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Stephen had a morbid fear of dentists; nearly everyone he knew felt the same. Each and every one of them had their own strategy for getting through the interminable period in the surgery waiting room, where there was never any conversation; only the jerky motion of the second hand of the clock and the occasional rustle of a newspaper. Even the younger generation looking at their phones couldn’t shake the sombre tension.

He took in the unsettling posters about the need to floss daily and choose some cosmetic product or other. There was even a poster left by a local Christian society advertising a sympathetic ear and life everlasting if you only bent the knee.

‘I’m just nipping to the toilet,’ he said to the woman at reception.

‘Of course,’ she said, giving him her best professional smile. And most gleaming it was.

Stephen went down the short passage and opened the door of the toilet. He saw with some shock that the place was hardly a good advertisement for a professional service. Not good at all. Someone had evidently been in there shortly before him and been very careless about it. He wrinkled his nose and hesitated, looking at the seat. He took some toilet paper and laid it carefully down as to provide some sort of separation from the stained black plastic, then gingerly lowered himself onto it. This really was too much, not his style at all. Although His bowels moved with a somewhat satisfying rush. He flushed it away, washed his hands and was glad to get out of the evil smelling little space.

*

He was stepping back towards the waiting area when a beautiful Oriental girl in a nurse’s uniform opened a door to his right and looked at him. It was a hesitant, if luminous,smile.

‘Mr Bishop?’

‘Yes.’

‘Ah, good, do come in.’

He felt a twinge of anxiety. It was only a check-up but it might as well have been a root canal procedure with no anesthetic for the amount of dread he felt about it. The wide, warm smile of the Oriental nurse did little to dispel his unease, though she was a decidedly beautiful distraction.

There is something in the clinical ambience of the examination room that puts most people into a state of dread. It’s as though all the fond warmth and fuzziness that we like to surround ourselves with is suddenly stripped away and life’s essence is revealed as a cold, cheerless place, full of gleaming instruments and their endless potential for pain.

Katy, his dentist, was always businesslike, though not at all unpleasant. She had a frank, straight stare, blue eyes, a round face, and short blonde hair that was all business. Stephen didn’t mind that. He didn’t want this dragged out with meaningless chatter. He wanted to get through it as quickly as possible.

Get in, get out, get home

He sat down in the chair and leaned back onto the rest as it tipped back with a whirr of tiny gears. He blinked as Katy adjusted the light onto his face. The assistant was out of view, though he could hear her in the background arranging equipment.

They were discussing the toilet. And in such casual terms.

‘There used to be a cleaner,’ said Katy, taking an instrument and examining it. ‘But there were economies forced on us apparently.’

‘I didn’t train to be nurse to clean toilets,’ said the nurse decidedly, with a slight staccato Oriental modulation.

‘I’m not much good at that sort of thing, either,’ admitted Katy, beginning her examination of Stephen’s teeth. ‘My girlfriend tends to do it when needed.’

Stephen was not surprised that Katy was a lesbian, and not surprised at all that she was unrestrained in her language regarding her sexuality. She approached everything with a straightforward simplicity and her orientation was plainly no complication as far as she was concerned.

‘Well, I’m not doing it’, said the unseen nurse.

‘Good for you, Kenaka.’

Stephen lay back quietly while Katy went through his teeth, reeling off a string of meaningless references as she gently probed and scraped at his lower and upper teeth, pressing his tongue out of the way as she went.

‘You might want to book an appointment with the hygienist she said, as she finished and Stephen sat up, swinging his all too eager feet onto the floor.

‘But, I’m basically OK?’

‘Yes, all good. I’ll see you next year.’

Stephen did his best not to appear too relieved, but inside he was elated beyond measure. He knew that more work was probably going to need doing at some point, but that fact that it might be a year away was far enough into the future for the prospect to not impose any dread on him at all.

He smiled at Kenaka and she smiled sweetly back. She really is beautiful, he thought.

He went out and turned left again towards the toilet. The stress always affected his bladder and notwithstanding the bad state of the place, he felt that he needed to relieve his bladder before heading to the supermarket and doing some shopping.

When he went inside, he wrinkled his nose and resisted an urge to retch, even though he had known what to expect. He locked the door and got on with what he had to do as quickly as possible. He pictured the beautiful nurse and thought about her having to come into that place and clean it after all the thoughtless and uncaring clients had been through it all day. It seemed entirely wrong.

When he had finished and flushed, he noticed that the cleaning materials were all there.

On an impulse, he set about the small lavatory, spraying down the surfaces quickly with the antibacterial bottle, wiping them dry with the paper towels, then he gave the bowl a good going over with the brush and bleach. It did not take long before it was looking quite clean and tidy. He smiled at his reflection in the mirror. At least Kenaka wouldn’t have too much of a job to do.

Katy was just coming out of the examination room as he went out of the toilet and down the hall towards the exit. She smiled at him in her direct, sincere way and he couldn’t resist just telling her that Kenaka wouldn’t need to trouble herself with the toilet for a bit.

‘Oh, yes?’ She asked, puzzled.

‘I’ve given it a once over myself,’ he explained, in a theatrical whisper and simpering grin.

‘Oh,’ she said, raising her eyebrows. ‘Why did you do that?’

‘I know my place,’ said Stephen, with mock humility, still holding the simpering smile.

She frowned and stared hard at him.

‘Do you,’ she said archly. ‘Let’s have a look.’

Somehow he had either offended her, or touched a nerve. He waited as she opened the lavatory door, peered inside and then turned back to face him.

‘That’s not very good, is it?’

‘Well,’ said Stephen, surprised, ‘it was just a quick wipe.’

‘And it’s going to be dirty again before the end of the day, isn’t it? So how is that helping Kenaka?’

Stephen couldn’t tell if she was joking. There did seem to be a glint in her eye that might have been humour.

‘Well…’

‘Do you actually want to help her, or just make a token gesture that frankly just seems weird.’

‘Well…’ Stephen frowned. His thoughts seemed to be running in treacle.

