
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Mercy Me

	By Karen Singer

	 

	Chapter 1

	Mercy stopped her pickup truck just before turning into her driveway and stared at the house across the street. It had been for sale for almost a year now, the previous owners having moved away long ago. But now, today, she couldn’t help but notice the “Sold” notice stuck on the realtor’s sign on the front lawn. She wondered how much the previous owners had finally brought the price down before it finally sold. After all that time, it had to have been a lot. Quite likely, they were taking a loss on the house.

	She knew there was nothing at all wrong with the house itself. Nothing! In fact, it was quite a nice house. She had even been into it once. No, the problem wasn’t with the house at all, it was with the neighbourhood it was in. In fact, the problem wasn’t with the neighbourhood, the problem was with one particular neighbour. Her! She was the reason that house hadn’t sold for so long, and in truth, she didn’t care one fig! She was going to live the way she wanted, and do what she wanted, and there was nothing that anyone could do about it…as long as she stayed on the right side of the law. 

	She had even seen a police car parked down the street a few times, just to “observe” what was going on at her house. But in the end, there was nothing they could arrest her for, so the police cars had stayed parked a few houses away, and nothing had ever happened…except that the rest of the neighbours weren’t happy in the least. Tough! She was happy, and that’s all that mattered.

	She pulled her pickup truck into the driveway and parked it there. She pressed the remote control clipped to her truck’s sun visor and her garage door started opening while she grabbed her lunch box and climbed out. She entered her workshop that took up her entire two-car garage, her eyes glancing over all her tools and equipment as she walked through. Before going into the kitchen, she pressed the remote attached to the wall and the garage door began closing after her. It was Thursday evening. Her four-day, twelve hour shifts working maintenance for the factory were done for the week. She could relax and enjoy herself for the next three days.

	But enjoying herself, or even relaxing, wasn’t the same for her as it was for most other women. In her bedroom, she changed out of her work clothes and into her workout clothes. She went into one of her spare bedrooms where she had set up her gym and started lifting weights, trying to increase her muscle mass.

	As she worked, her thoughts turned to her co-workers at work. She was the only woman on the crew. In fact, there were very few female maintenance people in the business. Perhaps in the entire country…or world. It was a very male dominated occupation. But she prided herself in not only keeping up with all the men, but doing better at the job than any of them. Simply because she was a woman, she had always had to prove herself as being better than any of them, just to keep her job. And she was better than them – in every way! At least as far as she was concerned. There were a few guys on the crew that she figured could probably out lift her and were stronger, but not many. She could whip the butt of any of the others, and in truth, she’d really love half the chance to actually do it. But some of those others had gotten raises and promotions sooner and faster than she had, even though she had more skills than they had. She had been passed over, only because she was a woman, and they were men. Men! She hated every last one of them!

	From the weights, she moved onto the heavy bag where she started punching away. As she worked, her thoughts turned to other things. She needed to find some new gardeners. Not just gardeners, but help. Someone to cut her grass and keep the place looking good – inside as well as out. Her last two had quit. Not because of her, but because of life. One had to move because his company had sent him to another office in another city to work, and her last one had lost his job and had to take a job that completely conflicted with her schedule. Unfortunately, she had been lazy and too distracted by other things to go looking for anyone else to fill their places. And filling their places wouldn’t be easy. She smiled. Finding and breaking in the new help though was always so much fun. It was really about time she treated herself to that pleasure anyway. There were one or two possibilities she had been looking at, and one in particular. Perhaps it was time to look a little closer at him.

	With her workout done, she took a shower and cleaned off, washing the sweat and dirt from the day off her body. She dried her short hair with a towel, but did nothing else with it. She donned a pair of shorts and a t-shirt without a bra underneath. Leaving her feet bare, she went into the kitchen where she pulled some left-overs out of her refrigerator and heated them up. When they were ready, she brought her dinner to the table where she opened her laptop and entered one of her favourite chat sites. Now, were any of the people she was interested in, online yet? Especially that one. 

	She spent a few minutes searching around, looking closely at the internet identities of the people entering comments. She ate her dinner, barely noting what she was eating. There! There was the one she was the most interested in. MH3516. And better still, he was looking for her! Perfect! 

	She typed a message to him, and a few minutes later, they were in a more private space where they could send messages back and forth. They talked on-line for a few minutes, then she asked: Would you be willing to meet in person?

	Absolutely. I can’t wait. MH3516 replied. Where and when?

	Tonight? she asked.

	Sure!

	Mercy was pleased, and now anxious. Do you know where the Burger King is on Highway 277?

	Of course, MH3516 replied. I live only a few minutes from there.

	Better and better! Be there at nine o’clock. Sharp! she replied. Stand outside by the door for at least fifteen minutes. Then go inside and order yourself an extra-large size drink. Take it to one of the tables and drink all of it. When you’re done, pull the straw out of the drink and wait for me. I’ll find you. I’ll be watching you the entire time. Is that clear? I expect you to do everything I tell you to do – immediately, with no complaints.

	I’ll be there. I can’t wait! he replied.

	But first, she added. We need to set some ground rules. I expect you to be wearing a pair of women’s panties under your pants. You said before that you had some.

	I do, and I will, MH3516 replied.

	Good! Also, so I know for sure that it’s you, I expect you to arrive with a bow in your hair – and keep it there! Can you do that?

	I’m so sorry, MH3516 replied. I don’t have a bow of any kind.

	Then get one! Any little girl hair bow will do. Just make sure it’s in your hair before you arrive and that it can’t be missed. Understand?

	Yes Mistress.

	Good! Remember, I’ll be there, and I’ll be watching you the entire time. I will contact you – eventually.

	She closed the laptop. The date was set. She figured it should be interesting. She grabbed her cellphone and called her sister. “Donna… I’ve got another one lined up for tonight. I just wanted to warn you.”

	 “Geez. It’s been a long time for you now sis,” Donna replied. “What time will you be here?”

	 “A little before nine.”

	 “Okay. See you then.”

	It was on. It was time for some new fun. 

	*****

	Michael Hammond was excited. Finally, he was going to meet the dom of his dreams. Finally, all his fantasies were going to come true! He really didn’t know much at all about Cruel1215, but from everything he had read from her, she had to be fantastic!

	She wanted him to wear his panties. Absolutely! She wanted him to put a bow in his hair. That part was more troubling. A lot more troubling. Totally humiliating. And she wanted him to stand around and let everyone see him wearing the bow as they came in and out of the restaurant – before he even went inside. But the fact that it was so humiliating, had him more excited than he had ever been. 

	He was very tempted to go and masturbate immediately, but he put it off, deciding to wait so he could enjoy meeting her more later. He didn’t want to ruin anything too soon. But he had to find – a girl’s hair bow. Where the heck would he find something like that? 

	He got in his car and went shopping, not having a clue where to even start looking. He found a drug store. They had hair stuff in there. Did they have hair bows? He went in feeling totally embarrassed to be looking for something like that, yet all too excited too. Soon, soon he would have to be wearing whatever bow he found – in public! His excitement was almost more than he could stand.

	He finally found one in the section that had hair clips and hair pins. It was a simple white bow with a clip on the back. Not big at all, but to him, it screamed – embarrassing! Almost cumming in his pants, he carried it quickly to the checkout counter. He was totally embarrassed as the girl rang the purchase up, yet the girl didn’t blink an eye or say a word. She handed him his change and he hurried out of the store with his purchase. Now he just had to wait until nine o’clock…and he couldn’t wait!

	*****

	 “So they gave Harvey the raise instead of you?” Donna asked.

	 “I could have killed someone I was so mad,” Mercy replied. “Harvey can’t do half the electrical stuff I can, and he welds like a beginner! But he got the raise and I didn’t!”

	Mercy and her sister were sitting at one of the tables in Burger King where Donna was the store owner and manager. “Maybe you’ve been coming off as being too dominant again,” Donna suggested. “Trying to push the others around too much.”

	 “Nah! I’ve been good. They all treat me like just one of the guys now. Management just doesn’t like it that I’m a woman, and that’s that!”

	Her eyes were pulled by a small, battered looking car pulling into one of the parking places closest to the door. She checked her watch, five minutes before nine. Still too early. 

	 “So what are you going to do?” Donna asked.

	 “What can I do?” Mercy replied. “I’m stuck! Till I can either show them how good I am, or until I actually do kill one of them…which is what I’d really like to do.” Why wasn’t anyone getting out of that car?

	 “I don’t know why you’re getting so upset about it,” Donna said. “You make a ton of money already in that job.”

	 “Maintenance pays good,” Mercy admitted, “but that has nothing at all to do with someone else getting a raise who doesn’t deserve it as much as I do. I’ve got good reason to hit someone.” Her eyes though never strayed from the inside of the car she was watching. And inside the car, she now saw something that caught her attention.

	 “Now don’t get…”

	 “Wait!” Mercy interrupted her. “I think he’s here.” She watched as the guy in the car messed with his hair. When he finally took his hands away, she could just see something white stuck on top of his head. “That’s got to be him,” she said. But she was perturbed. She had clearly told him to show up with the bow already in his hair, yet she had just seen him putting it on, here in the parking lot. So far, things weren’t looking good for him. She kept watching, and still he wasn’t getting out of his car. 

	*****

	At nine o’clock, Michael opened his car door and got out. He was so nervous he almost couldn’t stand it. Was she there? Could she see him? He had looked thought the windows at the people inside the store while he was still in the car. He didn’t see any women sitting by themselves. He stood near the door like she had told him and looked at the cars in the parking lot, but he didn’t see anyone waiting in one of the cars either. She probably wasn’t even there yet. Should he get back into his car and wait, or stand there like a total fool and wait for her to arrive. But what if she showed up suddenly and didn’t see him there when he was supposed to be. He decided his best course of action was to stand there with the bow in his hair, and wait, just like she had ordered. 

	Who was she? What was her name? What would she look like? In his mind, he just knew she was someone beautiful. Exotic. Sexy! Would she be wearing leather when they met? Would she be wearing high spike heeled boots? His mind was going into overdrive thinking about all of it.

	*****

	 “Little twerp, isn’t he,” Donna noted.

	 “Yeah. Real little! Is he even out of grammar school yet?”

	Donna smirked at her sister. “Maybe, but not by much,” she replied.

	The two of them continued to sit there and talk while they both kept half an eye on the stupid little guy out front with the bow in his hair.

	*****

	Michael checked his watch – again. Nine fifteen. It was time – finally! He hurried into the store, and like she had told him to do, ordered an extra-large drink. His knees were shaking as the girl behind the counter stared strangely at the white bow in his hair. Fortunately, she didn’t say anything about it, she just stared at it…too much. And so did a few of the other workers behind the counter. He took his cup and filled it with Coke, put a lid on it, stuck a straw in it, and carried it to one of the tables as far away from any of the other customers as he could get. 

	He told himself that being further away from anyone else would make it easier for him and his new mistress to talk. Of course, what he was also thinking was that with that hair bow in his hair, he was hoping fewer people would notice him where he was sitting. 

	Not that there were that many people in the place. There were only a few people sitting there. He looked all around again, but didn’t see any sexy single women at all. In fact, the only women he saw were the two older ones sitting at one of the tables, and one of them had a Burger King uniform on, making him think she might have been the store manager. So no, whoever this new mistress was, she wasn’t there yet. Was she even going to come? He was beginning to doubt it. She had sent him on a fool’s errand, and he, being a total fool, had fell for it. 

	Hoping that he was wrong, he sat there and drank the entire extra-large drink. Then, just like he had been told to do, he pulled the straw out of the cup. He’d give her five minutes. Just five minutes, then he was going to leave. He was so disappointed!

	*****

	 “He just removed the straw,” Donna told her sister. “He looks a bit disappointed.”

	Mercy smiled. “Time to go rattle his ego.”

	*****

	Michael was getting ready to leave, when the woman who had been sitting at that table with the store manager walked over to him and sat down. He was more surprised by the woman’s size. Big! Not fat at all, but tall! And…almost bulky. He was totally shocked. “You’re Cruel1215?” he asked.

	 “You were expecting a Playboy bunny?”

	 “Uh…not exactly.”

	She looked at the white bow in his longish stringy hair. “You were supposed to arrive here, with that silly bow already in your hair. Not put it in while you were sitting in the parking lot.”

	He was shocked again. “You saw that?”

	 “Of course I saw it…twerp!”

	He didn’t know what to do. “Sorry, Mistress,” he apologized. He held out his hand across the table. “I’m…”

	 “No!” she stopped him suddenly. “I don’t want to know your name. I don’t care what your name is. I’ll call you whatever the hell I want.”

	His eyes were wide. Damn! She was nothing at all like he expected. 

	 “So tell me,” she said. “How old are you? Are you even old enough to drive?”

	He was a bit offended. “I’m twenty-four,” he replied.

	She shook her head. “Damn you’re scrawny.”

	He was embarrassed. “I’m…small,” he replied.

	 “You think? That much is obvious. Did the other kids pick on you in school?”

	His embarrassment increased. “Uh…yeah.”

	She nodded. “I have no doubt. And tell me, when they picked on you, did you like it? Did it turn you on?”

	How could she know that? “Uh…most of the time, no. But…it kind of depended.”

	 “On what?”

	 “On who was doing it.”

	 “The girls?”

	 “Uh…yeah. Kind of.”

	She nodded. “So when the girls picked on you, it turned you on.”

	 “Uh…sometimes.”

	 “So tell me twerp, what actual experience do you have with this stuff…beyond the girls picking on you when you were in school?”

	 “Um…none really.”

	 “And yet on the internet you said you wanted to be abused. You wanted to be humiliated with no limits at all. You wanted to be put in horrible torturous bondage for days on end.”

	He was more excited now. “Yes! That’s what I want.”

	 “But you’ve got no actual experience with any of that at all?”

	 “Uh…no.”

	She rolled her eyes. He was so stupid. So young. So dumb! “Did you wear the panties like I told you?”

	He brightened quickly. “Yes!”

	 “I want to see them. Go to the men’s room and take them off. And don’t pee while you’re there. After that large drink you just finished, I’d rather see you suffer and hold it than be able to relieve yourself.” When he didn’t move, she yelled, “Go! I’m not going to wait all night.”

	Michael hurried toward the men’s room. She was nothing at all like he expected. She wasn’t beautiful and sexy at all. She was just…big! Imposing! She was demanding though. And scary too. Absolutely dominating! So maybe, this could kind of work out. Maybe.

	Once in the stall, he removed his pants and removed the white lacy panties he was wearing…his pride and joy. He had quickly snatched them up while going through Walmart one day and it took all his willpower to say nothing while the cashier rang up the sale…along with a lot of other things he had bought. He had worn them a lot in the privacy of his apartment ever since. He put his pants back on and stuffed the panties into his pocket and went back out. “Where the hell are your panties?” Mercy asked as he sat down.

	He pulled them from his pocket, rolled into a ball and passed them across the table to her. 

	 “They’re just panties,” she told him, amused by how embarrassed he seemed to be. “They’re not radioactive. At least they better not be.” She spread them out so she could see them. Not bad. Not bad at all. But twerps like him always went for the really lacy stuff. She laid them out on the table right in front of him. 

	 “So tell me,” she said. What things turn you on the most? What is it you’re looking for?”

	 “I love…everything!” he replied. “I get really turned on by all the really cool bondage pictures, especially the ones where the victims are trapped in some kind of cool device or machine.”

	A bondage freak. That was good, she could definitely work with that. “How about anything else?” she asked. “You did have that pair of panties.”

	 “Yeah! And just wearing them drives me crazy like you wouldn’t believe!”

	 “How about anything else then? Any skirts? Any shoes? Makeup?”

	He shook his head. “No. I never got any.”

	 “Why not?”

	 “I…didn’t know what to get.”

	 “You get anything that turns you on!” Geez, the kid was green! “Okay,” she said. “So tell me. What limits do you have?”

	 “Limits?”

	 “Limits! What are you against? What won’t you do? I know you said in some of your posts that you don’t have any limits, but that means nothing. So what limits do you really have?”

	 “Uh…I’ll do anything. Anything at all.”

	She shook her head. “So if I tell you to stick your head in a noose and hang yourself until you’re dead, you’d do it?”

	He was suddenly much more uncertain. “Uh…no. Of course not.”

	She shook her head. “So you do have limits.”

	 “Uh…I guess.”

	 “You guess.” She shook her head again and watched as he squirmed in his seat a little. “Let me guess,” she said as she looked at him. “You’ve got to pee.”

	 “Uh…yeah. After that large drink….”

	Mercy picked up the panties from the table. She grabbed his empty cup and took the lid off. She looked inside. It was filled with too much ice. She carried the cup to the trash can and dumped out the ice. Then she brought it back to the table where she stuffed the panties down into the cup. She handed it to him. “Go to the men’s room and fill this cup with your pee. And I mean fill it! Don’t let any of it get into the toilet. I want it all in that cup.”

	He gulped with wide eyes. 

	 “Go! Do it! You’re the one who said he has no limits.”

	Frightened, he got up and carried the cup all the way into the restroom. Would anyone else there know what he was doing? Fortunately, there were even less people in the place now than there were before. Once in the stall, he pulled his pants down and peed into the cup – fully afraid of what she was going to make him do. The cup was more than big enough for him to pee into. When he was done, his pee half-filled the cup. Nervously, he carried it back out to her.

	Mercy took the cup from him and removed the lid. Ugh! It smelled. Just like she expected it to. There wasn’t as much in it as she would have liked, but it was a really big cup. She put the lid back on, stuck the straw into it, and passed it over to him. “Start drinking.”

	Michael’s hands shook as he grabbed the cup. She really expected him to drink that? Of course she did. 

	 “I thought you said you had no limits…other than hanging yourself I guess,” Mercy said. “Show me!”

	Michael had to work up the courage. He put his lips over the straw and pulled some of the pee into his mouth. Ugh! Sickening!

	 “Keep going! Drink faster!”

	He pulled harder, taking a really big mouthful…and he swallowed. Damn! He was drinking his own pee – out in public! 

	She sat and watched him for a few minutes. “So, you have no limits…I’m guessing…other than something that might kill you, or maim you for life.”

	He felt much more on solid ground with that. “Absolutely.”

	 “You’re sitting there drinking your own pee,” she said. “What if it was mine?”

	 “Uh…I’d drink it if you ordered me too.”

	 “What if I peed right in your mouth?”

	 “Uh…I guess.”

	 “What if I took a shit right in your mouth?”

	He looked totally horrified. 

	 “You’ve got limits. You just think you don’t! Keep drinking! You’re not getting out of here until it’s done!”

	She frightened him. He was sure about that. 

	He finally got down to where he was having trouble drinking any more as the straw was blocked by the panties in the bottom of the cup. Mercy took the cup from him and removed the lid. He had drank almost all of it. All that he could get anyway. She reached down into the cup. “Open your mouth,” she ordered.

	He was shocked.

	 “I said open your mouth, twerp. Do it now, or don’t ever think about trying anything with me again!”

	Never? This had been his one chance. She was the first person he had ever tried to get to dominate him. Did he want to continue? She wasn’t anything like any of the other dom women on the internet seemed to be.

	She shook her head. “Open your mouth, or get up from the table and leave.”

	He finally opened his mouth. 

	She pulled his pee dripping panties out of the cup, and stuffed them completely into his mouth. “Close!” she ordered.

	Michael closed his mouth. The pee was dripping down his throat and he was forced to swallow several times.

	Mercy leaned across the table. “Listen up twerp. You’re too young. Too green. Too stupid. I suggest you go home to your mother and never think about doing anything like this again. Now keep those panties in your mouth until you get home, and get the hell out of here!”

