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Kingdom Cum

The trees watched over the flowers of the wood. The March wind blew in fitful gusts down the hidden glades, as varied and chaotic as the brimstone butterflies that flitted yellow and restless among the profusion of star-like anemones, shy primrose and peeping violets.

Carl had not met with anyone all afternoon as he wandered down the forest tracks, overgrown and quiet but for the urgent birds, here and there the rustle of a startled deer crashing away into shadow. The paths were blocked now and then by fallen boughs brought down by winter storms, and he had to step carefully round, or creep underneath. A great beech lay like a stranded whale at one point, a knot for an eye, and splintered fins still raw from some great lunar convulsion.

Carl lost himself from time to time in the pleasant delusion that he walked in a forest from a myth or story where he was an important, magical being, or one blessed with an acquaintance with ancient, primeval powers.

The timeless glades encouraged such reveries and he was grateful for their tacit support, soothing away for a time the tedious and soul-destroying reality of his life in the city a few miles distant.

His appearance was made a little for such mysteries, too, with his stick at shoulder height, fashioned from a slim and handsome branch of ash-wood, more than a simple support for locomotion required, hinting at uncanny uses. His garb was of the country, corduroys and cotton, with a flat cap, and his face was unremarkable, except that it was not handsome, with rather weak features.

As he left the forest, the lines of the fields led down gradually to reminders of his own time, a barn with plastic sheeting, synthetic rope at a broken gate, a car changing gear for the hill, but the ancient contours and field ridges spoke of earlier days, bygone names, and preserved for a while the spiritual continuity against the soulless modernity. There was always the sky, too, which no one had ever altered or marked or put a human stamp on, as pristine and wonderful now as it had been when ancient people raised their cairns in high places and gathered where the heavens met the land.

He paused where the path met a farm road and stopped to examine a new fingerpost marking a right of way that led down a shallow decline to the valley bottom to his left. He had known of the path’s existence before, and once tried to walk it, but he had found no way past the boundaries of the large house on the other side, and the whole experience had been chilling and unpleasant. He glanced up at the house now, about a quarter of a mile distant, rising in gothic angles from a screen of trees, and felt little desire to try it again, but he saw that there appeared to be a new stile at the boundary where it met the hedgerow of the field. Encouraged by this, he set off to see whether there was now a way through.

The house itself was some sort of medical facility, he recalled, as he came closer. If he hadn’t of known it, he might have guessed it by the grim Victorian brick and gothic angles in seven bays made with the dull regularity of a factory, two storeys of identical windows and attic rooms above. All that was needed was for black smoke to be belching from the three great chimney stacks, to be entirely transported back to that era, thought Carl, as he approached the border of the large, lifeless garden.

However, he had no business at the house, only wanting to get by it, and he was relieved to see that his eyes had not deceived him; there was indeed a new stile installed on the boundary edge. It gave easy access to a narrow path between the fence and the ragged hedge that ran along the edge of the field to his right. The path had obviously been recently cleared, and he made good progress along it, anxious to get on and return to his car, which was parked by the church at the bottom of the hill.

As he clambered over the next stile, the path ran for thirty yards or so along the driveway of the house and he was very disconcerted to see a young woman in a white nurse’s uniform come hurrying out from the ornate stone porch of the main entrance in an obvious effort to intercept him, stepping with energetic, slightly gawky steps in her heeled shoes. She waved a cheery greeting and cried out for him to stop.

He did so with some reluctance. Carl found people difficult at the best of times, and females very intimidating, especially young and attractive ones.

He watched her come breathlessly to him, a pixie-like face framed with bright, blonde curls and trim figure altogether a little too obviously suggested by the white uniform, a clipboard tucked under one arm.

‘Oh!’ she gushed, in a high, excited voice, putting a hand to her mouth, ‘I’m so sorry to bother you.’

‘It’s all right,’ he replied, automatically, though without much conviction, looking at her red nails as she grasped the clipboard.

‘Could I just ask you whether you have used that path before?’ she asked, meekly, pointing at the way he had just come.

‘Well,’ he replied, thinking of the implications of his reply, ‘actually, I haven’t. I tried to find it years ago and there didn’t appear to be a way through.’

‘No, they’ve just come through and renewed it,’ she admitted, sweetly, ‘and to be honest it has left us with a bit of a problem.’

‘Oh, really?’ he asked, wondering where he might have transgressed.

‘Well, yes,’ she said, looking a little embarrassed, ‘since the council put the signs and stiles up, people have been using it where they weren’t before, and our house needs the quiet, do you see?’

‘Oh,’ he replied, looking at the large, deserted-looking building.

‘Here at St. Saviour’s we take care of, well, people with mental difficulties,’ she went on, looking at him appealingly, ‘people who are very nervous of strangers, or change, and interruption.’

‘Well,’ he said, ‘I’m sorry to be a bother. It’s no problem to go round by the farmhouse and the road next time.’

‘Ah!’ said the nurse delighted. ‘Thank You! So you wouldn’t mind signing our little petition to get the right of way closed?’

‘No problem at all,’ he replied, after a slight hesitation.

‘Oh, thank you SO much!’

He took the clipboard from her and signed his name, leaving his address and contact number in the relevant columns, after another momentary pause.

‘There you are,’ he said, with a smile, and handed it back to her.

‘I suppose you are in a rush,’ she said, hesitating.

‘Not especially,’ he said, immediately cursing himself. He did want to get back to his car and go home, but he found it difficult to say anything to disappoint her.

‘I don’t suppose you have ten minutes to do a little interview?’

‘Interview?’

‘Well, we are putting a little recording together of local opinion, which will play well at the hearing, you see. A lot more effective than a lot of signatures. I would just ask you a couple of questions and record your answers. Would that be all right? Please? Just ten minutes?’

‘Well,’ he replied, unable to think of a good excuse to get away, ‘all right.’

‘Excellent!!  Come this way then please, Mr……?’

‘Gilliland,’ he replied, ‘Carl Gilliland.’

‘Ricks,’ she replied, ‘Trisha Ricks. Junior nurse here. We can do the recording in the reception.’

‘Ah, right,’ he replied, embarrassed. He would have preferred to to the recording outside but he supposed that the wind would make it difficult to do that.

Carl didn’t like the house any better the closer he got. The entrance way was a heavy, foliated stone porch, with some heavy, worn steps. Stone gargoyles yelled at each corner with their fixed open mouths for the gutter water to drain through, and the door was a heavy double affair in peeling black paint, with one side yawning open. The grim demeanour of the access did nothing to dampen the spirits of Miss Ricks however, who sashayed up and through with a nimble perky step, looking round at him as if to make sure he was close behind, flashing him a smile as she did so.

Carl was immediately aware of the smell of soap and antiseptic as he followed her inside. He wrinkled his nose. It brought all sorts of assumed connotations from films and books of hospitals and lunatic asylums. The door closed behind him with dull clang that echoed for a moment down the bare hallway before the clicking of Miss Ricks heels on the tiled floor filled the silence as she walked nimbly away, smiling at Carl to follow.

He followed her past a door on the left marked ‘Staff’ and then, arriving at a roomy crossways where he could see stairs leading up ahead, turned with her to the right. He noticed that the right angle of the passageways was broken by a slanted section, making it almost a curve as they turned, and this angled face was mostly glass, giving a momentary glimpse into the interior of a small, unoccupied parlour.

Right ahead down the short passage was a closed door marked ‘Lounge’; to the left, a door with a sign that read ‘Miss M. Ariadne, Director.’ Miss Ricks opened the right hand door opposite and Carl found himself in the very room that he had glimpsed coming round the passage through the glass.

There was just enough room for a modern-looking reception bar and computer terminal against the far left corner, near the double window, with a rough circle of chairs and a table in the middle round the ornamental hearth. The walls were hung with old tapestries and gave the room a dank, musty smell. The large window gave a view of the garden and the hedge beyond, along which he had walked along a few minutes earlier. He wished that he had managed to walk along there without getting stopped.

‘I’ll just get the recorder,’ she gushed, ‘won’t be a mo! Have a seat!’

Carl remained standing however as she went out, not feeling at all comfortable. He looked around and was surprised to see another glass section opposite the one that he had seen through on his way round. This one evidently provided a view of the lounge area, accessible he supposed through the door that had been right ahead. Curious, despite himself, he stepped across to it, and peered through. It was a much larger room, and full of chairs with patients sitting down. He supposed it was an old way of keeping an eye on them without having to leave the room. They seemed perfectly motionless. All were males that he could see, and all geriatrics. They were dressed in clothes that resembled blue, two-piece tracksuits with a white stripe down one arm and one leg. As if somehow provoked by Carl’s fascinated look, one did turn his head on slow, shaky gears, swivelling gradually round to look back with dead, hollow eyes, completely devoid of the least flicker of interest or recognition. Looking into those eyes was like looking out over a desolation so profound that it struck Carl like a sickening blow, and he flinched away with a soft, horrified cry.

He stepped away from the disturbing sight and wished that Miss Ricks would hurry up and get back. He could hear her heels clicking somewhere not too far away. He stepped into the centre of the room, still not comfortable enough to sit down. He went to the window instead, and looked at the dark, circling specs of a gyre of crows in the sky to the east, jet against grey.

It really is very kind of you to do this for us,’ said Miss Ricks, coming back at that point with a very welcome glow of ready energy, ‘would you like a cup of tea?’

‘No, I’m fine, thank you,’ said Carl, anxious to get on with it.

‘Just as you like, then,’ she said, with another tinkling laugh. She put the recorder down on the table and laid a chain over the back of one of the chairs.

Carl looked at it in surprise.

‘From the patients lavatory.’ said Miss Ricks, noticing his look, ‘Great timing, too. The handyman can’t call till Monday.’

‘It looks like it’s just come away from the cistern lever,’ said Carl, peering down at it.

‘Oh,’ said Miss Ricks, ‘it’s all about insurance or something. We can’t do a thing till he comes.’

‘That’s stupid,’ said Carl, feelingly.

‘And all our boarders are men, too, so its very inconvenient. We only had one functioning cistern as it was. Now we don’t have any.’

Carl hesitated, looking at the chain again more closely.

‘Well, it just needs reattaching.’

Miss Ricks shrugged helplessly.

‘It is very annoying.’

Carl thought for a moment, caught between the desire to help and the desire to flee. In the end it was the obviously easy fix that won the day. It surely wouldn’t take a moment.

‘Do you mind if I have a look?’

‘Are you a plumber?’ asked Miss Ricks, surprised.

‘You don't need a plumber for this,’ said Carl, ‘the ring at the end has rusted through, that’s all. I could tie that up with a bit of string for you, if you like, to keep you going till Monday.’

‘Oh, I don’t know,’ said Miss Ricks, dubiously, ‘it’s very kind of you, but..’

‘It’s really alright,’ said Carl, ‘have you got a shoelace or something?’

‘Well,’ said Miss Ricks, hesitating, ‘would a safety pin do?’

‘Yes, I expect so,’ said Carl, taking it from her as she unfixed it from her uniform. He tried it through the last link of the chain and it fitted nicely.

‘Excellent!’ he said, ‘all you’d have to do is clip the other end to the lever.’

‘I don’t know how to do that. Sorry.’

Carl hesitated.

‘It’s really very simple,’ he said, gently, ‘you just open the pin and slip it through anything on the lever. Does it have a hole? It must have a hole.’

‘I-I don't know, I’m afraid.’

Carl sighed and thought for a moment.

‘Well, I’ll do it for you if you like.’

‘Oh, I couldn’t ask that….’

‘Is if far away?’

‘Just down the hall, and up the stairs, but….’

‘It’ll literally be ten seconds,’ said Carl. ‘No problem.’

‘Are you absolutely sure?’ she asked.

‘Absolutely.’

Miss Ricks gave him one of her dazzling smiles.

‘Well, thank you, Mr Gilliland!’

She led the way out of the reception room went left back to the crossways. As Carl had anticipated, she then went right to the stairs that he had previously seen, tripping nimbly up and then onto a wide landing, with doorways leading off to each side, none of them closed except the one right at the far end. Behind them was the door to the lavatory, plainly marked, in old fashioned block script. Carl had to stop himself looking at her shapely behind as she walked, making pretty diagonal creases in her white uniform with each stride.

‘I’m not going to go in,’ she said, embarrassed, at the lavatory door, ‘but is the far cubicle. You can’t miss it.’

‘Is there anyone in there?’ he asked, not wanting to meet any of the inmates.

‘I don’t think so,’ she said, ‘I can't hear anyone.’

They stopped to listen, but Carl could not detect any sound from behind the door.

He put his head inside and looked carefully about, straining his ears. There was an old fashioned long urinal in stained porcelain, and two cubicles at the far end, with the doors swung to, but they didn’t seem occupied. No feet visible under the dividing screens. The basins were out of sight round a corner he guessed, but there was no noise of water running.

‘Right,’ he said, taking in a nervous breath, ‘won’t be a mo.’

‘Good luck!" she said, with a chuckle, ‘and thank you!’

Carl went quietly into the lavatory, still half expecting to see a gormless figure in a blue track suit leer at him from the little alcove where the basins were fitted, but there was no one. He saw that a communal shower was located behind a walled partition, but a quick look there assured him that he was indeed alone.

He crossed to the furthest cubicle and went in after knocking discreetly on the door. He was sure that no one was there but it did no harm to check. He swung the door back and went inside. It was the sort of door that was hung on spiral hinges that gently swung closed all the time and it came to behind him with a quiet clunk. Carl looked up at the cistern and realised that he was going to have to climb up on the loo seat to reach it. He was worried then about cracking the lid, but thought that the horseshoe seat should be strong enough to take his weight. Carl frowned. It was already proving a little more complex than he had anticipated.

He brought himself up carefully and examined the lever. It did indeed have a hole, but rather a small one. He was going to have to run the safety pin through that hole first and then back onto the chain, and the little curl in the bend of the pin was not going to go through. He thought that this wouldn't be a problem for a temporary fitting, and fumbled at the pin to see.

At that moment, a sound that he had been dreading came: the toilet door opening, and the sound of shuffling feet. He stood there, aghast. A loony in the lavatory with him!! How could she have let someone through?

He listened silently as the man approached, and heard him get into the next cubicle. Carl hardly dare breathe. The man shuffled a little and then seemed to stand still. The silence was deafening. Carl tried to reason with himself that he was not likely to be assaulted by a deranged inmate with a loo brush from the other side of the partition and in any case it was not his business what the other fellow was doing in the next cubicle, which was supposed to be broken anyhow. There was nothing for it but to get on with the job and get out.

Giving way to this undeniable truth, Carl applied himself to the job and snapped the pin shut round the chain end and lever hole with trembling fingers, trying to ignore the fact that there was a lunatic in the next cubicle somehow making no noise at all, waiting for goodness only knew what.

