, turning quickly to gather the beads of cum that still oozed in
little jerks from the slowly deflating but very appetising black cock. She took
a little plate and put it under Simone’s ass as he did so, ready to catch the
drops of cum as they dribbled out of his flaccid pussy hole.


 


“Mmmm…”
said Simone, loving the thick, salty flavour of the man’s cum, greedily licking
it off the head and sucking it out of the shaft.


 


She
laughed at that, and adjusted the plate as more of the cum dribbled out.


 


Eventually,
there was no more cum to be gleaned from his prick and she turned his attention
to the plateful of jizz that had oozed out of his back passage. He licked his
lips and lapped it all up like a starving dog.


 


“He’ll
do, Dilbert, don’t you think?” She asked, with a chuckle.


 


“Yeah,
Ma’am,” agreed the negro, who was handing over some cash. “Certainly will.”


 


“Well
done, whore,” said Miss Simms, “you have earned your fee.”


 


 


 


After
being such a complete failure at everything else, Simon was so happy to have
succeeded at something. If he had failed at that as well, then it really would
have been time to give up on life altogether. 


 


‘I’ll
be in touch,” she said, with a wicked leer. “Clean yourself up and you can resume
the outward show of your pathetic male life for day or two. Practise on your
dildo and plug and keep shaven. Dress often and practice. Understand?”


 


“Y-yes,
Mistress,” said Simon, breathlessly. He was positively glowing.


 


“Slut,”
she said under her breath, chuckling, as she closed the door behind her.


 


 


 


After
she left, Simon looked at the cash in his hand, the notes contrasting wickedly
with the red of his long false nails, and he laughed. It felt so good to have
been able to do something right, and found his place. He had been attractive
and useful and sexy for the first time in his life.


 


Simone
sat down for a moment, poised in his underwear on the arm of his easy chair,
conflicted about whether to take off his female things or not. On the one hand,
he still felt the afterglow of his success as a slut and didn’t want to let the
feeling pass, but against that, he was so terribly tired and the thought of
just flopping in the armchair without worrying about how it ruined the lines of
his body as extremely attractive.


 


He
needed to shower in any case, and in the end he decided that a return to boring
maleness would probably be just as well after the recent spells of intense
excitement.


 


As
he divested himself of his female things and his male ego made somewhat of a
recovery. He knew that Miss Simms was taking him into dangerous waters, as
sweet as they might be. But he also knew that the simple, spiritual pleasures
of a good book and a walk in the countryside were far more beneficial to the
soul, and general mood. He knew that he was going to have to find a
way to break it to her that he was not actually a sissy slut most of the time,
but a child of the spirit, a free thing of fire and air, not chained to the
lusts of the earth and damned into hell.


 


He
could see the way it could be done. He would be able to explain it to her,
surely, and she would remove the lock, and all would be well. Without consent,
she would recognise that her treatment of him had no legitimacy. He wondered
whether to actually hacksaw through the lock and remove the device, but he
winced at the thought of her anger at that. It would not hurt to wear it for a
bit longer.


 


He
considered wearing a regular pair of his male slips when he came out of the
shower, but in the end went for the lacy black panties. There really was very
little to recommend the boring maleness as compared to the beautiful material
and cut of the panties, even though a part of him tried to convince him that he
was merely falling further into her trap by wearing them.


 


He
felt more stable and settled when he had covered them over with his untidy
corduroy trousers and check shirt, as if his normal masculinity was somewhat
restored, and old certainties returned to an extent.


 


With
it came hunger and he decided to get a takeaway and have a real feed. He was
lightheaded with hunger and exhaustion and felt like a substantial meal inside
him. He went to collect it, too, walking the short distance to the shop down
the suburban lanes, the grubby row of outlets in the streetlights, tacky signs
of slot machine casinos and glitzy student bars. He smiled despite himself at
the strange feel of the chastity device round his cock, and the panties
underneath his male clothes, the scarlet toenails safely out of sight. If he
got knocked down in the street the paramedics would have a shock, he thought,
with a chuckle. The collar he hid as best he could behind the zipped up coat.


 


It
was good to be out. The city-suburb was like an artificial world
in itself, but the spring air was still vital on his face, and out beyond the
harsh light he knew the stars shone in the infinite sky.


 


In
the end, he could only eat half the pizza, which at least left some for
tomorrow.


 


After
a fitful, restless evening switching between TV channels, he found that sleep
did not come easily either. The chastity device pinched him now and again as he
moved between positions and he kept thinking about how it felt to have a cock
in his mouth and pounding his ass. It seemed even sweeter in recollection, and
he kept hearing her ‘faggot!’ In his head, as he felt himself strain painfully
in his chastity cage.


 


Eventually,
however, his exhaustion overcame everything else, and he slept for a few hours.


 


 


 


FOUR


 


In
the morning, he was initially astonished to find his prick trapped in a tube of
steel rings and the collar padlocked around his neck. It was an
incontrovertible fact in a world that had suddenly become very dangerous and
fluid. One moment it was his worst enemy, trapping him in sensual fascinations
that were fundamentally unwholesome and making everything awkward; the next it
was is most precious friend, resolving all inner conflicts by virtue of its
total certainly and constant presence. There was not a posture or movement of
his body where it was not always making itself felt. The panties and painted
toes, the shaven body, could be forgotten and denied for a time in male
clothes, but the chastity device could not. Even the collar faded if he did not
move, but the cock cage was always present. He could almost hear her cruel
laugh at that, and realised that it was one of the reasons it was such a
perfect form of restraint from her point of view. 