	Michael, panties still filling his mouth, got up from the table as fast as he could and ran for his car. He was out of the parking lot in record time. But now that he was gone, what was he supposed to do with the panties in his mouth. He was halfway home before he removed them.

	Mercy had watched him hurrying away. She had planned on turning him down all along. She would see what would happen with him now on the internet. The fresh green ones were always so much fun to break in. And tonight had certainly been amusing. 

	Now she would see. It would take a few more days, but she would see. She had no doubt that given a week, probably less, that little twerp would be in her grip and she could have lots of fun with him – doing things with him that he never dreamed of! And the little twerp was really going to be in for a surprise, because as far as Mercy was concerned, she was probably the most misnamed person ever. As far as she knew, if there was one thing she was very well known for, it was NOT showing mercy!

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Part 1 of 3

	Friday morning, Mercy sat on her wide covered front porch and stared out at the house across the street. The “Sold” sign on it had her intrigued. Who was moving in? And more importantly, did they know anything about her? She knew she was the entire reason why the house had been on the market for so long. 

	She tore her eyes away from the house and concentrated on the needlework in her hands instead. Her sewing was the one single most feminine thing in her life. Perhaps the only feminine thing. Everything else she did was things that were usually considered more masculine than feminine. But as strange and incongruous as her sewing was, it was something that she liked doing. So she did it. And she didn’t care one bit about what anyone else thought about anything at all to do with her. Her life, was her life!

	She thought again about the little twerp from last night. He had been so young. So stupid. But she could work with that. The strange relationships she had with men were really quite varied – to a point. She rarely had real intercourse with any of them. Very rarely. And the few times she did, it was always under very special circumstances. But that didn’t mean that she didn’t get them to fulfil a lot of other sexual needs for her. And if it was one thing she loved to do, it was taking a man down a peg or two…or three or four!

	She pulled the thread through the material. The picture was becoming more recognizable now. It wasn’t exactly a pretty picture, but it meant a lot to her. If it turned out good enough, she’d frame it and hang it on one of her walls. She chuckled to herself. What other woman in the world would create a picture of a man hanging by his balls and then frame and hang it?

	She glanced out at her yard. The grass was going to need cutting again this weekend – of course. Darn it! She hated cutting her own grass. She hated doing any of the chores around her house. She worked maintenance, fixing machines in the factory, but that job also entailed doing a lot of other things besides that. Once she got home, she had no desire at all to take care of her own damn house! That’s why she did what she did. That’s why she collected gardeners, and maids, and others to do all that work for her. 

	She usually kept three or four men to help her out around the house. In the past year, that number had dwindled down to two really good ones. But now both of them were gone as well. They were all gone. Moved on to other things. She really needed to find some new help…and fast. And that little twerp was going to be one of them. He just didn’t know it yet. Was he strong enough to push a lawn mower? He’d better be! If not, she had a lot of laundry that needed doing as well. Not to mention a number of other chores inside.

	Her cell phone rang and she set her sewing down. She answered the phone, already noticing who was calling. “Hello?”

	 “Hi Mercy.”

	 “Hi Rosie,” Mercy replied happily.

	 “Are you still coming Sunday?”

	 “Wouldn’t miss it, and you know that!”

	Rosie laughed. “I figured you would. See you then.”

	 “See you,” Mercy replied.

	One of her friends. One of her very best friends. Rosie. Rosie and Vicky were like sisters to her. They all did “similar” things with men. Just not like she herself did. But they all loved to get together a few times a month and talk about it. Even her. 

	She went back to her sewing…and wondering who was going to be moving in across the street.

	*****

	It was Friday evening. While she was eating her dinner, Mercy opened her laptop and went to that same domination chat room where she had first “met” the little twerp. This time she was more direct than usual. MH3516. Answer me!

	She ate her dinner while she watched the chat messages between others slowly scrolling down her page. And then there it was. Cruel1215. I thought you didn’t want to see me again.

	She smiled and started typing, her dinner temporarily forgotten. A minute later, they were again sending messages back and forth in a more private room. 

	I’ve decided to give you another chance, you little twerp, Mercy typed. But this time I expect you to get it right! Are you still interested?

	It was almost a full minute before Mercy saw the response. Yes.

	She smiled. Tomorrow morning! Burger King. 9 AM. Be there! I want you to wear a different pair of panties – and they better be pink and frilly! I want you wearing a bigger bow in your hair, and you better have it in your hair before you arrive this time. Stand outside the door for fifteen minutes and hold the door open for everyone who comes in or goes out of the Burger King. If they ask why you’re wearing a bow, you must tell them it’s because you’re a big sissy! And I will be asking several people about it so I can verify you’re doing it right! At 9:15 go inside. Find me at one of the tables. You know what I look like now.

	Again it was almost a full minute before she saw a reply. I’ll be there.

	Her smile broadened. She had no doubt the little twerp was nervous, probably having a lot of second thoughts. Well, he should! He didn’t know it yet, but she was about to give him the education of his life!

	She picked up her cell phone and called her sister. “Hi Donna.”

	 “Mercy,” Donna replied happily.

	 “I’m seeing the little twerp again tomorrow morning. I just wanted to warn you. I’m stepping things up a bit with him.”

	 “Okay. This should be interesting. What time?”

	 “About nine. Oh, and will Meghan and Lisa be working tomorrow morning?”

	 “Yes. Why?”

	 “I’d like them to do something for me with him.”

	 “I’ll think about it,” Donna replied, not happy about the request.

	 “Good enough. See you in the morning.”

	With the arrangements made, she finished her dinner, then grabbed her sewing and went out to her front porch again to enjoy the air. She was quick to notice the car parked in the driveway across the street and the lights turned on in the house. She sat there and watched for a while, then she saw a man come out the side door and get into his car and leave. Okay. So that had to be one of the new neighbours. She had no doubt that tomorrow she’d see more of him, and probably his whole family.

	*****

	Michael’s head was in total turmoil. She wanted to see him again. She had been nothing like any of the dom women he had seen anywhere on the internet. But still, she had made him do…impossible things! Darn, but it had kept him turned on – all night, and all day today. He knew what he was doing might be dangerous, but…he was still so stimulated by it. 

	But now he had to go out and buy a second pair of panties. Frilly…and pink! And, he needed an ever bigger bow for his hair. His hand reached down inside his pants and he began massaging himself. A minute later, he gave up and headed for his bedroom where he began humping his bed…only to stop himself before he got very far. If he needed another pair of panties and another hair bow by tomorrow morning, then he needed to go out now to get them. He well remembered that time when he had quickly bought the pair of panties he had now. He had been so embarrassed and frightened. Now he had to do it again…and get a hair bow too. How was he going to do it? But the excitement…. 

	He headed out for Walmart again, the same place he had scored the panties he already had. Once there, he grabbed one of their big shopping carts to push around the store. He needed other things. No, he really didn’t. What he needed were other things to buy, that he could hide the panties and the hair bow among. He headed for the grocery section. If he had to buy other stuff, it might as well be things he really could use.

	Fifteen minutes later, his cart containing more than a few groceries, he pushed it through the women’s department as if he was just cutting through on his way to somewhere else. He knew where the aisle of panties was, and he went right through that section, his head turning and constantly scanning the rows of panties, while trying to make it look like he wasn’t looking at them at all. There. That pair? Or maybe the pair down lower? He got through the entire section, then went looking for the women’s hair things. He finally found them near the makeup department – unfortunately. He had no choice but to stand there and look at them all. Was anyone else watching him? There was, but what could he do about it? Nothing. He quickly picked out a bow that was pink and white and a bit puffy. He threw it into his cart and hid it among his other groceries.

	He cut back through the women’s section again, going right through the panty department. As he passed, he quickly stopped and grabbed one of the pink pairs that had been hanging up on display. The pink panties got quickly hid among his groceries. Three minutes later, he went through the self-serve checkout where he wouldn’t have to deal with a live cashier. Five minutes after that, he was driving home. He had done it. He had gotten himself another pair of panties and another bow for his hair. He just hoped that Cruel1215 would approve of them this time.

	*****

	 “That’s all they have to do?” Donna asked Saturday morning still not happy with her sister’s request.

	 “That’s it. Nothing else,” Mercy replied.

	Donna stared at her for a moment, then gave in. “Okay. I’ll tell them.”

	 “Thanks Donna. I appreciate it.

	Mercy took her large cup over to the soda machine and filled it with Coke. Then she went and found an empty table where she could watch the parking lot and the front door. She checked her watch. Five minutes to nine. Two minutes later, she saw his car pulling into the parking lot. Now that she knew what he looked like, and his car, she watched him closely. Yes, there was no doubt. Even still inside the car, she could see the bow in his hair. A better bow than last time, but still not that big. Good enough though. She saw him sitting in the car, checking out who he could see inside, and their eyes locked. She smiled cruelly at him. She purposely checked her watch in a way so that he could see.

	*****

	Michael was scared. He could clearly see her sitting inside watching him. He saw her check her watch and got the point. Like it or not, he got out of his car. He could literally feel the bow clipped into his hair. There was no way anyone could miss it. Embarrassed as hell, he stood next to the door. He saw a few people coming out, he opened the door for them and held it. They both looked at him…and mostly at the bow in his hair. The woman chuckled. They both went on their way and he let the door close. 

	God that was embarrassing! And being so short, most people couldn’t miss the big bow in his hair. There was literally no way to hide it! He saw four people approaching the door from their car, he opened the door and held it for them. Every last one of them noticed the big bow in his hair. Fortunately, none of them said anything. 

	The place was busy! Very, very busy. But then, he knew that it always was on Saturday morning. She had purposely made him come out here at the busiest time possible, just to humiliate him. So many people were seeing him. So many people would know about him. 

	He held the door for a group of teenage girls dressed in cheerleader uniforms. They all made too much of a fuss over him as they stopped and laughed. 

	 “Why are you wearing a bow in your hair?” one of them asked as she laughed at him.

	Was this one of the ones that Cruel1215 had said she would be checking with? He had no way of knowing. “Because I’m a sissy,” he replied, far more embarrassed than he had been before. The girls all laughed and went into the store. He wanted to scream! He checked his watch again, and there was still ten more minutes to go.

	He saw another teenage girl approaching him, walking in from the back of the parking lot. She stopped in front of him while he held the door open for her. He could see the total amusement on her face. “Why are you wearing a bow in your hair?” she asked. 

	 “Because, I’m a sissy,” he replied again. 

	She laughed harder. “You can say that again.” She went inside laughing. 

	Was that someone that Cruel1215 was going to check with? He was guessing that she was. 

	People came out. People went in. He held the door open for all of them. Some laughed outright, some just chuckled. All of them seemed amused by him. Another of the teenage girls who worked there came out. This one was a little older than the last one had been. Instead of moving past, she stopped in front of him. “My Mom wants to know why you’re standing here holding the door for everyone. And why are you doing it with a bow in your hair?”

	 “Your mother?”

	 “She owns the place!”

	 “Oh. Um…because…” He knew what he was supposed to say. He had already said it a few times already. But this time, it was the store’s owner that seemed to be upset with him. “Um…because…I’m a sissy,” he told her.

	She stood there and shook her head. “Well, I can see that much! That part is obvious! So why are you doing it? Just because you want to?”

	 “Um…” Should he tell her? “Um…because I was told to do it.”

	She nodded. “Figures! My Mom says to go inside now and see my Aunt. Stop messing with the customers!”

	His eyes bulged. “Your aunt?”

	 “Get in there sissy!”

	He heard her chuckling as she hurried through the door he had been holding open. He couldn’t miss the amused smile on Cruel1215’s face as he approached her table and sat across from her.

	 “Did you enjoy that twerp?” Mercy asked.

	 “Um…”

	 “Don’t lie! Did you find it humiliating?”

	 “Um…very!” had admitted sheepishly. 

	 “Good! Did it turn you on?”

	It wasn’t until now that he even thought about it. And he realized, he was turned on by it. Very! “Uh…yeah,” he admitted, embarrassed by it.

	 “Good!” Mercy said again. “So tell me twerp, what do you do for a living?”

	 “Uh…I work on computers.”

	 “Computers? Doing what?”

	 “Fixing them.”

	 “Oh. So when they break, they bring them to you, and you repair them.”

	 “Yeah. Well, to the store. I work in the back and just fix them.”

	She nodded. “Good for you! I approve of someone who can fix things.”

	He smiled. She was different today. Commanding, but different. 

	 “Do you live with anyone? Your mother perhaps?”

	 “Uh…no. I have my own apartment.”

	 “So you live alone?”

	 “Yeah.”

	 “And I’m guessing they give you Saturdays and Sundays off?”

	 “Most of the time. “Sometimes they have me go in on Saturday if there’s an emergency of some kind, but that doesn’t happen very often.”

	She nodded. “You’re lucky to have that kind of job,” she told him.

	He smiled happily. 

	 “So!” she said. “You want someone to push your buttons. What made you decide to actually try to contact someone like me?”

	 “I’ve been looking at all that stuff on the web for so long and…I dream about it constantly. There are so many things I see that just drive me crazy!”

	 “So you decided to try to see and experience some of it for yourself.”

	He nodded sheepishly. “Yeah.”

	 “Okay,” she said. “I’ll play with you. We’ll see how it works out.”

	He felt elated, but at the same time, he was worried about something else. “Um…on the internet, you never mentioned how much you charge.”

	She chuckled. “I’m so glad you bothered to ask. Most doms, and I do know a few, put their rates right up front, and they expect their money before they do anything else. I work…differently. I don’t charge anything at all. Not money anyway.”

	He was confused. “You don’t?”

	 “Nope! Believe it or not. If I do this with you, then I expect something back from you in return, but not money.”

	 “What then?”

	 “Right now, I need someone to cut my grass. You come to my house, and cut my grass for me, and I have all the fun I want making you totally miserable. How does that sound?”

	 “That’s all I have to do? Cut your grass for you?”

	 “This time. It could be something else next time.”

	He thought about that. “It sounds…too good to be true.”

	 “That would depend on your point of view. When I said I have all the fun I want making you miserable, you won’t have any say at all about it.”

	What she just said made his cock lurch in his pants. “Um…” He took a chance. “Okay.”

	She smiled. “Do you have any other plans for today?”

	 “Uh…no.”

	 “Perfect. Shall we start?”

	 “Um…okay,” he agreed nervously.

	 “Good. Now, you were told to wear frilly pink panties today. Are you?”

	 “Yes.”

	 “Did you have to go out and buy them last night?”

	 “Um…yes.”

	 “Did you enjoy doing it?”

	 “I was scared shitless.”

	She smiled. “So you enjoyed it. Good. Go to the men’s room and bring them back for me to see again.”

	He sat there, wide eyed.

	 “Go!” she ordered. “This is it! We’re doing it! Your very soul belongs to me now!” She laughed as he jumped up and hurried away. His soul didn’t quite belong to her yet, but it soon would.

	He was back a few minutes later. Once he was seated, he again extracted a pair of panties from his pocket. She held them up to examine them. Pink…and the front was covered in lace. “Good enough,” she said. “Wait here.” 

	Michael watched as she grabbed her cup and his panties and took them to the ladies room. She came back a few minutes later. He was afraid of what the cup might contain. When she stuck her straw in the cup and passed it over to him, he had no doubt at all. Not being told this time, he took a sip. Ugh! He was drinking pee again. This time, hers!

	 “Finish it!” Mercy ordered. “Drink fast. My lawn is waiting.”

	Under her stern gaze, Michael had no choice but to sit there and keep drinking. She didn’t say a word as he drank, she only stared menacingly at him. He reached the bottom of the cup. She took it from him, removed the lid, reached in and extracted his pink panties. “Open up,” she said. Like she had done Thursday night, she stuffed the pee dripping panties right into his mouth. “Close,” she ordered. He wondered how many people had watched her doing that to him. He didn’t want to think about it.

	 “Let’s go,” she said. “You’re going to follow me home. It’s not far.”

	With the pee dripping panties still in his mouth, he followed her out of the restaurant.

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Part 2 of 3

	Her red pickup truck was easy to follow. The drive wasn’t far. The neighbourhood she lived in looked nice. Her house looked nice. She pulled into her driveway and parked. He parked right behind her. He got out of his car with one big thing on his mind…wanting the panties gone from his mouth! 

	There were tall hedges running from a high fence at the side of the garage that ran all the way down to the street. The other side of the yard was also bordered by matching tall hedges. He looked at her front lawn. The grass was a little long, but it still looked neatly trimmed, and the front yard didn’t look too big at all. That was a relief. He didn’t think it would be too hard at all for him to cut her grass.

	 “This way,” she said as she led the way toward her garage as the big door was still opening. 

	He followed her inside. He passed through what looked like some kind of workshop. He saw lots of equipment he didn’t even recognize. But he also saw a few other things in there that he thought he might recognize. Things that excited him!

	The garage door was closing as he followed her into her house. Her kitchen looked cluttered. He followed her into what had to be the main room of the house, but it didn’t look like any kind of living room he had ever seen. There was no actual furniture in it. Instead, he saw lots of different things in places all over the room. Things he had no doubt he would soon be connected to. At least he hoped he would soon be trapped by some of those things…right after he cut her grass for her.

	Mercy stopped in the middle of the room and turned toward him. His eyes were going crazy. Well, they should. Her living room was probably something out of his greatest fantasies. Fantasies that should have been his worst nightmares. But the little twerp was too young, too stupid to know that yet. “Strip!” she ordered in one of her most stern voices.

	Michael gulped…swallowing even more pee from the panties still in his mouth. Did he dare ask if he could remove them? How the heck could he ask, if he couldn’t speak? He pointed at his mouth.

	 “Leave them!” Mercy said sternly.

	Michael gulped again, swallowing even more pee.

	Mercy stood there watching him, until he started removing his clothes. Then she walked off and went back to her workshop. She grabbed a roll of duct tape. By the time she got back he was nearly naked. She waited while he removed his pants. “Stand still!” she ordered. Then she wrapped the tape around his head, sealing the pee soaked panties in his mouth. “Now you don’t have to worry about if you can take them out or not. They’re staying! Period!”

	She walked around him. Staring at him. Looking his body over carefully. Certainly not much of a man. He was so small that she towered over him. His cock was half erect, and it was certainly not very big. She came up behind him, wrapped her arms around him, and grabbed his cock. She started massaging it. Manipulating it. Giving him pleasure.

	Michael’s knees almost gave out. Her hand was…incredible. She was masturbating him, right here and now. And then her hand let go of him and he nearly screamed…as if that were possible with the panties stuck in his mouth.

	Mercy now got a better look at his totally engorged cock. Disappointing. But then she never had any plans to actually use it on herself to begin with. Still behind him, she suddenly grabbed both his arms and pulled them back and up, bending him forward. She pulled him backwards over to one of the metal constructions she had built. 

	Michael felt himself being dragged backwards, it felt more like she was trying to pull his arms out of their sockets. She was strong! All of a sudden, she turned him around and pushed him up against a metal bar. “Stay!” she commanded sternly. She did something to the stand the bar was attached to and lowered the entire bar down to his waist. Then she was back behind him again. She grabbed one of his arms and pulled it back and up, bending him forward over top of that bar. He felt her doing something, closing something over his wrist. A moment later, he heard a small snap and his arm was completely trapped back and up like that. She grabbed his other arm, pulled it back and up, and it was soon trapped too. The way she had him, there was no way he could stand up straight. He had to stay bent over the bar. Then he felt her grabbing his right leg. She pulled it out to the side. A moment later, he heard another small snap as something was attached to that ankle. She pulled his left leg to the side, attaching that the same way, spreading his legs wide. 