Carl tested the arrangement and pursed his lips. Not ideal but it would work. The lever went down all right and tripped the flush. In the circumstances it might as well have been a professional job. He was out of there just the same.

He turned and stepped down from the loo seat in the very welcome noise of the water churning in the bowl and refilling the cistern. Without the terrible silence, things did not seem at all difficult and he could hurry through the lavatory without worrying about the looney next door in the knowledge of a job at least adequately done.

He took one confident step but then froze in shock. Something protruded into the small enclosure from next door through a hole that he had not noticed on coming in. Something impossible. An protrusion perhaps eight magnificent hard inches long, bouncing slightly, glistening and perfect with the the foreskin drawn back

.

Get out, a voice said suddenly, in Carl’s head. He sent the requisite commands to his body to move, but somehow it did not. He just stood there, stupidly, staring at it, the sound of the water dribbling back into the cistern behind him completely unheard.

His mind worked slowly. A lunatic’s cock. A ward full of men. The inevitable perversions. The man had evidently assumed he was someone else. Someone who would……

The prick was hard and expectant, wet with a bead of pre-cum oozing from the red, pulsing tip. Just like in the pictures and videos that he had downloaded and endlessly watched on his PC, exactly like the pricks he had imagined himself pleasuring on countless occasions, wanked over endlessly, worshipped in fantasies…

GET OUT!! said the voice in his head, but now there was an edge of panic in it. Like the first trickling fingers of an approaching tide he felt a tiny tremble of arousal tingle through his body, and his crotch began to swell.

NOOO!!!

It was such a beautiful cock, he thought, and it was demanding his mouth with every throb and pulse, every jerk of its exquisite length. Eight inches of urgent, irrefutable lust. Energy began to flow from his crotch, making his whole body tremble with exquisite fire. It was as though every particle was waking up, becoming inspired and alive. He whimpered a little at the power of it, his core becoming hot and molten, his breathing shallow and quick, his heart pumping hard and suffusing everything with trembling, urgent exaltation.

It was a lunatic’s cock, he reasoned somewhere in the back of his head. Who was going to believe a lunatic? Miss Ricks was not going to come in.

GET OUT NOW!!

Carl moved, but instead of walking on and out of the cubicle as the very prudent voice demanded, he found that he had only moved to place himself opposite the penis, and turned to face it. As the voices of reason continued to scream a warning in his head, his legs bent suddenly of themselves, and he sank slowly to his knees. All the social expectations and ego and practicalities of life suddenly sloughed off him like an old skin. Like a layer of encrusted filth that had built up over the years made up of frustrations, moral imperatives, and terminal disappointments, he sloughed it off and seemed to emerge with a gleaming skin and a bright, unbearably focused inner spirit, beautiful, simple, burning with desire. His real, deep self. And the waiting penis called to it, discovered it, revealed it.

The head of the prick now filled his vision. He realised that it was the opportunity he had been waiting for all his life. His own prick throbbed hard and full in his trousers as he reached up to grasp it in two hands. The man on the other side of the partition gasped a little as he did so. There was no force or commandment in the world that was ever going to stop him now, no motivation that could possibly match the deep and overriding need to pleasure that prick with his mouth.

He was not prepared for the jolt of energy that exploded in his head as his lips met the hot flesh. The heat of it made him gasp, the taste pungent with desire and ancient decadence, primeval lust. He groaned from a place right at the heart of his soul and, with unutterable pleasure, slid the slick, glistening tip between his yielding lips and took the whole head into his eager mouth. He closed his eyes and moaned, licking, sucking, caressing, worshipping the beautiful phallus. Suddenly he didn’t care a jot if he was seen, or whose prick it was, or whether he was going to die and go to hell the next minute. Nothing mattered. Absolutely nothing. He was sucking cock and he was totally, unutterably fulfilled and exalted by pleasure. He slid it in and out lovingly, kissed it, licked the head, deep throated it till he choked, played with it, endlessly fascinated by the shape of the helmet, the subtle ridges of the veins, the tiny slit that oozed with his juices, throbbing, alive, quivering and reacting to his every loving attention, every teasing, adoring lick and kiss. The voices still screamed in his head, but they were far away, so far away, and the sense of transgression only served to heighten his delight and pleasure as he rode and sucked and moaned on the jutting cock.

He heard the man groan and catch his breath from time to time and enjoyed the power of the connection, the way in which he was touching him so intimately and deeply. With a lick of his tongue he could send a wave of unbearable pleasure through his soul, or leave off for an instant and tease him with no stimulation. Just in the same way that sucking his cock totally filled and stimulated his entire being, so the man behind the partition was entirely taken up with the intensity of the experience. Two souls joined by a fiery link that completely subsumed them both.

Carl’s knees were beginning to hurt on the cold floor, and his jaw was getting tired, but that didn’t worry him, or detract from the experience. He had practiced endlessly on a dildo, even timing his performances and building up his facial muscles over time, and he knew how to vary and rest whilst still keeping up the stimulation for the man. He continued urgently, constantly, eager for his cum, willing him to orgasm.

A moment later, Carl felt a shudder run through the taut flesh and suddenly, great gobs of cum were spurting to the back of his mouth and he had to fight against the desire to cough. He moved the prick away from his throat a little and swallowed it quickly, making a hungry gulping noise, eager to take it all.

It was a while before the man stopped jerking spasmodically as Carl continued to caress the slick helmet, draining the very last drop of lovely cum from the man’s balls and cleaning the head of it with his tongue. Carl thought that he would very likely just die for pure joy there and then. He had sucked off a beautiful prick, tasted and swallowed his cum. It was an ambition beautifully, wonderfully fulfilled and it was everything that he hoped it would be and more.

Carl still licked at the head to take the last flavours off the prick, cleaning it completely, sucking every last drop out of the eye, till a moment later, it was retracted and he heard the man putting up his trousers and moving away.

Carl moaned in the aftermath, glowing with pleasure and energy, staying kneeling in the lavatory cubicle as he slid stray beads of cum off his face and into his mouth with his fingers, moaning as if it tasted infinitely better than any meal that he had ever tasted, which it definitely did.

Gradually however, the blissful mood began to be corrupted by the mundane, ordinary realities. He realised where he was, what he had done, and the yelling in his head was suddenly urgent and compelling. He was kneeling in the toilet of a lunatic asylum with cum on his face and in his mouth, and he realised that he was in a very vulnerable position.

The glow of the achievement of sucking off a real prick did not dissipate however, and it was in the context of this warm exhilaration that he felt the pangs of anxiety about what the consequences might be.

With a sigh of regret, Carl got unsteadily to his feet. He felt as if he had run a very long race, but nevertheless had the sparkle and happiness of a winner in his heart. He opened the cubicle door, then went across to the porcelain sinks. He hesitated as he cleaned his hands, about to wash out his mouth. He looked at himself in the mirror and licked his lips, and then smiled. There was no way he wanted to wash out the taste of cum so quickly. It had been the culmination of a lifetime of desire. He straightened his clothing and began to feel a little easier. He just had to say that the job had taken longer than he had anticipated. Who was a lunatic going to speak to, and who would believe it?

Carl was certain that there would be something instantly noticeable about his demeanour as he went back into the reception room to see Miss Ricks, something fundamentally different that would arouse her suspicions, but if she noticed it, she gave no sign. She was gushingly grateful for his fixing the chain, at least till the handyman could call, and was sorry that it had taken longer than he’d thought. Would he mind doing the interview very quickly after all that?

She asked him some questions about the path with the recording device going and he answered briefly, trying to keep the tremble out of his voice. Saliva leaked into his mouth as it tried to clean itself, and every time he swallowed he got another slightly salty, cum-flavoured hit at the back of his throat and it gave him a thrill of pleasure.

Despite the fact that it had been the occasion for finally breaking his mouth cherry, Carl was very glad to leave the house a few moments later. He was very tired, for one thing, and who would not be glad to leave an asylum? It certainly had a chilling, distressing atmosphere, though he was surprised that there was not more noise, cries of the demented and shuffling around and so on. He was glad there hadn’t been any of that. The stare of that desolate inmate through the glass had been terrible enough.

Carl went down the path to the car, trying to get those dead eyes out of his head, his legs trembling as his weight bore down in the steeper places. He was feeling more and more tired by the minute, and the trees and glimpses of fields did nothing to regain any sense of stability and poise. He was very glad to get into the car, but it was just a fleeting relief. He had to get home and rest, and try and assimilate what had just happened. If it wasn’t for the lingering taste of cum in his mouth, he would already be disbelieving it. The whole thing was utterly incredible. He had been dreaming and fantasising about sucking cock for so long, and suddenly it comes out of nothing like that? In the gentleman’s lavatory in a lunatic asylum? And via a real glory hole? Didn’t those things just exist in mock-ups for porn locations?

Carl had to smirk at that. There was something deliciously slutty about it. To the man, he had just been a mouth, no doubt, and he wasn’t to know that it was someone from outside the asylum, not his usual whore. How long would he have stayed there before another lunatic had come in to do the job? Hours? He could imagine a slack jawed imbecile standing there with a hard prick for ages, waiting for relief.

Carl drove down the familiar, short route back to the city. Suddenly he was back in the traffic, corner shops, grubby houses, stunted trees. And his little rented flat was not in a very nice area of town. Not up in the old part, where the timbered buildings and church made for very pleasant shopping and the river was lined with pubs and parks. It was down a very typical terrace of faded pre-war houses, with a bay at the bottom, and a flat window at the top. A worsted little patch of concrete for a garden in front with a wheelie bin on it. As usual Carl struggled to find a park. There was no prisoners taken among the residents thereabouts as far as that was concerned. The neighbourhood was not designed with cars in mind, and certainly not for the subdivided bedsit-land that existed there with five flats or more all in the same house, each of course with their own essential vehicle.

Carl did eventually find a place a few doors down and tottered back up to where he lived. He very much hoped that he wouldn’t meet with anyone, which he normally didn’t because he lived in the first flat, the one that looked onto the street, and before the heavy front door had closed he was usually safely in his little living space.

Carl stood inside for a moment after he had closed the door with immense relief, and looked about his tiny apartment. There was a single bed immediately to his left against the wall, the big bay window with net curtains, an armchair, gas fire, bookcase, stereo speakers, and to the right, a little kitchen bar with water heater, sink, and fridge.

Carl took off his coat and without even stopping to make a cup of tea, sat down heavily in the armchair.

Inevitably, he re-ran the experience in the toilet in his head, the images and impressions coming tumbling out, and his cock twitched and swelled at his groin as he recalled it. The man’s groans sounded in his ears and the sensations built quickly as he massaged his rapidly hardening prick. He got out of the chair and took of his trousers, then kneeled on the carpet and wanked. He quickly built to a shattering, wonderful climax.

Carl knelt there for a moment, getting his breath. The need to wank had come so suddenly that he hadn’t even had time to get a tissue or length of toilet paper to take the cum. He felt unutterably tired.

There were many competing concerns and thoughts that went round his head as he cleaned himself as best he could, but the overriding one was simple weariness. All thoughts of preparing a proper meal went out of his head. A cheese sandwich would have to suffice. He had felt like washing his mouth out when he had come, but somehow he had not, and he found himself licking his lips and tasting the pungent flavour again. He was no longer a mouth virgin, he thought, and the knowledge was wickedly arousing. He almost didn’t eat at all, just to preserve the special taste, because he had little hope of repeating the experience, but his body demanded food and reluctantly, he obeyed.

There would be time to think about it all properly the next day, but now, it was time for sleep. Despite the excitement and intense memories, he was asleep as soon as his head hit the pillow.

But it was not a dreamless sleep. The blank stare of the geriatric inmate in the sitting room came back to him, taking on malevolent undertones, filling him with a terrible dread. He sat up, soaked in sweat, and cursed his luck. Why couldn’t he remember the blowjob and have a nice wet dream about that? Why did he have to recall the worst part of the experience?

He went back to sleep eventually, and this time, he did not wake until his alarm went off in the morning.

He hadn’t gotten much benefit from the night’s rest however. He seemed feverish and fragile when he eventually swung his legs out of the bed and sat there in the morning chill. The images and sensations and sounds of the previous unbelievable day came back to him in vivid, repeating streams, the echoes of the dream, the taste of the cock, the feel of it pulsing in his mouth, the shock of the spurting cum at the back of his throat. He shuddered as his cock hardened painfully in his crotch. He put his hand to it and wanked off again, reliving the whole experience with unbelievable intensity.

After the white hot orgasm, Carl sighed and went to clean himself up. He was so happy to have actually sucked a man off at last, but he knew had to forget the strangeness of the previous day, particularly that chilling stare from the old man. The ordinary reality was back. It was time for a shower, then breakfast, and then off to work.

Even so, the memory was never going to be enough. He knew that he would crave a repeat, want another cock, and swallow cum again, more even than before, but he told himself that it wasn’t going to happen anytime soon.

Carl went to work with mixed feelings. On the one hand he disliked his job intensely, but he was still very haunted and uncertain of himself, distressed and upset by the previous day, and a little routine and normality would be very soothing. He needed to try and calm down, recover his peace of mind.

Carl’s job didn’t involve very much. He hadn’t been able to get a job that involved very much with his lack of qualifications. He wasn’t stupid, but his sexuality had been a problem for him, particularly at school, and he had not stayed long enough to get any certificates. He had resisted all the efforts of his parents to make him conform, and his awkwardness made him difficult to be around so in the end, they left him alone, and after he had moved to the other end of the country,  hardly contacted him at all. That was how he liked it. He had never confided in anyone, and refused to face up to the significance of his deep desires, contenting himself with watching porn and keeping the odd article of female underwear to wear under his male clothes from time to time. He was currently in denial even of this, and had nothing at that time, having thrown away the last batch of pink, waist high panties and matching bra with lace cups just the day before.

Carl stepped out of his room and went down the communal hall to the door, relieved that no one else was there. He wasn’t on bad terms with the other tenants exactly, but he didn’t want to get involved with any of them either. They were all down on their luck, failed fathers or husbands, or couples struggling  with misfortune and disappointment and they had a tendency to want to ramble on about it in depressing style for hours on end if given the opportunity.

The terraced house was of an old pattern, with high ceilings and large rooms; perfect for subdivision into numerous apartments for rent. Six dysfunctional tenants paid rent where there was once a single family. The large garden in the back was a wilderness of weeds and brambles relieved only by the upkeep of a patch just large enough to allow access to a washing line. The front was simple concrete.

Carl unlocked his bicycle that he kept chained to a sewage down-pipe, wheeled it over the uneven paving, and out into the road, swinging his leg over as he went. He nearly over balanced, but his momentum just kept him upright, and soon he was riding down the short distance to his place of work, pushing the pedals in an easy gear.

He always enjoyed cycling, even down the busy, suburban street, and it was a particular pleasure that morning with all the momentous events of the previous day and uncomfortable night still lingering strangely in his head.