‘I think if you really wanted to help her, you’d come back after we’re closed and clean it properly for her. Would you like to do that?’

Stephen felt that familiar melting feeling seep out from his groin, tingle up his spine and his cock stirred in his trousers. NO! He thought desperately.

‘Yes, I suppose….’ He said, desperately, hardly conscious of his own voice.

‘I’m sure she’d appreciate it. If you want to give it a go. Come back at five thirty. Can you make that?’

‘Y-yes.’

Stephen felt as if he could hardly breathe and he spoke as if someone were throttling him.

‘No pressure,’ she said, more kindly. ‘Have a think about it. But if you decide to come, don’t be late.’

With that, she gave him one last amused smile and went back into her surgery room, closing the door quietly behind her,

Stephen stood there for moment, nonplussed, hardly able to take in what had just happened. He looked at the closed door. Suddenly there came peals of laughter from within, and he fled down the corridor.

When he had paid the receptionist for the consultation and gone back into the street, he felt suddenly exhausted. He was due back at work that afternoon, but didn’t feel as if he wanted to get back onto his bicycle just then. He sat down on the pavement opposite where there was a seat and let the ordinary sounds and sights of cars, pedestrians and gusting wind gradually return him somewhat to his senses.

He was disturbed by the incident at the dentists, but at the same time it continued to fan the flames of his submissive desires. He couldn’t get Katy’s frank blue gaze out of his mind, nor her thin, amused smile. And Kenaka’s elegant form and beautiful face also seemed to haunt him.

He opened his pannier and took out his lunch box. The contents didn’t really enthuse him. His stomach was full of butterflies. Cars going by monotonously.

After a while he sighed, and got his bicycle, then went across to his workplace.

There wasn’t much inspiration in the journey. The houses to each side seemed sunk in mutual misery, conjoined together in grimy squares with sagging angles, windows obscured by soiled net curtains, the exhaust fumes long ago having won the war over the peeling, neglected paint. The pubs were as unwelcoming as churches, drear high buildings, leaded windows with impenetrable, half smashed designs that might once have formed the letters of name, so deep a green with the accumulation of years as to be effectively black. A stale, dank odour wafted out of the entrance framed by grimy, broken tiles.

Even the convenience store with all its eye-catching posters and backlit wares seemed somehow defensive and subdued, aware of its own pathetic failure to lift the atmosphere of the street. A lottery sign squeaked plaintively in the occasional movements of air produced mainly by the odd van speeding past, or growling lorry.

Above the roofs, if you cared to look, though no one did, the curving girders and gasholders made meaningless patterns against a dull sky.

Stephen pulled up his bike by some old industrial units made of chipped, filthy brick and corrugated roofs. He locked his bike against the rail that protected the building from the vehicles in the carpark and opened a large door of old timbers with peeling blue paint.

Inside it was like the chambers of an old derelict garage, in this case put to use as the basic and utilitarian premises of a plant that made miniature sample packs for commercial manufacturers. The sort of thing that pops through the letterbox with a small quantity of some product or other, so you can try it for free, and hopefully opt to make a purchase.

Stephen’s job was always the same; and very simple, unpleasant and repetitive. He took boxes packed by those on the conveyor belt and laboriously made up a pallet. This is he wrapped with cling film around the top layer before using a hand cranked pump truck to wheel it into the adjoining space where they were stacked ready to go on the lorries. He fell into the usual rhythm without thinking about it. Lift the box off the belt. Tape across twice, then once along the join. Put on pallet. Repeat. Secure, lift, wheel, return with an empty pallet taken from a pile. Today was some sort of mustard, but it made no difference to Stephen.

The time crawled on. There were no tea breaks, only a twenty minute stop for lunch. The management there were adept at telling temps that complained that there was no legal requirement for tea breaks and they were only obliged to allow a brief rolling cessation for lunch. The afternoon stint was shorter by an hour, but even so, it took forever to get to four o’clock. The boxes never stopped coming and Stephens arms were very tired by the time he finally got back out into the air again and unlocked his bike.

While he had been inside, the sky had darkened and was sending down the odd spot of rain. He got on his bike and rode home, too preoccupied by the traffic to think about Katy and the toilet at the dentists. When he got to where he lived he took his bike round the back and chained it to a substantial outlet pipe.

The garden sloped precipitously down into a gigantic mass of tangled bramble. He had been told that the place had once been a model garden of terraced beds and immaculate grassy walkways, but ever since it had been bought by the present landlords and converted from a single house to seven bedsits, the garden had been left to go wild.

His bedsit was immediately on the left, the old front room, with a bed, kitchen bar and a couple of armchairs round a gas fire. Stephen liked it and felt no desire for a bigger place. Everything was together and with the high ceiling and generous size of the old place was quite large enough for him not to feel cramped.

He settled down with a cup of tea and looked at his watch. It was half past four. The rain was beginning in earnest now. He decided that he wouldn’t bother going back to the dentists. Surely she had just been joking, and in any case she had quite specifically said that it was up to him. He got up to turn on a bar of the gas fire. It was one of the old ones with the central white grid that actually flickered as the gas burned in it and gave a cheerful glow.

He looked at his watch again, noting that he had about then minutes to make up his mind about it. Hadn’t he already made up his mind not to go?

This was a very familiar feeling for Stephen. Ahead of him was a fork in the road, and he had no idea which way he was going to go. Time demanded that he go in one of two directions and carried him along with unrelenting force, the balance inside his head skewing one way then the other as he thought about different aspects of the situation. When he thought about Katy and Kenaka, he pictured the Japanese girl’s disappointment and Katy’s frowning face, and then felt that he needed to go, but then the rain outside and the warmth in his room dissuaded him, and his weariness too after four hours packing boxes also weighed against any unusual effort on his part.

The sensible move now was to sit quietly for a little while and let his body rest before cooking his evening meal, which was most likely going to be pasta with bolognaise sauce, spinach and melted cheese on top, a favourite of his.