 


He
warmed up a segment of the pizza in the frying pan for a lazy breakfast and
then flopped in the chair, adjusting his chastity device into the most
comfortable, but still uncomfortable position. He really was going to have to
make her unlock it, he thought.


 


He
had an accountancy lesson that morning and thought he certainly wouldn’t be
able to go. Wouldn’t everyone notice the bulge of the lock in his trousers? It
was one thing going to the supermarket, but hours in a classroom? In the end,
he adjusted and readjusted it in the mirror till he thought that he might get
away with it, especially if he pulled his trousers down a bit to make more
slack and wore a pullover over the top. The collar was actually not so much as
it might have been. The classroom was never heated, and he had worn a coat
before.


 


As
he left the building, he checked his post and noticed that there was an
official looking envelope from the Crown Prosecution Service. He shivered at
that and decided to open it there and then. Inside was an invitation to an identity
parade. He was reminded that it was his lawful duty to attend and he really had
no excuse. The letter had been in his box for a couple of days but had not
checked his mail. He cursed softly under his breath. The date set was that day,
in the afternoon. He could make it after class, he thought. With a panic, he
considered the collar. The police would certainly find it strange that he
should not want to remove his coat??


 


He
sent a panicky text to Miss Simms, begging for her to bring him the key in time
for the identity parade. 


 


She
just texted back:


 


I
told you, slut. Collars are not illegal. 


 


Once
again he could hear her cold, sniggering laugh in his head. He felt like weeping
at the cold cruelty of the sound, and had the distinct impression that Miss
Simms would have greatly enjoyed that effect, but he blinked them back and
gradually began to think more positively. Eventually he put on his coat and
went out to the University.


 


The
class was as boring as usual, and fortunately he had no real acquaintances
there. No one appeared to notice anything unusual and he was relieved to get
away without anyone mentioning a bulge in his pants or shaven skin peeking out
from his trouser legs. He could not concentrate in any case, with the prospect
of having to go to the police station wearing a slave collar later that
evening. He supposed and reasoned that Miss Simms was technically right and
could he not wear the slave collar with pride? Was it not a token of his new
character, a true expression of his actual inner self in a way that the boring
coat and sweater wasn’t and never had been? He found himself starting to
psychologically get around the fact that there were going to be some stares and
titters at the station. Let them do so!


 


Trembling
in every limb, he took off his coat and exposed his collar to the class.


 


He
could sense the tension in the air and the shocked looks almost at once. He saw
the lecturer glance sharply at him, miss his point, and then have to go back.
No one actually said anything. Everyone was well aware of the University’s free
expression of faith and view and dress as long as public decency wasn’t
outraged. No doubt it would have been a hundred years before but certainly not
in the twenty-first century. It raised eyebrows, but no other visible signs of
surprise were forthcoming. 


 


The
collar was no fashion accessory. It had been locked around his neck by Miss
Simms, and so it was as meaningful as a cross to a Christian or a headscarf to
a Muslim, and so on. It was a true expression of who he was, and he found
himself becoming more and more confident of being able to wear it as he wished.
He couldn’t remove it in any case, and he couldn’t keep his coat buttoned up
the whole time.


 


But
the time he had left his class and gone back onto the wintry street he worked
himself up into a self-righteous lather about it and strode down to the place
where the police had required him to attend with a firm, determined step. He
didn’t try to conceal the collar by buttoning up his coat. He kept it open and
dared anyone to say anything. There were a few startled glances, but no one
passed any comment as he made his way down the street.


 


He
would normally have had a lunch at the University cafeteria, but he did not
want to sit down there on this occasion. He had been brave enough for one
morning. A quiet lunch at home was urgently required. 


 


The
appointment with the police hung over his reheated pizza segment lunch, and he
did not really enjoy it as a consequence. He thought about cutting off the
collar, but the thought of Miss Simms finding out bought him out in a cold
sweat. In any case, the collar was a true thing, and a precious thing to him.
Why should he have to hide it?


 


He
was very afraid that the police would do a routine body search when he finally
got to the station where the identity parade was taking place but he had no
need to worry. They did not go anywhere near his concealed chastity device.
They did not say anything about his collar either, though again there was a bit
of an atmosphere initially, and a surprised glance or two. Occasionally there
was a sly smile, too, as if they knew something of the humiliating situation he
was in and found it amusing.


 


One
such reaction appeared surreptitiously on the face of a middle-aged policewoman,
though it was only her eyes that seemed to glitter with amusement as she went
wordlessly by.


 


The
process of the identity parade did not actually take very long. He saw the assailant
from that night clearly enough among the six similar individuals, but he did
not, of course, point him out to the officer in charge. He mumbled that he
could not really recollect very well and they let him go with some disgust,
though with a show of sympathy that he suspected was superficial.


 


They
did, however, get him to write a statement before he went, as they expected the
matter to come to court in the near future.


 


When
he got home, he went straight down to lie on his bed. The stress of exposing
the collar and general trauma of the identity parade and everything else seemed
to collapse on him like a ton of bricks. It was only two o clock in the
afternoon, but he fell asleep as if it were two in the morning.


 


He
was eventually awoken by the beep of his mobile as it registered an incoming
SMS. He guessed after some initial sleepy confusion that it was probably Miss
Simms. He groped for it and read the terse message.


 


Simone,
be ready for seven.