	 “Comfortable?” she asked, knowing it was impossible for him to answer. “Having fun yet?” she asked the same way. She reached around him, found his now shrunken penis, and began messaging it again, bringing him once again to a full erection, then she stopped.

	Michael was going crazy. She had him stuck into one of her metal constructions, and he couldn’t move! He was totally trapped. And then she had made matters worse by massaging his cock with her hands again. This was the stuff of his dreams! He could hear her doing something behind him, but he couldn’t tell what.

	Mercy pulled one of her little creations over behind him and lined it up. With her hand, she rubbed his naked backside for a few moments. She reached under him again and massaged his cock again. Then she pulled away. “Enjoy,” she said as she stood up and switched on the machine she had created. The motor started, and the wheel attached to it started to turn. The first smooth, wide, leather paddle flipped over and slapped his butt. She saw him jerk, but the next leather paddle was already heading for his backside. The motor continued to turn slowly, and all four wide leather paddle straps did nothing but go around, and slap his ass. She kept the speed fairly slow, his ass only getting hit at a rate of about two slaps per second, but she figured he wouldn’t think that was slow at all. She could enjoy the pleasure of faster speeds with him some other time. This was just a beginning session with him. 

	 “Have fun,” she said softly to him. “I’ll be back later.” She grabbed her needlework from the kitchen, and went out to the front porch. She immediately noticed the car back in the driveway across the street. Interesting.

	Michael was going crazy. She had some kind of machine that was continuously spanking him. His backside was already on fire…and she had just left him there. For how long? Not long he hoped. With the panties stuck in his mouth, he was prevented from screaming. And with each strike against his backside, he wanted to scream more. It hurt! Bad! He tried hard to move, but he couldn’t. The metal pipes her contraption were made from were completely ridged. Strong! He had no chance. “Stop it!” his mind screamed. His mind screamed, but of course, no sound left his mouth. He was stuck, and she had walked away, leaving him like that. Tears soon began falling from his eyes as his backside grew more and more painful.

	Mercy sat with her needlework for a few minutes, watching the house across the street, letting the twerp inside get a small taste of what things were really like. She was about to make things much worse for him, very soon. She checked her watch. Ten minutes. That should be more than enough. She left her needlework on the porch chair and went back inside. He was crying hard. She knew he would be. She turned her machine off and let him cry. His backside was very raw! Perfect. “Did you enjoy that?” she asked. She watched him shake his head. “But isn’t that just the kind of thing you wanted?” It was a moment before she saw him nod. “Reality is a bitch, isn’t it,” she said. 

	She left him there like that and went over to one of the big metal toolboxes she had against the wall. She opened one of the drawers and looked over the selection of chastity devices that she had collected. Hmm…. Which one? The dumb twerp was pretty small…in all ways. She finally selected one, held it up, and examined it. Perfect! She took it back to him. She got down on the floor under him, and started attaching the device to his cock. 

	Michael was going crazy. His backside hurt like nothing he had ever felt, and now she was doing something with his cock. It took him no time to figure out she was putting some kind of chastity device on him. More stuff of his dreams. And then she was done, and the tip of his cock felt like little needles were sticking into it. They hurt!

	Mercy started the process of removing him from her device. First his legs, then his arms. She saw how much pain he was in once his arms were free. She pulled him up straight. “Time to cut the grass!” she hissed into his ear. “But we’ve got to get you ready first. Lay down on the floor. Now!” she ordered. 

	Cut the grass? One of Michaels hands went to his blistered backside, the other was feeling the plastic thing she had put on his cock.

	When he didn’t move, Mercy threatened, “Do you want me to hook you up to my spanking machine and turn it up higher?”

	Michael’s fear went through the roof. Like it or not, he laid down on the floor. His blistered backside immediately made him pull it up off the floor. 

	Mercy laughed. “I’m guessing,” she said, “that by now, after all my pee you drank earlier, that you’ve probably got to pee. Don’t worry, we’ll take care of that problem for you in a minute. Just stay there first.”

	She went to a different metal tool chest and opened the large bottom drawer. From it, she extracted an adult sized disposable diaper. From another drawer, she selected a bra. She brought them back to the twerp on the floor. Kneeling down over him, she started diapering him. “That’s right,” she said. “A diaper! And don’t worry about using it. I’ve got plenty more. In fact, I absolutely insist that you use it. You’re not going home tonight until it’s soaked!” 

	A diaper! And she wanted him to use it! Michael suddenly felt those tiny pinpricks from the chastity device she had put on him pressing harder against the tip of his cock. Ouch! Pain in his backside, and pain in his front side. And there was no getting away from either pain. And all too soon, he could tell she had him firmly in that diaper. She stood him up and he looked down at himself. A diaper! And it was pink! He felt the bulk from it between his legs. It felt…weird. Awful! 

	Mercy grabbed his arm and stuck the bra strap over it. She put his other arm through the other side, then fastened the thing behind his back. She adjusted the straps a bit. He really was pretty scrawny. She went back to her tool box and pulled out two very large breast forms. She used them to fill out the bra he had on. “There,” she said, sounding satisfied. She pointed at the clothes he had taken off earlier. “Put your shoes on. Just your shoes!”

	Just his shoes? He wanted to put all his clothes on…and leave! The diaper was bad enough, especially against his hurting rear end, but the bra with those things she had put into it was big…and heavy! He could feel all that weight pulling on his shoulders.

	 “Do it!” she ordered. 

	Having no choice, he grabbed his sneakers and tied them onto his feet. 

	Marcy smiled. “Now you’re ready to cut the lawn.”

	Michael looked at her like she was crazy.” “Uhhh?” he grunted, totally surprised. 

	 “Listen twerp, like it or not, you’re going to cut my grass for me, and you’re going to do it dressed just like that! There’s no laws against cutting grass while wearing a diaper and a bra. Now let’s go!” She literally grabbed him and dragged him out to her garage workshop where she hit the button to open it. She dragged him over to her custom made lawn mower and made him grab the handles. She immediately closed the locking cuffs around his wrists, trapping him to the lawn mower in such a way that he couldn’t release his grip on the handle. She hit the start button and the engine roared to life. “Now get busy!” she ordered. “I’ll be watching. When you finish the front, I’ll open the gate and let you into the back. Go! And you better do a damn good job, or you’ll be very sorry!”

	Michael had no choice. She scared him too much. Plus, he was now connected to her big lawn mower. He pushed. The thing was heavy, but manageable. A minute later, he was cutting her grass – out in public. Wearing a diaper. Wearing a bra with big heavy breast forms. With his mouth taped shut to prevent him from removing the pee soaked panties from inside. And that didn’t count the cock restraint that felt like it was sticking needles into the tip of his penis. Oh yeah, and he had a big hair bow stuck into his head. How could he possibly have forgotten about that? Horror! Total horror!

	As he pushed the mower, he was more than aware of the bulk of the diaper he was wearing. He was even more aware of how sore his backside was. The diaper brushing against it didn’t feel good. It hurt! But as far as he knew, his only way out of it was to cut her damn grass for her, just like she wanted. He pushed her mower as fast as he could.

	Mercy picked up her needlework and sat in her chair as she watched the little twerp cutting her lawn. Delightful. Totally delightful. Yes, he was young and stupid, but she was going to have a very good time with this one. And he better do a good job on her lawn!

	 *****

	Across the street, Ben Whitmore heard a lawn mower running somewhere nearby in the neighbourhood. He looked out the window and saw the noise was coming from the house directly across the street. The house he had been warned about before buying this house. He looked at the…guy cutting the grass, and he couldn’t look away. The guy was wearing…a bra, and it looked to be a bit overly stuffed, giving him almost monstrous breasts. Not only that, but it looked like he was wearing a pink diaper! What the hell? He couldn’t see it that well, but it also looked like there was something stuck on top of his head too. He shook his head. Yes, he had been warned. But the price of the house was so good, he simply couldn’t pass it up. 

	His sight of the man cutting the grass was suddenly blocked by a truck that slowed down and pulled into his driveway. Finally! His furniture had arrived.

	*****

	Mercy watched the truck that had just pulled in across the street. It was from a furniture rental place. Not a good sign. But then, what did she care? If the people there needed to rent their furniture, then that was their problem. She saw the man she had seen the night before come out of his house. She saw him staring at the twerp who was cutting her lawn. And she watched as he talked to the deliverymen. Then he went inside. Where was the guy’s wife? 

	*****

	Michael now had a new problem. He had to pee. Badly! And as he worked, the need was growing worse. The taste of pee in his mouth wasn’t helping matters either. He fought against it as he worked, but there was no help for it. Eventually, some of it began leaking out. Eventually, he had no choice but to stop cutting grass for a minute, stand there and let it all out. Ah! Relief. Once he was done, he started pushing the lawn mower again. He now noticed how much bulkier his diaper was. Not to mention that it was starting to rub against his raw backside even worse. Unwanted, the pain from the pinpricks of his chastity device pressed even harder against the tip of his cock.

	*****

	Mercy saw the little twerp stop. She realized quickly why, and she laughed. The twerp was finally wetting himself. She was glad to see him going back to work again. She wondered how it felt to him now with his diaper wet. She decided then and there that she was going to give him lots of practice wetting diapers. He was so small – in all ways! The twerp deserved diapers! She watched the delivery men across the street moving furniture into the house. She still didn’t see any sign of the guy’s wife. Was he single? Thinking about herself and her reputation among the neighbours, she realized that it was more than likely that he wasn’t married. So why had he bought that house. Just for the price?

	She watched as the twerp finished the last bit of her front lawn. Before he could head for the gate, she went down into the yard to inspect it. Decent. Good enough. Especially for a weak little thing like him. She motioned with her head for him to follow her towards the gate.

	*****

	Michael was a little tired. His backside was hurting worse now that his diaper was wet, and the crotch of his wet diaper was rubbing more between his legs, irritating them as well. With his mouth sealed, he was breathing heavily through his nose. At least he wasn’t getting any more pee out of that damn pair of panties stuck in his mouth, but all he could taste was that pee. It permeated every breath he took. 

	He was glad she approved of the job on his front lawn. Halfway now. Just the back to do. He followed her to the gate in the tall stockade fence that appeared to surround her backyard. He wanted to remove his hands from the mower for a few minutes to relieve the stress, but the way they were cuffed so closely, he couldn’t.

	The gate opened, revealing her backyard. He pushed the mower towards it. From the side of the house, he couldn’t see all of it yet, but it appeared to be twice as big as the front yard. He started cutting along the fence on the side of the house as she left him, closing the gate behind her. He worked his first cut all down the fence past the back of the house. He could see the whole backyard now. There was a nice patio behind the house with chairs grouped together. A beautiful flowerbed edged the patio. Out in the yard, there were several trees. A large shed filled the back corner of the lot. The rest, was just grass. With a sigh, he continued pushing the lawn mower. Since the back was so much bigger than the front, he still had a long way to go. And he was already tired.

	*****

	Mercy grabbed her needlework from her chair on the front porch, took one last glance at the truck still across the street, and headed through her house to the patio out back. The twerp was pushing the mower all along the fence. She chose a seat where she could keep an eye on him. She put her feet up on one of the ottomans, and continued working on her picture of the man hanging by his balls. Such a pleasant picture. At least it was for her.

	As the little twerp worked, she watched him growing more and more tired. Weakling! But then, he wasn’t much of a man to begin with. So what should she do with him? There was a lot of work she still needed done around her house – inside as well as outside. Maybe something inside would be more suited to him in the future. But here in South Carolina, the grass grew fast all summer long. At least her lawn did. Of course, she made whoever was doing her gardening fertilize it for her several times a year so it would always look good. 

	But the bottom line was, until she could find someone more suited to pushing the mower outside, the little twerp was going to have to do that himself…along with a bunch of other things she wanted done as well. 

	He had said he repaired computers for a living. She was guessing he got off of work at a decent time every night. Most likely a lot earlier than she got home in the evenings. As with most of her other playthings, she saw no reason to limit her fun to just the weekends. 

	But the twerp was too new yet. Too green. Too stupid. He had a lot of lessons yet to learn. Like with all of them, she was going to have to start slowly with him.

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 – Part 3 of 3

	Michael was growing exhausted. It didn’t help that he couldn’t breathe through his mouth at all. He kept looking at the lawn and trying to see how much more there still was to go. His legs hurt. His arms hurt. His hands hurt. Not to mention, his crotch between his legs hurt, and his raw backside was on fire! He kept having to stop to catch his breath before continuing. And she just sat there in her chair, playing with whatever craft she was doing. Some kind of sewing. 

	The last row. The last little bit of grass along the side of the wooden fence that was tall enough that there was no way possible for him to see over it. He wondered if it was even taller than she was. He cut the last little bit of grass, and nearly collapsed. He pushed the mower over toward where she was sitting, and let his legs give out. He went down into a squatting position with his hands still anchored to the handle of the mower.

	 “All done?” Mercy asked as she got up from her chair. She looked around the yard, as she had done many times since he had started. Not as good as some helpers she had had, but good enough for now. She walked over to the mower and turned the engine off. “Come along,” she told him as she turned her back toward him, heading for the gate.

	Michael followed behind. He couldn’t wait to get unattached from her mower! He followed her through the gate where she closed it behind them, then into the garage. Finally, she removed the manacles holding him to the mower handle. He stretched his hands and fingers. His legs felt wobbly. And…he really needed a drink! It was the middle of May and it was starting to get hot out. 

	 “Let’s go twerp,” Mercy said as she headed for the kitchen. She automatically closed the garage door on the way past the button. She waited until he got into the kitchen. “Need a drink?” she asked him.

	A drink? Heaven. He nodded his head as he did his best to keep his body from falling over from exhaustion. Mercy grabbed his head and began unwrapping the duct tape. She didn’t bother going slower as she pulled the tape that was stuck to his hair or even his skin. She just pulled hard and removed it. Just as she expected, he was surprised by the pain. But then, isn’t that the kind of treatment he had said he wanted? “Take those panties out of your mouth now and put them with the rest of your clothes,” she ordered. “And don’t say a word, or I’ll put them right back in…with fresh pee all over them!”

	Michael was shocked, but glad he could remove the panties from his mouth. He quickly pushed them out with his tongue as he pulled on them with his fingers. Finally! He could breathe again. He took several big gulps of air before carrying the panties over to his pile of clothes. When he got back to the kitchen, she handed him a large glass of water.

	 “Drink!” she said. “All of it. Take your time, but not too much time. Catch your breath. You can sit in one of the chairs if you want.”

	She was being nice! Finally! He was grateful to sit down and drink the water, but the moment he sat, he was back up again. Sitting down had hurt! Slowly, he eased himself down into the chair again. Ouch! But tolerable. He took more big breaths of fresh air to try to clear his lungs, but even the water and the fresh air weren’t removing much of the taste of pee from his mouth.

	Mercy left him to recover a bit while she went back to her “living room.” She found a few simple things and carried them back to the kitchen. “Stay!” she ordered as she set everything on the floor. While he was sitting in the chair, drinking his water, she went to work on him.

	Michael was shocked – again. She grabbed his left ankle and attached a round manacle to it. The manacle was attached to the end of a two foot metal bar. She grabbed his right ankle and locked the other side of the bar to that one, spreading his legs wide apart. And then he saw her grab a length of chain!

	 “Keep drinking!” she ordered as she grabbed his left hand and pulled it towards her. She wrapped the cuff attached to the chain around his left wrist and locked it. She took the drink from his hand and set it on the table. Then she grabbed his right wrist and attached the cuff there to that hand. She handed him his drink. “Finish it!” she ordered before walking back to her living room.

	Michael brought the glass up to his mouth, but when he did, the only way he could get it there, was to raise his other hand up too. The chain attached between his wrists was only about a foot long. And then he saw her coming back again with something else in her hand. Something with straps! And…it looked like a penis!

	 “Hurry up!” she ordered. “You’ve had more than enough time to finish that drink. Now gulp it down!”

	Michael did his best to drink the rest of the water. It really was welcome, but now he was afraid of what other horrors she might have in store for him. And as soon as he finished drinking, he found out.

	Mercy took the glass right out of his hand and set it on the table. “Open up, twerp!” she ordered. She watched as his face reflected nothing but fright. “Open! Or would you like to try my spanking machine again…for twice as long?”

	Michael opened his mouth…and let her shove that plastic penis right into it. At least it was fairly short, but he still had trouble keeping himself from gaging. And then she started buckling the strap behind his head. Once again, he wouldn’t be able to speak. At least it didn’t taste like pee!

	Mercy looked down at him. I told you earlier, you’re not getting out of here until that diaper is soaked. And I mean soaked! So I suggest you don’t hold back from wetting, and that you keep trying to get it wet. Like I said, you’re staying here until I’m satisfied! 

	Since you’re staying, now that you’ve had your little rest, you can start cleaning my kitchen. You should find everything you need under the sink.” She smiled wickedly at him. “I’m sure you’ll find the task more than interesting with your legs spread that wide and your hands chained close together. “Now get busy!”

	Clean her kitchen? He was still exhausted. But he stood up, or tried to. It took him two tries just to get out of the chair. The damn bar kept his ankles spread wide apart. Walking proved to be nearly impossible. He had to swing one leg, balance, then swing the other. And was she laughing at him? Yes! Darn it! And now those damn pinpricks were back, irritating the tip of his cock again. At least they had gone away while he was cutting her grass…until now. He opened the cabinet under the sink and saw all kinds of cleaning supplies. Sighing through his nose, he got busy. This wasn’t going to be easy!

	Mercy watched him for a few moments then left him alone. She went back to her living room, moved the curtain aside, and looked through the front window. No surprise, the truck was gone. So, was the guy over there married? Did he have a girlfriend? And why the heck would he buy that house?

	*****

	The kitchen had been cleaned a long time ago. The spreader bar and chains had been removed, but he almost wished they were back again. His diaper was wet! Very wet! But according to her, not wet enough yet. What was it going to take? He took another sip of the water through the straw stuck in his mouth. He was getting tired of drinking, but he needed to wet his diaper again…at least one more time…and hope she would find it enough. 

	He wanted to go home! He’d had enough!

	Of course, he couldn’t leave. He couldn’t even move! He was down on all fours, the glass of water right below his head. His ankles and wrists were cuffed to a…contraption…where they were all connected by two cross bars to a single central metal bar. He couldn’t get up or move if he tried. And he had tried. And yes, it had been stimulating for him to get locked into the device and discover just how helpless he was. 

	Pee! He had to pee to get out of it. He took another sip of water. He could feel the need building now. A few minutes later, he was able to let loose again into his soaked diaper. He breathed a sigh of relief. “Mistress!” he called. “I wet again.”

	Mercy came back from the kitchen to check on him. She carefully felt his entire soaked diaper. She figured it was good enough. Finally! 

	She took the empty glass away and carried it to the kitchen. When she went back to him, she left him just as he was, attached to the device so he couldn’t move. She put the penis gag back into his mouth and strapped it behind his head. Then she removed the bra and breast forms from his body. Very carefully, she peeled the soaked diaper off of him and set it aside. 

	She knelt down over him and put her arm around him. “This is the way it works,” she said softly into his ear. “You do what I want. You do something good. And you get rewarded. You don’t do what I want, or you do something I don’t like, and you get punished. The better you do, the more rewards you get. The worse you are, the more miserable you’ll be. I highly suggest you try to for the rewards. Fortunately for you, you were good today.”

	She got up and left him, heading for one of her tool boxes. She grabbed some skin lubricant and carried it back to him. She reached under him and started removing part of the chastity device she had put on his cock earlier. Spreading a large glob of the lubricant into her hand, she started massaging his cock, working on it with both hands now. “Does that feel good?”