But as the last opportunity for making the option of the dentist came, he found himself getting up and putting on his coat and wet weather leggings. It wasn’t that he had made up his mind to go, it was just that by getting prepared for the journey, he pushed the decision on ever later, even if it were just for five minutes. He went out to the communal hall, looking anxiously at his watch, noting that he still had time, just. He heart was beating hard in his chest, much harder than the simply act of walking over the carpeted entranceway warranted.

He opened the front door a wave of cold, damp air washed over him, making him flinch back. He shook his head. Madness. He closed the door again, but he did not go back to his room. He looked at his watch again, and all of a sudden, as the seconds ticked away, he was out and hurrying round the back to unlock his bike.

Stephen was tired and hungry, and now getting wet, getting on his bike and heading out through the filthy, rain lashed streets. Cars spat water at him and  puddles splashed at his feet, but still he kept going, just to keep that decision ahead of him. He could not decide, could not decide. He told himself that he would just get to the dentists, and then he could come to a decision then. Not quite in sight of it, so they wouldn’t see him. There he could take a moment to think. As he went he thought about the politician who had ventured out into some wintry park and got himself in a sexual predicament at a gent’s lavatory. The man had a comfortable existence, lovely house, good life, respectable, admired, comfortable. And yet, now he was a wreck, his reputation in tatters, his health compromised, and his career over. Stephen felt some sympathy with him as the rain stung his face and a passing car threw another spray of greasy water over his legs. He could be sitting in peace as the dinner bubbled cheerfully in the pan, happy in his snug little room. Surely he could still choose that? There would be a moment where he could come to his senses and stop this insanity?

But there was no time. There was just the door to the surgery, and it opened as he pushed, and his heart beating so hard, he stepped into the waiting room. It was so strange being there. There was no one at the reception desk. No bustle or noise of any kind. He did not have the usual fear occasioned by a visit to the dentist, but there was a dread still, and it was the dread of the unknown, the dread of misplacement, dislocation, confusion.

At that moment the door to Katy’s surgery opened and she gave him a wide smile.

‘Stephen!’

His smile was a lot less certain.

‘Well done for coming back,’ she said, her blue eyes sparkling. ‘I did tell Kenaka that she wasn’t required to clean the toilets today.’

‘Oh,’ said Stephen, thinking that she had taken quite a risk. Or maybe she hadn’t.

‘Well, best get on with it then,’ said Katy with her usual directness, ‘the cleaning materials are all in there. I’ve got one or two things to finish off.’

She smiled at him again and disappeared back into her room.

Stephen stood there a moment and then, feeling stupid, went through to the toilet, which was in a far worse state than when he had left it after a cursory clean earlier.

The smell and sight of the place was pretty appalling but he didn’t appear to have any option but to get on with it, so get on with it he did.

In general, Stephen actually liked cleaning, once he got started with it.  He mostly avoided it, but once he began, he never stopped till it was shining, or as near to it as possible. Thus, he often had a bath that was gleaming and a basin that was not, or a floor that was filthy, till one day it might take his attention, and then it would be mercilessly scrubbed and not left off till it was like new. He never managed to maintain any sort of regular, overall cleaning routine, so there were always aspects to his little bedsit that were exemplary, and others that were well below par.

The toilet was in quite a good state then, when he told Katy that he had finished, having fixed his attention upon it. Even the steelwork, the little flap over the toilet paper roll and the fittings gleamed. The tiles gleamed.

‘That is actually not bad,’ she admitted, looking around surprised. ‘I wasn’t expecting you to be of much use.’

Stephen beamed at that and felt tears stupidly burning at his eyes.

Katy looked at him quizzically, for a moment, noting his emotion. A slight smile curled the corner of her mouth.

‘You like being of use, don’t you, Stephen?’

He nodded.

‘Especially to women.’

Again, he could only nod, his face flushing red.

‘There’s no need to be embarrassed,’ she said kindly, ‘all men are actually like that.’

Stephen tried to consider this, but his mind seemed to be working only slowly, despite the frantic beating of his heart.

‘Would you like to do this every day, and serve us?’

He felt himself go a little giddy at the thought of that. His response was not one of thought, or any balanced consideration. It was simply impossible that he could refuse.

He nodded, his eyes pathetically appealing.

She chuckled and the sound seemed to reverberate right through him.

‘Then so you shall, Stephen,’ she said, with a strange witch-like quality that sounded like the final incantation in a fairy story.

Stephen was so nervous and elated and confused at the same time that he began to shake.

‘Do you have a girlfriend?’

His eyes showed sudden terror.

‘No, of course you don’t,’ she said quickly, with a slight quirk of her lips.

She came closer to him, keeping her eyes fixed to his.

‘Perhaps you have a Mistress?’

Stephen knew what she meant. Not the ‘bit on the side’, but the primary meaning of the word, a woman who controlled men, controlled him. He briefly wondered if there was an implication that the ‘bit on the side’ was indeed in control, too, making a married man break his wedding vows.

‘Yes,’ he said, through a constricted throat.

‘Oh, that’s good,’ she said, enthusiastically.

He nodded, with more anxiety than joy.

‘And does she know you have come here, serving Kenaka? Does she approve?’

His sickly expression told her not and she shook her head disapprovingly.

‘Oh, dear, that’s not very good then, is it?’

‘N-no,’ he admitted.

‘No,’ she echoed, ‘but that’s not my problem. You said you would do it, and you have to be a thing of your word, don’t you?’

‘Yes,’ he said, rather automatically, frowning.

‘You can’t promise a lady something and then not do it, can you?

‘No,’ he said, feeling like schoolboy being lectured by a teacher.

She smiled, stepping closer. Stephen stepped back.

‘Do you want me to tell Kenaka that you think she’s pretty?’

Stephen froze in shock, but her smile just spread wider, and this time when she stepped closer, Stephen found that he had come up against the closed door and couldn’t retreat.

She seemed to be enjoying his terror.

If you really think she’s beautiful, that’s not too much to ask, is it? Someone like that shouldn’t be cleaning toilets.’

Stephen nodded, his eyes wide, tender, open and gleaming like brown fruit just ready for picking.