‘Samplepac Ltd’ was situated in an industrial estate and everything about it was functional and plain. They made the small, branded little freebies that pop through the letterbox in an attempt to interest people in anything from shampoo to peanut butter, whoever paid their no doubt very considerable fee.

Carl made up the pallets of boxed samples. Armed with a tape gun, he took filled boxes off the production line and taped them shut. Then he marked them with a batch number and constructed his little pallet load. When it was done he wrapped the top layer with clingfilm and wheeled it into the warehouse with a hand cranked pallet truck. He took an unused pallet back with him to the packing area and started the whole process again. For eight hours.

There were a few people he spoke to at Samplepac Ltd, though the staff didn't approve of joking around. They were constantly trying to instil a feeling of energy and dedication among the workforce, and distractions of any sort were frowned upon as being counterproductive. There was always the overriding great scheme of striving to fulfil targets, set always beyond what the staff could actually achieve, it seemed to Carl (for they were moved up if the totals ever actually got there), and this was understood to be a sort of religion that one was supposed to dedicate one’s life to. The managers smiled conspiratorially with the staff, giving them the thumbs up and radiating encouragement, as if they were generals in a military campaign assuring the troops that they were about to die for their country and the good of the world.

Very few people on the factory floor actually took much account of it, Carl had quickly discovered, though everyone generally played along as if they did. Gordon with the jam-jar specs, who had owned a car for forty years without a licence, and who should be driving a forklift, he was good for an amusing anecdote while he packed his box. Justin with the timing and inflection of a talented comedian and the ear of a conductor amusing the girls but going nowhere but to and from the warehouse, like Carl. There was the woman that Carl always followed with his eyes, with a willowy figure to die for, a lab coat from production clinging at all the right places, but way above any form of intercourse with Carl. One of the managers was always with her, smiling with his clipboard.

That day he was very glad of all the narrow predictability and small time jokes. He was still feeling very upset and distressed inside, with butterflies at his stomach for no reason he could name. The whole thing should just be a pleasant and remarkable memory, but it felt more like an aberration that would never come again and he distracted himself with the mundane reality of the factory as a sort of repetitive therapy.

He found that he was not hungry at lunchtime, and had little appetite for tea, either when he got home. He managed to eat a little, and he obtained some relief from immersing himself in his latest sci-fi book, but he still did not feel right, as though the actual fulfilling of his cocksucking fantasy had not laid it to rest but actually awoken the need properly. He had read and heard about people who had been forced to go out at night to men’s toilets and other extremely dangerous places and expose themselves to the possibility of terrible beatings and other abuse, just for the chance that they might once again kneel with a cock in their mouth for a fleeting moment. Most of these people seemed to get charged with public indecency and have their reputations and careers ruined as a consequence. It had always seemed so impossibly desperate to Carl, but lying in bed that night trying to sleep with the sensation of pleasuring his first hard cock still fresh in his memory, he began to understand how it was possible to get obsessed.

He felt exhausted the next day, and began to make mistakes at work with the markings of the boxes, confusing them in his head. The management peered at him curiously, with an incongruous, insincere amusement, as if they could not believe that anyone could ever be ill carrying the fight towards the great target they all worshipped.

On the third day, after another broken night, he found a message in his mail addressed in handwriting that he did not recognise. To his surprise, it was from Miss Ariadne, the person in charge at the asylum.

Mr Gilliland,

I am writing to you for completeness regarding an outbreak of a superbug that is causing the inmates some distress in terms of preventing sleep and generally inducing some paranoid episodes.

It is technically possible that you contracted the virus while kindly helping us the other day.

If not, please forgive the intrusion. If you do recognise these typical symptoms, please contact me on the number below.

Thank you

Miss Ariadne.

Director, St Saviour’s Hospital

Carl felt relieved to find that the reason for his continuing distress was very likely nothing to do with his natural psychological state, but a simple virus, and also relieved of course that no mention was being made of any sexual activity in the toilets.

He rang the number at once.

He got through to Miss Ricks, who was delighted to speak to him and invited him up for a simple test to discover if he was suffering from the bug. The cure was readily available, apparently, but dangerous to prescribe on unaffected people.

When he said that he would be driving up, they dissuaded him, saying that it might not be safe for him to be on the road, and that they would send a car for him. Surprised at their generosity, Carl agreed.

He waited five minutes in his little room and then went downstairs, hoping as usual that he didn’t meet with any of the other occupants of the house. He was lucky, as he often was, and made it outside without having to engage in any awkward and artificial pleasantries. It was twilight, and the streetlights were just coming on. The suburban road gradually took on the familiar stark shadows and hunched mediocrity that Carl had lived with all his life. Cars swished by with a glare of lights, but none of them hinted at stopping to pick him up. A gentle rain started, and Carl tightened the collar of his coat although it was not really cold. It was all so ordinary, and against this essential continuity, there was only his dreams, and the experience in the asylum to create a sense of meaning and the possibility of transcendence.

Ignoring the crowded, tired street, a large black car ghosted down the street, and Carl immediately knew that it was from the asylum. It had the quality of otherness, out of place and out of time, as it pulled up opposite where he was standing, some sort of classic Daimler, Carl guessed. The car could not approach the pavement as there was no space large enough to take such a vehicle, but the driver got out unhurriedly and, without more than a single glance at Carl, opened the rear door expectantly.

There was something vacant and zombie-like about him and Carl assumed he was probably a patient at the facility. The man was an impressive specimen apart from his obviously affected mind, with a forbidding, black stare, tall and well proportioned in a sober, black suit, classically cut. He didn’t speak to Carl and Carl was in no hurry to break the ice.

After the briefest hesitation, Carl got in, and allowed the driver to shut the door firmly behind him.

There was a toot from an impatient driver behind, but the man did not hurry, or even look in that direction, pulling smoothly away entirely in his own time.

The man’s reactions were a little laboured and slow, but he drove the large, comfortable vehicle carefully and methodically, as if counting off instructions in his head, and Carl relaxed after a while, not feeling in any danger. In any case it was not a long journey, and fifteen minutes later, after winding up the sinuous drive, he was getting out of the car again at St Saviour’s, the man holding the door open for him.

Without parking the car, the man closed the car door and then escorted him to the entrance way of the asylum, evidently intent on doing a butler’s duties as well as that of a chauffeur.

Carl looked up at the gothic entranceway and shuddered. His mind was already playing tricks on him, making that horrible old man come into his mind again, chilling him with that desolate stare.

However, he was keen to find out whether he was indeed suffering from some sort of bug and he stepped inside with a rather unconvincing ‘thank you’ smile at the sombre manservant as he went.

There was a brief pause as the door swung to with a portentous clang behind him, then he followed the man’s heavy tread down the hallway. Despite the forbidding surroundings and unpleasant occasion, he couldn’t resist a little chuckle. The gothic door and gormless imposing servant combination was just too corny for words.

He followed the man as he turned right at the crossways, went few yards down, and then knocked at the door he had seen before with ‘M. Ariadne, Director’ on it. A firm, female voice said ‘Come!’.

A dark-haired, full-figured lady in a matron’s uniform rose politely as he came in, and with a flashing, sincere smile invited him to sit on the other side of a large desk which stood on the right hand side of the room stacked with books and files. Right ahead was a window that provided a view of a gravel car park and garages, and some outbuildings screened by trees. Against the other wall was a bank of closed circuit TV monitors. A quick glance showed little movement, a large dormitory with sitting or lying figures, the lounge that he had seen before with not even a television to break the monotony, the hallways and other areas he did not recognise. Thinking of the lounge made him shudder, remembering the empty, terribly desolate look of the man who had looked at him before, in the reception area.

‘Mister….Gilliland?’ she began, in somewhat thin, but penetrating voice, ‘I’m Sister Ariadne, the one who wrote you. Thank you for coming.’

She sounded very different from the bubbly Miss Ricks. Here was someone with authority ringing in every syllable, Carl thought. Her hair was not free in a short, curly halo either, but gathered into firm dark bun with a wooden pin through it.

‘That’s all right,’ said Carl, trying not to look at the swell of her tightly restrained breasts behind the white uniform.

‘I presume that you have been having some of the symptoms mentioned in the letter?’

‘Well, yes,’ agreed Carl, uncomfortably, ‘certainly the difficulty in sleeping.’

‘And you have been a little, er.. affected mentally? Disquieted?’

‘Yes,’ he admitted, ‘sort of, I suppose.’

‘Hmm, it does sound as though you may have contracted something here. It’s nothing to worry about though. Give time and it will pass.’

‘Oh, that’s a relief!’

‘And also, it is not contagious.’

‘No?’

‘No.’

‘Then how did I manage to get it?’ asked Carl, thinking aloud, frowning. ‘And why should you suspect that I might have it?’

Miss Ariadne looked at him with dark, amused eyes.

‘It is often transmitted by an exchange of bodily fluid, Mr Gilliland,’ she said, quietly, in her flat, penetrating voice.

Carl looked at her, the realisation seeping over him like a cold, chilling flow of water.

The Director transferred her gaze to a little television monitor hanging like a trained monkey from the ceiling and pressed a button on the remote.

‘It’s quite entertaining…’ she said, with a throaty snicker.

Carl turned and watched, fascinated, as he saw himself on his knees on the small, flickering screen, sucking the man’s cock viewed from behind and to one side of the cubicle.

‘You shouldn’t have swallowed,’ said Miss Ariadne, again with that sinister laugh.

Carl looked at her, not knowing what to say, feeling his cheeks glowing red.

‘Oh, don’t worry,’ she said, looking at him in amusement, ‘you haven’t done anything illegal. I think consent was on both sides, don't you?’ She laughed again at his shamefaced expression.

‘Well,’ said Carl, his throat dry.

‘There is no virus or disease, silly,’ said Miss Ariadne, plainly enjoying herself, after a pregnant silence.

‘What?’ said Carl, now really confused. ‘No disease?’

‘No. But the patients have drugs, suppressants and stimulant, strong ones, eh? In their fluids.’

‘Oh,’ said Carl. ‘A steroid, maybe? I heard those can stop you sleeping.’

‘Yes! Exactly,’ said Miss Ariadne, nodding, ‘something the same.’

‘And it will just wear off?’

‘Well,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘not exactly.’

‘It won’t?’

‘Mister Gilliland,’ she said, searching a moment for the right words, ‘the patients seem a little ‘quiet’ to you?’

‘Yes,’ said Carl, ‘rather vacant.’

‘Exactly! They were unhappy men, yes? Violent men. But now they are ‘quiet’ men.’

‘I’m not sure that I understand…’

‘You know ‘lobotomised’?

‘You mean, they had their brains removed?’

‘Oh,’ said Sister Ariadne, shaking her head, ‘not that, but they have been chemically ‘reduced’ you could say, for their own benefit.’

‘OK,’ said Carl, slowly, nodding, ‘but what has that got to do with me?’

‘You have had a dose, a small dose, of that medicine, Mr Gilliland. Have you noticed a little reduction? Forgetfulness? Slowness?’

‘Well, perhaps very slight,’ said Carl, thinking. ‘You mean that it is progressive? That I’ll get worse?’

‘No not at all, Mr Gilliland,’ she assured him, ‘it has done you a little damage, but no more. You will be fine."

OK,’ said Carl, not really happy to think that he had lost any brainpower. He had little enough of it as it was. ‘I feel OK. And it won’t get any worse?

‘Unless you swallow some more, of course,’ she said, with a thin smile. ‘It is powerfully addictive, too, though at least two doses are required for that. One more cock sucked on these premises and you will be permanently hooked. With just one, you will find it difficult, but do it a second time, and there would be no hope.’

‘Oh, right!’ said Carl, beginning to laugh, but he stopped when he saw that Miss Ariadne was not joining in the joke.

‘Well, I’m hardly like to do that, am I?’

‘Are you not?’ she asked, looking at him archly. ‘If I took you down to that toilet now and made you kneel in front of a hard cock you would be able to resist taking it in your slutty mouth like you did before?’

The sudden change of language and tone took Carl’s breath away.

‘Not if its going to eat my brain,’ said Carl, defensively, ‘that’s obvious.’

‘Why not? Are you doing much with it?’

This question left him once more reeling for answers.

‘I didn’t ask you here to diagnose a disease, Mr Gilliland,’ she said, softly, her eyes glittering with intent, ‘but to offer you a choice.’

‘W-what choice?’ asked Carl, looking around as if for the best route of escape.

‘Oh, don’t worry, you can walk out of here anytime you like and never hear from us again. That is one of the options before you.’

‘And the other one.’

‘Come down with me now and swallow another load of lovely cum in the gents.’

‘Er, that’s not much of a choice.’

‘Let me explain, Mr Gilliland,’ she went on. ‘It is obvious to me that you are a frustrated man, especially sexually.’

Carl looked at her in silence, unable to honestly contradict her.

‘What you did in the toilet the other day is what you crave to do all the time, what you dream about, and what fulfils you. Am I wrong?’

‘Well, is a sexual fantasy thing, yes…’

‘But you are not gay, exactly, but how do you say….a sissy.’

‘Well..’

‘It is easy to see your purchasing history, Mr Gilliland, and we see knickers, bras, suspender belts, dildos, plugs, wigs, false tits……’

‘How did you…’

Miss Ariadne shrugged.

‘It is not difficult, believe me, Mr Gilliland. You will be glad that I did this research.’

‘How so?’ asked Carl, not following her.

‘The man you sucked off in the lavatory is not gay, Mr Gilliland,’ she went on, ‘he did not imagine a man when he put his cock through the hole in the cubicle, he imagined a woman’s mouth, a whore’s mouth.’

‘So not me then,’ said Carl, quickly.

‘Oh but you are a whore inside,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘and with a little work, we can make you a little like a whore outside, too, just as you have always wanted. A nice, pretty little whore. We cannot have females in the wards you see, only males, but we can make you feminine enough to turn the men on. And you would have dozens of horny men to satisfy, again and again, front and back, ass and mouth. Isn’t that worth losing a bit of brain function? Your sissy cock will be unaffected.’

‘No..’ said Carl automatically, but without much conviction.

Miss Ariadne let out her cruel, cold snicker.

‘You would rather work in a packing factory and grow old and grey with maybes and missed opportunities?’

Carl thought about it for a moment, feeling his groin begin to stir into life.

‘And I could still go home every day?’

‘You will not want to go home if you accept, Mr Gilliland. Remember your brain function will decrease, and we shall make changes to you that will make it difficult to find normal work in the world outside. I am offering you fulfilment and a place to express your deepest needs, but once you accept, you will not be able to go back.’

‘I’ll think about it,’ said Carl, amazed that he was even considering it.

‘You will think about it now,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘and give me your decision before you leave. Now or never.’

‘Oh,’ said Carl.