	Michael was suddenly in heaven. He couldn’t move if he tried. He couldn’t speak if he wanted to. Just like in those pictures on the internet, he was fastened into some kind of kinky device, and now she was masturbating him. And it was…incredible! He was hard and throbbing in no time. Just as he felt the first signs of his oncoming orgasm, her hands left him. No! But then her hands were on his naked and raw backside, and now her finger was…pushing against his anus. She was trying to…her finger slipped right inside! And she pushed it in further, then she pulled it back a little. In, then out. All of a sudden he felt her other hand back on his penis again, massaging it, while her other hand went in and out of his rear end with her finger. As he started to cum – fast and hard, he felt her hand on his penis cupping the end of it. It was such a big orgasm that his body jerked and ached from the effort. Only when he was done and totally spent, did she remove her hands from him. Incredible!

	 “That’s what you get when you’re good,” she whispered. 

	Oh yeah! Good was…good! Great!

	With one hand, Mercy unfastened the strap holding the gag into his mouth and she removed it. “Lick!” she ordered as she pressed her now semen filled hand against his mouth. 

	That was something Michael hadn’t expected. But she was pressing her hand right against his mouth. He licked his own cum off her hand and kept licking until she was satisfied. But then, he was horrified when she reached down under him again and refastened that chastity deice. In seemingly no time, he was locked up again.

	Mercy went back to her tool chest and grabbed another pink diaper. She carried it back to him and began putting it on him right in the position he was in. “Here’s how things are going to be,” she said. “Before you leave, I’m going to get your phone number, and I’m going to put my number into your phone. I control you now. Like it or not, you’re mine to play with and abuse to my heart’s content. You asked for this, and now you’ve got it. Like it…or not! And I’m sure you’re not going to like most of it. You said you have no limits? We’ll see about that. We started slowly today. Over time, I’m sure things will get much more interesting.”

	She started unlocking him from the device. “Tonight, you’re going to leave that diaper on. I want you to send me a picture of it before you go to bed. Leave it on all night, then send me another picture of it in the morning. Tomorrow, I want you wearing panties under your clothes all day. I’ll phone you asking for a picture right away. On Monday when you go to work, I want you wearing panties under your clothes again. I’ll be phoning you at some point during the day and demanding that you send me a picture of you wearing them from your men’s room at work. I suggest you buy yourself more panties, because you’re going to be wearing them from now on. Get used to it. And since you’re not paying me for doing this to you like every other dom on the planet, then I see no reason why you can’t buy anything at all that I tell you to. And I’m sure there will be many other things I’m going to ask you to buy. Now get up! It’s time to go home.”

	Michael gladly got up. He rubbed his wrists. His hand went to the front of his pink diaper. He tried to feel the chastity device through them, but it was difficult.

	 “Grab your clothes,” she said. “You can drive home just like that.”

	He was shocked – for the thousandth time. “Like this?”

	 “Just…like…that! You belong to me now. If you ever want to even touch your own cock again, then I suggest you don’t argue and do what I tell you. Trust me, I can make you very sorry – very fast!”

	He could believe it. He gathered up all his clothes into big ball in his arms, including those foul panties that had been stuck in his mouth much of the day. She led the way out to her garage and opened the door, and he carried his clothes to his car. He couldn’t drive away fast enough.

	Mercy watched him leaving, chuckling lightly to herself. The green ones were always such fun. Of course, so were the older more experienced ones, just in different ways. She looked across the street toward the house there. Who was he? What was his story?

	She went back into her kitchen and thought for a few minutes. Then she grabbed four cans of beer from her refrigerator. Going out through her front door, she went across the street and rang the doorbell. It was opened fairly quickly by the guy she had seen. She held up the beer, “Welcome to the neighbourhood. Can I come in?”

	Wondering what was really going on, Ben opened the door wider and let her inside. “Hi, I’m…” he started to say, but she cut him off.

	 “Don’t! Don’t tell me your name. I don’t want to know it.”

	He was confused. “You don’t?”

	 “No. I won’t remember it, and I really don’t care what it is anyway. I’ll call you whatever I want.”

	Okay, she was weird…as if he didn’t already know that – before he decided to buy the house. “So what’s your name?” he asked.

	 “I’m not telling you that either. The only people who know my name are my family, the people I work with, and my very best friends. Nobody else. And you don’t fall into any of those categories.”

	 “Uh…okay?” he said uncertainly. “So what do you want?”

	She held up the beer. “Beer?” she asked.

	 “Uh…thanks, but no thanks. I’m not crazy about beer. You can have one if you want.”

	 “You don’t drink beer?”

	 “Like I said, I’m not crazy about it,” he replied.

	 “What do you like?”

	 “Usually, I just drink iced tea.”

	Mercy quickly figured out that he was a really strange one…especially for a guy. “So are you married?” she asked.

	 “Divorced,” he replied…or still in the process. “We just split up.”

	 “And you bought this house?”

	He shrugged. “It was cheap. Very cheap.”

	She could believe it. 

	 “How about you?” he asked. “Married.”

	She laughed. “Are you kidding? I know you saw my latest little toy cutting the grass earlier.”

	He smiled. “Um…I could hardly miss it.”

	She noticed right away that he didn’t condemn her for what she did. “So…no wife. No girlfriend either?”

	 “Nope. My ex has a girlfriend now. They’re sharing our bed together.”

	 “Fun!” she replied. “What do you do?”

	 “What do you mean? I left her.”

	 “No. I mean what do you do for a living? What kind of job do you have?”

	 “Oh. I’m an accountant…well, that and bookkeeping. You?” he asked.

	 “I do maintenance for the big factory between here and Columbia.”

	 “You don’t just do…what you do with whoever you’re…playing with?”

	 “You don’t have to mince words with me,” she told him. “I’m dominant. Very! I mess with men. I love messing with men. But no, I’m different from probably every other dom on the planet. I don’t charge them at all for what I put them through.”

	 “You don’t? You just do it for fun?”

	 “Not exactly. Yes, I get a ton of fun out of it, but what I really get is an exchange. My relationships with those men are all symbiotic. I get something from them, and they get the domination they love from me.”

	 “If you’re not getting money, then what do you get?”

	 “Work done. Like the little twerp today. I got my grass cut, and he got his ass whipped.”

	 “It sounds, very…one sided.”

	 “Do you know what most of the dominant women charge for even one hour of their time? Trust me, these guys are getting a deal. They’re happy, and I’m happy.”

	He stared at her for a moment, then shook his head. “I guess if everyone’s happy,” he replied.

	 “So far. No complaints yet.” She glanced around at what she could see of his house. Not much furniture, but the she knew it was all rented. “So…you’re all set up now?”

	 “Not even close. My wife has all the furniture. I’m renting for now.”

	 “I saw the truck.”

	 “Yeah. I’ll have to get things as I can.” He thought of something he needed to ask. “Um…by the way, I’ve been living in a hotel for the past week. You wouldn’t know where the closest laundromat is. I’ve got to get wash done tomorrow before I go to work.”

	 “Not a clue,” she told him. “I don’t pay much attention to things like that.” A thought hit her. “But…if you really want, you can use my washer and dryer. They’re new.”

	 “Really?” he asked.

	 “Sure. Just…don’t think you’re going to use them for nothing.”

	His face clouded. “You’d charge me to do my laundry at your house?”

	 “Not money. A favour, for a favour. I do something for you, you do something for me.”

	 “Like what?”

	 “My laundry.”

	 “Your laundry?”

	 “Take it or leave it!”

	He shook his head. “I’ll go find someplace else to do my laundry.”

	She shrugged her shoulders. “Your choice. She headed for the door. “Sure you don’t want a beer?”

	 “No thanks!”

	She smiled, and walked out. That had been interesting.

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – Part 1 of 2

	Early Sunday morning, Ben stared in disbelief. He looked around trying to see if what he was seeing was correct, but as he now knew, he was. Using the laundromat was going to cost him a fortune. How the heck could they charge that much just to wash a load of clothes? And then to dry them was just as much. And he had several loads that needed to be done. He had miscalculated there. He had budgeted enough for the house, and enough to rent what little furniture he had, but he figured he could get by for a few months without a washer and dryer. At the prices the laundromat was charging, he could quickly buy a used washer and dryer cheaper than he could use the laundromat. But what choice did he have?

	What choice? His mind went back to the conversation he had with his oddball neighbour the night before. She had offered to let him use her washer and dryer – if he would do her wash for her as well. A symbiotic relationship she had said. That’s what she expected from all her…play toys…was that the way she had put it? But did he want to go that route? Not really. 

	As he put his hand into his pocket to pull out his wallet to get change for the machines, he thought again. It was going to cost him a damn fortune just to get his wash done. He thought again about her offer. Did he dare? What could it hurt? He wasn’t one of the men she could dominate and make them do such bizarre things. If he asked her, he would have to make that fact abundantly clear. 

	He could do her laundry for her. Heck, that was easy. He had done all the laundry for him and his wife since long before they had gotten married, six years ago. But did he really want to go down that route? He looked again at the machine where he could put his credit card in and get coins…no…tokens for the machines. If he did that, he wouldn’t even get spendable money back. He’d have to use them all on the laundromat’s machines. He picked up his big box of laundry and carried it right back to his car. He would ask the neighbour across the street. But he was going to make sure she knew exactly where he stood on things!

	*****

	Mercy opened her garage door and looked out at the world. The car was missing from the driveway across the street. She thought again about her conversation with the guy. Single. Still in the process of getting a divorce. But he had already bought a house. Well, it was his business, not hers. 

	She turned on her arc welder, pulled her goggles over her eyes, and pulled her gloves onto her hands. A minute later, she was welding together the pieces of steel for her latest bondage device.

	*****

	Ben pulled into his driveway. He got out of his car and saw his neighbour’s garage door open, and he saw the sparks flying. She was welding? It looked like her entire garage had been turned into a big workshop. Leaving his box of laundry in the car, he walked across the street. Her back was to him and the noise of her welder wouldn’t let her hear his approach. He waited, knowing that what she was working with was dangerous. The noise and the welding stopped. He saw her stand up straight and pull the goggles up. “Hello!”

	Mercy turned quickly. She was surprised to see the guy from across the street standing there. 

	 “Good morning,” Ben said to her.

	 “Morning,” she replied with a smile.

	 “I came to see if the offer to use your washer and dryer was still good. I can’t believe how much the laundromat charges to do just a single load of wash.”

	She laughed. “I can imagine. Sure,” she replied. “You can use it. But you know my rates.”

	 “Do your wash for you,” he replied.

	 “You got it.”

	Ben nodded. “There’s just one thing I want to get straight with you first.”

	 “What’s that?”

	 “I’m not one of your…what did you call it…toys? I’m not one of the customers you mess with. I just want to do my laundry…and in return, I’ll do yours. But! I’ll only do one load for you for each load that I do for me. That’s it.”

	Mercy was surprised. “One load?”

	 “For each load of my own that I do. I think that’s fair.”

	 “But it’s my washer and dryer you’re using.”

	 “And my labour to get the job done.”

	Once again, Mercy was surprised. This guy was interesting. Smart, but interesting. She considered the deal. “Fine! For each load you do, I expect one full load of my things done as well. None of these barely full loads at all where I get the short end of the stick.”

	 “You can pack the washer yourself for all I care,” Ben replied.

	 “No. I’ll trust you. In fact, you seem like a rather, trustworthy kind of guy.”

	Ben nodded. “I like to think so. So we have a deal?”

	Mercy nodded. “Deal! And I’ll be happy to have the job done. I wasn’t looking forward to doing it myself.”

	 “No problem. Let me get my laundry.”

	Mercy watched him walk back across the street. Her new neighbour was proving to be more interesting than she thought. Intrigued, she turned her welder off and removed her gloves and goggles. A few minutes later, she held the kitchen door open for him and led him to her washer and dryer in the small closet in the hallway.

	As Ben carried his big box of laundry through her house, his eyes were scanning all around. Her kitchen had been normal enough, but her living room was…well…filled with stuff he wasn’t sure about. It was like walking through some kind of metal art project. “Do you show stuff in museums?” he asked.

	Mercy laughed. “My living room is my museum…for me to enjoy. Especially when I’ve got men in the house. The washer and dryer are right here,” she showed him.

	Ben gratefully set his box down. “Huh!” he grunted. “The same type my wife and I had.”

	 “So you know how to use them?” Mercy asked.

	 “I did all our laundry at home,” he replied. “Trust me, I’m know these machines very well.”

	He did all the laundry? A man? Stranger and stranger. Unless…. “Um…did you by any chance have a wife-led relationship?”

	 “A what?”

	 “Did your wife make all the decisions? Did she make you do all the work?”

	 “Huh? Uh…no. Not at all. I just…did it.”

	Mercy shook her head. “Whatever. I just wanted to ask.”

	Ben began pulling his sheets out of the box. 

	 “Hey! How about a load of my things first,” Mercy said. 

	Ben looked angrily at her. “Fine!” he decided. “Where’s your sheets?”

	 “My sheets?”

	 “Yes. I always do sheets first. There’s an order to the way I do things, and the sheets are always first. I had to sleep on brand new, unwashed sheets last night. I can’t wait to get them washed properly.”

	Mercy stared at him like he was crazy. “You wash brand new sheets before you sleep on them?”

	 “Of course. Don’t you?”

	 “I wouldn’t think of it! They’re new. They’re already clean.”

	 “Well I don’t. Where are your sheets?”

	 “Here, in the bedroom,” she said. She turned and led the way.

	Ben entered the master bedroom. It was fairly large. He saw a bathroom off of it. Her bed was a rumpled mess of blankets and sheets. “You don’t even make your bed?”

	 “Why should I?”

	He shook his head. Together, they stripped all the sheets off of the bed. Ben carried them to the washer, put them in, used her detergent, and turned it on. Mercy was quick to note that he did seem to know what he was doing with the washer. “Beer?” she asked, knowing that it was going to be quite a wait.

	 “I told you last night, I don’t drink it.”

	 “Yeah. I remember. I don’t have any iced tea. Sorry.”

	 “I’ve got a pitcher at home I made yesterday. Would you mind if I brought it over?”

	 “Of course not. Just use the front door. Don’t knock, just come in when you come back.” She watched him leave. What a weird guy!

	*****

	Michael was going crazy. Yesterday had been a nightmare…yet it was also something that had him so excited he couldn’t stand it. Another thing he couldn’t stand was the darn chastity device she had locked onto his cock. As stimulated as he was, he couldn’t do anything about it, and consequently whatever was on the inside of that thing continually felt like pins trying to force their way into the head of his cock. Maddening! 

	He had been stuck wearing and wetting that second diaper all night long. As early as he dared, he had gotten up, sent her a picture of how wet it was, then had finally taken a good hot shower. His backside was still raw from the spanking machine she had used on him yesterday, and after an entire night of having a wet diaper pressed against it, his backside was now even worse. It – hurt! Sitting down wasn’t a pleasant option.

	And now he had to go out and buy more panties – to wear from now on – even to work! How could he? He wracked his brain to find a way out of it. He could probably find some way to get out of that chastity device on his cock, then he could just not see her anymore. The only problem was, as much of a nightmare as yesterday had been, something inside of him couldn’t wait for more. So the chastity device was still attached…he wasn’t even sure he could get it off…and he was now getting ready to go to the store to buy…panties…to wear from now on…including to work. Damn those needles inside that chastity device hurt!

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 3 – Part 2 of 2

	 

	Mercy lifted weights while in her workout room. Ben was sitting on her weight bench drinking his iced tea. The TV in the top corner of the room was turned on, but the volume was now off. There was nothing interesting on that either of them wanted to see. They were waiting for Ben’s final load of laundry to finish. 

	He had surprised her when he finished her sheets by taking them out of the dryer, then putting them straight back on her bed, making it up neater than any of her helpers had done in the past. He had surprised her when he had taken her clothes from the dryer and hung everything up on hangers, then put it all away in her closet for her. And he had surprised her by folding all her underwear neatly and setting it all on top of her dresser for her. The guy was weird! Now they were just waiting for his last load, his underwear, to finish drying.

	Ben watched her lifting weights. He couldn’t believe the muscle definition she had. “Do you compete in those body building competitions?” he asked.

	 “No!” she replied. “I’m nowhere near what some of those women are like. I just like to stay in shape.”

	Ben said nothing. As far as he could see, she was not only in shape, she was out of shape. Way too muscular for a woman. As far as he was concerned. Was there anything feminine about her at all? He glanced around the room noticing the chain attached to the ceiling over top of her big treadmill. “What’s the chain for?” he asked. “I know what everything else is in here, but what’s the chain for?”

	Mercy set her weights down. “It’s simple,” she said. “Let me show you. Come over here.”

	Ben got up from the bench and moved over to stand next to the treadmill. 

	 “Step up on it,” Mercy said. 

	 “What for?”

	 “Just stand on it,” she said. “Here, let me take your drink.” She pulled his glass of iced tea out of his hand and put it on the bench he had been sitting on. “Now,” she said as she came back over to him. “See that white line down the centre of the treadmill?”

	 “Yeah.”

	 “Grab the handles here,” she said. “I’m going to turn it on.”

	Dubiously, Ben grabbed the handles coming out from the side of the front of the treadmill. 

	 “Now hold on. I only need to run this slowly.” She pushed the button starting the treadmill, and setting it to run at a very slow walk. 

	Ben had to move his feet forward to keep standing, but the pace was slower than he would usually walk so it was very easy. “So what’s the chain up there for?” he asked.

	 “Look down at that white line,” she said. “Now, every step you take, make sure your feet are right on that line. One foot right in front of the other.”

	Ben tried it. Easy. “Okay,” he said, but what’s the chain for?”

	Mercy reached down to the floor and grabbed a small piece of rope. “Keep watching the line,” she told him. Then she suddenly grabbed his left arm and pulled it behind his back. 

	 “What are you doing?” Ben complained loudly. As slowly as the treadmill was running, he was thrown off balance and had to hold on tight with his one remaining arm. 

	 “Just wait,” Mercy replied. She grabbed his other arm and pulled it behind his back, and Ben felt her tying his hands behind him. And then she was gone, and he had to concentrate on the treadmill to keep from falling over and hurting himself. 

	 “I’m not one of those men you play with!” he complained angrily.

	 “Don’t worry,” she said, “I’m just trying to show you something. Keep walking. One foot in front of the other. Make sure you put them right on the line.”

	 “No! Stop this thing. Let me off!”

	 “No! Not yet. One foot in front of the other. Make sure you’re on the line with each step.”

	Ben looked down and made sure his feet were hitting the line each time.

	 “Now I’m going to show you what the chain is for,” she said. She grabbed a string hanging from the end of the chain and pulled it all the way down. At the end of the chain was a strange forked device. Mercy reached over and stuck the strange forked piece right into each of the nostrils in his nose. She pulled on the string attached to the chain, adjusting it so that it pulled tightly on his nose, pulling his head up toward the ceiling. 

	 “Stop!” Ben protested. “Let me go. Let me off!”

	 “Not yet,” Mercy told him. She moved away from him. “As you can see, you’re now forced to keep walking, and your head is forced up so you can’t look down at the line, and you can’t do anything about it. Now, you don’t get to stop until you learn to put one foot in front of the other again, keeping every step on that white line.”

	 “Let me off this thing!”

	 “Nope. Not until you do what I want.”

	 “No!”

	 “Your choice. You can walk there like that for days for all I care. All you have to do is learn to walk the way I want you to.”

	 “No! I’m not one of your play things!”

	 “Not really. But right now I’m just trying to make a point with you.”

	 “What point?”

	 “That I can make you do anything I want.”

	 “Okay. I get the point. Now let me go!”