‘That should be done by someone else, shouldn’t it? Someone ordinary like you.’

He nodded and grated out an answer that might have been a ‘yes’.

She smiled, and her blue eyes glittered.

‘See you tomorrow then.’

And with that, he understood that it was over for that day. He nodded, not trusting himself to speak and let himself out of the surgery.

It hadn’t been like the fantasy, but it had been exciting, uplifting and inspiring all the same. He found that he couldn’t keep the smile off his face. To actually get a woman’s approval and to feel useful and valued by one was an experience completely new to him. Mostly they ignored him, pitied him, or poked fun at him. None had ever valued him in the least. Women gave men value, he thought. When a beautiful woman decided to associate herself with a man, she made him a success. If you are the sort of man that women don’t care for or have no use for, you are nothing.

He walked to his bicycle where he had left it chained up by the station. It had stopped raining and the sun was trying to come through. Ordinary streets that he had been down a thousand times before. It felt like he had just come out of the cinema. The experience of watching a film in an auditorium was always so immersive that there was a sense of disconnect at the mundane streets and unremarkable scenes. It was like he had landed on a different planet. It was the same for him now. The same, but not the same.

He got on his bicycle and found that he was still smiling. Maybe there was some relief in it too, because it could have gone so much worse.

When he got back to his little bedsit it was gone six and time for his tea.

He found that he had little appetite, however. The greater need outweighed the lesser. His mind was still on the remarkable experience at the dentist with Katy.

In the end he did not bother to cook, but just made himself some marmalade sandwiches. These were his ultimate comfort food, generous helpings of butter and the orange preserve between two thick slices of granary bread. It was still quite appetising, despite his lack of interest. Strangely, he felt tears build at his eyes and spill inexplicably down his cheeks as he ate.

He wondered at this evidence of deep emotion, and realised that it was perhaps a sense of sadness at something lost, or rendered so by the intensity of his submissive energy. There was something very childlike and pathetic about eating marmalade sandwiches, a simple innocence and pleasure in little things. He thought about Katy and Kenaka and fantasised probably rather unfairly that they would have enjoyed his tears, relished the fact that their power was running through his heart like poison, leaving only an obsession with serving them behind, cleansing him of personality, the better for their dark purposes. He thought he could hear evil female laughter in his head and it made his whole body turn to submissive mush, ripe for ownership, transformation, and worship.

Stephen’s watch pinged and he looked at it, knowing what it would say. It showed the same message every day at that time, reminding him to phone his mother, who lived across the other side of the city in a well-to-do suburban area. He undertook this daily task as a thing of duty, though he found it very tedious. For all the long years that he had contacted her on a daily basis, she had never yet said anything interesting or memorable.

This particular evening was no different. It was all a long, peevish tirade about the price of various foods the lack of proper service in shops, or the shortcomings of the other residents in her block of flats. Even the positive things she mentioned were uninteresting to Stephen, how the laundry had gone that day, where she had met someone for coffee, or how far she had walked without taking the bus. The irony of it all was that she appeared to live the life of an academic, cultured, well-travelled woman, going to no end of cultural events, seminars, afternoon classes and club activities. But these things never came into her evening conversations, which usually went on for an hour or more. Sometimes Stephen had tried to draw something out of her from the day’s academic meeting, but she would only say how ‘good’ it was, how ‘interesting’, and how ‘erudite’ (she really loved that word) the lecturer was, without ever offering a single solitary thing that she had actually taken away from it. Stephen had long ago given up trying.

He found his mind wandering as she droned on about how the groceries from the corner shop were no cheaper than the supermarket and didn’t last as long and how she was supposed to keep ‘patronising’ her local vendors. He couldn’t understand how someone possessed of such a powerful and profound thing as the female gender could spend all her waking hours talking in so inconsequential and shallow a way about frankly nothing. She was possessed of the ancient archetype that had ruled human society since the beginning, and yet, it was as though it belonged to someone else.

He had read somewhere that women had been deliberately kept in ignorance of their power and trained by men from an early age to see their natural influence and energy as subversive and evil, capable of reducing a carefully construct societal model to uttermost chaos with a twitch of her lips and a crooked, beautiful finger. Certainly, if it was ever so, it was rapidly unravelling.

Stephen doubted that women ever really lost sight of their influence on men. Everywhere he looked family strife was the most bitter where two matriarchs vied with each other for control of a network of related individuals.

Even so, he mused, as his mother switched tack to complain of how cold the wind was despite the time of year, he did find himself considering in all seriousness that what if a way was found to contact the gods, and their conversation and preoccupations were found to be as banal and shallow as his mother’s?

Of something divinely gifted, and divinely powerful, surely nothing small and mean can come?

Gods are poems, they are not poets. They are beyond language, surely. A speaking God is an absurdity.

His mother was talking about the difficulty of drying clothes in a flat with regulations against hanging anything out of the window. He would have made the obvious point about buying a tumble dryer, but he knew that she was only waiting for that to launch into a tirade about how much electricity they used.

Eventually she rang off, and Stephen was left with his thoughts. As if drawn by some irresistible gravity he thought about Katy and imagined a fantasy that she would collar him and cage him and wipe his mind, and make him into her grovelling, vacant, broken slave forever.

With these thoughts, he stroked his cock and brought himself quickly off in shuddering, concentrated spurts.

As always, he felt exhausted and somehow cheated afterwards, as if he had bought something shiny at an auction in a foolish passion only to find that it was worthless when he got home. He also wondered why on earth he had to come in his trousers and make everything sweaty, soiled and good only for the washing machine. He found that it was always a bit disappointing after he ejaculated, that he spent himself like a storm, blowing out suddenly to leave a dull, ordinary sky behind it. He supposed that a typical couple might have themselves to cuddle up to afterwards in some sort of wonderful afterglow of emotional bonding, but a slave was hardly allowed that with a Domme Owner. He was left to despair quietly, still chained and collared, probably in some cold dark place, while his Mistress laughed, knowing that there was no alternative for him but hopeless servitude. He couldn’t imagine the Domme ever losing focus, or growing tired of sadistic control.