 


He
looked at his watch which he had not bothered to take off before and saw that
it was half-past five. He texted back a sleepy acknowledgement.


 


He
let out a sigh and drifted away again for about half an hour. He felt so tired.
It was so tempting to just let the day drift as he had been wont to do for most
of his adult life, not a care in the world, if not much inspiration either. 


 


Motivation
was not in short supply now, however. Miss Simms would simply not allow any
slacking, and anyway she might be bringing another ‘customer’ for him to pleasure,
which sent a thrill of anticipation through him, as tired as he was.


 


Simon
got into his female clothes with increasing pleasure, as if he were saying the
words of a magic spell which gathered energy and purpose as you said the
ancient, burning enchantment from beginning to end.


 


Miss
Simms was prompt and rang his bell at seven o’clock.


 


“Good,”
she said, with a smirk, looking him up and down after he had let her in.


 


She
took something out of her bag. It looked like a clock, but the twelve o’clock
marking was missing. She mounted it on the wall having taken down one of
Simon’s pictures and fiddled with her phone for a moment.


 


“Webcam,”
she explained, with a smirk, showing him her phone. Simon looked to see the
whole living room on a wide angle view, with the bed as a central feature, perfectly
represented on her mobile screen.


 


“Why
have you done that?” He asked puzzled.


 


“In
a little while,” she explained, “there is going to be a caller for You. A man
named Steve. He likes to fuck shemales. He likes sissy whores to suck him off, and
that is exactly what is going to happen. He is going to pay you £50 upfront,
and maybe some more if he is satisfied with you.”


 


“Oh…OK,”
said Simone, trying not to lick his lips and make it too apparent that he was greatly
looking forward to it.


 


“Good
girl,” said Miss Simms, with a thin smile. “Now I’m sure that you can handle
him without me being there. “I’ll be watching you from my car.”


 


“Oh…!”


 


“Now,
don’t fret, Simone,” she snapped, “I won’t be too far away in any case, and I
know this Steve. He won’t be any trouble, I’ll guarantee it. Now goodbye for
the moment.”


 


With
another malicious smile, she ran her finger along his made-up cheek.


 


“Enjoy,”
she laughed, and let herself out.


 


Simone
did not know how to wait for a ‘customer’. He did not know what whores did when
they were not actually working. He remained standing in his heeled shoes for a
while, then strode back and forth for a bit. He imagined that whores didn’t do
anything like that. They probably just had a cigarette and cup of tea, or
something a bit stronger maybe, conserving their energy, perhaps cleaning
themselves up and redoing their make up.


 


The
door buzzer suddenly made him jump.


 


“Yes?”
He asked, faintly, pushing the intercom.


 


“It’s
Steve,” crackled a brash, confident voice from the speaker.


 


“Come
up,” he whispered in a scarcely audible tone, and pushed the open button.


 


Steve
was just as his voice promised; tall, confident, bold, full of anticipation,
and from the appraising glance he gave Simone, not disappointed.


 


It
was ridiculous how good this made Simone feel. It gave him confidence, too, a
wash of seductive energy. Had he not already sucked off a man and won approval
as a whore?


 


Simone
ignored the expressive face of a man past his fifties, wasn’t interested in
scars and history and the whys and wherefores. He moved slowly, sensually
towards him, and held out a scarlet-tipped hand, a provocative expression on
his face that he didn’t even know he’d had. The first thought of a whore was
the money, and without that, nothing happened. Get the cash while the desire is
there, not after it is satisfied.


 


Steve
smiled as he handed over fifty pounds in ten-pound notes. Simone counted it,
loving the juxtaposition of scarlet nails and the wrinkled banknotes, before
putting it down on the bedside table.


 


Then
he turned to the man and smiled seductively, a wicked, curling, secret promise
of pleasure.


 


Simone
sank slowly to her knees and carefully undid the man’s trousers, letting them
fall to the floor, then freed his already hardening member from his briefs.


 


“Mmmmm,”
she said, working him unhurriedly into full hardness with her fingers, “what a
beautiful cock.”


 


“Suck
it,” he said, in a slightly strained voice, as if his whole body was going
stiff at Simone’s intimate attentions.


 


“My
pleasure,” smiled Simone, and began to lick and caress it eagerly for a moment,
before he groaned and thrust it into her mouth.


 


Dilbert
had let her dictate the pace and been gentle but Steve was obviously more
desperate and urgent. He took control and began sliding himself in and out of
her mouth as if he were fucking it. It was all Simone could do to do stop
herself gagging and choking on the thick, throbbing meat as it thrust
powerfully in and out.


 


“Eat
it, bitch,” he gasped, roughly.


 


“Mmmmm…”
said Simone, as if he were enjoying it, which he really wasn’t. It was too
uncomfortable to be enjoyable, even though it appealed to him on a deep
submissive level.But feigning pleasure was a whore’s stock in trade, and he
suffered Steve’s brutal assault as best he could before he found himself
gasping and weeping a moment later as the man’s focus switched to his ass
pussy. He was thrust down onto his knees, and then the assault continued, this
time against the painful bend of his intestinal tract, in and in again, deeper
and deeper. Simone opened herself up to it and forced the bell end to make the
corner, alleviating some of the discomforts and allowing his prick to penetrate
him even further.


 


“Fucking
whore,” he grunted, “take it.”


 


He
shuddered suddenly and spurted his load deep in Simone’s ass, holding himself
in while he jerked and grunted in ecstasy.