	 “Nope. Not until you learn to walk the way I want. One foot in front of the other. Every step right on that white line.”

	 “But I don’t want…”

	 “I don’t care what you want. The only thing that matters to me, is what I want. Like I said, you can walk on that thing forever, or you can learn to do it the way I want. Your choice.”

	 “Stop this!” he yelled. 

	 “One foot in front of the other.”

	Ben screamed his frustration. 

	 “One foot in front of the other.”

	Having no choice, Ben started trying to walk that way again. “I can’t see the line. I can’t lower my head.”

	 “Nope. Now you see the point of that chain. You’ve got to learn to do it without seeing the line. I can see the line. I can see when you do it right, or when you do it wrong. You can’t.”

	Ben kept trying. “Okay, I’m doing it. Now let me go.”

	 “Nope. Your left foot missed there. And now your right foot missed. Keep trying to walk the line. Swing your legs around a bit more, that will help. You’re not really getting either of your feet far enough over.”

	Ben tried. It took all his concentration, not to mention balance. 

	 “Much better,” Mercy praised him. 

	 “Now let me go!”

	 “Not yet. Keep doing it.”

	 “Why?”

	 “Because I said so.”

	Ben was going nuts. This woman was crazier than he ever imagined.

	Mercy watched him carefully from behind. She smiled. His walk was now much more like many women walked…which was her usual purpose of this exercise. She wasn’t going to tell him that though. “Ops!” she said. “Your left foot missed. … Much better.”

	Mercy finally went over and turned the treadmill off. She knew she had gotten his heartrate up. No doubt, the guy needed the exercise badly. “Now you see what the chain is for,” she said as she pulled the device out of his nose. If I just told you, then you wouldn’t have a sense of exactly what I’m talking about.

	 “Yeah,” I see,” Ben replied, taking a deep breath and stepping off of the machine. He turned his back to her. Now please untie me.”

	Mercy grabbed his wrists to untie him, then stopped. “No,” she said. “Let me show you something else first.”

	 “No!” he screamed. “I’m not one of your customers!”

	 “I know,” she told him as she grabbed his bound hands and pulled him backwards. 

	 “Stop!” he yelled. 

	 “Nope,” she said as she dragged him backwards all the way out to her living room. 

	 “Stop!” he yelled again.

	 “Nope. I’m going to show you something else now.”

	 “I don’t want to see anything else.”

	 “And I don’t care what you want. Only what I want. And I want to show you this.”

	 “No!’

	She pulled him over to one of her devices, grabbed his head, and shoved his neck face-first against the open metal neck collar. She held him there while she closed it behind him, locking his head right there.

	 “Stop! Let me go!”

	 “Not yet,” she told hm. She moved in front of him and started unfastening his belt.

	 “No!” 

	 “Oh shut up,” she said. “You’re going to love this.”

	 “Stop!” he shouted as she quickly pulled his pants and underpants down to his ankles. With his head trapped above and his arms tied behind his back, he couldn’t stop her. In moments she had removed his pants completely. “Stop!”

	She pulled his right foot to the side and fastened it with a cuff attached to the chain. She did the same to his left foot, spreading his legs. She went over to her toolbox and grabbed the skin lube and brought it back to him.

	 “Let me go!” he insisted.

	 “Shh! Relax and enjoy this.”

	 “Enjoy! I hate this!”

	 “You soon won’t,” she said as she knelt down in front of him and began messaging the skin lubricant into his cock. 

	Ben was so surprised that he stopped shouting. He couldn’t move, and he couldn’t stop her from doing what she was doing to him, but in only seconds, he didn’t want her to stop. It had been a long time now since he’d had sex with his wife, and her hands were…amazing! 

	 “Feel better now,” Mercy said, noting that his protests had stopped.

	Ben said nothing. He just concentrated on the amazing feel of her hands.

	 “I’m doing this,” Mercy said, “because I just want you to know, that I give extra special service…bigger tips, if you will…for things that I think deserve them. And the way you did my laundry today was better than I ever expected. So for that, think of this as a very nice tip.”

	A tip? Ben was rapidly going crazy. Moments later, with her hand cupped over top of his penis, he shot his load. She kept massaging him until he was completely drained. 

	Mercy stood up. “Did you enjoy that?” she asked, noticing how wide eyed he was.

	Ben was still breathing hard. He didn’t want to admit it but… “Yeah,” he replied.

	Mercy rubbed her muscular body hard up against his, then she brought her hand full of his cum up to his lips. “Eat it!” she said as she literally pressed the mess right into his open mouth.

	Ben was shocked. He tried to spit it out, but it was already in his mouth and she was pushing her fingers further in, making him swallow it. Ugh! She finally pulled her fingers away. Yuck!

	She kissed him on the lips, then she reached behind him and unfastened his neck from her construction. A minute later, his feet were free, and finally, she untied his hands. “That’s the kind of tips I leave for good service,” she said. She turned her head toward the hallway. “I don’t hear the dryer anymore. I think your load is done.”

	*****

	Late in the afternoon, Mercy parked her truck behind another vehicle in the driveway and headed for the front door. She rang the bell and the door was soon opened by a man wearing an elaborate French maid outfit. The maid immediately went into a deep curtsey. “Welcome Mistress M,” the maid said.

	 “Hi Sissy Paulette,” Mercy replied as the maid stood straight again. “When are you finally going to leave Rosie and come live with me?”

	Paulette blushed. “You know I could never leave my mistress.”

	 “Yeah, well just so you know, the offer’s still open.”

	 “This way,” Paulette said as she led the way through the house. “They’re out back today.”

	Mercy followed Paulette through the house, then out to the patio behind. Her two best friends, Rosie and Vicky, were already there. She was quick to note the “display” that Rosie had arranged for their amusement. 

	 “Hi Mercy,” Rosie greeted her, holding up her cocktail glass.

	Mercy shook her head. “Rosie, when are you going to give up on Paulette and let me have him?”

	 “Never!” Rosie declared triumphantly. “He’s mine!”

	Mercy laughed. “Just don’t forget me if you ever decide to get someone new. “Hi Vic!” she greeted her other friend.”

	 “It’s about time you got here,” Vicky replied.

	Mercy took the empty seat. Paulette hurried out of the house with a bottle of beer – Mercy’s favourite brand. “Thanks Paulette,” Mercy said. “And don’t forget, my offer is still open.”

	Paulette curtseyed again, as Rosie said, “Over my dead body!” All three women laughed.

	 “So what do you have for us today?” Mercy asked, noting the object of display in front of them. It was a naked man, his hands folded and tied behind his back, his neck stuck in a noose so that if he wasn’t careful he would hang himself, and his feet were encased in ballet boots. The noose was suspended from a pole that was attached to a centre pole sticking out of the ground. The man had no choice but to keep walking around in a circle in those ballet boots, without losing his balance.

	 “That’s Carl,” Rosie said. “He admitted that he had a fascination for those boots he’s wearing, so I decided he should fully explore those boots. I’ve been making him do more and more walking in them for the last month. As you can see, he’s getting quite proficient at it now.

	 “Actually, it’s quite impressive,” Vicky said. “I can’t even stand up in those things. Have you ever tried them Mercy?”

	 “No. You know I don’t even wear heels. I don’t even own any heels. The men think they’re sexy, so let them wear them and have all that pain.”

	Vicky shook her head. “You just don’t get the finer points of being a dom. You could quit your job if you just made a few changes.”

	 “And accepted money for what you do,” Rosie added.

	 “Not interested,” Mercy replied. “I’m very happy with things the way they are.”

	 “But now you’ve got no customers! No one to do all the things you need done,” Rosie pointed out. 

	 “That was last week,” Mercy said. “I started someone new yesterday. And…well…there’s now another one on the horizon I may spend some effort looking into as well.

	 “Good for you!” Vicky declared. “Anyone interesting?”

	 “Well my newest, is, well, disappointing in some ways.”

	 “Disappointing? You don’t take money. Why are you bothering?”

	Mercy smiled. “Because I still find him interesting. He’s got to be the smallest little squirt I’ve ever met. He was so small, I forced him into a diaper all day yesterday, and sent him home in another one.”

	 “Ha! One of those!” Rosie said.

	 “Not really,” Mercy said. “At least, I don’t think that’s one of his fetishes. The dumb shit is just totally green. Too young. And way too stupid. The twerp said he had no limits, but I was quick to point out that he did have limits. Now I’m going to show him a lot more limits he should have. I’m afraid he may be in for it…unless he changes his mind.”

	 “Do you think he’ll come back?” Vicky asked.

	 “Oh yeah. I locked him into a Birdlocked Pico, you know, the small one with the little sharp spikes in the head? If he wants it off, then he’s going to have to do whatever I say. Of course, I have no intention of taking it off him, but he doesn’t know that.”

	 “Isn’t the Pico the one that’s not supposed to be used for any length of time?” Rosie asked.

	 “That’s the one,” Mercy replied. “But the squirt is so small – in all categories, that I felt it was fitting. Besides, I’m curious as to how he’ll make out with it. If I can’t make it work, I’ve got others.

	 “You certainly didn’t waste any time getting it on him,” Vicky noted.

	 “Not with that one,” Mercy agreed. “So, any new interesting customers for either of you?” she asked.

	 “Just Carl over there,” Rosie replied. “I’m thinking about getting him some real ballet shoes next and making him learn to dance.” Vicky and Mercy chuckled at that.

	 “How about you Vicky?” Mercy asked. “Anyone interesting?”

	 “No. Not really. I’ve got too many men coming to me for attention, but all of them are pretty much same-ol’ – same-ol’.” She turned to look directly at Mercy. “Um…you probably won’t be interested, but I turned one customer away last night, in favour of another one. The one I turned away only comes around about once every couple of months or so because he can’t afford it more often. I took the customer who’s a regular once a week guy instead. But if you’re interested, I can hook you up with the one I turned away. 

	Mercy thought about it. “You think he might be of some use to me?”

	Vicky thought about that. “Probably not. I don’t really know that much about him. I’ve played with him on and off for the last year, but other than his fetish likes, I don’t really know anything about him. I don’t care about their personal life. All I care about is what they want for the hour or two they come and see me.” She thought about the man she had in mind and shook her head. “Now that I think about it, he may be of even less interest to you. You know I explore a lot of different things with my customers, trying to find what interests them the most. And what I’ve discovered the last few times, is that he’s becoming more and more turned on by serious humiliation, particularly now pet play. The last few sessions I’ve had with him, he went crazy over being treated like a dog. The last time I saw him, I threw things for him to fetch, made him sit, beg, you know the drill, and he went crazy for it. So he may not be your cup of tea at all.”

	 “One of those!” Mercy replied, trying to picture the stupid guy. Dumb! But then, weren’t most men? I don’t need a pet like that. I need someone who can take care of my lawn. I need someone who can do my laundry. I need someone who can cook. I need someone who can wash my…” She stopped, her brain thinking furiously. 

	 “Mercy?” Vicky asked.

	 “Um…You know what Vicky, give him my phone number directly. Let me talk to him. Maybe he can be of some use to me after all.”

	 “He’s yours,” Vicky agreed as she turned her attention back to Carl, still walking around in circles attached to the pole in the yard. “Rosie, what if we attached some nipple clamps to him, then pulled them up to the top of that pole. Do you think he’d stand any straighter while he walks?”

	 

	 

	Chapter 4

	Monday evening, Mercy pulled into her driveway after work. She was about to grab her lunchbox when her cell phone rang. “Darn it!” She took the time to fish it out of her pocket. “Hello?”

	 “Um…I hope I’ve got the right number,” the voice on the other end said.

	 “Number for what?”

	 “Um…Mistress Victoria…uh…passed on your phone number. She said you…uh…dominate men, but you don’t charge anything for it. You ask them to do simple favours for you instead.”

	It all suddenly clicked in Mercy’s head. The man who liked to be treated like a dog. The one she had one particular job in mind for. “Yes,” she replied. “That’s…close.”

	 “Good,” the man replied. “Uh…she also said you don’t like to know anyone’s name, and that the only thing I should call you is Mistress.”

	Good ol’ Vicky. “That’s right,” Mercy replied.

	 “Um…I was wondering then…if I could…uh…arrange to get together with you.”

	Mercy almost laughed. “Yes,” she replied. “I think we can meet. We’ll get together and talk about things first and see if either of us is really interested.”

	 “Oh. Great!” the man replied more enthusiastically. “Uh…when would you like to do it?”

	 “Can you meet me tonight for a little while?”

	 “Uh…sure. What time?”

	 “I think about nine,” Mercy told him. 

	 “How do I get to your dungeon?”

	Mercy chuckled. “I don’t have a dungeon…well, at least I don’t think of it that way. Tonight we’ll meet someplace neutral. Do you know where the Burger King is on Highway 277 north of Columbia?”

	 “Uh…no problem. I know right where it is.”

	 “Good!” Mercy replied. “Now for some ground rules. I want to see you and evaluate you a little before we meet. Plus, I need a way to recognize that it’s you I’ll be watching.”

	 “Uh…okay, I guess. What do you want me to do?”

	 “First of all do you own any panties?”

	 “Uh…no. Why?”

	 “Then get some…” Mercy thought quickly about what the guy really liked. “No! Strike that. I want you to buy yourself something else first. Buy a little girl’s hair bow and stick it in your hair. Make sure it’s big enough that I can easily see it from inside. I want you to show up at Burger King with it already in your hair. At nine o’clock, I expect to see you standing out by the front door wearing that bow. Stay there like that for fifteen minutes. At nine fifteen, go inside and buy yourself an extra-large drink. Take it to a table and drink all of it. When you’re done, pull the straw out of the cup and wait for me. I’ll find you. I promise. Do you have all that?”

	Ronald Gretch thought about what she had just asked him to do. “You want me to do that…in public?”

	 “Yes!”

	He had to think about it for a moment. “Um…and you don’t charge for your sessions?”

	 “Not money,” she replied.

	He thought for a moment again. “So this is kind of a test,” he said. “To see if I’ll do what I’m told, or maybe to see if I can follow directions.”

	Mercy was surprised. “Very good!” she praised him. “Now can you do it?”

	 “Nine o’clock. Hair bow. Fifteen minutes. Extra-large drink. Remove the straw when I’m done.”

	 “I’m very much looking forward to meeting you,” Mercy told him. She ended the call right there and then. The guy had started out so hesitant and nervous. But he had figured things out real fast. She was now very interested in meeting him. She shook her head as she climbed out of the truck. A dog? Why would anyone want to be treated like that? But for that matter, why did any of the men who came to her go looking for the kind of treatment she gave them? The world was filled with all kinds.

	*****

	 “Aunt Mercy,” Meghan said as she leaned anxiously forward across the table in the Burger King her mother owned and where she worked part time. “Tell me about some of the ways you dominate men.” Her voice had been almost a whisper.

	 “You know perfectly well that your mother won’t let me talk about any of that!” Mercy replied.

	“But Aunt Mercy…I’m sixteen years old. I’ve got my driver’s license now, and I’ve never even been to your house. Mom won’t even let me know where it is.”

	 “And there’s a good reason for it Meghan!”

	 “What?”

	 “You know perfectly well that’s not things your mother wants you to know about. And I think she’s right.”

	Meghan sat back frustrated. “It’s not fair!”

	 “Life isn’t fair. Trust me.”

	 “Phooy! Oh! Look,” she exclaimed as she pointed out the plate glass window. “Is that your latest guy?”

	Mercy turned her head and looked. She saw a man who looked…nice. And yes, there was a bow in his hair.”

	Meghan laughed. “I like his bow. I think I’d love to have one just like it.”

	Mercy smiled. “Yeah. It’s not bad at all. Very pretty.” She didn’t say it, but it was also bigger than the ones most of her newcomers wore.

	Outside, Ron smiled at the people coming out of the restaurant, and the few that went in. Fortunately, at nine o’clock, the place wasn’t exactly busy at all. He looked over the people inside that he could see, but none of them looked anything at all like any of the doms he had gone to in the past. Was she even here? He hoped so.

	At nine-fifteen exactly, he went inside and ordered himself and extra-large drink, just like she had stipulated. He carried it toward the back of the restaurant, sat down and started drinking it. He was more than a little aware of the big bow in his hair. It was…embarrassing! Humiliating! And consequently, he was more than a little turned on. 

	As soon as he finished his drink, like he had been instructed, he pulled the straw out of his drink, and he waited. Was she even there? Was he even in the right place? He saw one of the young girls who worked in the restaurant get up from a table with an older women, probably her mother. The girl walked toward the front, but he was surprised to see the woman turn and head directly for him. A moment later she was walking up to his table. This was the dom? And she looked…tall! 

	Mercy sat down across from the man. She took a closer look at the bow in his hair. “I love that bow,” she said. “My niece likes it too. So much in fact, that she’ll probably try to find one just like it.”

	 “She can have this one if she wants,” Ron replied.

	 “No. That one is yours…and I’m afraid I rather like it on you. It…suits you,” Mercy told him.

	Ron felt that delicious surge of humiliation that made his cock twist in his pants.

	 “So,” Mercy said. “Tell me about yourself.”

	 “Um…well…I’ve been doing sessions with dominant women for about…five years now,” he finished. “Mistress Victoria is my latest. I guess she was my latest, since she referred me to you instead.”

	 “Five years,” Mercy said. “So you’ve been at this a while.”

	He nodded. “Yes…Mistress.”

	Mercy smiled. So nice. “So what limits do you have?”

	 “Uh…I don’t like anything that can even possibly get me killed or hurt. I hate stuff like that!”

	 “Good,” Mercy said, waiting for more.

	 “Um…I’m not really sure about any of the rest. I know I don’t exactly enjoy getting whipped. Mistress Victoria was really good about that. She never hit me too much or scarred me. And it was like she did a lot of different things with me, trying to see what things seemed to turn me on the most.”

	Mercy smiled. “Yeah. Vicky is really good about digging down into someone’s real interests. That’s one of the things she the most interested in, seeing what really makes men tick.”

	Ron nodded. “I…liked her. A lot.”

	 “Good! I’m glad to hear it,” Mercy replied, “and I’ll pass that on.” 

	 “Can I ask a question?”

	 “I hope you do! That’s what this meeting is for.”

	 “Mistress Victoria said that you don’t charge money, but you want little favours done instead. What kind of favours?”

	 “I’m so glad you asked. Yes, you’re right, I don’t charge money. I never have, and I don’t intend to in the future. What I do is very different. I try my best to fulfil your needs, while at the same time, I get my needs fulfilled instead.”

	 “Uh…I had a previous Mistress who made me spend a lot of time giving her orgasms…with my tongue. You know?”

	Mercy raised her eyebrows. “That’s one of the things I’ll be interested in from you, but not the only thing.”

	 “Then what? What kind of favours?”

	 “I get my men to do things around my house that I don’t enjoy doing. I get them to clean my house, do my laundry, and I hate cutting my grass! That’s a biggie. You don’t know anything about gardening or lawn care do you?”

	 “I spent five years during high school and the one year of college I attended, working for a landscaping company. And now I work for the city works department. A lot of what I do sometimes is tending to the gardens and the parks around the city.”

	Mercy stared in disbelief. Suddenly her mouth was salivating over this guy. “So…you would know about fertilizing lawns, caring for flower beds, stuff like that?”

	He shrugged. “Sure. All that is easy.”

	Easy! She wanted him, and she wanted him bad! “Tell me,” she said, “are you married? Do you have a girlfriend? Do you live alone?”

	 “No wife or girlfriend,” he admitted. “Um…I’m afraid I’m more interested in…uh…the uh…um…humiliation stuff than in women. And because of it, I’ve got my own house where I live alone.”