Stephen was very tired though. He cleaned himself up as best he could and got into bed. It was all far more than he could think about. Tomorrow was going to be another working day, and he needed to rest. Exhausted, like a mariner thrown up on a quiet beach after shipwreck, he fell asleep.

The following day, he got himself ready for work as usual, snatching a quick breakfast before heading off on his bicycle. The sample pack place worked the usual industrial hours of eight till four in the afternoon and he didn’t have much time to think. What little leisure he had for it was inevitably spent on whether or not he was going to go back to the dentist and Katy, to clean the toilets again. He felt his stomach ache and his heart beat faster at the thought. Choice was such a ridiculous illusion, he thought, at least where females were concerned.

The hours of the day went past in the usual tedious fashion at the factory. He spoke to no one and no one spoke to him. There was a quite a community of like-minded individuals there, but Stephen seemed to have little in common. Certainly he did not feel comfortable contributing to ‘Topic A’, the endless fascination with sex, nor did he find himself very enthused by football.

When he finally arrived at the dentist’s Katy was not surprised to see him, though she was obviously pleased.

She had obtained for him a rather humiliating green tabard or large bib with the words ‘Cleaning In Progress’ on it.

Stephen protested, but it only made her laugh, and on it went, while she looked at it from all angles, obviously enjoying his discomfiture.

‘Would you prefer a taffeta skirt and pinafore, Stephen?’

‘No!’

She laughed again, and there was such an easy, sadistic sound to it that it made him quail. He knew that she could make him wear anything and there would be nothing he could do about it.

‘Best get on then,’ she instructed, pointing at the toilet.

Stephen went about his duties with diligent energy again, determined not to let her down. The thought of disappointing her was just impossible to contemplate. He had been useless at everything as far as females were concerned. This was his big chance.

‘So have you told your normal Mistress about me yet, then, Stephen?’

She had come into the toilet and looked around with a faint smile and tacit approval.

‘Er, no,’ he said, uncomfortably. ‘There isn’t much in it actually.’

‘No?’ She sounded surprised, even a little irritated.

‘I mean, not much in the other Mistress. I didn’t mean not much to this.’

‘There isn’t much to this,’ she said, rather acidly, ‘you just come here to clean the toilet.’

He didn’t answer, afraid to say that it was very meaningful and significant to him.

She looked at him with a measured glance.

‘Tell me about your Mistress.’

‘Well,’ he began, trying to arrange his thoughts, ‘it was like an invitation to a training course. An online thing.’

‘Oh,’ said Katy, surprised, ‘I didn’t know that sort of thing existed.’

‘It’s pretty new, I think,’ agreed Stephen.

‘So you sign up for a course?’

‘Pretty much.’

‘And how far along are you?’

‘Well,’ he replied, hesitating, ‘not very far.’

‘Why not?’

‘I don’t know, I get distracted by other things. Life is complicated.’

‘No,’ she said, firmly, ‘life is complicated for Mistresses. It should be simple for slaves. They should just obey, don’t you think?’

There was a dangerous edge to her voice.

‘Y-yes,’ he said, nervously.

‘So let me get this straight. You signed up for some sort of online slave training course and this was administered by a Domme who you agreed to obey and try and please as part of a structured course that had been put together by her?’

‘Yes,’ replied Stephen carefully, ‘there are a number of Dommes who have gotten together and created a proper course. It’s quite impressive.’

‘You will bring the materials tomorrow, Stephen, I’d be interested to see it,’ said Katy, ‘now make yourself scarce.’

Stephen took the hint and left quickly. Katy seemed to be in a strange sort of mood. He didn’t see Kenaka. He supposed that she had left before he had arrived, now that she didn’t have to clean the toilets.

When he got home he fished out the materials that he had obtained from the FemDom training course. It was administered from a body calling itself ‘The Inversion’ and comprised of five Mistresses working together, all of them quite stunning and powerful in their own way.

Stephen had only half heartedly followed the lessons; they had quickly become quite tedious. He flicked through the papers, printed on different colour paper, and scented too. All of them had lots of inspiring pictures of FemDom scenes. There were a lot of repetitive exercises, whether writing out regulations and affirmative phrases again and again, slave positions, writing exercises. He had initially gone some way into it, enough to obtain a slave ID ‘589’, and even went to the embarrassing length to get a collar with a tag engraved ‘Owned and Trained by the Inversion’. That was difficult to do. Stephen had joked with the locksmith that it was all part of a stag do wind up.

Somehow it had all petered out. He didn’t really believe that his future lay in being entirely enslaved to that degree. He had ambitions to be a writer and went along to evening classes once a week to try and eventually get into university and study literature. It had been going quite well, though he couldn’t resist always dipping in and out of FemDom fantasies. The Mistress’s of the Inversion suggested chastity discipline with a lock around his cock to keep his mind exclusively on them, but this had not worked very well. He had found ways to get around the plastic locks and make it look as though they were still secure, at least on a photograph.

The structure of the system devised by the Dommes involved regular physical meetings at their base in London, but Stephen had never actually gone. Never gotten to the point where it had been worth it.

Going over the material once again always put him in the right mind to pursue the studies laid out there, but as usual, he spent a while looking at the pictures, then wanked himself off without actually getting anywhere.

Exhausted, he spoke to his mother on the phone again, made his dinner, then went to bed.

The next day, he went to the dentists as usual and gave Katy the documents from the Inversion.

She read through them as he cleaned the toilets again. He concentrated this time on getting through some of the limescale that had built up over months of indifferent attention.

When he had finished, he was very surprised and discomfited to find that it was Kenaka who did the examination. He was very taken aback to see that she was in a bad temper also, her dark eyes flashing as her gaze flicked around the toilet before fixing themselves on Stephen, who quailed before her wrath.

She held up a sheaf of papers and he recognised them as the colours of the Inversion course materials.

‘What is this?’ She asked, acidly, holding them up.

‘T-they are the Inversion stuff,’ replied Stephen nervously.