‘Come with me,’ she said, getting up. ‘You will make the decision in a proper way, with the reality right in front of you.’

‘Oh, I don’t know…’ said Carl shaking his head.

‘This I insist on, Mr Gilliland.’

She led the way out of her office, and Carl followed along dutifully behind, often starting to speak, but never actually uttering anything. He was sure that he was going to walk straight out of the place, but first it seemed that he had to go through her little game.

They went back upstairs to the gents toilets, which again was unoccupied, and Carl was struck by the similarity with the previous time, when he followed the clicking heels of Miss Ricks and tried unsuccessfully to keep his eyes from the tight material over her buttocks.

At the rear end of the landing, behind the stairway, Miss Ariadne opened the lavatory door and motioned him through.

‘Wait in the cubicle.’

Carl waited for just a split second, but the authority in her voice brooked no disobedience and until he was out of that strange house he could hardly engage in a constructive argument. She held all the cards. She even had video footage he realised, with a shudder.

Carl entered the lavatory again, and stood in the same cubicle as before. He glanced up at the pull chain by the cistern and hardly registered the fact that the plumber had evidently been in to fix it properly. As the minutes ticked by, he sat down on the bowl, feeling lightheaded. He looked at the hole and tried to decide whether he wanted a prick to come through it for him to suck, or not. The various constituent parts of his body and mind raged to and fro, endlessly conflicted on the subject and Carl let them carry on, absently thinking of nothing.

He flinched as the lavatory door went and there was the sound of female heels with the heavier, quieter tread of a male following behind. The cubicle door in the next stall swung open and he heard the man position himself inside. Miss Ariadne came into his own cubicle and and watched the glory hole aperture till the man’s cock came through, as long and fascinating as before, though half-limp this time.

‘On your knees,’ she said, quietly, though with a steely edge. ‘This has to be a proper test. Kneel.’

Carl wanted to protest, thinking that this was loading the game too far in her favour, but a large and deep part of him gleefully agreed, though protesting voices vainly objected, and he sank slowly to his knees.

Miss Ariadne was working the man’s prick with beautiful fingers that ended with black, gleaming nails, wanking it slowly into rigid, bouncing hardness.

‘Now we will see, won’t we, dear?’ she said, with a breathless chuckle. ‘Whore or not whore.’

Carl watched, fascinated as she smeared a bead of pre-cum over the tip, making it glisten with incredible beauty. He felt his stomach turn over at the sight.

‘Don’t you want to take your medicine and be a whore, Carl?’ she asked. ‘Don’t you want to be Carla?’

‘Nooo,’ he whimpered, loving the sound of the feminised name.

‘Eat his cum and say goodbye to your brain,’ she said, with a chuckle. ‘Be our little house whore. Carla the addicted, mindless slut. Don’t you want that? One more dose and you belong to us.’

NOOOOO!!! he screamed, but it was a voice inside his head, a panic stricken, far away voice.

‘Isn’t cum worth everything?’ she whispered. ‘Now, close your eyes.’

He obeyed, his eyes fluttering closed, his breath suddenly coming in gasps, and his heart pumping hard in his chest.

‘There,’ she crooned, putting her hand on the back of his head, and gently pushing him forwards, ‘we’ve got him SO excited. Kiss him, an then you can go.’

Carl moaned a protest but did not have any strength to resist as she brought his trembling mouth into contact with the hot, glistening tip.

He bucked at the contact as though it were electricity, but somehow his mouth was back in contact with it again immediately.

‘Lick it, whore,’ she whispered, ‘taste him.’

Carl obeyed with a shuddering moan.

‘That’s it,’ she laughed, taking her hand off his head, ‘now you can make your choice. Balls or brain. Slut or wannabe. Carl or Carla. Get up and leave now, or stay and be our bitch.’

Carl decided to get up and go, he had to, no choice really. His humanity was at stake, his very being. He knew it was fundamentally wrong. An insult to his spirit, and his intellect.

He heard Miss Ariadne laugh as the penis somehow entered into his mouth, sliding between his lips, his jaws going wide to take the girth, taking it hungrily, greedily.

‘There,’ she said approvingly, ‘good girl.’

Carl moaned a deep, anguished reply, and brought his hand up to wank the shaft, suddenly desperate for the deadly cum.

‘There’s a whore that wants her medicine,’ said Miss Ariadne, laughing her cold, throaty snicker.

Time stood still for Carl, a succession of licks, wanks, deep throats and kisses, gradually working up tension in the tight, hot prick, working it, working it, till suddenly he felt it tense in his mouth and the cum spurted to the back of his throat.

‘Now, swallow!’ said Miss Adriadne, putting her hand quickly on the back of Carl’s head to prevent him from slipping off and spilling it. Carl moaned a despairing protest, knowing what the cum contained, but Miss Ariadne held him firmly.

‘Take your medicine, bitch,’ she whispered.

Carl let out a little whimpering denial, but swallowed obediently.

‘Good girl, take it all down. Deep down inside.’

Carl did so, then licked the head of the penis clean while she chuckled approvingly.

‘Now how do you feel, Carla?’ she asked. ‘How does it feel to be our bitch?’

The look that Carl gave Miss Ariadne was so tender and grateful that she clapped her hands together in delight.

‘What a joy you are,’ she exclaimed. She looked down at him with hands on hips, a sterner, more serious expression on her face. She pointed to her black, heeled shoes. ‘Now, thank me properly.’

Carl knelt down to kiss and lick her shoes. Indeed he was incredibly grateful. He felt so wonderfully alive and fulfilled.

Miss Ariadne made him kneel quietly for an hour afterwards to make sure that he didn’t puke, allowing time for the cum to fully penetrate his system, taunting him mercilessly about his new role, and zombified status while he moaned and sobbed at her feet. He realised somewhere deep down that he had made a terrible mistake, but it was far too late now, the chemicals were doing their work, unstoppable and inevitable, eating his mind.

END OF PART ONE.

Kingdom Cum Two

Carl took a long time to wake. He seemed trapped for a long time in layers of nightmarish confusion laced with piercing, repetitive pain that flared in tiny points of agony in his head. He thought that he often moaned and cried out, but no one answered his call except to plunge him deeper into feverish, chaotic discomfort. Underneath the flares of pain and the aching soreness around his head there was an underlying dread at the pit of his stomach, a presence of evil there that terrified him. Often he thought he could hear voices crying where the darkness leaked from the base of his spine, an untold number yelling and moaning in pain, again and again in a terrible, cacophonous chorus of agony and despair.

He repeatedly stood again in the reception area on the occasion of his first, innocent visit to the facility, looking through the window into the patients lounge. The scrawny neck turned unsteadily, the dead eyes fixing him with that terribly empty, desolate stare, again and again, with the terrible voices echoing.

When he finally did regain consciousness properly, it took a while for Miss Ariadne to realise it. She had become well used to hearing Carl scream and struggle and cry out through the microphone on the monitor in her office from day to day, and also more faintly from the dormitory where he was kept on the upper floor. Eventually, she glanced at the monitor that showed his bed and saw that he was actually awake, his bandaged face moving from side to side, trying to see through the gauze. She smirked as his arms came up short against the short chains that shackled him to the rails of the bed to each side, keeping him on his back and his hands away from the dressings. She imagined that he was probably very confused and afraid, but she did not rush what she was doing. He could yell if he wanted. The house had thick walls and occupied a remote location. And too, it was after all a lunatic asylum. What would one expect except the odd scream?

Carl was disorientated and afraid. He vaguely remembered some of the remarkable events at the asylum, but they didn’t seem anymore real than the other nightmares and strange impressions that ran through his chaotic head. Surely they were the product of his imagination, just like everything else. He quietened a little and took stock. He was lying on his back, with his wrists shackled somehow to each side, and he couldn’t see anything but a pale glare through bandages that swathed his face. Had he somehow injured his face? That theory gained some credibility when he realised that there was something wrong with his mouth. He explored it with his tongue anxiously. There seemed to be several teeth missing, top and bottom, though the empty sockets didn’t seem very sore. How long ago had it happened?

Just as he began to feel panic rising in him, he heard the sound of heels approaching over the tiled floor.

‘Mr Gilliland,’ said a thin, penetrating female voice, ‘you’re awake.’

The voice sent shivers down his spine. Aspects of his dreams had contained that sound. The shameful scenes in the toilet, the glory hole madness.

‘W-what is happening?’ he asked, in a wispy, whistling voice.

‘You are healing,’ she replied, as soothingly as she could. ‘Healing nicely.’

‘What happened?’ he asked, hardly wanting to hear the reply.

‘Why, you had a nasty accident, Mr Gilliland, if you remember, in the toilet.’

‘Accident?’

‘Of course!’ she said, chidingly. ‘Don’t you recall anything at all?’

‘Well,’ said Carl, confused. He remembered doing things in the toilet that had been no accident at all, unless it was all the product of a diseased mind.

‘You very kindly volunteered to fix the chain on the toilet but you slipped and hit the bowl with your head. Your face, to be exact. Unfortunately you lost some teeth, but the rest is healing. Here, let me undo these restraints.’

‘Ohhhhhhhhh!!!!’ said Carl with immense relief, as he felt his manacles come away, ‘Is that what happened?’ His voice sounded strange to him with the missing teeth.

‘Of course, dear,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘what did you think? We thought it best to keep you here at the facility till you regained consciousness. It’s been a good few days and the bruising has almost gone. We put your wrists in the restraints so you didn’t disturb the bandages. You were pretty violent at times.’

‘Yes, sorry,’ said Carl, ‘I had nightmares, I think.’

‘You certainly did, poor thing.’

Carl let out a long breath, relieved that there was an explanation. It didn’t entirely dispel the sense of darkness inside him however. Perhaps it was just the memory of the horrible invasion of wrongness and evil in his stomach, but nevertheless, he still needed to get home and trying and regain some sense of normality.

‘Can I go home, then?’ he asked, almost disbelieving.

‘Of course, you can, dear,’ she replied. ‘We can give you some bandages to keep you going, but you are almost there.

‘Great,’ said Carl, letting out a sigh, and putting his fingers experimentally to his face.

‘We can get Sasha to run you home anytime you like. You don't have much stuff. Just your clothes, which we have laundered for you. Now don’t interfere too much with the dressing just yet. I’ll take away one or two layers so you can see, but you had better keep the rest on for when you meet the cold air outside.’

She unwound the crepe bandage till Carl could see through all right in the exposed slits and left him to divest himself of the hospital gown saying she would meet him downstairs in reception if he remembered where it was. If not, holler. No one would bother him. He nodded agreement, quite pleased at the prospect of a little time to himself.

He saw that he was in a sort of large dormitory with maybe twenty beds in two rows, but he plainly had the place to himself. He shuddered a little as he imagined the large room full of gibbering lunatics. Maybe something of that old derangement lingered because he still could not shake off a deep sense of foreboding and evil at the pit of his stomach. He sighed and tried to pull himself together. It was definitely time he was out of there.

He got dressed into his normal clothes, and it felt very sweet to feel the familiar materials and hang of shirt and trousers around him, asserting his return to the sane, if rather tedious, mode of his life.

He put on his shoes and trod carefully to the door. He found himself on a landing with the stairs and the lavatory to his left, another door opposite probably into another dorm, and a door at the far end labelled ‘Matron’.

He turned left and went towards the stairs. He looked at the toilet door and was half inclined to go in and see if there was indeed a hole in the cubicle wall, but decided against it. It would not really prove anything, he reasoned, and anyway he did not want to meet with any of the inmates.

He carried on down the curving stairs and down to the crossways. He saw Miss Ricks through the spyglass pane on the angle of the intersecting passages, busying herself in the reception room and stepped round to the left to enter via the door.

‘Ah,’ said the young girl, with a winning smile. ‘You are better. That’s good. We were a bit worried about you. You were out for so long.’

‘Yes, I do feel better,’ he said, though his own smile was not so broad, nor was it of much use, being hidden behind the crepe bandages.

‘All because you were good enough to try and fix the chain for us,’ she went on, sympathetically, ‘it’s really too bad about your teeth.’

‘Oh,’ said Carl, ‘I should be able to get an implant or something. I’m too poor to have to pay very much.’

‘That’s the spirit,’ enthused Miss Ricks. ‘You will have to let us know how it goes.’

‘I will,’ said Carl, though without much enthusiasm. The sooner his link with this place was severed the better, he thought.

He heard a door go out in the passage and Miss Ariadne came in.

‘Well,’ she said, breezily, ‘are we all set?’

‘Yes,’ said Carl, trying not to sound too enthusiastic.

‘Good, let’s go shall we? Here is your coat.’

She held the familiar green walking jacket open and helped Carl on with it, then led him down to the crossways and turned for the front door, Miss Ricks following behind them.

It was quite cold outside and Carl shuddered a little with the sudden chill, but it was still a marvellous feeling to be outside again, breathing the fresh air, even in the dark. He looked up but there were no stars.

He stiffened a little as he saw a long black car pull up, and a tall, forbidding figure get out to open the door for him. Surely he had seen him before….? But how could he?

‘I remember him,’ said Carl, frowning, before he could stop himself.

‘Oh,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘you had several visits to the doctor you know, and we went in that car, with Sasha. You were semi-conscious for most of it. Sedated but no doubt taking in data.’

‘Ah,’ said Carl, relieved. The line he had drawn between dream and reality had wavered for a moment into dangerous territory, but thankfully reasserted the most believable version of his experiences.

‘Well, goodbye,’ said Carl, turning to the two nurses. ‘Thank you for looking after me.’

He had not at that point even thought about whether he owed them any fees for it, or medical bills, and the idea sent a jolt of panic through him, but they did not mention anything of the sort, just seeing him off with little hugs and a cheery wave.

‘Keep in touch,’ said Miss Ricks, with one of her dazzling smiles.

‘I will,’ said Carl automatically, as he got into the car, sitting in the rear.

‘Goodbye, dear,’ said Miss Ariadne. ‘Don’t take the bandages off till the morning.’

Miss Ricks nodded her agreement with this.

Sasha, dropped the clutch, and with a last wave, the house suddenly swung away and disappeared behind, the tyres crunching in the gravel.

Carl could not express his relief at getting out of that house and he let out a long, shuddering breath, the edges of the bandages making a little fluttering noise as he did so.

It is not far from St Saviour’s to the suburb where he lived, and Carl was glad of it. It was tense in the car with the strange man driving him in a strange car, and he was awkward and tongue tied when it came to thanking him when he came to a stop opposite to the door of the flats where he lived. He needn't have bothered himself on that point. The man did not really look at him, merely closed the door after he had alighted and then drove off without a second glance. Carl supposed that he was a patient at the asylum, with a condition that allowed for some extra responsibilities.