Simone
gasped, too, at the welcome cessation of punishment, feeling a sweet glow of
pleasure at having brought Steve off and given him such sweet relief with her
ass pussy. 


 


Steve
withdrew at last and sat down on the bed, plainly a little exhausted.


 


“Let
me clean it for you,” said Simone, looking hungrily at the cum that still
beaded at the engorged head, glistening and beautiful.


 


Without
waiting for his approval, she bent down to lick all the remaining cum from the
head, tasting and sucking it off greedily.


 


“Fucking
dirty bitch,” he chuckled, “lick it all off then. Save a tissue.”


 


Simone
did so, loving the taste, and left not the slightest trace of cum.


 


“Gods,
I could do you again,” he said, as her attentions began to make him swell, but
he did not stay in the event. He had an engagement he could not miss and so
took his leave, promising to return soon after leaving Simone a nice tip of
twenty pounds.


 


“Love
that chastity device, by the way,” he said, as he left.


 


It
was such an overwhelmingly positive experience that Simone wept happily. She
felt like a real whore now, having brought a man off on her own, and apparently
well enough to hopefully get him to come back, even if it had been quite a
rough ride at times.


 


“That’s
how most men are,” said Miss Simms, when he skyped Her on his PC a moment
later. “They like to go for it. Steve’s a builder, so what do you expect?”


 


Miss
Simms made him squat over a plate and open his ass to let Steve’s cum dribble
out in milky streams. Then she made him lick it up.


 


“Good
girl,” she said, chuckling as he did so with every appearance of greedy sluttishness.


 


“Now,
clean yourself up and have a cup of tea, Simone, the next one is due in half an
hour.”


 


“Whaaat?”


 


“Don’t
worry, you can handle it. His name’s Anthony.”


 


“Oh,”
said Simone, feeling tired and sore.


 


“I
don’t think he’ll be as rough as Steve. He’s a student. Remember, I’ll be
watching so you had better do a good job. You have to earn a living.”


 


The
young man who came tentatively through his door an hour or so after Steve had
left was not at all confident and evidently felt very conflicted about being
there. He was no great physical specimen either, being either late teens or
early twenties, with a slim build and wild, faddish hairdo.


 


Simone
was amused to see that his eyes were fixed on his silicon boobs as he motioned
for the lad to come in, and also gave a quick glance to his crotch, where the
chastity device was tight behind the delicate gauze of the lacy black thong.


 


“You
are a student?” said Simone, in a soft, feminine voice.


 


“Y-yes,”
he said.


 


“Hmm,
I love students. What are you studying?”


 


Simone
was intent on only one thing. How to get his cum and his money.


 


“Er,
Th-theology,” stammered the young man.


 


“Oh!”
Said Simone, delighted. “Am I the whore of Babylon, then?”


 


She
fondled her tits and laughed throatily.


 


“Yes,
you are,” he replied, huskily, and his hand crept to his crotch.


 


“Oooh!”
Said Simone, feeling delightfully wicked.


 


“Yes,”
said Anthony, in a stronger voice, “You are a drinker of men’s souls, inflamer
of lusts, and a servant of Satan.”


 


“Yes,”
said Simone, kneeling down to undo his trousers, “…and am going to make you his
servant, too.”


 


“Ohhh….”
He said, as Simone took out his straining prick.


 


“Mmmm,”
she said, as she took him into her mouth.


 


He
gasped and caught her head with his hands, holding her onto him as she began to
work and caress him. 


 


Simone
hardly knew himself. He felt profoundly as though he were indeed working for
Satan and it was an immense turn on for him. He had a deep affection for the
Scriptures and the transgressive edge that this lent the proceedings gave it a
keener charge.


 


“Oh,
I must resist,” he grated, his face a mask of conflicting desires.


 


Simone
licked right at the supersensitive head of his penis and watched the waves of
pleasure flood through him, like diabolical energy. He gasped and trembled with
the intensity of it as she worked her tongue and lips to maximum effect.


 


Simone
found the ancient struggle between sexual desire and spiritual discipline an
incredible turn on. She was the whore making the young would-be priest
participate in a forbidden, ecstatic ritual, and she savoured and enjoyed her
victory as a servant of carnal, Satanic energy.


 


He
sensed that Anthony was about to cum and let the prick slip out of his mouth,
the gooey juices still making a connection in a number of places between the
engorged head and his slutty mouth.


 


He
looked down at her pleadingly, the expression on his face as readable as the
title page of a family Bible.


 


“I’m
going to take your cum,” said Simone, “but I want your soul as well. Say you
worship Satan.”


 


“No!”


 


Simone
licked the head of his penis once and he nearly screamed out.


 


“Say
it!”


 


“I
w-worship….”


 


He
trailed off miserably, his face a mask of frustration.


 


“Say
his name,” said Simone, and licked him again with a lingering, sensual stroke.


 


“Satan!”
He gasped.


 


Simone
laughed triumphantly and took him back fully into her mouth. Almost
instantaneously, the young man came with great wracking jerks of his body.


 


“Yes!”
He hissed fiercely, as he came in her mouth, “I worship Satan!”


 


“Mmmmm,”
said Simone, laughing, letting the last of it spurt onto her made up whore’s
face till it oozed down to his chin and over his cheeks. He lapped it up with
his tongue. “Another soul for Lucifer.”