	 “Your own house?”

	 “It’s not much. Tiny. But I can…um…do private things inside where nobody will bother me.”

	 “I see,” Mercy replied.

	 “Um…that’s one of the things that worried me tonight,” Ron said. “I’ve got this big bow in my hair…in public!”

	Mercy nodded. “You’ll quickly find that I don’t live in a black hole like so many other dominant women. I do what I like, where I like. Including in public. Don’t worry though. I’ll definitely push your boundaries, but I’ll never let you get arrested…or hurt. I can promise you that. But trust me, I’ll have no problem at all with humiliating the shit out of you, including in public.”

	Just hearing that made Ron’s cock lurch again. “So does that mean you’ll take me on?” he asked.

	Mercy nodded. “Oh yes!” Mercy replied, thinking about the fact that she had originally planned on using him to wash her floors, a job he could do on all fours like a dog. “Not the way I had planned on, but yes, I can definitely use you. And I can guarantee that one of the things you’ll be doing for me is taking care of my landscaping!”

	He shrugged. “Oh, I can do that for sure. I actually love landscaping.”

	 “Good!” Mercy started at him for a moment. She suddenly decided then and there to do something she hadn’t done before on a first meet. “Give me your phone,” she said. “I want to get your phone number, and I’ll put my name into it for you. You and I are going to have a very interesting relationship together…Fido!”

	Once again, Ron’s cock lurched, only this time, it almost hurt!

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – Part 1 of 2

	Michael was going nuts! The darn chastity device she had locked onto him – hurt! It hurt more often than it didn’t. And the fact that he was now wearing panties – at work, only made it worse. Did she have to put a device on him that had those cruel little spikes in it? He had examined the thing and found it on the internet. It wasn’t made for long-term use, but here he was, stuck in it anyway. He hated it, but just as much, there was a lot about this situation that kept him really horny, and that was over and above the fact that he couldn’t masturbate to relieve himself. 

	His phone made a sound signifying a text message had come in. His excitement grew knowing that it was probably his new Mistress. He read the text quickly. Just what he expected. She wanted a picture right away of the panties he was wearing, and then she wanted another one of the panties pulled down just enough to see all of his chastity device. 

	He stopped working on the computer he was repairing and headed straight for the men’s room. One good thing about this job, he pretty much worked alone. The store sold all kinds of computer stuff, but he was their guy to fix things when the customers brought them in to be repaired. Consequently, he was alone quite often, even though there were times when other store workers came in to see him. Once in a while, he even had to go out and do some extra explaining to the customers. That was rare though. But by and large, he was alone in his little workshop, and he liked it that way.

	In the men’s room, he pulled down his pants and snapped a photo of the light green panties he was wearing that day. He had gone to Walmart and purchased a package of panties that were all different pastel colours. It had been a lot easier than trying to buy a bunch of different ones separately. He didn’t think his nerves would have stood for that. Fortunately, Mistress seemed to be pleased. So far. He pulled them down a bit exposing the chastity device that was just then digging extra painfully into the tip of his cock and took another photo. A minute later, the photos were on their way to his Mistress. 

	While he was there, he took the time to sit down on the toilet to pee. That was another little thing he had noticed about the damn chastity device. The way it was built, it was more than a little difficult to get out of his pants so he could stand up to pee. Fortunately, the employee’s men’s room was a one person place. It was just very inconvenient to have to pull his pants down and sit. Not to mention the fact that it was very humiliating too…which all too often made him start to get a little bit hard again…which in turn caused those darn spikes to dig right into the tip of his cock again. Maddening!

	He was back working on the customer’s computer again when his phone dinged another message. Mistress again!

	Good pictures. Are you free tomorrow night?

	She was asking if he wanted another session – in the middle of the week? He typed his reply: Yes, but in the middle of the week?

	Her answer came back: I don’t just work on weekends. I do this seven days a week. Be prepared to meet me any day, any time! Now be here tomorrow night at seven o’clock!

	Tomorrow night. Hopefully she would remove the chastity device she had put on him – that wasn’t supposed to be for long term use. As he typed his reply, he could already feel the delicious inescapable bondage of being locked into one of her metal devices like she had done to him last time: Yes Mistress.

	*****

	Ron Gretch was raking mulch into one of the city’s gardens when his phone signalled a text coming in. He was working, but his mind all morning had been more on that new dom he had met with last night. She had called him Fido. He couldn’t seem to get that out of his mind. He had masturbated three times during the night last night over it. And having to wear that big bow in his hair – in public last night…that had really taken the cake. He still couldn’t believe that he had actually done that. But doing that had also led him to this new Mistress who now sounded very promising. She was certainly unlike any other dom he had ever met…and he had been through a few of them. 

	He fished his phone out of his pocket and his cock lurched immediately. It was from…Mistress: Here Fido. Here boy! Are you there Fido? Reply when you’ve got a few minutes. No hurry. Good doggie!

	Oh God! His stomach felt queasy with anticipation. And all she wanted in return was a little gardening? Something that he absolutely loved doing? 

	 “Problem?”

	He looked up at the guy he was working with just then. “No,” Ron replied. “Just a friend.” He put his phone away. There was still a few hours until lunch. He wasn’t sure if he could do much texting before then. He went back to work, but now all he could think about was getting back to his new – Mistress. Fido! His cock lurched in his pants again.

	*****

	Ben Whitmore got up from his desk and carried his steel coffee mug to the coffee pot. He filled the mug, then went back to his desk. Once again his mind remembered what his neighbour across the street had done to him last Sunday. The nerve! He wasn’t one of her playthings. But she had played with him never the less. And then…she had really played with him. That was another thing he was having trouble getting out of his mind – the intensity of that orgasm had been…incredible! But that woman…the nerve of her! It was wrong!

	He sat at his desk and stared at the latest account problem he was researching. Between his two computer screens, he had about ten different spreadsheets open, as usual. But he wasn’t seeing any of them. His mind was instead focused on the problem of how to get a washer and dryer – before payday. 

	And then there was another little problem he had totally forgot to account for when he had bought the house – he would have to cut the grass. He didn’t have a lawn mower – and his grass already needed trimming. He supposed the lawn mower should really come first. But looking up the price of them on-line had shown him that he really needed to wait and budget for one first. Why was it that moving into a new house had to include so many unexpected things? 

	Things wouldn’t be so bad if he didn’t have to also pay for a lawyer for his divorce. That was an expense he didn’t need either. But the lawyer already had his check, so that money was taken care of. It had simply depleted his savings account more than he would have liked.

	He had a goal and a system. A certain amount went into his savings account every month, and an equal amount went into investments every quarter from his savings account. He had to save money, because it was the right thing to do. If he depleted his savings to buy a washer and dryer, or a lawnmower, he wouldn’t be able to increase his investments, and the bigger problem was, it would drive him crazy knowing that somehow he had lost money instead of gaining it.

	It wasn’t that he didn’t make good money. He knew he had a very good salary. It was one of the reasons why he went into accounting in the first place. That, and the fact that his OCD condition made him love order and perfection in everything, and order and perfection was what accounting was all about. Why couldn’t the rest of the world see the need for order and perfection like he did? As far as he was concerned, it was the rest of the world that was diseased, not him.

	So what was he going to do about getting the things he needed? Once again, his neighbour across the street flashed through his mind…along with the orgasm she had given him before he had left…along with being tied up and forced to walk the way she wanted on her treadmill. He shuddered! The nerve she had! It was unthinkable!

	What was he going to do?

	*****

	Mercy was heading for her locker to get her lunchbox when her phone finally dinged that a message had come in. She pulled the phone from her pocket and smiled. Fido. She quickly scanned the message: I’ve got a little time now Mistress. I just started my lunch hour.

	She typed back. Good doggie. Are you free tonight to meet again?

	The answer came back only moments later: Yes Mistress. I look forward to it.

	She typed: Good doggie. Burger King. 7 pm. Can you make it?

	No problem Mistress.

	Mercy smiled and put her phone away. Now what the heck was she supposed to do with…a dog?

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 5 – Part 2 of 2

	Ron parked his truck outside of Burger King, then patted the big bow in his hair. She had texted that she wanted him to wear it again. He just didn’t have to stand outside showing it off. He was to go inside and look for her…or wait for her. The only problem was, it was earlier this time and the place was packed!

	Trying to muster his courage, he got out of his old pickup and went straight into the restaurant, very aware of all the eyes looking at the big bow in his hair. He looked around. There she was, sitting at the table near the back. He breathed a sigh of relief that she was there already and headed straight for her. “Hello Mistress,” he said softly as he reached the table.

	Mercy smiled at him. “I really do love that bow in your hair.” She noticed what looked like a blush coming over his face.

	 “May I sit?” he asked.

	 “No!” Then she smiled and got up. “Follow me home. We’ll talk there instead of here. I’ve got the red pickup. It’s not far.”

	Ten minutes later, Ron followed her into her driveway and parked behind her. He was already looking around. It looked like a nice neighbourhood. A nice house. The tall hedges were more than a bit overgrown, but the rest of it looked very nice. As he got out of his truck, he saw her big garage door opening. He followed her into what looked like her workshop. Inside, he was surprised to see a lot of tools for metal working. And was that a forge for heating metal over there in the corner? Heavy duty stuff! 

	Mercy noticed him looking around. “You like my workshop?”

	 “You work with metal,” Ron noted.

	 “It’s kind of my passion. One of them,” Mercy replied.

	Ron nodded. “Impressive.”

	 “Thank you,” Mercy replied. “We’ll look at more of my things later, but before we go play, I’d like you to walk around the yard and tell me what you think.”

	He remembered that she had said she was very interested in his gardening abilities. Did she want him to do some of it tonight? Instead of asking, he walked out of her garage to have a closer look at things. She followed right with him. “The first think I noticed,” he said, “is your hedges. “They’re really tall and overgrown. I’m sure they’re for privacy, but they could really use a good trimming and shaping.”

	 “They’re not mine,” Mercy told him. “They were put in by my neighbours…who aren’t too fond of me I’m afraid. “First one neighbour planted the hedges, then a week later, my neighbour on the other side planted the same thing. Over time, they’ve grown…a lot.”

	He nodded, and he could believe that her neighbours might not like some of what she did. “You can’t trim them?” he asked. “At least on your side?”

	She thought about it. “I guess. I don’t see why not.”

	 “That’s one thing that I recommend doing first,” he replied.

	 “I’ll get a hedge trimmer,” she said. 

	 “You don’t have one?”

	 “Not yet.”

	He nodded and headed toward the front of the porch where there were flower beds planted in front of her porch. “The beds need mulching!” he pointed out. “Weeding too. And if you like, I can put in some more colourful plants for you. Some of these are from last year and should be gotten rid of.”

	 “Okay,” Mercy replied. “New plants. Anything else?”

	He looked around. “No. To be honest, everything really looks very nice. I noticed that as soon as I pulled in.”

	 “Thank you,” Mercy replied with a smile. “Keeping it that way is going to be your job from now on. I’ll buy anything you need, but you’re going to be doing the work.”

	Ron shrugged. “I think I told you, I love doing this kind of thing.”

	 “You did. That’s one of the reasons I’m moving a bit faster with you.”

	 “So next weekend you want me to work on the hedges? Will you do your first session with me then?”

	Mercy chuckled. “No Fido. Your first session with me is tonight! And I don’t do ‘sessions.’ I don’t work on just weekends. I do this every day, anytime, anywhere. So be prepared for me to call you and be available to come on a moment’s notice. I also have other people that I work with, and you better get used to the fact that you’re going to be seen, in whatever humiliating circumstances I decide to put you in. And of course, you’ll see what I do with them as well.”

	Ron was shocked. “You mean, you don’t work with everyone, one at a time?”

	 “No. Not even close. When I call, you come. And trust me, it’s going to be frequent. Are you still interested?”

	He thought about it. “You said yesterday that you’ll never let me get hurt or arrested. But you also said that you might also sometimes do things in public.”

	 “That’s right,” she replied. “As much as it may seem like it sometimes, I’ll never let you get hurt. I may spank you until you’re in some major pain, I may do other things to you that will be even more painful, but I will never seriously hurt you. And as to doing things in public, that much I can guarantee will happen. So you better get used to that fact.”

	 “What kind of things?”

	 “Who knows? Whatever I decide at the time. It will always be up to my whims…and not yours!”

	He looked at her for a moment while he considered things. 

	 “So what will it be…Fido?”

	Again his cock lurched. He really loved being dominated. And this woman, as strange as she seemed, appeared to be very capable. “And you don’t charge anything but me doing things for you,” he said, more than asked.

	 “Yes. But…since I don’t charge anything, don’t be surprised if I ask you to buy something for yourself that I want you to. It will never be anything too expensive. I can promise you that too.”

	He nodded. “It all sounds too good to be true.”

	 “And for me, so is the fact that you do landscaping. So what will it be?”

	Ron took a leap of faith. “I’ll do it,” he told her.

	 “Good!” Mercy replied happily. “Now there’s one thing we’re going to get straight, right from the start. From now on, your name is Fido, and nothing else. Whenever you’re around me, the only thing I’m ever going to call you, is Fido…like a dog! That’s what your last mistress told me she discovered that you seem like the most, so for now, that’s what I’m going to go with. But treating you like a dog won’t be the only thing I put you through, not by a long shot. I have many other things that interest me far more than pet play. In fact, pet play for me is way down on that list. But I will try to fulfil any of what I think your needs are as well. Understand?”

	 “Yes Mistress,” Ron replied.

	 “Now what’s your name?”

	 “Fido.”

	 “That’s right. And no matter where we are, the only thing you will ever refer to me as, is Mistress, and nothing else. Understand?”

	 “Yes Mistress.”

	 “Good, now tell me something. Why are you wearing clothes?”

	 “Um…because we’re standing here out front talking about your yard.”

	She shook her head. “We were talking about the yard. Dogs don’t wear clothes. Get naked, now! Put all your clothes in your truck. Leave that bow in your hair though. I like it.”

	 “Here? In front of your house?”

	 “You’re a dog. What say do you have? Get used to it…Fido!”

	Ron was shocked…but at the same time, his cock was suddenly going crazy. He ran to his truck where he got totally undressed. Feeling afraid and self-conscious, he hid himself between the vehicles when he was done.

	 “What are you doing there, Fido?” she asked. “Get over here!”

	Fido didn’t know if he was very turned on, or even more afraid. Slowly and cautiously, he managed to get out from between the parked pickup trucks. 

	 “Fido!” she said sternly. “Since when does a dog walk on two legs? How does a dog move around?”

	Fido immediately got down on all fours. 

	 “Better. Now come. Here boy. Here.”

	On all fours, Fido’s cock lurched again. She was treating him like a dog. Like a damn stupid dog. And she was doing it right here on the front lawn of her house, where anyone could see him. He was acting like a dog – in public! He crawled right up to her.

	 “Sit!”

	He sat like a dog.

	 “Good boy,” she praised as she pet his head.

	Fido was going crazy. She was doing this to him – right here on her front lawn!

	 “Now come Fido. Come,” she urged as she walked toward her garage.

	Fido gladly followed her since she seemed to be heading into her house. But she didn’t go into the garage, she opened the gate in the tall fence instead. She led him through to her backyard, and closed the gate behind them. Fido was relieved to be out of the public eye. And her wooden privacy fence was a lot bigger than his was. 

	 “This is my backyard Fido,” she said as she walked around from the side into the backyard. “Look around. What do you think about things here?”

	Fido looked around. He saw the nice patio with the chairs on it. He saw the flower beds planted along the edge of it. He saw the shed in the back corner. And he saw a few trees scattered around. He crawled over to where he could see the flower gardens better. From his knees, he could see the dirt around the plants much better. “Like the front,” he replied, “I think your gardens could use some sprucing up. I like your fence,” he added. “It’s even bigger than mine.”

	 “You have a privacy fence?” she asked.

	 “It came with my house when I got it,” he told her.

	Mercy knew that at some point in the near future, she would be taking a look at where he lived. She actually did that with all the men she worked with. They all soon found out that when she was involved, their humiliation could become a constant thing they would have to live with.

	 “This way Fido,” Mercy said as she turned and headed back to the gate. She led the human dog through her garage, then into her house.

	Fido found himself in her kitchen. From his knees, he couldn’t see that much, but from what he saw, it looked nice. But then he got to her living room and he stopped and stared. He felt like he was in a forest of metal sculptures. Except he could already see that everything in the room would be used for bondage of some sort. He saw round cuffs of all sizes attached to things everywhere! Along two of the walls, he saw four different waist high metal tool chests. He knew from experience that each of those things cost a fortune. What kind of tools did she keep in them? And there were four! 

	 “Look around Fido,” she said. “In fact, feel free to look through the whole house if you like. I’ll be right back.”

	He watched as she went back out through the kitchen, then back to her workshop. Fido looked around. He crawled closer to some of her things, but he didn’t get far before she was back…with a wooden dowel in her hand. 

	 “Here Fido,” Mercy said. “Come boy!” She led the way to her back door, then back outside to her back patio, Fido following as fast as he could. “Fetch boy,” she said as she threw the stick out into her lawn from the patio.

	Fido was in heaven…with humiliation. She was doing it. She was treating him like a dog again. Why did he find it so humiliating? Why did he love this so much? He didn’t have time to think about things that much. He reached the stick, and like a dog, he picked it up with his mouth. Fortunately, the dowel was about one inch thick so he had no problem. He crawled back to her with the stick in his mouth and let her take it from him.

	 “Good boy,” she praised as she pet his head again.

	Why, oh why, did he like this sick behaviour so much? But as soon as she threw the stick again, he couldn’t wait to chase it.

	Mercy played with the “dog” for a while. The jerk really did seem to get off on it. There was no doubting his erection bouncing all around with every movement he made. And it didn’t take long before she saw pre-cum dripping from it. When she got bored throwing the stick for him, she knelt down on the grass next to him and pet his head and back for a few minutes. “Good dog,” she said over and over again. “Good boy.”

	Fido was going crazy. He didn’t care why he loved being treated like this so much. It was totally demeaning. It was total humiliation. And he was practically ready to cum at any moment. In fact, he had no doubt that if she kept petting his head and talking to him like that, he would cum…without even touching his cock. And then she did something that drove him even crazier.

	Mercy put her arm over his back, and reached all the way down to his erect cock. Right there on the grass, she started massaging it. “Bark!” she ordered.

	Fido barked. Oh God. Now she had him barking like a dog. And he wasn’t inside doing it, he was outside. Fortunately, behind her tall privacy fence. 

	 “Speak!” Mercy ordered. 

	Fido barked again, more interested now in what her hand was doing to his penis than anything else.

	 “Speak!” Mercy ordered again.

	Fido barked, and with it, he felt himself cumming. It was one wildly intense orgasm.

	Mercy kept massaging his cock until he was completely spent. “Good boy,” she praised. “Good boy.” She pushed him backwards a bit then pointed her finger down at the grass in front of him where his cum had landed. “Sniff it Fido,” she said to him. “Put your nose right down there and take a good sniff.”

	Fido lowered his head closer to the grass and sniffed around a bit. 

	 “Now lick it up!” Mercy said sternly. “Lick it all up!” She pushed his head right down into it and held it there until she saw his tongue finally going to work.

	Fido couldn’t believe what he was doing. He was licking up his own cum, from the grass! Like a damn dog! He had just had one of the most mind-blowing orgasms of his life, and he felt the sexual thrill in him once again.

	 “Good boy,” Mercy praised him one more time as she pet his head. She stood up. “Back in the house now boy. Let’s go.”