‘Yes, the Inversion stuff. The Inversion stuff to take or leave, just as you please.’

Stephen just stared at her.

‘You think this is just play?’ She was really getting angry now and Stephen shrank back.

She pointed to the floor and he knelt without thinking about it, onto the hard tiles of the lavatory.

‘In Japan there is a lot of FemDom, as you call it,’ she went on, almost hissing the words, ‘but it’s all play. Play for men, by men, controlled by men. There are huge numbers of men getting their balls kicked, their arses flayed, there mouths filled with whatever, but it’s when they want it, how they want it, how often they want it, and in between, they have no use for those ‘Dommes’. No use at all.’

Stephen listened on his knees, trembling, the pain slowly building as the hard tiles dug into his skin.

‘What do you think of that, Stephen?’

‘It’s not right,’ he stammered, his voice hardly a grated whisper.

‘No, it isn’t right,’ she agreed. ‘It’s fucking entirely wrong!’

Stephen nodded, glad that he had answered the question correctly.

‘You’re here doing half an hours cleaning because it makes you feel good, but your life is still your own isn’t it? It doesn’t belong to me.’

He frowned at that, surprised. He had thought he was doing it for her, but was he really?

‘This,’ she said, emphatically, holding up the papers, ‘this shows promise. This is women dictating their own agenda, using men for their own purposes. This isn’t play, this is education, and education is what it should be. Dommes are often called ‘Goddess’ this and that, but they are not given a Goddess’s due, and their due is a slave’s life, not a sum of money to pretend for an hour!’

Stephen did not answer, just gazed fearfully at Kenaka.

‘You have an opportunity here to do this thing properly, and what have you made of it? Hmm?’

She put her hands on her hips and leaned down slightly towards him, making him cower back. His knees really were uncomfortable now but he dared to mention them, or ask for relief. There was no mercy in her eyes at that moment, just a steely anger.

‘Oh, they turn you on, don’t they? You look at the pretty pictures and get a bang out of them. You fantasise about being completely in their power, but you just jerk off and then forget about it. You play at it don’t you? Just like every other bloody so called ‘slave’ out there!’

Stephen couldn’t deny it.

‘Well,’ she hissed, ‘I’ve had a gutful of it. I say that you are good material. I say that you could be a useful slave, I say that there is talent, energy, intelligence and devotion all going to waste here.’

She let out a sharp breath.

‘Enough of waste.’

She stared at him a moment longer, and Stephen could have sworn that a hint of sadistic amusement danced in the black depths or her Oriental eyes.

‘What is your name, slave?’

Stephen blinked, wondering what she meant, but she flicked the papers in her hand.

‘Er, 589?’

She smiled thinly.

‘Let’s call you 589 then, shall we? And who is your Owner? The Domme in charge of your case?’

‘Oh, Mistress Irene.’

‘Mistress Irene, yes. You are 589 and You belong to Her. Your life is Hers to use, direct, discard. How does that make you feel?’

‘Good,’ said Stephen in a giddy rush.

‘Of course it does,’ she said, her eyes flashing, ‘because it makes that little prick of yours hard, doesn’t it?’

He nodded. Even with the pain of his knees, he could feel the familiar tingling pleasure from his crotch and the stiffness at this groin.

‘But this isn’t any good to a Domme, is it?’ She bent down to stare into his eyes. ‘No good just serving Her when it feels good. When it suits you. What sort of service is that, mm?’

Stephen has no answer.

‘And how long have you been enrolled on this course, 589?’

‘Well,’ Stephen frowned, ‘might be about a year…’

‘A year?’

Stephen quailed back from her anger.

‘And how do you think She is feeling about that? Angry, sad, frustrated, upset, let down, disappointed, do you think?’

‘Y-yes,’ said Stephen, hardly able to make himself audible he was so nervous.

‘Well,’ said Kenaka, with icy precision, her voice dropping to a quiet hiss, ‘I’ve got news for you, 589. From now on you’re going to be a fucking model pupil, do you understand?’

Stephen stared at her.

‘From now on, She is going to be greatly pleased with you, She’s going to be happy, and She’s going to feel valued and appreciated. You are going to justify Her immense efforts and those of the other Dommes of the Inversion by using the materials they so generously produced and working diligently and faithfully and realising your potential.’

Stephen’s mouth formed a silent ‘O’.

She looked at him, her eyes hard and dark.

‘Oh, and you are probably expecting me to seek your consent? You have to agree to it or its all some sort of abusive evil. Well, you must have signed up to this course in the first place, didn’t you? And no doubt promised a dozen times to mend your ways and shape up?’

Stephen nodded. It was true.

‘Well, fucking shape up you shall, 589. Now….let’s see….’

Stephen watched as she went through the papers. It was plain that Kenaka was not intending to waste any time. She frowned after a while and looked at him.

‘There are mantras here to memorise, body positions to practise, tapes to listen to. Be honest, how far along are you with these?’

Stephen looked ashamed.

‘Not very far, Miss Kenaka.’

She smiled slightly, but did not object to the title.

‘Right, you will go home now and do nothing this evening but make some progress. I want the Golden Rules off pat, and the slave positions memorised, as a minimum. Take the day off work tomorrow if you have to. The other exercises we will come to. Understood?’

‘Yes, Miss Kenaka.’

‘You won’t be disappointing me, Stephen,’ she said, darkly. ‘Not unless you love being in agony.’

With that she walked out of the lavatory and left him there on his knees, his legs numb. He felt very tired all of a sudden as if Kenaka had taken all the energy with her. His legs had gone to sleep and he rolled over onto the floor initially to allow the blood to get back into them. It was painful and slow, with pins and needles tingling down to his toes. His mind seemed likewise to take time to recover and process what had just happened.

When he finally got to his feet, he stayed there for a moment, getting his breath. Excitement knotted his stomach at the thought of Miss Kenaka’s strange intervention, but it was all confusing, distressing and with consequences unknown.

At that moment, the door opened and Katy peered in. Her expression was apologetic.

‘She’s gone, Stephen,’ she said. ‘Are you all right?’