 


Anthony
was shaking like a leaf by that point, and Simone laughed again. She hardly
knew herself. Recognised nothing about that experience and sense of dark
exultation that had arisen so powerfully and pleasurably.


 


“H-have
I really sold my soul?’ asked Anthony, in a quavering voice, he head in his
hands.


 


Simone
laughed.


 


“Oh,
yes, silly, you’ve given it to his whore for a blowjob. But don’t fret, a dab
of Holy Water will do the trick.”


 


“Oh,”
he said, with a sickly grin, relieved.


 


“Just
don’t bring any of it here, because it is deadly to me, of course.”


 


“Of
course,” he said, though still a little uncertain of himself.


 


“Don’t
be a silly,” said Simone, “you enjoyed it didn’t you?”


 


“God,
yes,” he said, “it was the most intense thing I’ve ever felt.”


 


“Well
then,” said Simone, “don’t be so negative.”


 


“It
just got heavy there for a bit,” he said, with a relieved chuckle. “Nothing to
it really is there?”


 


“Nothing
to it, Anthony. Of course not.”


 


“No,”
he said, sounding tired and putting on his coat. “


 


She
caught a slight disappointment in his tone.


 


“But
now that you gave me your soul once, you will have to do it again,” said
Simone, darkly, “I will make you relinquish it. Prove who you really worship.
Again and again.”


 


He
jumped at that and, he didn’t know if she was joking or not. Her wicked smile
gave him no clue.


 


“Try
the water, Anthony, and prayer. Lots of prayer. But when you feel like a moment
of truth, come and see me.”


 


“Oh,”
said Anthony, with a shudder of fear, “w-we’ll see.”


 


“Indeed
we shall,” said Simone, laughing, as he went out of the door.


 


Simon
grinned stupidly at the turn of events. His chastity device was wet through
with his arousal, and his body tingled with energy. What had brought  all of
that on?


 


“It
is quite common,” said Miss Simms, when they skyped a few minutes later. “When
a soul is sold to Satan, the marked and despairing individual delights in
nothing more than bringing another soul to the same pass. You sold your soul to
me, remember.”


 


“Oh,”
said Simone, seeing the justice of this. He had undoubtedly accepted Her as his
deity.


 


“And
what a wonderful slave you are turning out to be, little slut,” she said, with
a chuckle. “I enjoyed that greatly. You went with him on instinct and blew his
mind. I’m pleased and impressed.”


 


“Thank
you, Mistress!” He said, glowing at her praise. He could not remember any time
in the past when a woman had praised him.


 


“You
had some empathy there and pressed his buttons well.”


 


“Thank
You, Mistress.”


 


“And
you wore your collar to the accountancy class, and to the police station as
well?”


 


“Yes,
Mistress. At the university I actually exposed it, and so too at the inspection
parade. Other people wear crosses and the hijab. Why can’t I wear Your collar.
It is a religious symbol in a way.”


 


“Of
course it bloody well is, more genuine than the vast majority of those other idiots,”
said Miss Simms, heatedly. “When you get on your knees before me you feel
something real, not mumble words out of a fucking book.”


 


“Yes,
Mistress,” agreed Simon, readily. He certainly did feel a potent submissive
sweetness when he even so much as thought about Miss Simms, let alone actually
kneel in her presence.


 


“How
did the identity parade go, anyway,?” She asked, “Once they got over the shock
of seeing a man in a slave collar.”


 


“Oh,
OK,” said Simon. He hesitated. “I actually got warned off from saying anything.
By a gang member, I think.”


 


“Oh,
probably the same charming individual who made his acquaintance with me,” said
Miss Simms, “with no doubt the same blunt message.”


 


“Oh,
he met you, too?”


 


“Yes,
but once I mentioned one or two acquaintances of my own within his
organisation, things took a rather different turn.”


 


“Goodness,”
said Simone, impressed. He didn’t ask for any more details.


 


“So
how are you enjoying your new life as my sissy, slut whore?”


 


“Loving
it,” said Simone, without hesitation and Miss Simms chuckled.


 


“Good
girl,” she said. “Next, you’ve got Gordon, fifteen minutes. Policemen, would
you believe. He loves ladyboys and sissies.”


 


“Oh,
another one?” Asked Simone, with a hint of weariness. “How do you know all
these people, Mistress?”


 


“Oh,
I’ve been around,” she said, cryptically. “I will be recording this one as
well. Don’t mess it up.”


 


“I’ll
try not to, Mistress,” he said, as the screen went blank.


 


 Simone
cleaned herself up and got into a new pair of panties. He had assumed that
being a whore was pretty much the same thing over and over again, but so far
people couldn’t have been more different. And the way that they were once their
guard was down and the door sealed off the normal world outside was very
instructive to say the least.


 


Gordon
was exactly what Simone was expecting, the very vision that would come to you
if you said the word ‘policeman’, even though they take all shapes and sizes
these days.


 


He
was tall, impeccably dressed in his uniform with an official fabric patrol bag
with a hundred and one zips and pockets in it.


 


He
strode inside with a grim nod and disapproving frown.


 


“You
know that this is against the law,” he began, bending a trenchant gaze down at
Simone.


 


He
was so convincing that Simone actually thought for a moment that he was getting
busted.


 


“What
is?” She asked, recovering herself, trying to look as innocent as possible in
stockings and suspenders, slave collar, chastity device and scarlet nails and
pouting, ruby mouth.


 


“Don’t
play the innocent with me, slut!” He hissed and at once pushed her onto the bed
face down. “You’re coming along with me to the station.”