Carl was very conscious of the strange sight that he presented with his head swathed in bandages and he wasted no time in letting himself in the front door and then sharp left into his own little bedsit. There was an old man limping along the pavement towards him and he had no wish to invite any comments.

When the door closed and the quiet and familiar ambience of his little bedsit home impressed itself upon him he let another a long, shuddering breath that was at least twice as emphatically relieved than the last one.

He drank in the painting of the stag at sunrise on his wall, the books on the little shelf that meant so much to him, spiritual works of high fantasy full of dragons and heroes and tales to lift the heart. They never failed to work their marvellous magic and he thought that he would immerse himself in one of them that evening, as form of beautiful therapy.

He sat down in the armchair after removing his shoes. What a strange experience, he reflected. All because he had been sidetracked into signing a petition and falling down in a toilet!

He sat back and sighed. His stomach churned and his innards ached as if he has swallowed something poisonous. The horrible face from the lounge in the lunatic asylum flashed before his eyes, too, and he moaned in despair. How he wished he had never looked through that window! He supposed that it was going to take some time to get over it.

Feeling restless, he went to the mirror above the little sink in the kitchenette. He looked like the bandaged victim in ‘The Invisible Man’, by HG Wells, he thought, with a soft chuckle. Miss Ariadne had warned him to leave the bindings on till the morning and despite being very curious as to the state of his face, he decided to go along with her advice. His face actually felt quite good, but it wouldn’t do to mess anything up.

He must have really hit the toilet bowl hard. What an idiot! He wondered with a chuckle if he had actually managed to fix the chain after all that. His teeth were clearly the main problem, but as Miss Ariadne said, it could wait a while. His gums were probably going to have to recover properly before anything of that sort could be contemplated. He could make up a suitable story for work, and the few people he was on nodding terms with in the house.

From the subject of his missing teeth, his mind naturally turned to food. He hadn’t thought to ask what they had been feeding him on at the facility, but he realised that he wasn’t going to be able to bite into anything tough.

He looked at his freezer and pulled out some chilli that he had put in there the previous week. He always enjoyed eating that with some cheese and mayo on the top.

He tried to whistle away to himself as he put it in the microwave, but the new shape of the front of his mouth made it difficult and it was a while before he could get the sound. He guessed that he had missed nearly a week off work, but he could say that he had been unconscious and the state of his face would be proof enough, surely. The job was not worth all that much to him anyway. Something temporary would come up, if that didn’t work out. He had enough cash for a couple of weeks rent.

There was some juice in the fridge that amazingly still smelt good, and the milk was OK, too as he gulped it down.

‘Ding!’ went the microwave oven. He went to his little table and sat down with a sigh of pleasure, placing a glass of water next to it. It was a ritual that he always adhered to. The table wasn’t really meant as a dining table, only seating one, but he liked to keep up his manners and eat properly.

He swallowed the first forkful of the chilli, spooning it carefully through a gap in the bandages. It was a little difficult to get it past his still a little swollen lips, but it did not feel sore and the taste was very appetising and pleasant. He could chew the rice well enough with his still good molars. He lost himself for a moment in the pure pleasure of the quiet and the food, hoping that his disturbed stomach wouldn’t interfere with his digestion. It didn’t feel very natural without his front teeth, and he made a rather unedifying sucking noise from time to time like an old granny, but he persevered.

He did not bother to wash up his plate when he had finished. He felt too tired to do that. He sat in the chair instead, and read a chapter of one of his favourite books.

It concerned the rescue of weak, heroic characters by eagles from the very pit of despair and evil and he found that he wept at the similarity with his own position, the warm, spiritual feelings spreading through every part of his body and psyche, bringing healing and poise, and light.

His books ended with the final triumph of good over evil, and he believed it as he participated emotionally with the heroes, reassuring himself that there were spiritual qualities and divine energies that always transcended the base and the bestial. He always found the Bible to be powerful in this regard also and took strength from the tender promises there. Even the fluttering dread at his spine could not prevail against the warm flow of loving reassurance that came with the psalms and the scriptures. He knew then that he would prevail over his misfortunes, and survive with the most important part of him intact.

He was very tired however, and after spiritually healing himself, needed to restore the body with a good night’s sleep.

He lay down in his bed with indescribable relief and closed his eyes, careful not to disturb his bandages as his head made contact with the pillow. He was looking forward so much to a good night’s sleep but just as injuries always seem more painful at night, and bad thoughts ring louder in the silence, he thought he could still hear those dread voices inside him as he tried to cling on to the positive energy of the book, and a dark presence occasionally seemed to stir at his stomach, as though beneath the fetid waters of a swamp.

Carl was extremely tired however, and troubled by this as he was, it did not prevent sleep.

When he woke, he still felt weak and, afflicted with a nasty headache, went to get some paracetamol. That always steadied him and he spent a pleasant ten minutes waking up in the armchair, sipping the effervescent liquid. The next step was obviously to take off the bandages and see at first hand exactly what the situation was, but he wanted to take it slowly, and wait till he felt a bit stronger.

He put his hand to his face and was pleasantly surprised at how normal and easy his skin felt. His lips still seemed a little swollen, but they did not hurt at all as he explored them with his fingers under the bandages. It was remarkable that the crepe dressings had survived the night intact and he blessed the professionalism of Miss Ariadne.

Carl thought about opening the curtains to let in the light, but he decided against it. He enjoyed the feeling of enclosure and retirement, and he wanted to assess the situation before letting in the world, even if the damage would have been easier to assess in the daylight.

With trembling fingers, Carl teased back the sticking plaster that held the dressing and began to unwind it from his forehead down.

As his eyebrows and eyes where revealed, he stopped abruptly and stared. Eventually, with his arm aching to the point that he had to continue or rest, he unwound the rest, as if in a daze.

He did not look bruised, or damaged………he looked……different…..

He did not look at all as though he had been in an accident. Nothing accidental at all…..

His eyebrows were not bushy and brown as they had been before, but black and thin, hardly there, making a graceful curve a long way above where his original eyebrows had been.

His eyes were not bruised either, but defined by black, both sets of lashes were stained a dark hue, and his eyes lined. Even his lids were somehow smoky, as if stained with soot.

And beneath these arresting new eyes, his lips formed a natural pout, swollen and red, completely different than before.

His mind processed the information slowly, his heart beating heavy and slow. It was unbelievable but it was there in front of his eyes. His fingers explored his new face, as it were somebody else’s, but there was no denying what was staring back at him in the mirror.

Put simply, he looked like a whore…..

As if in sympathy with this observation, the voices started again at the pit of his stomach and he felt a shiver of fear run through him.

Carl ran some soapy water in the bowl with trembling hands then plunged his face into it, rubbing extravagantly. He towelled it off, but there was no difference when he looked again in the mirror. His face was a little red and sore but his smoky, feminine eyes looked back at him unperturbed, and his mouth radiated scarlet whorishness just as before.

Carl tried several other cleaning agents, even some powerful kitchen products, all to no effect, though his face showed the evidence of being mercilessly scoured.

It was no good. His face had somehow been permanently marked. He went through all the innocent explanations, each more unlikely than the last, trying to hold onto the new feeling of optimism as long as he could, but more insidious and sinister thoughts began to push them aside.

The bare facts present in the mirror spoke their own undeniable truths. Cosmetic surgery was hardly a mystery these days and, fascinated by such

procedures, Carl was better informed than most men, at least.

His lips had been artificially enlarged, probably by an injection of silicon. Hardly a subtle change either, leaving him with a permanently pouting, inviting mouth, like a fantasy whore. The redness was not natural either, he thought, and presumed that some sort of tattooing had taken place, at least along the defining edges of his new mouth, and probably a general inking elsewhere. Examining his eyes, he realised that his natural eyebrows had been entirely removed, probably by laser cauterisation. In their place, and higher on his brow were feminine lines sweeping upward in a sensual curve, evidently tattooed permanently. Underneath this well-defined line was smoking infill, both on the lids and behind, culminating in the deep black definition on the lids and lashes. He saw that the laughter lines and expressive wrinkles around his lids had also somehow been smoothed away, leaving a bland, mindless sexuality, perhaps by a lift.

There was no doubt that he had been deliberately feminised. With a sickening rush, he realised, by extension, that it followed that his teeth had been brutally and deliberately extracted all along the front of his mouth, incisors and canines, leaving him just the molars. He knew why, though the knowledge made him groan a denial. With his big lips and no protruding teeth, his oral cavity had been turned into the perfect cocksucking mouth.

Noooo!!!

He looked at himself, trying to take it in. Though he had never thought of himself as being a slave of his appearance, the very process of accepting and assimilating this different person in the mirror as a likeness of himself slowly impinged on his consciousness. Just as when he dressed in female clothes and put on make up in his private moments and felt different, his natural femininity began to surface, reflecting the new gender imperative of his face. His appalled masculinity withdrew and something that approved of the new look took its place. He tried a pout and licked his lips. The effect was electrifyingly sexy and he could not help smiling. Warning voices and disapproving feelings tried to assert themselves, but he took no notice.

At that moment, there came a knock at the door. Any appreciation of his new look was immediately blown away in a moment of pure panic. Carl stood there and fumbled with his bandages in order to cover himself and had them half rewound when he realised that it had been the next door to his, and not his own. He kept as quiet as a mouse, so as not to draw attention to himself, and sat down on the edge of the bed.

The shock had brought him out of his reverie and dreamlike appreciation of his new face. He found himself appalled at the practicalities of his new position, and what had really happened at the facility? He was frankly amazed that this had not been his first thought on discovering the cosmetic surgery. He wasted no time in considering it now. With a rush of panic he realised that he obviously had not just fallen on the toilet seat. Was the whole episode of the toilet shame and cocksucking true then? Wasn’t his mind therefore supposed to be wiped? He did not feel at all as though his intellect had been affected.

He looked at his phone. She had given him her number. She had known that he would have to contact Her. He needed answers, and fast. He typed out a message.

What have you done to me?

The response was not long in coming.

Good morning, my little whore. How did you sleep?

Carl was in no mood for pleasantries, though he found the ‘whore’ reference gave him a little thrill of unwanted resonance, as if his feminine persona took some surprised delight in it.

What have you done to my face?

It was rather a question that answered itself, but he asked it anyway.

Poor dear, don’t you like it?

That was not an easy question to answer. He did certainly look a lot prettier, but how was he going to be able to show his new face in public? He also felt that his new features did not really do justice to the whole of his character, just the sexually charged part, and did not leave him much room to express anything else.

His phone beeped again.

We need to talk. Put some new bandages on, and I’ll send a car. It’s all reversible.’

Carl again was moved to say no, afraid of going back into her territory, but he realised that they had more to discuss than could be done with texts, or over the phone. She had said that it was reversible too, to that was something, as if acknowledging the fundamental wrong of what she had done to him.

He went back to the mirror, fascinated by how he looked. Even the way he moved over the carpet was different, more feline and sexy. He gazed at himself, fingering the changes. He opened his mouth to look at his missing teeth and immediately closed it again. Inside was a yawning, toothless hole that made him look suddenly like an old crone. He would have to remember not to open his mouth when he smiled, not to let anyone see the gap until the cock head was inside him….

With this thought he sank to his knees and wanked himself off in a frenzy of panicky arousal.

As always directly after orgasm, he mind became cold and clear.  As always, he found hope. He knew that there would be a way. There always was. A way down, and a way up. There was never a pit that couldn’t be climbed out of, and there was never a moment when a pit wasn’t ready to open up again. It was the way of things. He remembered his books, the healing spirit, and the divine energy that would always actually define him, irrespective of his physical appearance.

He didn’t know exactly what their plan was at the asylum on the hill, but if they thought that the surgery had made a life away from them impossible, they were sadly mistaken. Facial surgery could go both ways, and tattoos could be removed. Teeth implanted. He thought about making a claim against the asylum and involving the police. He realised that it would be problematic with his antics in the lavatory becoming public. Miss Ariadne had seemed to offer a reversal process, but she was going to have to come good on it, that was for sure.

There was suddenly the sound of a car horn from outside. The lift!! Carl hurriedly wrapped his face in one of the new bandages and hurried out hoping to get to the street before anyone saw him.

There was only the rather gormless kitchen porter just come in from his shift fumbling his keys by his door further down the hall. He peered curiously at him.

‘Yuh OK?’ he asked, in a doleful voice.

‘Had some cosmetic surgery,’ replied Carl, in a jokey tone, and went out.

Sure enough, the car was there. The same car, the same expressionless driver, seeing him unhurriedly on to the back seat. Carl sat quietly in the glare and fade of the street-lamps as they moved away, feeling as though he was being conveyed on a magic carpet from the squalid, litter-strewn realities of his normal life, into a frightening, chaotic sky where the stars were strange.

This impression was only heightened as the shops and lights of the town failed and he was borne away into the darkness of the countryside.

He could not decide whether this sense of transition was welcome or not. On the one hand it was definitely frightening, but on the other, it was as though the flights of imagination that he enjoyed making between the pages of a book had actually come to pass, and his life had become as exciting as the stories he read about. He wondered whether it was going to be a good or bad ending.

As they wound up the winding drive and came to rest by the front door, Carl quailed a little at the grim facade, even gloomier at night, and decided that normality, though a little tedious at times, was certainly the better of the two options.

As he stepped out of the car the dread grew at his stomach and he almost asked the driver to take him back home. The man was already moving towards the imposing porch however, and in truth he did need answers, so with an uncertain, tentative step he followed him through the door and then down the tiled, echoing hall.

Despite the lateness of the hour, Miss Ariadne was evidently still working, for they went to her office and the man knocked respectfully.

There was a murmured assent from within and the man opened the door for Carl to go through, then shut it behind him.

Miss Ariadne was at her desk, still in her white uniform, with her dark hair tied up. She did not get up, but merely leaned back a little in her chair as Carl came in, a thin smile on her face.

Carl stood before her for a moment like a naughty schoolboy, not knowing what to say.

‘Well,’ she said, in her flat, authoritative tone, ‘let’s take off those horrible bandages, shall we?’

He hesitated for a moment, then fumbled at some of the sticking plaster that held the material to his face. She was suddenly there beside him, and he put his arms down as she expertly removed the windings for him, her eyes glittering with expectation.

It was such a relief to get the rough crepe off his face and feel the air against his skin, but the sight of him sent Miss Ariadne into transports of delight.

‘Oh,’ she said, clasping her hands together, ‘you are so pretty!’

Carl blushed, unable to stop the rush of simple pleasure at her compliment. He had never had such a compliment before. He had to admit to himself that it wasn’t as though he had been made uglier. His old face had been pretty crude and unremarkable. His new features by comparison were stunning, if a little whorish.

‘Well!’ she breathed, her eyes glittering, ‘who would have thought it!’

Carl blushed again, unable to keep the smile from his new, pouting lips.

‘There! A smile!’ said Miss Ariadne, her black eyes glittering.