He nodded and they both shared a chuckle.

‘I had no idea she would act like that. I just mentioned the situation out of interest but it seemed to strike a nerve with her.’

‘It certainly did. Wow.’ Stephen shook his head.

‘I think she had some bad experiences in Japan, by the sounds of it.’

‘Yes, I think you’re right.’ All of sudden, Stephen just wanted to get home with a poignancy that made tears brim at his eyes.

He took his leave of Katy with his head still swimming. He was nervous about getting on his bicycle because he found that he was trembling with fatigue, but he managed it. Home was where he could stop the world spinning. Home was where he could make sense of it.

Stephen fixed his mind on home and it seemed to him that he had only enough energy to get there and then die.

If he thought that he would be able to come to some rational understanding of the afternoon’s proceedings when finally he flopped into his armchair like a landed fish and gasped there for air, he was sadly mistaken.

His mind instead continuously replayed the unbelievable episode with the transformed Miss Kenaka, each time seeming less and less real and more and more of a fantasy that he must have dreamt up.

In direct contrast to his weak and feeble frame, his cock was hard, insistently so, and he felt a great triumphant glow extend from his groin and permeate slowly through his body. He was going to actually be a proper slave and serve Miss Irene, and it was all actually going to happen at last!

The thought was incredibly inspiring and he worked himself quickly to a shuddering climax.

If he thought he was tired out before, it was nothing to the total exhaustion he now faced.

He crawled over to the bed and clambered on top of it, still wet at his crotch.

The certain thought went round and round in his head. No way this is for me.

It would surely be a simple matter. He had been there so many times before. It was all mad enthusiasm and declarations of undying service, but once the compulsive chemistry had spent itself, he always got himself out of it, usually by paying a large sum of money. The Domme let him slink away, disgusted with his lack of ambition, but considerably enriched.

This time there wouldn’t even be any need for that. He only had to not go back to the dentist.

He fell asleep reassuring himself of these things.

But in the morning his desire had returned.

It was exactly as it had been when he was wavering between going back to the dentist’s to clean the toilets or not. He just had to keep both options open. He couldn’t choose.

Therefore he took a day off work and memorised the ‘Golden Rules’, he made the twelve basic slave positions, beginning with WAIT, and ending with SUBMIT. He rolled an old D12 die which he had used years ago for Dungeons and Dragons, and heard a female voice in his head calling out the names of the positions as their number came up.

Not because he was in any way intending to go to the surgery and see Miss Kenaka, but simply because he couldn’t make a decision and had to keep both options open.

Even as he stood outside the dentists door at five thirty with everything memorised, he was still telling himself that he was only going to be respectful to Miss Kenaka and tell her that he wasn’t really ready to make a commitment and could he take more time to think about it.

In the end, his honesty won through. He had been brought up by a father who had set great store by being truthful.

He told Miss Kenaka that he was convinced that he couldn’t actually fully commit to being a slave. He was too spiritual and only really got into that ‘head space’ for fleeting moments. It was regrettable that he had undertaken the course of study at the Inversion, but there it was.

‘Hmm,’ said Miss Kenaka, folding her arms, ‘that’s interesting. So while you’re being Mr Super Honest, can you positively tell me that you are never going to promise the earth to another Domme again? Like you did to Mistress Irene, and goodness knows how many others?’

He hesitated. That was a good question. Could he really say that?

‘Well,’ he muttered…

‘No,’ she snapped, ‘you are going to carry on with the bullshit aren’t you? You’re going to keep going from Domme to Domme, letting them think that they have AT LAST acquired a seriously devoted and USEFUL slave from all the time wasters out there, only to whine and deny and let Her down like ALL the rest.’

He stared at her, trembling before her wrath.

‘Take off your clothes,’ she hissed.

‘I don’t think….’

She moved towards him and he fell back as if before a blow. Her wrath was terrible to see. When a woman gets that angry, the old idea of only naming hurricanes by female names makes a kind of sense.

‘TAKE THEM OFF!!’

He did so with fumbling, trembling inefficiency, but he got there in the end, till he stood naked and shaking before her.

She pushed him roughly into the toilet and pointed at the tiled floor. He knelt down without a word.

‘Put your hands behind your back.’

She moved round behind him and he saw that she had picked up a short length of rope. There just didn’t seem to be any way that he could resist. The thought of provoking her further was impossible to contemplate. She bound his wrists tightly at his back and then fastened a knotted loop loosely around his neck. He whimpered in panic at first, wondering if he were going to get strangled, but it was not a slip knot. It just made an effective tether.

She emptied a handful of small seeds that looked like rice next to the toilet and then pointed down and them.

‘Kneel on them,’ she ordered curtly.

Stephen did so and the gasped at the pain as the hard, dried grains dug painfully into his skin in a hundred places. He looked at her questioningly but she had passed the neck rope round the back of the toilet and pulled him over the bowl with a powerful heave on the end. Then she secured it so he was held in place, kneeling over the toilet.

He looked up at her pleadingly, the pain already building at his knees. She was coolness itself as she took up a wicked looking cane, just like the headteacher always had in those old public school capers. Her dark eyes were still full of anger though, he noticed with a shudder.

‘I-I’ll do better!’ He blurted suddenly, surprising himself. ‘Please, Miss Kenaka, I’ll do the course and be a good slave!’

She brought the cane down hard on Stephen’s exposed buttocks. The pain was unbelievable. His whole body jerked and he screamed in pain.

Miss Kenaka clucked her tongue and stuffed his underpants in his mouth before using his belt to secure them there. He moaned through the obstruction, the pain still reverberating round his system.

‘Quiet, bitch,’ she snapped, and the chill in her voice terrified him even more.

Then she proceeded to cane him with hard, precise, agonising blows until the skin of his arse began to bruise, split and bleed.

That, together with the evermore painful rice grains digging into his knees sent him into some sort of nervous breakdown. He sobbed and cringed and prayed to anything or anyone for the pain to stop.