	Fido followed her back into her house, where her forest of metal greeted him. Mercy sat in one of her kitchen chairs and pointed at the floor in front of her. “Sit!” She waited until the human dog was sitting in front of her. “Did you enjoy that Fido? Did you have a good time? You may speak like a human and tell me.”

	 “Yes Mistress,” Fido admitted quickly. “I enjoyed that a lot. I don’t know why I get so excited about being treated like a dog. It’s so…sick. But I can’t seem to help the fact that it turns me on so much. And it’s something I never even considered until Mistress Victoria tried it with me the last two times I met with her.”

	Mercy nodded. “Don’t worry about figuring out why. Why do some people like the colour blue over the colour green? Why do some people like some movies and don’t like others. It’s just something that you enjoy, so enjoy it. I love humiliating men. I love emasculating men. I love working with metal. I love doing those things, so I do them. I don’t bother asking why. If you like being treated like a dog, then don’t worry about it. Just enjoy yourself.”

	 “Thank you Mistress for being so understanding.”

	 “No problem…Fido.”

	She smiled. “Now I want to get a few other things straight. I told you earlier that there could be some things I want you to buy for yourself. And now that we’ve played a bit tonight, I have a couple of things I want you to buy.”

	 “What Mistress?” Fido asked nervously.

	 “First, a dog toy. Find yourself one that you think you’d like to play with.”

	Once again Fido could feel his sexual need growing. “Yes Mistress,” he said enthusiastically.

	 “Now,” she said. “What are you doing Thursday evening? There are some other things we need to buy for you and I want to be there to pick them out myself.”

	 “Um…I’m not doing anything Mistress,” Fido replied. She was going to have another session with him so soon? Hooray!

	 “Good. I’ll text you Thursday and we’ll do a bit of shopping together.” She looked at him for a moment before continuing. “Now, one last thing. All my men wear a chastity device.”

	Fido’s face fell. “Um…I’m not sure if I can afford one,” he said, not sure at all if he was willing to even wear one of those things. He wouldn’t be able to play with himself at home.

	 “Don’t worry about that, I’ve got a nice collection of them. You see more now about how I work. Will you accept the chastity device, or go back and find another Mistress?”

	Things had been going so good! And now she had to go and ask him that? But he quickly thought about what a good time he had just had. “Um…I’ll try the chastity device Mistress.”

	Mercy smiled. “Good!” She went to one of her tool boxes, and looked through her collection. Fido wasn’t that big, but he wasn’t a little runt like the twerp was. She selected one that was reported to be a very comfortable one and was meant to be worn for long periods of time.

	Fido hated it, but he knelt there and watched while she put the chastity device on him…and locked it. When she was done, he reached down and pulled. It was tight. It wasn’t going to come off easily. 

	 “Till Thursday now,” Mercy said as she stood up. Crawl out to your truck, and you can drive home naked, with just that pretty bow in your hair. 

	Drive home naked? But under her stern gaze, he crawled into her workshop garage, then out to his truck. He got into his truck as fast as possible. She was standing there watching him, making sure he wasn’t getting dressed before he left. He backed out of the driveway and headed home, his mind fully occupied by the evening he had just had…and the promise of what would come in the future. As weird and sick as it all sounded, he couldn’t help himself. He wanted more. And he couldn’t wait.

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – Part 1 of 2

	“Goodnight Jonesy,” Mercy said as she pulled her lunchbox from her locker and closed it. 

	 “‘Night Mercy,” Jonesy replied. He watched her starting to walk away. “Hey Merce!” he called, stopping her. 

	Mercy turned. “Yeah?”

	Jonesy walked over to her. “Are you sure you don’t want to do night shift?”

	 “You know I won’t.”

	Jonesy shook his head. “Look, you know Allen, the night shift supervisor? He’s going to be out for about two weeks, and management asked me for someone who might be capable of being shift supervisor while he’s out. You’re at the top of my list, but you don’t like night shift.”

	Mercy felt honoured…and slighted at the same time. “I’m at the top of your list? What about Harvey?” she replied confrontationally. “He got a raise and a promotion last week. I got nothing! I can outdo him at everything in this plant, but he gets the reward and I get the short end of the stick – because I’m a woman! Why don’t you put Harvey up for the job instead?”

	Jonesy was perturbed. “First of all,” he said, “Harvey got the raise because he went over ten years. Automatic. At ten years, everybody gets a raise. And there was no promotion! Have you seen him do one thing that might look like he got promoted? No! And I know you’re better at everything we do than he is. That’s why I asked you to do this tonight. But now, whether you want to do it or not, forget it!” With that, he walked away.

	Mercy was shocked. Harvey had just mouthed off, and now it had gotten her into hot water with Jonesy. Not good. Well, she didn’t want anything to do with night shift anyway. It got in the way of all her fun. But the next time she saw Harvey, she was going to pound him a new ass hole!

	As she got into her truck to head home, she purposely turned her thoughts to more pleasant things. She was going shopping tonight – with the twerp. She was very much looking forward to that. It would be the first trip out for him, and the little shit was in for a few surprises. She had texted him some instructions earlier. Now he was going to get a little taste of some of the other fun she enjoyed having with her men.

	*****

	Owwww! Michael’s cock was in some serious pain. The tip of it anyway. He grabbed at his crotch, but that did nothing to ease the pain. Those tiny sharp spikes in the tip of the chastity device were torturing him worse than ever. 

	He looked up into the mirror again at the big bow he had just put into his hair. His thoughts went back to high school where all the girls used to tease him for being so small. It wasn’t his fault that he wasn’t as big as most other guys. His parents were both short.

	He checked his watch. Six-thirty. She had asked in a text if he thought he could find her house by himself. He had said he could, but he wasn’t really sure. He decided to give himself a few extra minutes in case he had trouble. Feeling the annoying burn from the chastity device in the tip of his cock, he went out to his car and headed to see…his Mistress.

	He still couldn’t believe he had gotten lucky enough to find someone like her. He was just surprised that she wasn’t anything like any Mistress he had seen on the internet at all. She was big, and she didn’t seem to dress or act sexy in any way. But still…he had loved being locked into one of her metal devices last week. That had been a thrill – right out of the internet. He hadn’t enjoyed her spanking machine at all – or the fact that he was just now getting comfortable sitting down, but that had been something right out of his internet fantasies too. The only thing that he had really hated, was the diapers. That had been…demeaning. Not much fun. He’d had a real problem with the diapers. He hoped he wouldn’t have to go through that again!

	And now tonight, they were going shopping. He couldn’t imagine how that was going to be. What were they going to buy? He hoped it wouldn’t be too humiliating. He had enough trouble just buying the panties and the bows for his hair. And now she had demanded that he had to wear the big hair bow again. He really, really hoped she wouldn’t make him keep it in his hair while they were out in public. She wouldn’t do that, would she? It was at the top of his worry list.

	He drove past Burger King. Now which road did she turn off on? That one! He was sure of it. There weren’t a lot of turns, but there were a few. And then…there were the big hedges that bordered her front yard. He had found it! He checked his watch. Six-forty-five. Only fifteen minutes. Her nice red pickup truck was in the driveway. He was early. Should he knock? Or wait? He got out of his car, very aware that his hair bow could be seen by anyone driving past. He walked up to her front door and rang the doorbell. And nobody answered. He rang it again. When nobody answered again, he went back to his car to sit and wait. Why wouldn’t she answer the door?

	*****

	 “Shit!” Mercy heard the doorbell but she was still in the shower cleaning herself up after work. And she hadn’t even worked out. The little twerp was probably early. Well, she liked that, but she wasn’t ready yet. He was just going to have to wait. Once she had dried off, she walked naked out to her living room where she peeked out through the curtain. Yeah, the little shit’s car was in the driveway. She grabbed her cell phone and sent him a text, then she went out to hit the button to raise her garage door.

	*****

	Michael quickly checked his phone when the text message came in. 

	Just got home from work and not dressed yet. Come in through the garage. Close the garage door. Hook yourself up as best you can to anything in the living room that interests you. When I come out you better be stuck. 

	Michael’s stomach lurched when he read the text. She just got home from work. But the part that really surprised him was her telling him to hook himself up to one of her devices. With the darn chastity device causing him some major pain, he got out of the car as the garage door started opening. He went in through her workshop, past her things, and into the kitchen, stopping to hit the switch for the garage door on the way past. He got to the living room, stopped and stared. He was faced with a forest of weird contraptions. Where should he start?

	He wandered into the middle of her devices, trying his best to visualize the way each one worked. He finally spotted one that looked like he could sit down on it. There was a hole in the middle of the seat, but it didn’t look like anything was attached to that hole. Below the seat, spread wide apart, were two cuffs, obviously one for each ankle. A square central pole with holes all up and down its length, sticking straight up, served as the back. There were smaller cuffs on each side of the pole raised up high that he was sure were meant for someone’s wrists. 

	He pulled open the wrist cuff closest to him to examine it further. Last week, she had just closed those cuffs and they had locked. She hadn’t seemed to need a key to open them either. Closer examination now showed him that when each cuff closed, it overlapped and interlocked with the other half. There was a small lip you could grab with your fingers to pry it open. Whoever was locked in it though, wouldn’t be able to reach it. Just to try it, he stuck his left wrist into the cuff and closed it. He had to push really hard to get the thing to lock. Then he tried to pry it open. Except he couldn’t. He tried pulling harder, but he couldn’t get the thing to budge. He had a moment of panic realizing that he couldn’t get out of the thing. He had planned on sitting on the seat, but now he couldn’t. He had locked his left wrist into the cuff where the right wrist was supposed to go, so he couldn’t sit down on the seat. He tried to open the cuff again, but no matter how hard he pulled up on it, the cuff wouldn’t budge. 

	 “You’re supposed to sit down on that thing and put both hands up above you,” Mercy said as she walked out into the living room.

	 “I was just trying to see how it worked,” he said, “but I can’t get it open.”

	Mercy walked over, and with practiced ease, pulled the steel band apart, letting it open. “You need a bit more strength in your hands,” she told him. “We can explore this thing another time if it interests you that much.”

	Michael said nothing. He wasn’t sure or not if he wanted to “explore” that device, even though a major part of him really did.

	 “Ready?” Mercy asked as she headed for her garage. 

	 “Can I take this bow out of my hair now?” Michael asked.

	Mercy stopped and looked at him. “Did I not explain that? No, I guess I didn’t. No, you cannot take it out, because I require all my men to wear a hair bow everywhere we go together. Always!”

	 “Always?” he asked, totally shocked.

	 “Always! Get used to it.”

	She could see the little squirt already shaking in his shoes. Good! “Feeling a little less masculine yet?” she asked teasingly.

	Michael didn’t answer.

	*****

	They took her truck. “Where are we going Michael asked, now more nervous than ever since he couldn’t take the bow out of his hair.

	 “I require all my men to have a nice pair of shoes,” Mercy replied.

	 “Oh. I’ve got nice shoes.”

	 “Not like that.”

	 “Then what? You haven’t even seen my good shoes yet.”

	 “We’ll see when I pick them out.”

	Okay. It didn’t sound that bad. He could see a woman wanting whoever they were out with to have decent shoes. It was the hair bow thing he was having trouble grasping. It was…humiliating. Demeaning. And just plain scary! Did it make him feel any less masculine? Because of his size and the way everyone had always picked on him, he had never felt that masculine to begin with. But there was no doubt, the hair bow made him feel a whole lot worse.

	Mercy took him to one of her favourite shoe stores – not for herself. She didn’t own that many pairs of shoes. In fact, she had very few women’s shoes at all. Most of the time she wore work boots. Men’s work boots. But even the few feminine pairs of shoes that she owned were all mostly the same – flats! There wasn’t a pair of heels in her closet, and she saw no reason to change that. As she had said many times, if the men thought they were sexy, then let the men wear them. Let them have all the pain. And that was exactly what she was doing there today with the squirt – getting him some heels!

	Once she had parked, she got out of her truck. She had to wait and give a rather stern look at the twerp before he reluctantly climbed down. She waited until he was next to her before she headed for the front door. As they walked, she was more aware than ever of how short he was. “You really are small, aren’t you?” she said.

	 “My mother and father are short,” he replied. “So I guess I didn’t grow that much either.”

	 “And of course, that’s why all the girls picked on you in school.”

	 “Yeah. Kind of.”

	 “Just how tall are you?” she asked.

	 “Five foot one,” he replied. 

	Mercy felt dizzy for a moment. She couldn’t imagine being that short. Next to her five-foot eleven height, he was like a little kid! She opened the door for him and pushed him through ahead of her. “This way,” she said when he stopped short just inside. “She led the way to the women’s side of the store. 

	Michael was overly embarrassed the moment he walked in due to the big bow on his head. But now she wasn’t heading for the men’s shoes at all, she was heading for the women’s side! He nearly fainted! “What are you doing?” he asked.

	 “Finding you some new shoes. This way twerp.”

	Did she have to call him twerp? He hated that. Of course, the demeaning way she always said it did have kind of its own thrill too. He’d just never admit that. He would admit in a heartbeat however, that his damn chastity device was causing him a boatload of pain just then! It was all he could do to keep walking upright as she put her hand on his back and pushed him where she wanted him to go.

	The only time in her life that Mercy had gone to the aisles in that particular shoe store that contained shoes that would be as small as she figured he would need, was when she had bought some for both of her nieces. And that had been a few years ago now – for both of them. There was a small bench at the beginning of the aisle. “Sit down and take your shoes off,” she said. “Your socks too.”

	Michael stood there staring nervously at the row of shoes ahead of him. Women’s shoes. “You want me to buy women’s shoes?”

	 “I would think that much is obvious,” Mercy replied.

	Michael looked at the shoes, then turned his head to see all the women in the store, most of whom seemed to be looking right at him.

	 “What’s your problem? Sit!” Mercy ordered as she pointed at the bench.

	Michael stared at the row of shoes again, the sickening butterflies in his stomach growing worse. “Are you wanting me to wear…women’s shoes? In public?”

	 “That’s the general idea. Now sit!”

	Again he stared at the row of shoes. His stomach suddenly felt sick. Unconsciously, he took a step back. “I…don’t think I can.”

	 “What?” Mercy knew they were now causing more of a scene than she had planned on. She had been looking forward to bringing a lot of attention to this wimp of a man she was going to put into heels, but she hadn’t planned on him balking at it like this. Especially him! “You…mister no limits about anything…can’t bring yourself to do this? Something easy? Something that won’t hurt you at all?”

	Michael backed up another step. “I…I…can’t,” he managed to get out. The moment he said it, his knees nearly gave out under the angry look she gave him.

	Mercy stared daggers at him. The nerve! Well, he was about to learn a big lesson. She turned and saw all the women in the store looking at them. “Excuse us everyone,” she said rather pleasantly. Then she turned and grabbed the wimp by the hand and dragged him right out of the store. She could feel him trying to get his hand free as he fought against her, but again, it was like a little kid trying to fight an adult. Who did this wimp think he was? She dragged him right up to her pickup truck.

	Michael tried and tried to pull his hand loose and stop her from dragging him, but the grip of her hand was as strong as the steel on those bondage devices that filled her living room. No matter how hard he pulled, she dragged him forward – all the way to her truck. But instead of getting into the truck, she suddenly dropped to her knees between her truck and the car next to it. A second later, Michael felt himself being pulled and picked up…to land on his stomach, right on top of her bent knees. And then he felt the blow to his backside. And it was hard. And it hurt! He struggled, but she quickly captured both of his arms, holding them together behind his back. She held his hands with one hand, and then started spanking him with her other. He squirmed, he kicked, he pulled, all to no avail. “Ow! Ow! Ow!” he cried. His backside had just started to feel normal after her spanking machine last weekend, and now she was blistering it again – with her hand. And her hand hit a whole lot harder!

	 “You’re like a spoiled little brat!” Mercy said as she pounded his ass. “You think you want something, but when you’re faced with the reality of it, you want to back out. Well you’re going to learn that when you signed up for my parade, you don’t get out of things that easy. I took you on because you’re young and green – and stupid! No limits. No limits my ass! I took you on to show you some limits – whether you like it or nor. And like it or not, you’re stuck on my train now and you’re going for a ride to wherever I decide I want to take you. And there’s nothing you’re going to be able to do about it! No limits! Ha! If you think you’ve got a limit about this, then think again. This…this is nothing!”

	She pounded away at him. Blistering his ass hard. Teaching him a lesson. In moments, he was crying like a little child in her hands. Geez! What a wimp! “Are you going to give me any more trouble?” she asked as she continued to pound away at him.

	 “No! No!” he cried in terror and pain. “Stop!”

	But she didn’t stop. “Are you going to do whatever I tell you, no matter what it is? No matter where I want you to do it?”

	 “Yes!” he cried again. “Please stop!”

	His silly blubbering pleased something inside of her very much. So did beating up on him. It had just been way too easy for her. She would have gotten much more satisfaction over beating up more of a real man. She gave him two more extra-hard swats with her hand, then pushed him off her and stood up. He laid there on the pavement, half under her truck. His hands went to his backside, rubbing for a moment, but they didn’t stay there long. His face was a mess from his crying which he was still trying to stop. All in all, it was one of the more pleasing sights she had seen all week. And darn it if he didn’t look just like a little kid more than ever as he laid there crying. Especially with that bow in his hair.

	 “Now I expect you to behave,” she said. “You were the one who went looking for someone to dominate you. You were the one who wanted me to put you through the wringer. You knew from my posts on the internet that I like to take men and emasculate them as much as possible. Why would you think you’re any different? I decided the first time we met that you needed an education, and I decided to give you that education, whether you like it or not. And I’m not going to back down!

	Now get up from there and let’s go. We’re going to take that ridiculous amount of masculinity that you seem to hold so precious, and reduce it! And the first sign of trouble from you, and I’ll take you straight back to my house – forcibly – and you’ll spend the rest of the night in nothing but agony and misery.” She smiled. “And the truth is, I’d rather enjoy that. Now get up!”

	Michael was having trouble stopping his crying…mostly because he was scared to death – of her! His backside hurt too – a lot! She wasn’t going to let him back out? That thought alone scared him more than he wanted to admit. He had gone looking for hard domination like he had read about on the internet. And now that he had it, he didn’t think he wanted it. And she wasn’t going to let him go.

	 “I said get up! Or after we get you some new shoes, we’ll stop and get you a pretty dress to wear whenever we go into the stores too! Would you like that? A pretty little dress to wear with your new pretty shoes?”

	Michael forced himself to his feet. He was still crying some. He wiped his eyes with his hands…just before she grabbed him and turned him around.

	Mercy removed the bow from his hair. She ran her fingers through the top of his longish hair, combing the hair straight back. She clipped the bow into the top of his hair again keeping his hair pulled back that way. She grabbed his hand like a child. “Now let’s go.”

	He went where she pulled without any trouble, but it wasn’t willingly.

	 

	 

	Chapter 6 – Part 2 of 2

	Continuing to hold his hand, Mercy led him right back into the shoe store and straight over to the bench she had told him to sit on earlier. As far as she could see, everyone in the store, who at that time appeared to be all women, were watching more closely than they had before. She ignored them. “Now get those shoes and socks off,” she said to the still semi-blubbering wretch.

	 “Is there a problem here?” one of the saleswomen asked.

	Mercy looked at the twerp. “Do you have a problem anymore?”

	Michael looked up at her, wanting to burst into tears again. “N…n…no.”

	 “Good! See,” she said to the saleswoman. “No problems…except that he needs some new shoes.”

	The saleswoman backed off, but not far. She continued to watch them…just as did most of the other customers in the store. Actually, she had seen Mercy with men in the store before, just not for some time now. And every last one of those men had left wearing women’s high heels.