Carl positively glowed.

‘Now,’ said Miss Ariadne, a little more brusquely, seating herself back behind her desk, ‘I imagine that you have lots of questions?’

Carl, frowned, trying to remember what they were.

‘Perhaps, you could just run through what happened?’ he said at last. ‘It’s all so hazy.’

‘Well let me give you the facts,’ said Miss Ariadne, in a businesslike tone, ‘you came into this establishment at the request of my subordinate to support a well-intentioned legal challenge to the opening of the right of way along the border of our property. In the course of this generous activity, you decided on your own initiative to mend the toilet chain in the patient lavatory. In the course of that activity, also generous, you were surprised to see a cock appear through a glory hole.’ She looked at him and smirked. ‘A cock you proceeded to suck with every appearance of intense pleasure.’

Carl blushed again. He knew that it had actually happened deep down, but it was good to have it confirmed.

‘The cum does not contain any mind altering chemicals. It was purely the experience of cock-sucking that made you lose your initial focus.’

‘So why say that it was dangerous and induce me to come back?’

‘Well,’ said Miss Ariadne, looking a little embarrassed herself, ‘I’ll admit that I got you back somewhat under false pretences. But I felt that it was for the best. I saw in you a life led entirely against Your actual needs and preferences, with pathetic and entirely wasteful results. I thought you needed a helping hand. I thought I could offer you a choice. And I did so, as you will no doubt recall.’

‘Yes,’ said Carl, in a hardly audible voice.

‘I talked up a drug to make the choice in the toilet seem much more monumental. It served a purpose. I made it sound that it would wipe your mind and personality after swallowing another load of cum. Do you see? I wanted to know how deeply and surely you needed a new life. The answer was an emphatic ‘yes’, as I recall, despite these destructive consequences.’

‘Yes,’ said Carl again, remembering self-consciously.

‘So, I made some changes that I felt sure you would like. We can offer a place for someone with your new features. A place to be your new self. We couldn’t take you as you were.’

‘Why not?’

‘Well, dear,’ she said. ‘It’s one thing to suck a man off through a glory hole because his imagination is doing all the work. Do you think he would have shot his load into a man wearing a check shirt and hiking boots? Of course not!’ She smiled broadly at this. ‘BUT!! He might want to get sucked off by a whore with beautiful cock-sucking lips and trashy eyes. You couldn’t have stayed permanently in a toilet cubicle could you?’

‘Oh, that sort of position..’

‘Yes! They are naturally all a bit starved of that sort of thing, you see, poor dears. St Saviour’s have never taken female patients. It was part of the founding charter and apparently it would be a legal headache even in these enlightened times to change it.’

‘Oh,’ said Carl, surprised.

‘Something about spiritual healing, and so forth, but of course that doesn’t stop the urge, does it?’

‘No,’ said Carl.

‘And you are perfect case in point, aren’t you, slut?’ continued Miss Ariadne. ‘Full of high blown aspirations and spiritual values, but the minute you get the chance, what do you do? Kneel in a toilet and suck a man’s cock!’

‘Yes,’ said Carl, embarrassed.

‘And really,’ she said, pointedly, ‘can you honestly tell me that you would rather be doing anything else? Mmm? Really?’

Carl wanted to say that there were better things, happier things, more wholesome things, and so there were. Walking as free as a bird in a beautiful landscape, the quiet joy of a good book by the fireside, the peace of the country church, when no one else was there and the gospel ran like a golden stream in his heart. But, oh, that cock throbbing and sliding in his mouth…….’

He hesitated, the shame etched on his face, and Miss Ariadne laughed a throaty, knowing laugh, dirty and contemptuous.

‘We have already been there once or twice haven’t we, slut? As I recall you had the choice between keeping your precious spiritual values or taking a cock into your mouth and swallowing cum and we both know what you chose!’

‘Yes,’ croaked Carl, his cock hardening in his trousers.

‘Yes!’ snapped, Miss Ariadne, ‘So let’s have no more whining and a little more appreciation!’

‘Yes; sorry.’

‘Right! That’s better!’

Miss Ariadne took in a deep breath, and let it out slowly.

‘So we have established that your greatest ambition is to suck cock, and that the patients in the facility have dire need of getting their cocks sucked, (as well as fucking Your ass pussy of course, which I am sure you will have no objection to) so we would seem to have arrived at the perfect combination.’

‘Yes,’ breathed Carl, involuntarily running his tongue over his new, pouting lips.

‘And all thanks to my efforts, you have been transformed into something that with a bit more work, and little dedication on your part, should answer to the purpose admiringly and fulfil your deepest need and make your sweetest fantasy come true.’

‘Yes,’ said Carl, in a throaty whisper. He shuddered a little as the faraway voices and the deep feeling of dread arose in him like a slimy swamp creature.

‘Well? Don’t I get some thanks? Hmm?’

‘Oh, y- yes!’ stammered Carl, frowning, ‘Thank You so much!’ He considered mentioning the voices and the dreadful feeling to her, but did not. Surely she would think him entirely mad. He saw the face in the lounge again, the dead eyes, and it chilled him to the bone.

‘But why did you let me go home at all?’ he asked, trying to fit everything together.

‘Ohh,’ said Miss Ariadne, with a sadistic leer, ‘just call it a twisted sense of humour.’

She flicked a switch on her desk and there was a faint buzz.

Sister Ariadne so enjoyed it when someone was forced to confront their real character, to act against the superficial nonsense that they had stuffed their empty heads with, social expectations, inherited ambitions, etc. She loved to break all of that conditioning, smash it like the brittle shell of an egg, and watch the real self emerge, naked and without language, essential and beautiful, and owned, naturally, by the one who performed the transformation, Miss Ariadne.

The door opened at that point and Miss Ricks stepped breezily in, with a flash of blonde curls and that dazzling smile.

‘OHHHHHHH!!!!’ she gushed, as Carl turned round, ‘how BEEEEAUUUUTIFUL!!!’

Carl blushed again, and felt a warm glow steal right through him at the fulsome compliment.

The two ladies laughed and chuckled together in delight as Carl went beetroot red.

‘Oh, some things in this life make it worth living, don’t they, Trisha?’

‘They certainly do, Miss Ariadne.’

‘Now, come along dear,’ said the older woman, heaving a happy sigh, ‘there is so much more to do.’

She led the way out of her office and back out towards the roomy crossways at the centre of the ground floor of the old asylum. Then she turned up the stairs, as if going towards the patient’s lavatory again. Carl wondered for a moment if he was being taken back in there to suck more cock. He was surprised that they all went in without knocking or showing any sign of good manners in case anyone was in there, but plainly they expected no one and the place was indeed deserted.

‘Now, its time to get rid of those horrible things,’ said Miss Ricks, with an expression of disgust, and Carl allowed her to help him out of his male clothes with his heart beating hard, his trousers and shirt and socks all placed in a little pile on the tiled floor.

He had to admit to himself that he was not sorry to get out of them, and they made a pretty shapeless and colourless pile of worn corduroy and check cotton against the dull red tiles. He hesitated a little at his briefs, but Miss Ricks slid them off too with a disarming smile.

‘Now,’ said Miss Ariadne, pushing him towards the communal shower ‘let’s get you clean. In!’

Carl reluctantly walked naked round the dividing wall and stood there trembling under the rack of nozzle heads above his head. He managed to catch a bar of soap that Miss Ricks tossed to him with a stylish underarm throw that make her breasts jiggle a little.

Then the water came, making him flinch and cry out with the initial cold, but soon it was piping hot, and he was hopping about in the other extreme.

‘Get on with it, slut!’ said Miss Ariadne, evidently enjoying herself.

Carl thought that it was after all good advice. The sooner he got clean the sooner his could escape the hot, tingling jets, and he soaped himself vigorously all over, starting with his head and working down. It gave him a little flare of wicked satisfaction to think that not one part of his new feminised face would be the least affected by the process.

Abruptly, the jets fell away and he gasped in the steamy air, rubbing his eyes. He turned to walk out of the shower chamber but Miss Ariadne told him to stop where he was. He blinked and looked towards her and saw Miss Ricks approaching him with a number of items associated with hairdressers, including what looked like an old style straight razor. She grinned at his fearful look.

‘Don’t worry, dear,’ she said, kindly, ‘we don’t want you bleeding quite yet. Now hold still, arms down by your sides.’

Miss Ariadne soaped Carl’s head all over with a lather brush, and to his surprise Miss Ricks proceeded to shave his head completely. His face did not need doing for some reason (Carl suspected that they had employed laser treatment there) but he had no time to think about it. As soon as the foam had been sloughed away by a slosh of warm water from a cup, she proceeded to shave the rest of his body hair, starting with his underarm hair (arms up!), then his chest (arms out!), and so on down his arms to his fingers, then all the way down to his toes. The most awkward part was the cleft of his bottom, but Miss Ariadne held his cheeks apart while her subordinate carefully scraped away all the hair.

‘There,’ said Miss Ariadne, with satisfaction, after they had made him go through into the shower and rinsed him down. ‘Doesn’t that feel better, slut?’

Carl had to agree. It did indeed feel better. It increased his sense of dread and dark foreboding but the positive feelings easily drowned it all out.

He felt wonderfully warm and pampered as they towelled him down and then led him out of the lavatory. They did not go down the stairs however, but carried on along the landing towards the front of the house, walking between the dormitory entrances, till they came to the old matron’s room. It was quite a large chamber, with belled out glass panels in the near corners that gave a view into both dorms in the same way that the reception area allowed prospects of the main lounge and crossways downstairs. A fireplace, now ornamental with the central heating, was an attractive feature to the right. Right ahead, looking over the front of the house and the view to the east was a little alcove with three windows and seats underneath. Miss Ariadne’s bed was to the left, a four poster affair, with black velvet drapes, and a number of chests of drawers and wardrobes were placed neatly in corners, all with the stamp of quality and age. Unusually, for that house, the floor was not hard tiles with the odd rug here and there, but fully carpeted, in a tawny beige. To the left, too, was a small dresser, with a little stool in the leg space and mirrors to each side. In the far corner was a full length mirror on a tilting frame.

She went to the small dresser, opened the bottom drawer, and got out a little cardboard box that clinked slightly as she lifted it.

Carl saw Miss Ricks smirk a little and felt a flare of panic.

‘Now, dear,’ said Miss Ariadne, taking out he little stool and placing it nearby, ‘sit on the edge of this chair and open those lovely shaven legs.’

Carl lowered himself into the required position, and Miss Ariadne gave the box to Miss Ricks, who took it with a gleeful smile.

The young girl knelt between his legs and he jumped a little as she grabbed his balls in her hand and pulled them away from his groin. Before he could do anything but gasp, she had slipped a hinged ring round behind his ball sack and secured it with a little pin.

‘What?’ he said, uncertainly, feeling his cock begin to stir.

‘Relax,’ she replied, curtly. ‘This is essential, and don’t let your sissy cock get hard. Think of something totally unsexy like a car crash or something.’

It was difficult for Carl with Miss Ricks beautiful fingers around his genitals to think about non-stimulating things, especially as she tried to work his cock head into a short tube of steel rings.

‘Ow!!’ he cried, as Miss Ariadne stooped to slap his balls.

‘Think of something boring, slut!’ she snapped. ‘We don’t want to be here all day, do we? Think about your pissy life before you came here. That crappy factory, for instance.’

Carl did his best to obey, hearing the menace in the older woman’s tone, but he didn’t think about the factory, or his bedsit flat, which would have done very well. He thought about the walk through the woods he had taken that afternoon when this strange adventure had first begun. Miss Ricks desisted for a moment with a hiss of frustration and Carl could see and feel again the way that the quiet of the forest had soothed and broadened his soul, like a great bird slowly taking wing. It was almost as though the memory of the forest was calling to him, the ancient stillness carrying some meaning of great import, the breeze tugging at his consciousness, friendly but suddenly intense whispering, whispering, warning…..

He began to feel wrong, endangered, and the dread voices that had sunken to a sullen undertone and faded as if with familiarity at the base of his spine were all at once full of brooding menace again. He knew, in a moment of clarity, as he passed a clearing in the forest in his mind’s eye and saw that the sky was riven with blue, that he was in the wrong place, a wrongful place full of obsession and evil that only desired his ruin. He saw this even as his genitalia was worked and pressed painfully in Miss Rick’s subtle, clever fingers. He saw that there was a way he could fly out, a way he could always fly out, and his soul suddenly thrilled with the knowledge. He had the conviction, and the strength to do it, even with all the darkness ranged around him. For the first time in a long while, his soul felt lighter, the beginnings of hope.

His reverie was halted abruptly with the sudden ‘click’ of a lock snapping shut.

‘There,’ said Miss Ariadne, with satisfaction, who had been peering down intently as Miss Ricks worked. The younger woman also gave out a little happy squeak of triumph.

Carl looked down, suddenly breathless. His cock was trapped inside a small tube made of gleaming, spiralling steel, which in turn was locked to the ring that ran tightly behind his balls by means of a little padlock.

Oh no……

‘Oh, YES!!’ said Miss Ariadne, laughing, as if divining his thoughts.

‘N-no,’ said Carl, still with the feeling of other possibilities getting to his feet, ‘this is wrong…i shouldn’t be here.’

‘Oh, really,’ said Miss Ariadne, folding her arms. ‘What’s wrong? Don’t you like it?’

Carl’s confused mind couldn’t find a reason why he shouldn’t at least answer the question before he got away.

‘Isn’t it pretty?’ asked Miss Ariadne, seductively, running a red nail over one of the bright rings, brushing the penis within with her nail.

He looked down at the gleaming steel. On some basic level, he recognised that it made for a remarkable sight. It did have a sort of malevolent beauty, and a powerful, emphatic sense of presence and intent that radiated out from his suddenly hardening prick. The image of his cock in that cruel, padlocked cage…

Carl felt himself stir, and his cock swelled in the restricted space. It was a strange feeling, both trapped and stimulated at the same time, pain and pleasure mixing together.

NO!!  he thought, suddenly desperate. He tried to hold onto the feeling of clarity, but he could not do so. A familiar tingling sexual flow overwhelmed those images easily, and she laughed as she saw his eyes fill with interest and desire and Carl did not need her hands on his shoulders to sink to his knees before her again.

‘You’ll get used to it, slut,’ she said, lightly, ‘your job is not to pleasure yourself, but to pleasure others. Now, you can’t get much more generous and spiritual than that, can you?’

She laughed a coarse, mocking laugh.

Carl looked again at the chastity device, confused. It betrayed no such confusion however, and suddenly seemed one of the only firm and fixed points in his life. It was emphatically locked, and it was a fact that had to be dealt with.