She looked at him disdainfully, a totally pathetic suffering mound of bruised and bleeding flesh. He had long since slid off the toilet bowl and onto his side, held by the neck and his hands still tied securely at his back. She heaved him back into a kneeling position, but at once he cringed and trembled away from her, begging incoherently through his gag and shaking his head in a blind panic.

‘Enough!’ She snapped. ‘Stop whimpering or I’ll fucking start all over again.’

That was enough to quieten him, though he still whimpered as he breathed noisily through his nose, partly stuffed with mucus from his weeping. She undid his belt and jerked out his gag. He gasped and took in great lungfuls of air, his whole life at that moment nothing more than the need to obtain oxygen and survive.

‘Right,’ she said, untying his hands. ‘Now clean yourself up and fuck off.’

With that Kenaka went out of the toilet and left him to it.

Stephen whimpered. He had never been in that much pain. There was simply nothing else but severe discomfort in just about every part of his body. He bit his lip and tried not burst into tears. He crawled away from the rice grains and dug them out of his knees with his nails, each leaving a little fiery bite as they dropped clear, his hands shaking. He tried to stand, staggered and fell against one of the tiled walls with a wrenching thump, and nearly fell back down. His legs had great difficulty in holding him up and his ass burned and clenched in spasms.

He reached for his clothing, only able to concentrate on the need to get dressed, the need to depart, and the need to get home. Nothing else meant anything. He didn’t even try to assess the significance of what had just happened.

He did not see Miss Kenaka outside, nor did he know where she was as he struggled gradually into his clothes, and finally walk unsteadily out. The pain of the bruised and bleeding skin faded slightly into a dull ache as he went. He was afraid that someone might think him the victim of a mugging and call the police if he looked too bad. That he had to avoid at all costs, though he couldn’t have said why it was so.

He forced himself to straighten up and walk a little more normally to where his bicycle stood locked to the railing.

It was agony as he got on the saddle, but all was pain anyway, and he needed to get home as quickly as possible.

When he finally got through door of his little bedsit he couldn’t remember how he had got there. His mind seemed to be going in and out of coherence.

There was absolutely nothing of pleasure or desire in the thrashing he had received, it was just Kenaka’s anger being vented on his helpless body. It was the sense of rejection, disappointment and FAILURE that made the tears come to his eyes as much as the pain itself. He couldn’t remember ever feeling so miserable.

Everything that Miss Kenaka had said was true. He didn’t feel at all abused or harshly treated, even though he had been tied to the toilet and made helpless before the cruel blows of the cane. He knew that he had deserved every agonising stroke.

Even in such discomfort and in such a low place, he had no suicidal thoughts. Instead, he was surprised to feel a burning determination to prove to Miss Kenaka that he could achieve something, that he could be a worthy  slave to a Mistress. That he could please. That he could be worth a Mistress’s time. He had not expected that, but the resolution formed hard and hot in some deep place of his psyche, and he knew that it would become his priority.

He had to peel his underwear off the raw, bruised, flesh that still wept blood in places. He knew that he had to clean it.

He took some painkillers, and then got onto his knees. He couldn’t sit down. He got the Newworld materials and started with the ‘Golden Rules’…

In the following days, it was quite amazing how fast he progressed, now that he gave it his full attention. He was no longer bound by the chemical imperative of the sexual dynamic. Now it was about proving Miss Kenaka wrong, and that was something of character, and emotion, and identity. He found that he went through the lessons quickly. Mistress Irene was pleased and said so in Her correspondence.

Stephen wept the first time that he received this positive response from the Inversion. He needed to feel valued and approved of so much after the dark hole that Miss Kenaka had made of his heart, robbing him off all sense of worth.

A month later, he went back to the dentists just at the end of surgery hours, and waited across the street, partly concealed behind a lamppost, as the staff emerged and went round to the car park at the back, or walk briskly away to their accommodation in the town. Katy and Miss Kenaka were among the last, chatting easily together for a moment by the door. Katy went round to her car, and Miss Kenaka started off towards the high street.

Stephen moved briskly to intercept her. As she sensed his approach she paused to look round and her eyes narrowed dangerously as she recognised him.

He produced a very unconvincing, lopsided smile, and offered her a piece of paper, quite unable to speak.

She frowned but saw the desperate appeal in his eyes and took the paper and scanned it briefly.

It was a report from Mistress Irene of the Inversion regarding his first visit in the flesh to their headquarters in London, or the ‘Academy’ as they liked to call it. It wasn’t a glowing account, but there was an underlying satisfaction in his progress, and an acknowledgement of how far he had come. There was plenty to work on, of course, but he had been formally inducted and enslaved and was now a full member of their organisation.

It had all been quite mind blowing for Stephen. After being so brutally informed of his uselessness and failure at the hands of Miss Kenaka, the affirmative ceremony of ownership at the Inversion, done by candlelight in the atmospheric, converted cellar there was divinely beautiful and restorative.

But he wanted, desperately wanted, Miss Kenaka to know how grateful he was for her painful lesson.

He saw her smile slowly, and her smile growing wider as she read, and his heart lifted along with it, till he was smiling too.

She looked at him, relaxed now and as full of warmth and friendliness as she had been before.

‘I just wanted to thank you,’ he said, his voice husky and trembling.

She laughed.

‘Don’t mention it, slave. But I think you need more of the cane.’

He looked at her surprised.

‘You said you were going to clean the toilets here, but I have had to do them instead.’

‘Oh…’

‘I expect you here at five thirty sharp tomorrow. There will be a stroke of the cane for every day you’ve missed.’

‘Y-yes, Miss Kenaka.’

With that, she turned away from him and continued on her way.

Stephen’s heart was full to bursting and his facial muscles began to go into cramp he was smiling so widely and for so long. People looked at him sourly, wondering what on earth he had to be so happy about.

He wasn’t worried about the terrible bite of the cane. He had received some punishment like that at the Inversion, but it was a completely different thing when it was a disciplinary thing that was designed to improve him as a slave, not an expression of a Domme’s disgust and anger. These were marks that he was proud to have in his flesh. These were honourable scars.

The End
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