 


“Oh!”
Said Simone, feigning fright, getting into the part.


 


“It’s
high time this city was cleaned up,” he went on, pulling her wrists together at
his back and snapping on cuffs. “It’s so full of filth like you.”


 


“Please,
officer,” begged Simone, “let me go!”


 


“Not
a bloody chance,” he said, grimly. “You’re going to do hard time. It’ll be good
for you.”


 


“Maybe
something I can do for you, officer?” She asked, wiggling her pert ass.


 


“Disgusting!”
He snapped. “I wouldn’t go anywhere near you. God knows who’s been there
lately. All the scum of the world, I shouldn’t wonder.”


 


“Ohhh…”
she said, despairingly, wondering where things were going.


 


 “I
know what you’re like, you sluts,” he said in a fierce tone, bending down right
by her ear. You’d do anything to keep on whoring, wouldn’t you? Anything?”


 


“No!”
Said Simone.


 


“Oh yes
you would! If I said I’d let you go if you pleasured my cock, I bet you would
do it!”


 


“Officer!!”


 


“I
bet you would do it anyway, just because it turns you on.”


 


“No,
it doesn’t!”


 


“Well,
let’s find out then shall we?”


 


He
reached into his bag and Simone was half expecting him to produce a truncheon
but instead he hefted a large rubberised dildo. It was flattish with an angled
face at the front, and the same diameter all the way back to the large bulb
about two-thirds of the way down its length. It was big, and black and solid
looking.


 


“Turning
you on just looking at it, isn’t it, bitch?” He said, with a leer as he came
round the front of the bed. “Now show me what you dream about doing if you haven’t
already fucking done it. Suck a big black cock.”


 


Simone
did actually feel turned on by the thought of it, and although he had to feign
some resistance for the benefit of the scenario, he did lick and kiss it with
real pleasure.


 


“There,”
said the policemen, “I fucking knew it. You practised whores have left all
decency far behind. You’d suck on anything.”


 


Simone
moaned with pleasure and began licking and caressing it properly with her
mouth, letting it slide in and out past her lips.


 


Gordon
gave her the dildo to hold and suck and transferred his hands hurriedly to his
own prick, which was plainly rock hard in his uniform trousers. He freed it
with a gasp and began to wank it slowly, enjoying the sight of Simone
pleasuring a such a massive cock.


 


“Yes,”
he grunted, “deep throat it. Like you’ve never had anything so good.”


 


“Mmm,”
said Simone, in genuine transport, sliding it deep hungrily.


 


“That’s
it, dirty bitch,” said Gordon, breathlessly, “..get it excited, get it hard for
you, get it ready to fuck you.”


 


“Mmm,”
said Simone, wickedly, liking the idea.


 


“Right,”
said the policeman, taking back the dildo a moment later, very flushed in the
face, “now you’ve got it excited and horny, It’s ready to fuck Your sissy ass.”


 


“Oooh!
Yes!” Said Simone, licking her scarlet lips, and smearing some lube on her ass
pussy, “fuck me deep, officer, fuck me hard and dirty.”


 


Gordon
jerked a little at that, and Simone thought he was going to cum there and then,
but he went around behind her and thrust the dildo up inside his ass. 


 


“Ohhh!”
Said Simone, closing her eyes in ecstasy, “Yes! Thrust it in deep!”


 


“You
dirty slut,” said the policeman, wanking himself with one hand while thrusting
the black dildo in with the other.


 


Simone
felt the rubber end come up against the bend in his anal tract but thrust back
powerfully and forced it further inside him.


 


“Yes!!
Now take the knot, bitch!”


 


Simone
cried out as the huge bulbous knot began to expand her sphincter, bigger and
bigger.


 


“Take
it!” Said Gordon, in a thick breathless voice.


 


Simone’s
ass expanded till he thought it would split and he bit his lip against the
pain, but suddenly the thickest part was in and it slid with a rush further
inside him. His relieved sphincter contracted to grip the smaller shaft behind
and keep it firmly inside.


 


“Arrrrgh!”
Said Simone, feeling totally full and strangely lightheaded and stimulated.


 


“Now!”


 


Gordon
worked the trapped dildo inside Simone, up through his ass and intestine mostly
moved with it, it rubbed right against his prostate and within a few strokes
had brought him to a powerful, breathless orgasm.


 


Simone
bucked painfully, his anus gripping the dildo behind the bulbous knot, and as
he did so his prostate continued to be massaged, making him empty his balls
fully.


 


“Ohhhhhh!”
Gasped Simone, as the cum was forced painfully through his trapped cock,
squeezing between the steel rings of the chastity device to grip in large
globules on the carpet. 


 


Gordon
was breathing heavily, too, evidently having also shot his load into a handful
of Kleenex.


 


“What
a little whore,” he said. “You have just cum to the thought of a black cock
fucking your ass.”


 


Simone
looked at him, trembling in every limb. His sphincter still wouldn’t let go of
the knot.


 


He
laughed at her, cruelly.


 


“You’re
such a fucking natural, aren’t you? Like a real bitch locking her snatch.”


 


He
reached down and gripped the end of the dildo and pulled firmly, bracing his
leg against Simone’s buttocks.


 


For Simone,
it felt like he was having his intestines pulled out and his ass stretched as
big as a football.


 


He
cried out in pain as his sphincter had to expand quickly to a very large
diameter, and then virtually sobbed with relief as it suddenly went past the
point of greatest stretch and the whole thing slid quickly out of him.