He was vaguely aware of Miss Ariadne moving back towards the dresser and he turned to see her take one or two articles from the same drawer, this time a collar and chain, and a flaccid gleaming black skin with a zipper that he knew with certainty was a latex hood, a long lock of blonde hair in a pony tail hung down from it, too. His trapped prick suddenly strained at the cruel constraints of its cage and he winced at the pain. She tittered at that and handed the hood to Miss Ricks, who was standing behind him.

‘Now, bitch,’ she said, with relish, ‘hold still.’

Miss Ricks opened the hood, making sure the zipper was fully up, and then stretched it over his shaven head. It seemed very tight to Carl and he winced as she worked it down one side after the other. He looked at Miss Ariadne and he realised that she had positioned herself to get the best view, clearly enjoying the moment.

Miss Ariadne was indeed enjoying herself. The wiping away of a slave’s features behind impersonal, gleaming latex was like watching a man’s life get slowly deleted, and his character made entirely blank, like reformatting a computer, which was entirely an appropriate association as far as Miss Ariadne was concerned. She sometimes enjoyed making them watch in a mirror as they gradually drowned in black latex and their new, expressionless and robotic selves emerged. It was a magical moment, and she never tired of witnessing it. Life held few pleasures as intense.

Miss Ricks drew the latex down slowly, working it over his eyes, then his nose, then over his mouth, knowing not to rush it with Miss Ariadne enjoying the view. Once his nose was located in the little latex receptacle for it, the hood slipped quite easily over his head, and with a little adjustment here and there he found he could see and breathe perfectly well. Miss Ricks worked the zipper firmly round and the whole thing tightened against his face and down to his neck. Carl gasped and put his fingers experimentally against the smooth, slightly rubbery feel of his new cheeks. The blonde pony tail brushed pleasantly against his shoulders and upper back.

He saw Miss Ariadne hand across the thick, studded collar, though she kept the chain lead herself, and watched as Miss Ricks fixed it round his neck, locking it in place with the snap of a padlock at the back of his neck. Her eyes were positively gleaming with pleasure.

‘Beautiful!!’ Said Miss Ariadne, clapping her hands together. ‘Now the bra, I think, Trisha, dear, while I do the nails. Hold your arms out straight, slut!’

Miss Ariadne took another article from the dresser, this time a lacy black bra with cups filled with silicon. She slipped his hands thought he straps and Miss Ricks pulled it up to his chest.

‘I know you’ve worn lots of bras before, haven’t you sissy?’ said Miss Ariadne, mockingly.

‘Y-yes,’ he gasped, and the women laughed.

‘A slut’s got to have titties, hasn’t she, Carla??’

They both laughed again at that, the harsh, throaty tones of Miss Ariadne combining with Miss Ricks lighter, more musical notes.

Carl could not but agree and he lost himself for a moment in the wonderful feeling of having breasts pulling at his bra straps, weighty and full at his chest.

‘Awwwww,’ said Miss Ariadne, running a red nailed finger across his gleaming, latex cheek ‘perhaps one day we will give you permanent tits, too, Carla. Make you into a proper shemale, hmm? Wouldn’t you like that?’

‘Oh, yesssss!!’ he gasped, putting his hands to his false boobs.

They both laughed again.

‘Maybe soon, then, little whore,’ said Miss Ariadne, still chuckling. ‘Now put your hands out.’

Carl did so, and Miss Ariadne proceeded to put glue on his nails while Miss Ricks stuck on wickedly long and sharp replacements in gleaming scarlet, suddenly transforming his hands into beautiful, seductive talons.

‘Hmm, nice,’ said the older woman, testing the adhesive. ‘We can grow your natural nails in time, slut, but this will do nicely for now.’

Carl groaned at the implication of and extended future at the facility. He still felt strangely unsettled and distressed in a deep part of his psyche, but the sensual pleasures of being transformed into a beautiful sissy took all his conscious attention.

‘Now the shoes, Miss Ricks,’ said Miss Ariadne, in her thin, businesslike tone.

Carl jumped a little as Miss Ricks gripped his ankle and raised his foot off the floor. He turned round to see her working a gleaming black high heeled shoe over his toes. She smiled kindly and he smiled back with his thick, whore’s lips. The shoes were classically beautiful. Miss Ricks fitted them on both his feet and then proceeded to run straps round the instep that locked around his ankles with little padlocks, ensuring that the shoes could not be removed. They snapped shut with little clicks and Carl sighed with pleasure.

‘Up,’ said Miss Ariadne.

Carl had worn high heeled shoes before and he anticipated to some extent the blissful feeling of feminine poise they would give him but it was still an incredible rush to actually experience it once again. The two most influential articles of feminising gear he had found to be the wig and the shoes. The wig made him look feminine, the shoes made him feel it. They dictated a different posture, different, mincing movement, made him want to thrust out his buttocks and throw back his head.

Again, the females found this very amusing.

‘Now a little waspie to help with that unflattering waist,’ said Miss Ariadne. ‘Arms up!’

Carl obeyed and held in his breath as they tightened the waist clincher about his middle, then tied it off at his back.

‘Mmm,’ said Miss Ariadne, looking at Carl appraisingly. ‘Not bad. What do you think Trisha dear?’

‘Oh, yes!’ said the younger woman, clasping her hands together. ‘Very sexy!’

Miss Ariadne re-attached the lead to a ring at the front of his collar and jerked it forwards, towards the full length mirror in the corner.

Carl obeyed, feeling he pony tail swish pleasantly about his back, and approached the mirror.

When his head came into view it was precisely the same as the shock he had sustained back at the bedsit when he had first confronted the changes that Miss Ariadne had made. It was a different person again. The lifting techniques had robbed him of his old expressive smile, but this was another level altogether, making him look like a robot with a latex headpiece and artificial blonde hair in a single long tail, a robot with feminised, slutty eyes and great, scarlet, pouting lips. The mouth was pushed out through a generous opening, making his mouth even more pronounced and pouty. His nose was located by a small opening that ended with a perforated flap to allow him to breathe. He had to admit, as he took in the studded collar that locked it all in place, that he did look utterly amazing. He licked his lips hungrily. It was the face of something that needed to suck cock, and his desires were suddenly hot and urgent inside him. The bra and waspie, the gleaming chastity device, the incredible shoes with their little locks, the gleaming nails, it all screamed sex and availability and Carl thought he had died and gone to sissy heaven.

‘Perfect, wouldn’t you say?’ asked Miss Ricks, laughing her tinkly, happy laugh.

‘Fucking perfect, I’d say,’ said Miss Ariadne, and Carl quailed a little at her tone. It was cold and commanding and sent a chill down his spine. She spun him round to face her with a rough jerk of the chain attached to his collar.

‘Now you’re our cocksucking slut, aren’t you?’ she asked, nastily.

‘Y-yes, Miss Ariadne,’ he replied, frightened.

‘Aren’t you grateful, mm?’ she asked, dangerously.

‘Y-yes!!’ stammered Carl, and he really was, feeling on cloud nine.

‘Then show me!’ said Miss Ariadne with flash of her beautiful dark eyes, pointing with a red nailed finger at her patent heels.

Carl immediately dropped to the floor to kiss her gleaming shoes, planting kisses and licks in great abandon while the two ladies looked down at him with sadistic satisfaction.

The submissive pleasure this provoked in Carl was positively mind blowing. He worshipped Miss Ariadne with a deep and utter sincerity that he didn’t even know existed. Time stood still and nothing had any meaning but for the tingling flow of beautiful energy that filled every last part of his psyche, the bliss of total surrender to her.

When she jerked the lead up and took hold of his chin to stare into his eyes, she was pleased to see nothing but total worship and adoration for her there.

‘That’s better, whore,’ she said ‘you are going to be even more grateful to me in a moment. Stay on your fucking knees.’

She crossed to one side of the room and pulled on a cord. Perhaps it had been an emergency alarm when the asylum had been built in Victorian times. There was the clear tinkling of a bell somewhere down below.

While Carl waited on his knees while footsteps could be heard in the lower hall, then slow treads on the stairs, then the tramp, tramp of flat soled shoes over the landing behind him.

‘Sasha,’ said Miss Ariadne, as he butler came portentously into the room.

Carl was roughly hauled to his feet by the chain and made to turn round.

‘Let the dog see the rabbit,’ said Miss Ariadne and they both laughed.

But Sasha wasn’t laughing. Indeed his empty, zombie-like demeanour didn’t seem to allow for it, but his gaze was extremely intense, and Carl felt exhilarated and scared at the same time. It was very flattering and empowering to be looked at so intensely, to be the focus of such undivided attention, but Sasha was a large man that could surely snap him in two with his hands, and he could see that the passion was building in him. Carl appreciated for the first time what a dangerous and all-consuming power it was that a female had over men. Carl was changing Sasha chemically, arousing him, inspiring him, but also turning him into little more than an animal straining to sate its basic lusts, with violence scarcely held back in every line of his body.

All the same, he did not move against the order of Miss Ariadne.

‘He likes you Carla,’ said the woman in question, which made Miss Ricks titter again. ‘You won’t have to get him hard. He already is. You know what to do, slut. Go to it.’

Carl found himself stepping towards Sasha in a sinuous, sexy movement that had been quite unintentional, but somehow dictated. She locked eyes with him and held his gaze like a reptile fascinates a mouse. He could not look away and trembled with his need. Carl smiled and licked his whore’s lips, suddenly high on the way in which he utterly needed him.

As he continued to tease him with his pouting lips, his red nailed hand clutched the bulge in his black trousers. Sasha’s cock was hard, pulsing in his hand, and he smiled wickedly, making the man gasp.

Carl’s other hand went down too, and after some initial fumbling with his new nails, succeeded in unzipping the man’s fly. To Carl’s surprise, he wasn’t wearing any underwear and his angry, throbbing cock burst out to bounce slightly and strain red and veined, demanding attention.

Carl was very willing to provide just that and sank slowly, seductively to his knees, keeping eye contact as he did so, enjoying the mute desperation and longing in his expression.

He transferred his attention to the lovely prick, putting his hand round it and giving it a lingering lick.

‘Recognise it, slut?’ asked Miss Ariadne. ‘You should do, you've sucked it twice.’

Miss Ricks tittered at that, putting a slim hand in front of her mouth.

This information floated round Carl’s head and seemed to raise some questions, but they were questions that could wait. The only thing that seemed important now was the fact that there was a beautiful cock that needed sucking, and a cum load that needed swallowing.

As he took the throbbing cock head fully into his pouting, red, whore’s mouth, and slid hungrily onto it, there were two thoughts on his mind. Firstly, how much easier to suck the warm, hard shaft without teeth, but the other was a strange feeling of energy flow, as if he was connected up to some sort of circuit that made agitated particles enter his mouth and disappear deep inside of him. He felt a new hunger open there, like a nebulous maw, and the voices that he had heard in his nightmares all seemed to cry out louder, with more pain.

He slid off the engorged prick, surprised and disturbed.

‘Don’t let up now!’ snapped Miss Ariadne. ‘Suck him off!’

‘Don’t be a tease!’ agreed Miss Ricks.

Carl stared at them for a moment, feeling a deep frustration and anger down inside him with the loss of contact with the prick, a peculiar, malevolent presence that desired him to continue, demanded he continue.

‘Arrgh,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘Sasha, fuck the slut’s ass.’

She roughly made Carl bend over and Sasha needed no second invitation. He located Carl’s ass pussy and the pre-cum juices made it slick and easy for him to penetrate at once. Carl gasped at the flare of pain as his sphincter had to widen suddenly, and was thankful that he had trained his ass with butt-plugs and dildoes over the years.

Miss Ariadne smirked as Carl opened his pouting, whore’s mouth and showed the gaps where his teeth had been as Sasha began to ride him. She hoped that the tears would come, too. She imagined them dropping so beautifully out those tattooed slutty eyes, uselessly trying to appeal to her rough lover to desist and relieve the pain.

Carl groaned and bucked at the painful pleasure of getting his ass cherry taken and the dark presence at the pit of his stomach gleefully sucked in the renewed energy flow from his ass, tingling at his back and this time he had no choice about keeping it up. He gave himself entirely up to the wonderful sensations as Sasha pounded into him. Nothing else mattered.

‘Perhaps should make him finish in her whore’s mouth,’ he heard Miss Ricks say, but it was suddenly too late. Sasha gripped him tightly and came deep inside his ass with great jerking spurts. There was an explosion of energy at this and the dark maw inside him gaped suddenly wide, gleefully sucking it all away like a supercharged vaccum pump.

Sasha slid out of him and collapsed on the carpet, his face ashen grey. Carl trembled and tried to get control of his breathing. It had been wonderful, but very disturbing too. The voices were still loud, clamouring, and the dark presence seemed to hunt about, still hungry for more.

‘W-what….’ he started to say, moving to get up, but Mistress Ariadne put her hand on his head.

‘Get a plate, Trisha, dear,’ she said.

‘Yes, Miss Ariadne!’

The younger girl tripped lightly away, smiling

Before Carl could speak to tell her about the strange sensations he was having, she jerked his head up to face her.

‘Keep your ass tight, bitch!’

Carl obeyed, though his sphincter seemed very slack and he had to strain hard to close it. Without that effort, it opened on its own after the stretching it had borne from Sasha’s thick cock.

Miss Tate came back with a little black sideplate and went round behind him.

‘Now relax and raise your head,’ said Miss Ariadne, after a nod from Miss Ricks.

Carl did so and immediately felt something dribbling out of his ass.

‘Mmm, good girl,’ said Miss Ricks, ‘let’s have it all out. Fart it out.’

On cue, Carl strained and he passed the wettest, gloopiest parcel of wind that had ever heard and the two ladies fell about laughing.

‘Oh that what the sluttiest cum fart I have ever heard!’ said Miss Ricks, shaking with mirth.

‘Up straighter!’ ordered, Miss Ariadne, holding herself in, as the flow of brown-stained cum started to stop and drip.

At last there seemed to be no more and Miss Ricks gave the plate carefully to her superior, who took it with an appreciative raise of a beautiful eyebrow.

‘A good load, Trish,’ she remarked.

Then she put it down in front of Carl.

‘Now, whore, eat that beautiful felch.’

Carl needed no further encouragement. The smell turned him on so powerfully and he bent down to lick it up with relish, his tongue flicking out of his pouting, scarlet mouth, the pony tail hanging down to one side endearingly.

‘There’s a good whore,’ said Miss Ariadne with satisfaction, watching him lick and moan with pleasure, getting it all over his big lips and smearing it over the gleaming latex of his face.

Carl felt the dark mouth inside him take an interest too, as if there were some residual energy in the cum that it could suck hungrily down.

He gasped with pleasure as he licked the bowl clean.

‘Now,’ said Miss Ariadne, taking the clean plate away, ‘how did that feel?’

Carl moved slightly to one side as Miss Ricks helped a clearly exhausted Sasha out of the matron’s room and across into one of the dorms to rest.