 


‘Now,
lick it, bitch,” said Gordon, stepping round in front of him. “It needs cleaning.”


 


Simone
did not like the prospect at all after shooting his load, the whorish desires
naturally somewhat depleted, but he did feel so fantastic after taking the big
cock and getting such a stupendous orgasm out of it that he felt he owed it a
clean with his tongue.


 


He
licked it as Gordon proffered it in front of his mouth.


 


“What
a filthy slut you are,” he observed, watching her. “A filthy little cock
fucker.”


 


“Hmmm,”
said Simone, feeling a flare of returning desire in his crotch. The description
sounded so delightfully depraved and dirty.


 


Gordon
shook his head and took the dildo away, then cleaned it with a wipe that he got
from his bag, before replacing it.


 


“You’ll
do very well,” he said, putting a large wad of cash on the bedside table. “My
big friend is pleased to have a new bitch.”


 


“Oh,”
said Simone, smiling. “I’m glad you…urm…he approves.”


 


“Always
test with the dildo before I actually bring my real big friend  along,”
said Gordon, with a broad smile.


 


Simone
gaped at him in shock, not knowing if he was serious or not.


 


“See
you soon, slut,” he said, and went out.


 


 


Simone
didn’t really believe he was serious, but how could he be confident of anything
in this suddenly very strange world he had entered into. He wondered for a
moment how on earth he had got to this point in a matter of just a few days. One
moment he was a harmless nerd going to accountancy classes and never doing
anything remotely exciting except the odd moment putting on silver duct tape
and imagining he was wearing stockings and suspenders, the next he was on his
hands and knees with cum dripping out of a chastity device that locked his dick
in an iron grip, shaven, made up, sluttified. He had brought two men off for
cash, one in his ass, one in his mouth, and been brought to a climax by a massive
dildo, with the promise of the real thing to come soon. It really was far too
much to take in. The difference of course, was Miss Simms. She had seen the
potential, the latent desires and dirty thoughts, and brought them to the
surface, exposed and used them. It had been quite a ride, but Simone thought
that he really wanted to get off now. It was beginning to get quite scary. He
realised that it was going to be difficult to convince Her, but it was going to
have to be done, come what may.


 


First however,
he had to do some cleaning up, and he was feeling so incredibly tired. No doubt
Miss Simms had witnessed it all and would want to discuss the experience, but
he had to at least make the effort to put himself and the place to rights.


 


“Enjoy
that, did you?”


 


Simone
looked up at the monitor of his PC and saw the cruel, full-fleshed face of his
Mistress, nicely made up, as usual.


 


He
looked up at Her fearfully, with tiredness and despair in his eyes.


 


She
laughed, clearly liking what she saw as he crawled over to his PC desk.


 


“Poor
slut, tired out after shagging three blokes for cash?”


 


“Yes,”
he said, wearily.


 


“How
much did Gordon give you by he way?”


 


He
had to go and check. It was a hundred pounds. The sight of the notes in his
scarlet tipped hands after a sexual service made his cock harden in his
chastity cage. He groaned to himself. He had to try and keep his mind clear.


 


“100,”
he said, sitting back down on his office chair again, with a sigh of relief. He
loved the way his suspender drops stretched and gave as he walked, then
tensioned at the back when he sat down.


 


“Good,
he must like you, Simone,” she said, approvingly. “And I hope you liked it,
too?”


 


A
part of Simon, a tiny little residual piece of social programming wanted him to
say ‘no’, but he smiled and admitted that he had.


 


“I
don’t think there would have been much point in saying ‘no’,” laughed his Mistress,
“the mess you made on the carpet.”


 


“He
was joking though, wasn’t he? I mean about actually bringing his bi friend?”


 


“Don’t
you like big black men?” She asked, with a giggle. “And what difference does it
make to you? As long as the money’s there. You’re a whore, and he pays very
well, doesn’t he?”


 


“Yes,
he did.”


 


“Well,
then, stop complaining. You don’t get to be choosy as a whore, do you
understand?”


 


“Mistress,”
said Simone, in a quavering voice, “I’m s-scared.”


 


“Good,”
said Miss Simms, “that’s how I like it.”


 


“No,”
he replied, “I mean, I don’t know if I can cope. How long are we going to keep
this going? I appreciate what you’ve done, and it has been very fulfilling, but
I’m pretty much at breaking point.”


 


“Awwww,”
said Miss Simms, with mock sympathy, “three customers in an afternoon a bit
heavy going for a whore just starting her career, was it?”


 


“Career?”


 


“Yes,
of course,” said Miss Simms, raising her eyebrows and her eyes hardening
slightly, “I’m not into short-term anything. My plans are always years in the
making, and my projects mature slowly. You are a project of mine now, and will
be for years to come, SIMONE.”


 


Simone
flinched at that.


 


“I
really appreciate all that you’ve done,” he said, desperately, “and it was
great for a day. Made all my dreams come true, but I don’t think I would like
to do it forever and a day.”


 


“Good,”
she said quietly, “I like it better when you don’t like it. Are you going to
cry? I LOVE tears.”


 


Simone
looked at her, aghast.


 


“I
don’t have to do any of it.”


 


“Oh,
don’t you? You want to go back to the totally boring, wasteful, stupid life you
had before, I suppose!”


 


Simone
hesitated. It had been rather boring, he had to admit.


 


“I
don’t waste potential, even if you do,” said Miss Simms, severely. “And I am
not going to let you slip back, or perform below your best for an instant!”


 


Simone
stared down at her full, silicon breasts and cupped them briefly with her long,
scarlet-tipped fingers. He felt something go queasy deep inside, and the voice
of his resisting ego grew shrill with sudden panic.


 


“I
can see the truth inside of things, especially men,” she went on, “and I’m not falling
for any egotistical, lazy male bullshit. You are my little slut bitch Simone,
and yes, it will be hard work, but nothing ever came of laziness and sitting
all day on your backside. Being a female requires discipline, and I’m here to
provide it in spades.”


 


“Oh,”
said Simone, wilting before her iron will. “Yes, Mistress.”


 


“That’s
better,” she said. “Now there is one more job for you to do today before you
can rest. You might not like it, but whores have to work like everyone else.”


 


Simone
let out a tired sigh and adjusted her bra slightly. In truth, as tired as he
was, he was ready for some more cock.


 


“That’s
a good girl,” said Miss Simms, noticing the back and shoulders straighten.
“This one will present quite a test, but you are a whore now, and his money
will be good. That is all that matters, understand?”


 


“Yes,
Mistress.”


 


“Now,
don’t disappoint me, Simone, or I might mention to that black gang that it was
you who grassed them up. Apparently, someone did.”


 


Simone
went white.


 


“You
wouldn’t do that!”


 


She
just laughed, and the sound chilled Simon to the bone.


 


“This
is your new life, Simone, making cash for me with sex. You can do what you like
with the mornings, but afternoons and evenings you are Simone, and you are a
slut for hire. You will hold yourself ready to receive guests, and I’m going to
watch it all from the comfort of my own home. Now get yourself cleaned up or
I’m going to get angry. You don’t want to experience that, believe me.”


 


Simone
quickly obeyed, putting on a new pair of knickers and washing her ass and
mouth. 


 


“I’m
ready, Mistress,” he said to her image, still connected by Skype.


 


“Good
girl,” she said, as there came a ping on the intercom. “Oh, is that the bell?”


 


The
voice at the other end was scarcely articulate, but Simone knew that it must be
the customer and pressed the ‘Open Door’ button. There was a shuffling,
shambling tread on the stairs, and then a single, loud knock. 


 


When
the door went back Simone stood there for a moment, horrified. It was an old
man, obviously a half-wit, unclean, unshaven, unkempt, totally unattractive.
More to the point, Simone recognised him instantly as the old man in the shop
who had been leering at the pornographic mag.


 


He
leered obscenely at Simone, and stepped unsteadily towards him, holding out a
wad of cash. Simone was tempted to shut the door in his face but he did not. He
was just a whore now, and he belonged to however paid the bill, or was demanded
by his pimp, Miss Simms. Simone took the cash and motioned for him to come in.


 


Miss
Simm’s voice crackled faintly from the Skype connection.


 


“You
said that You wanted to help the poor, anyway, didn’t you? Well, this is a
charity case, but they don’t dream about ‘effing charity. They dream about
getting their dick sucked by a dirty whore. Make him happy and drain his balls.
You’ll do more for him in ten minutes than ten years of bloody hot soup.”


 


Gagging
a little against the foul smell, Simone closed the door, and then seductively
undid the man’s trousers and let them fall to the floor. Then he knelt down,
keeping eye contact with him. He felt the man’s hand on the back of his head,
guiding him onto his erect and straining penis. Once it was in, it wasn’t so
bad. He could clean it with his tongue. Whore’s had to contend with body odour
and lack of cleanliness since the beginning of time. If they could pay, they
had to get served, and that was the end of it.


 


He
looked up to see the old man’s face screwed up in ecstasy as he worked the head
and shaft.


 


“I
gave him a choice between a meal or a blowjob,” said Miss Simms, chuckling,
“and he didn’t take long to make up his mind.”


 


Simone
wasn’t really enjoying himself, but he kept at it with a will. He was tired and
his jaw muscles ached. The old man had quite a large cock and he had to work
hard to keep his teeth out of the way. He gasped as the old man forced his way
further into him with a grunt of pleasure, then tried not to choke as the man
spurted powerfully into him.


 


He
stayed there for a moment with the man’s prick deep in his mouth, then
gradually the penis began to go limp and slid out with a wet, slippery sound.


 


“Ahhh!”
Said the tramp, with an idiotic grin. He pulled up his trousers and said
something about ‘Ell very un.” Then he swaggered out, throwing open the door
roughly.


 


“What
did he say?” Simone asked Miss Simms a moment later when they were once more
linked through Skype.


 


“I
think it was telling everyone, Simone.”


 


“What
could that mean?”


 


“Well,
it’s not every whore that’ll fuck a tramp,” said Miss Simms, “the word will go
round and they’ll probably save their social security money from now on.”


 


“Oh,
no,” said Simone, shuddering.


 


Miss
Simms laughed.


 


“Which
would you rather have, that or the real friend?” 


 


Simone
looked at her pointedly, not appreciating the joke. Then much to her own surprise,
she licked her rouged lips. 


 


“Both,
Mistress.”


 


“There
you go,” said Miss Simms, her eyes glittering triumphantly. “Didn’t I say you
had potential?”


 


 


The End


 


Thank you for reading this book. If you have any comments
or questions, I would be only too glad to have them. I will always reply, even if
it takes a couple of days if I am busy.


 


cruella.pain@gmail.com
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