‘Wonderful,’ said Carl, not liking to mention the strange presence inside him. It was still there, through it had abated somewhat. It was somewhat satisfied, Carl sensed, but still fundamentally hungry.

‘But a little disturbing, too?’

Carl looked up at her quickly.

‘Yes, that too,’ he agreed, frowning.

Miss Ariadne looked pointedly at Carl for a moment and then seemed to come to a decision.

‘Come with me, slut,’ she said, jerking on the chain.

They went down the tiled hall, their shoes making a great clatter on the tiles, with Carl’s now adding to the noise. Despite his trepidation, Carl could not help smiling wickedly at the away the heels made him feel as he walked at the end of the chain attached to his collar. It was impossible not to move seductively. Miss Ricks, having seen to Sasha, joined them as they went on down the stairs. Instead of going on down the hall however, Miss Ariadne turned sharply round and entered a lobby that was half underneath the flight they had just descended. In the corner of that lobby, half in shadow and concealed from the hall, was another, smaller door.

Carl felt a chill as Miss Ariadne unlocked it from a key from a pocket on her uniform and swung it open on noiseless hinges. She reached round and snapped on a light that came on further down a narrow flight of concrete steps.

Without pausing to offer an explanation Miss Ariadne started down, and after a brief hesitation, Carl followed, with Miss Ricks behind, closing the door and, to Carl’s disquiet, locking it behind her.

Carl was sure that nothing good or wholesome lay at the bottom of those steps, but he felt that there was so much he didn’t know, and he needed to know. The voices and the presence still cried out and still hungered, and seemed to grow stronger as he descended to narrow stair, awkward and careful in his high heels.

They came to another door, which again, was locked, and then they entered a small chamber. Carl gasped at the strength of the presence now. The chamber was empty, totally unadorned. The walls and ceiling were rough rock, and chambers went out to each side, with apparently nothing in them.

But Carl was not fooled. His smoky, sexy eye went to a large, misshapen stone at the centre of the floor, rising maybe a foot out of the uneven tiles, roughly flat with scored, pockmarked edges. A chain was fixed to it, with a rough iron collar at the end.

Miss Ariadne noted the direction of his gaze and smirked.

‘What it that?’ asked Carl, in a trembling whisper, pointing.

‘Not so much ‘what’ as ‘who’, dear,’ said Miss Ariadne.

‘Who?’

‘Can’t you feel her?’ she asked, mockingly.

Carl said nothing, but the angry, insatiable and chaotic presence deep inside him stirred into new focus, and he could almost sense her shape, almost see her.

‘W-who is she?’ he asked.

‘Does it matter? What is a female name?’ asked Miss Ariadne. ‘When you look at a woman, do you see a name? What difference does her name make to you?’

Carl looked at her confused.

‘Do you think Sasha worried about remembering your name when your lips were round his cock? Or he fucked your whore’s ass?’

Miss Ricks tittered at this.

Miss Ariadne moved towards him and locked eyes.

‘Do you know how old she is, Carla?’

‘Old,’ he replied, lamely, but with certainty.

‘Old,’ she replied, mocking his tone, ‘and how old am I? Hmm?’

Carl swallowed nervously. Guessing woman’s age was always dangerous. She was certainly no younger than thirty, probably late forties, he thought.

‘Thirty-five,’ he said, knowing that he was going to have to say something.

‘Hmm,’ she said, with a smirk, stepping away.

Carl looked back at the stone, and shuddered as the presence writhed, seeking, at the pit of his stomach.

‘How old is this house?’ she asked, not looking at him.

‘Victorian?’ he ventured, uncertainly.

‘Very good,’ she replied, with a little smirk, glancing at him, ‘it was built in 1842 to be precise, by a man called Rufus Stuke. Sir Rufus Stuke.’

Carl said nothing, and waited for her to go on.

‘Sir Rufus was an antiquarian, and spent a lot of time in these parts, which you must know is rich in prehistoric remains.’

‘Yes,’ said Carl, looking at the stone.

‘He found this place, this chamber, in the middle of the wood, buried under slabs of rock that it seems incredible could have ever been moved by the people of that time. It was choked with rubble, but he persisted till it was entirely cleared away.’

She paused and smirked a little.

‘Poor Sir Rufus found nothing of value, not a bone, or cup, nor coin, and so he would have just left it at that if it hadn’t been for his remarkable wife, who was at the dig with him. The workmen went away, disappointed with getting a share of nothing, but what do you think his wife did?’

Carl shook his head, unable to guess.

‘I’ll tell you what she did,’ said Miss Ariadne, moving slowly towards him, ‘she slowly took her clothes off and lay on the stone, and made her husband fuck her.’

‘W-what?’

Miss Ariadne smiled thinly.

‘And so his was the first voice, of all those that you can hear, all those agonised, trapped voices.’

Carl shuddered, hearing them inside him.

‘He gave himself to her, as all men give themselves for an instant when they come,’ she whispered, right next to him, ‘and through her, the stone took his voice, his essence, captured it.’

‘No….’

‘Yesssssss.’

She smiled at him and he quailed at the cruel, cold eyes, glittering with amusement.

‘And do you know how I know? Can you guess, hmm?’

Carl shook his head, feeling almost overcome with the presence at his stomach suddenly squirming again, mouth opening hungry.

‘Because I was that wife.’

‘What??’

‘From the moment I pulled him down on me and made him take me, from the moment he came deep inside me and ceased to be who he was, I have not aged a day.’

‘Impossible.’

But even as he said this, he knew that it was not so. He was in the presence of something that he had no words for, no description.

‘She is nameless, but the druids who imprisoned her had a name for the witch that they fought all together and defeated so long ago. She whispered it to me: ‘Nonerret.’

As if in reaction to this invocation, the darkness inside Carl writhed and spat with anger and hate and he staggered a little on his feet.

‘She woke at my touch,’ went on Miss Ariadne, with a sigh of pleasure. ‘After all those centuries. A woman’s touch. Many things she told me, and her anger became my own, and her lusts my own.’ She smiled. ‘She told me how to help her, how she could feed on men, their energy and especially their souls. She gives to females, but takes from males; that is Her nature. Men give out, and women take in.’

She nodded to herself, remembering.

‘Yes. And i used that knowledge to feed her my husband’s soul. Enjoyed it, just as she did. After that, the shell of him was ours to control absolutely, and we built this house over the stone; an asylum seemed perfect.’

She turned to him again and smiled.

‘How many souls can you hear, Carla? How many did I screw on the stone? A dozen? A hundred?’

She laughed throatily.

‘In nearly two hundred years? Come on….’

She looked at Miss Ricks, who smiled at her warmly.

‘Actually, of course, it was so horrible to let a man inside me,’ she mused, ‘it was not long before we found a man-whore to do the job for us, to offer his ass on the stone to faggot cocks, and let Nonerret eat them one by one as they pumped that load into his flaccid man pussy.’

They two women both laughed at that, a hard, cruel sound.

‘But without a soul, the body doesn’t last long,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘and soon we had to find a new whore for the stone. And then we had to find another in due course.’

She turned to Carl and smiled a cold, cruel smile.

‘The position at the moment, as you can see, is vacant.’

Again, the women laughed.

‘No…’ said

‘Oh, yessss,’ replied Miss Ariadne, chuckling, ‘she likes you Carla, and your soul is apparently a particularly fine and noble one. Her favourite food.’

‘How does she know me?’ asked Carl, confused.

‘Oh, we introduced you,’ said Miss Ariadne, laughing, ‘don’t you remember?’

Carl frowned.

‘No.’

‘When did you start hearing the voices, and feel her inside you?’

Carl tried to remember.

‘We took you down when you were unconscious, silly,’ said Miss Ricks, ‘and laid your hand on the stone.’

‘Oh,’ said Carl.

‘We knew you were good material when you sucked Sasha in the lavatory,’ continued Miss Ariadne, ‘that is the test we give all possibles that walk by the house. All walk away except very small minority, and of those, non but a very small number are accepted by Nonerret to be Her whore. Those who ignore it just go on their way. Those who suck and are rejected, we simply let go and nothing more is said. Those who pass both tests: well…..’

They both laughed cruelly.

‘I d-don’t want to do it,’ said Carl, backing away.

‘Oh but of course you do, slut,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘you will make such a gorgeous whore. And it has been such a long time since the last one. She needs more souls to drink. We will start with yours.’

She jerked on Carl’s lead and pulled him forwards.

‘No!’ said Carl, with certainty.

You want to have real tits, don’t you?’ she asked.

Carl said nothing, stunned by her words.

‘What?’

They both laughed.

‘Submit to her and she will give you tits. Big, heavy, beautiful tits. Wouldn’t you like that, mmm?’

‘Nooooooo’’ he wailed.

‘No, of course you don’t, dear, now come over here.’

Carl found that he could not resist as Miss Ariadne led him over to the stone. He was fascinated by the prospect of acquiring boobs.

‘Kneel,’ she ordered. ‘You know you want it. Imagine those beautiful, super sensitive nipples.’

He did so, the contact with the stone going through him like electricity.

‘Ugh…’ he gasped, opening his whore’s mouth as the presence rose inside him, filling him.

He hardly felt Miss Ariadne take off his leather collar, and suddenly there was the new weight of the iron collar and chain, dragging his gleaming, hooded head down. Miss Ariadne giggled as she locked it with a heavy padlock.

‘Oh this really is such an exquisite feeling, isn’t it, Trisha?’

‘Oh, yes…’ said the younger woman….’the absolute best…’

They spent a moment enjoying the sight of Carl on his knees, chained to the stone, his head of impersonal, perfectly smooth latex, tight to his face, his eyes and mouth whorish and ready for cock. Then there was the smooth skin, the bra with the heavy false boobs in the cups, straining down, the tight waspie at his waist, and the beautiful chrome rings of the cock-cage secured with a padlock. His smooth legs looked long and feminine with the extension of the wicked heels. His fingers ended in long, scarlet nails, ready to grasp a cock, glued firmly in place.

Miss Ricks sighed at the beautiful sight, and then turned away to take off her uniform. There was an even more beautiful moment to come.

Carl looked up at her and quailed as he saw her step into the harness of a huge, strap on dildo, standing just in her panties and bra. He stared, fascinated as her tits jiggled as she buckled it tight around her waist.

‘Hmm,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘this is the one we use on all Nonerret’s whores, slut, and it’s never failed to make them cum. And it won’t fail with you.’

Carl saw that it was not formed like a normal penis, but instead was blunt and angled slightly at the end, uniform in girth except for a large bulb about two thirds of the way down the mottled, red length.

‘You are going to be Her bitch,’ whispered Miss Ariadne, ‘so you’re going to take a dog’s cock.’

‘NOOOOOOO!!!! Pleeease!!’

Carl looked up at her with his whore’s face, his eyes wide in desperate appeal. She traced a long, red nail across the gleaming black of his face and smiled. He was so afraid, but excited, too. So excited.

Her smile widened fully as she saw tears squeeze out of the corner of his smoky, slutty eyes, and fall into the interior of the hood.

‘Awwww.’ she crooned, ‘poor little Carla. But it will all be worth it when those new boobs begin to sprout, wont it, slut? Jutting out firmly, bouncing slightly as you move…’

Carl flinched as Miss Ricks got into position behind him and smeared some lube around and into his ass.

‘Still some man cum leaking out,’ she observed, ‘that will help.’

They laughed and Carl groaned on his knees, his skin tingling with the contact. The darkness in him fairly screamed with hunger.

Miss Ricks smeared the whole length of the doggy dildo with lube, smearing hit with slim beautiful fingers, not neglecting the large knot of hard latex.

‘Now, hold still, slut,’ said Miss Ariadne.

‘Please no…’ begged Carl.

‘I said hold still, bitch!’

Miss Ricks placed the blunt end against his anus and slipped it easily inside. It was still flaccid from Sasha’s cock.

Carl gasped.

‘That’s it,’ said Miss Ariadne, breathlessly, ‘all the way in Trisha dear.’

The strap on slid in till it came up against the large doggy knot. Carl groaned in pain as Miss Ricks pushed against his sphincter, stretching it larger and larger.

‘Arrrrgh!’

‘Come on, bitch,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘don’t you want doggie inside You?’

Miss Ricks gasped with the effort till with a last push and flare of intense pain, and a despairing denial from Carl, his anus admitted it and the bulge slid inside. Immediately, his sphincter closed behind it, gripping it firmly. Miss Ricks gasped and laughed with Miss Ariadne.

Carl groaned deep inside, feeling so incredibly penetrated and full.

‘There,’ breathed Miss Ariadne. ‘Now give yourself to her. You know you want to. They all want to, in the end.’

Miss Ricks proceeded to pull and push gently at the dildo. It did not move a great deal in Carl’s ass, secured inside as it was by the knot, but it was tight against his prostate and immediately the pleasure began to build.

‘Nooo, please!!’ said Carl beginning to sob.

‘Yessssss,’ said Miss Ariadne, ‘don’t you want those boobs? Thrust back with Miss Ricks, like a proper bitch.’

Carl began to do so despite himself, transported with pleasure.

‘Mmmm, that’s a good little whore,’ said Miss Ricks, giggling.

Carl gasped and screamed as the forces inside him rose up to an unbearable pitch, like a voice that kept on rising past anything that was natural. Something inside him tried to hold on, desperately hold on, but the doggie bulb relentlessly built the pleasure and the pain, and he wanted to give himself to Her, to be her bitch, wanted her to feed on him, just as Miss Ariadne had said, and as he finally orgasmed in his chastity device, She did.

‘Hmm,’ said Miss Ricks, making a face as she worked out the doggie bulb with some difficulty from Carl’s ass some moments later and stepped back, the mottled red shaft bouncing slightly from her groin.

Miss Ariadne reached down to pull on Carl’s ponytail and yanked his head up.  Carl’s eyes had the same empty, zombie-like quality as the other males in the asylum. She smirked at that and let his latex head rest back on the pulsing stone.

‘Still breathing,’ she reported, ‘but he seems somewhat listless.’

‘And no tits.’

‘I should say not,’ said Miss Ariadne, in mock horror.

They both chuckled at that.

‘Listen, Trisha,’ she said, concentrating, ‘the new voice in the stone. It’s amazing how among so many others, each one is distinct.’

‘Especially when new,’ agreed Miss Ricks. ‘They scream and weep so much to begin with.’

‘Till eventually they just moan and whimper with such delicious despair.’

‘Mmmm, it makes me so horny, just thinking about it.’

‘Doesn’t it, dear?’ said Miss Ariadne, with a wicked twinkle in her eye.

They giggled and joined hands, then shared a prolonged, passionate kiss.

The End

Thank you for reading this book. If you have enjoyed it (and I do hope that you have), then a review on Amazon would be so very much appreciated.

If you have any comments about the story or anything else, you can message me direct via my page at www.tantalus-press.com
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