	Michael’s hands shook as he leaned down to untie his sneakers. He was not feeling good about this. All his mind could think about was all the teasing he had gotten growing up, usually teasing suggesting that maybe he was really a girl instead of a boy since he was so small. And all too often, they suggested he was really something worse. How was he going to live with himself for doing this? But it seemed there was no way out of it. He had gone looking for some hard-core fun. And he had found…embarrassing trouble instead.

	Mercy wandered down the aisle of shoes. What to get him? The little twerp was so short that a decent pair of heels could only help that. Wasn’t that why a lot of women wore heels? But the heels were only one requirement of the shoes. They also had to strap onto the foot. She didn’t want them falling during any strenuous activity. She also didn’t want her men to be able to kick them off at all. If she wanted them to be uncomfortable, then they weren’t going to have the option of kicking off their heels.

	There weren’t that many pairs of heels at all on that row of shoes, but she did find some. She settled on a brown pair with three-inch heels and two crossing ankle straps. She brought them back to him and set them on the floor in front of him. The twerp looked miserable and afraid. Good! He better! She’d beat him raw if he gave her any more trouble.

	Michael wanted to die. It was as if his worst nightmares were coming true. Too afraid of her to resist, he reached down, grabbed the left high heel from the box, and stuck his foot into it. He had to struggle a bit to get it on. Then he had to figure out how to buckle the thing. But in due course, the shoe was attached firmly to his foot. Two minutes later, he was wearing both shoes.

	 “Stand up and let me see,” Mercy told him…more than aware that everyone in the store was watching him…watching them.

	Michael stood up carefully. It wasn’t that difficult.

	 “Walk around a bit. Let me see.”

	Walk? Just standing in the things felt really weird, like he was standing on his toes. He stepped forward, feeling how quickly the heel hit the ground. He rocked forward onto his toe and brought his other foot forward. Left foot, then right foot. Around in a slow small circle. He quickly figured out that he had to place his feet carefully and be careful not to turn his foot to the side or he’d sprain an ankle.

	Mercy stood back and watched, looking at more than just his feet. Hmm! The heels didn’t look that bad. In fact, in a way, they would be perfect for her purposes. The problem was though, that there was just something that didn’t look right about them on him. She motioned him to walk around in a circle again. The little twerp looked ridiculous. His face was red from crying. His eyes were still moist. The bow pulling his hair back made him look more like a kid than ever. More like a little girl. And then it dawned on her. Maybe that was what the problem was. He looked more like a kid than an adult, and therefore, the heels, as nice as they were, didn’t seem right.

	So what the hell should she do? Buy the heels or try a different pair? She finally shook her head. “Sit!” she ordered. “Take them off.”

	Michael was very glad to do that. He sat and quickly glanced up and around, then just as quickly he looked down at his feet again. Everybody was watching him! He was glad to get the heels off his feet. He bent and stretched his toes. He would have put his own shoes on again, but Mistress was once again searching the row of shoes.

	Mercy wandered slowly down the aisle looking for possibilities for the twerp. Because of the in-between size, she realized that the aisle contained a mixture of women’s and girl’s shoes. But there appeared to be more shoes for girls than women. Maybe that’s what she needed – not heels. Scratch that. Maybe that’s what he needed. Little girl shoes! Somehow that concept seemed a lot more fitting. She stopped looking at the more mature styles for women and started concentrating on the styles meant more for girls.

	So what would be a good pair for him? She pulled out a pair of black t-strap shoes. Almost no heel at all. And then her eye caught sight of the exact same shoes, only in a bright silvery pattern. Cool! And pretty too. She compared the two colours closely. The black would be more like most girls would wear for anything, including school and play, but many girls would just as easily prefer the brighter silvery colour. The silver would also stand out a lot more. But looking at the silvery ones, she was afraid of how well they would stand up to some of the punishment she had a feeling the shoes would take. They certainly wouldn’t look that pretty for long. The plain black leather would stand up to the things she knew they would be going through much better. 

	With a small sigh of regret, she chose a pair of the black t-straps and carried them up to him. “Try these,” she said as she handed him the box.

	Michael looked at the shoes in the box, and his stomach gave another lurch. He looked up at her with pleading eyes. “These aren’t women’s shoes,” he said. “They look like shoes for a girl.”

	Mercy smiled. “That’s right. You should be happy about that.”

	 “No…I…” But he couldn’t tell anyone what his problem was with that. It was bad enough she was making him buy women’s shoes to wear, but to reduce him further from and adult to a child, that was simply much worse. Again, his mind went back to all the teasing he had gotten in school.

	 “What’s your problem?” Mercy asked sternly. 

	But he couldn’t tell her. “N…no problem,” he muttered, unable to look at her.

	 “Then put them on!”

	He pulled the shoes from the box and strapped them onto his feet. Not only didn’t they have a high heel, the wafer-thin heel they did have was less than the heels on any pair of men’s shoes he had ever seen. The shoes felt strange on his feet in an entirely different way than the high heels had felt. They were more comfortable, but they still felt odd and strange at the same time. 

	 “Stand up and walk around,” Mercy ordered.

	He stood. Slowly he walked around in a circle, once again aware of all the women in the store watching him. He was so embarrassed!

	Mercy watched him walking around and around. She moved back a bit to look at him better. Yes, the shoes did seem to suit him much better. In fact, they looked very nice on him…and dare she say it, with that bow in his longish hair, they looked almost normal on him. Too normal. She liked them better on him than the high heels, but at the same time, the shoes didn’t stand out like the high heels would.

	So what should she do? What pair should she make him buy? She didn’t want to make the little jerk pay too much. Would two pairs of shoes be too much? She looked around and had no trouble at all finding the saleswoman. “Is there a sale on by any chance?” she asked.

	The saleswoman was surprised by the question. “We’ve almost always got sales running.”

	 “How about for the shoes he has on, plus the brown heels?”

	 “A lot of the shoes in the store are marked down right now,” she told Mercy. “But let me check for you.” She went over and grabbed both shoe boxes and carried them to the front counter and scanned them. “You’re in luck,” she said with a smile as she saw the results. They’re both forty percent off right now.”

	It took no time for Mercy to make up her mind. “You lucked out twerp. Two for nearly the price of one. I want you to buy them both.”

	Still wearing the black t-straps, Michael reluctantly went up to the counter and paid for both pairs of shoes. “Can I change into my shoes now?” Michael asked once he had put his wallet away.

	 “Those are your shoes now,” Mercy replied. “But…yes, I do want you to change shoes before we leave.”

	Michael breathed a sigh of relief. He headed straight toward the bench where he had left his sneakers. By the time he sat down, Mercy was right there in front of him, handing him the box of brown heels. “Put these on instead!” she ordered.

	 “Those?” he said, totally shocked. “You want me to wear them…now?”

	 “I really am going to hurt you when we get home,” Mercy replied angrily. “And maybe we should stop and pick up a pretty dress for you to wear before we go home too.”

	Michael’s stomach gave another lurch. “No!” he cried quickly.

	 “Then put those heels on and let’s go!”

	Was there a time? Was there even a moment? Michael wondered about that as they walked out of the store together. He was carrying a large bag containing two boxes of shoes. One box held the pair of little girl shoes he had just been forced to buy, the other box contained his old sneakers. The high heels on his feet were very difficult to walk in as he tried his best to keep up with her. But all he could really think about as they headed for her pickup truck, was…was there ever even a single moment, when all those women in the store, hadn’t been watching him? They had all seen him trying on and wearing high heels. They had all seen him trying on and wearing the even more embarrassing little girl shoes. And now, they had all seen him leaving – wearing women’s high heels. Embarrassing. Totally, completely, embarrassing.

	Once they got to the truck, Mercy opened the passenger door for him. He threw the large bag into the back area. He quickly discovered that it was a lot more difficult to climb up into her big truck wearing heels – even if they did make him taller. Once on the road, he was glad to see her turn in the direction of her home. That didn’t last long however when she made another turn. “Where are we going?” he asked.

	Mercy shook her head. “I’m afraid you’re going to need something else now,” she said.

	 “What?” he asked, totally terrified now. “You’re going to make me buy a dress?”

	 “If you like,” she replied with a smile on her face. “I’ll be glad to let you buy yourself something pretty to wear with those shoes.” She paused, then added threateningly, “Or, if you give me the least bit of trouble now, I can guarantee that you and I will go dress shopping after this.”

	 “No! Please,” he begged.

	 “Then don’t give me any trouble. You’re already in more hot water now than you know!”

	Michael gulped. Hot water. And with her, that could be frightening.

	Mercy took him to Walmart. She would rather shop at the mall for what she needed for him, but they had taken so long at the shoe store that she wasn’t sure if she would have time. Besides, she needed to punish him later for the way he behaved earlier.

	Once she had parked, all it took was one stern look from her before they got out of the truck to get him to open his door and climb down. Once again, she held his hand like a child as they walked from the truck into the store. As far as Mercy was concerned, he really was like a little girl. Maybe she should have kept those t-straps on him. “When you walk,” she told him, “try putting one foot directly in front of the other. Once you get used to it, you’ll have no problem with it.”

	One foot in front of the other? Michael tried that. It didn’t seem to make walking in the heels any easier at all. In fact, it only complicated things.

	Once inside, she looked at the shopping carts and wondered if she should make the little jerk ride in the child’s seat. She actually considered doing that for a moment, but one look at the seats in those carts and she wasn’t sure if he would fit in it or not…as small as he was. If she had left the t-straps on him, she would have tried for sure, but somehow the thought of him wearing high heels like she presently had him in would ruin the effect.

	Since what she needed was small, she decided to bypass the shopping carts and continue to hold his hand. Yeah, she really should have left those t-straps on him. Still, she was very happy to see all the people staring in amusement at him – which is exactly why she always had her men wearing a bow in their hair and high heels when they were out with her. The result was that everyone immediately knew that the men with her were nothing but emasculated sissies, and they all were under her control. It was always very satisfying for her.

	Michael tried looking only at the floor as he struggled to keep up with her in those heels, but more often, even with his head bowed in embarrassment, his eyes noticed all the people around him instead. And it looked like everyone he could see was staring right at him. He wanted to die! If she’d just let go of his hand, he might even consider running away! He might consider that, but how fast could he run in those heels? Not to mention, he figured she’d still catch him. He could just see himself having to buy and wear a dress out in public too. He had to avoid that at all costs!

	Mercy led him straight to the lingerie department before she finally let go of his hand. “Okay twerp.” She pointed at the display ahead of them. “The pantyhose and stockings are right there. Choose two pairs. Any kind you like. Pantyhose, or stay ups. I don’t care. Um…if whatever you choose comes in a size, I suggest you get a size small.”

	Ugh! “You want me to pick them out?”

	 “That’s what I said. Whatever you get is up to you.”

	 “Can’t you find something for me?”

	 “Hell no! I’d rather watch you doing it,” she replied with a smile.

	Once again Michael wanted to die. Having no choice, he walked forward. How could he do this quickly? There were packages of all kinds of things there. He had to stand there and read the labels to figure out what each thing was. What should he get? What could he grab fast? He saw a label that said size small on one of the packages. Not caring what kind of stockings they were, he grabbed it. Two feet away, he grabbed another flat package with the word small on it. Done! “Okay?” he asked as he brought the packages back to her.

	Mercy shrugged. “Good enough. Whatever. But while he had been looking at the stockings, her eyes had been drawn to something else nearby. The socks. She walked over and started looking. She reached out and grabbed a pair that struck her as perfect. Then another pair of similar socks. And finally, she grabbed a third pair. She handed all of them to the twerp. “Here,” she said. “Get these too.”

	Michael looked at them, but he was quick to see that they were all thin white girl’s socks – with a frilly turned down ankle on them. She was making things even worse!

	 “Let’s go,” Mercy said as she grabbed his free hand. 

	Michael had to hold both pairs of stocking and all three pairs of socks in one hand while she led him back through the store. Fortunately, the stocking packages were flat and the socks didn’t take that much to hold either. He was glad she led him right to the checkout counter. But…. “Um…would it be faster if we used the self-serve checkout?” he asked.

	 “It would,” Mercy replied with a smile. “But why would I want to deprive you of the opportunity to show off your pretty hair bow and those lovely new high heels?”

	Once again he felt like dying.

	When they finally left the store, Michael could only think about the cost of the stockings and socks he had just bought. Cost…not in terms of money. He didn’t even remember how much he had spent. The cost to him that he couldn’t ignore, was the price of so many people looking at him with amused faces. Laughing at him. Knowing and seeing what a…sissy…she had made of him. That was the real cost to him. And it had been even worse in the shoe store. She had taken him and turned him into a sissy. In public! Where everyone would see and immediately realize it. And she wasn’t going to let him go.

	 “Now hear this twerp,” Mercy said as she turned her truck toward home. “This is the way it’s going to be. From now on, whenever you come to my house, or whenever we go out anywhere together, or even if by some chance I decide to go to your house, you’re always going to have some kind of pretty bow in your hair, and you’re always going to be wearing…uh…well for you, either those high heels or the little girl shoes instead. Always! The stockings you got go with the heels, and the socks should be worn with your black shoes. And if by some chance, which I can pretty much guarantee will happen, your stockings get a run in them or ruined in any way at all, then I expect you to replace them right away. Always keep at least two pair available at all times. Got that?” When he didn’t answer, she turned her head and asked again. “Got that?”

	 “Yeah,” he mumbled. How the heck could he do this? She was totally…demented! When they passed the Burger King, he was very happy to see her heading for home. He had been very much afraid she would make him buy a dress to wear too. He felt very relieved that she hadn’t made him buy one. Once again the memories of all the teasing he had gotten in school flooded his mind. A sissy. She was forcing him to dress like…a sissy. In public. Where everyone could see.

	*****

	Mercy pulled her truck into her driveway and hit the button to open her garage door. “Put your bags in your car twerp,” she told him. “Then come in for a while.”

	Michael wasn’t at all sure he wanted to go into her house…ever! He got out of the truck and went over to his car. While she waited for him near the front of his car, he opened the passenger door and put the bags on the front seat, but as soon as the bags were out of his hand, he felt her grabbing him around his waist…and she pulled him backwards! He screamed.

	Mercy had come up behind the little twerp while he was leaning into his car. With one arm, she reached in quickly and wrapped it around his waist. She pulled him back, then picked him up and carried him by that one arm still around his middle. She closed his car door for him and carried him toward her house like that, dangling by his waist as she held him. The twerp certainly didn’t weigh that much, not that she would have had any problem with a much bigger man. Mercy prided herself on her strength, and she worked out at least once a day to get even stronger. 

	 “What are you doing? What are you doing?” Michael cried in terror. He kicked his feet, he did everything he could, but she had him by his waist with his head and feet dangling down, and there was no way he could get free.

	With him kicking and screaming, she carried him into her house, closing the garage door with her free hand as she passed. She carried him all the way into her living room. Still holding him by that one arm, she carried him over to one of her devices right in the middle of the room. It was one of the few things that was padded. Setting him carefully down on top of the high rounded bench so that his waist was in the middle of it. She grabbed his arms and pulled them downward toward the floor. She grabbed one of the sets of chains and cuffs and attached one of them to his right wrist. Then she pulled the chain tight and locked it in place so that his arm was pulled tightly down toward the floor. His left arm was soon in the same condition. She went around behind him, unfastened his pants, and pulled them and his panties off of him, pulling them right over top of his new high heels. His naked backside was now exposed for her to work on.

	 “What are you doing?” he cried in terror…for the thousandth time. But he didn’t get an answer. Instead, he now felt her pulling on his left leg…and he felt the cuff being attached to his ankle…and he felt his leg being pulled downward. A minute later, his right leg was pulled taught as well. He was totally trapped…with his bare ass in the air. “What are you doing?” he yelled again.

	 “Oh shut up!” Mercy said, now that he was firmly trapped and couldn’t move. She slapped his bare bottom hard with her hand. His yell of pain was a pleasant sound. “You pissed me off earlier in the shoe store, and now you’re going to pay for it,” she told him. “One of the things I need to teach you, is that I’m in charge – of everything! Not you. You have no say about anything at all that I decide to do with you, or to you. You wanted the hard-core. You’re the one who said you had no limits. So I’m going to give you some of it. And trust me twerp, I’m not even getting close to anything hard-core yet. We’ll work up to that gradually.” She slapped his ass hard again, and thrilled to his shout of his pain.

	 “By the time we do get to the hard-core stuff, you’ll be so far under my control, you won’t even think about how easy all of what we’re doing now is. You’ll be that used to it. The only hard-core thing I’m really doing with you now, is to not let you out of anything. And speaking of making sure you’re not going to get out of it….”

	She pulled her cell phone from her pocket and found the contact information where she had put his phone number in. She walked around and leaned down toward his head. “What’s your address?” she asked. “Where do you live?”

	 “My…”

	She stood up and slapped his bare bottom hard again. “Where do you live?” she demanded.

	Michael yelped at the pain, then told her his address. Mercy put it all into her phone so she’d have it. Then she leaned down toward his head again. “Now that I know where you live, I’ll have no problem finding you if you ever don’t show up when I tell you to. And trust me twerp, there will be some real hell to pay for that!”

	Michael gulped. She was making sure he couldn’t get out of her control.

	 “Very soon now,” she said, “I’m going to take a little trip to visit you at your place. I’m going to make sure I can find it quickly. And I can assure you that we’ll play at your house just like we play right here. Won’t that be fun?” Once again she slapped his bare ass hard.

	She walked away from him and found her spanking machine. She pushed it over behind him. “Since you were such a bother in the store this evening, we’re going to teach you a little lesson. This isn’t much, but it will be a small taste of what the future could possibly bring if you’re not good.” She stopped to consider things. “Actually,” she said, “it’s going to be a small taste of what’s in your future, whether you’re good or not. All of this is fun for me. But believe me, if you’re ever bad, then things will be much, much worse.”

	She had the machine lined up with his backside now. Once again she slapped his backside with her hand. “Since you were such a pain in the ass earlier, then I’m going to give you a bunch of pain in your ass. Remember my spanking machine last weekend? Did you enjoy that? I didn’t turn it up very high or let it run very long then, but I know you felt the sting of it for some time.”

	She turned her machine on. It was set to the same slow setting she had used on him before. The first wide smooth leather paddle went around and slapped his ass, followed quickly by the next. One leather paddle after another spanked his bare bottom as the machine continued to go around and around. 

	 “Stop! Stop!” Michael cried as his rear end got hit over and over again. “I’ll be good! I promise. Stop! Stop!”

	Mercy chuckled. “Oh shut up! It’s not going to stop until I decide to let it stop. And for being bad earlier, what you got last weekend was nothing compared to what you’ll be going home with tonight. With a small twist of the dial, the spanking machine ran a tiny bit faster, hitting him both faster and harder. She walked around closer to his head. “Enjoy that you little shit! Cry and scream all you want. I find it very enjoyable.” She walked away to sit for a while with her sewing project.

	Michael was crying now. “Stop! Please stop,” he wailed as the machine kept hitting and hurting him. But his begging did no good at all. He was stuck, and she loved being cruel. He knew that about her before they had even met. He had read her posts and fantasized about being treated cruelly by her long before she had asked to meet him. He had masturbated over what she might do to him time and time again. He had wanted to be bound to her hellish devices. He had wanted her to inflict horrible pain on him. He had wanted her to totally dominate him in such a way that he would be considered nothing but a worthless lump of nothing. And he had even told her about all that in some of his posts on the internet – before she had asked to meet him. 

	He had wanted all that, but now, the reality of it was so much different. The reality was real pain! Real domination! And very real trouble. How many times had he fantasized about it all and masturbated over it to amazing orgasms? Too many to count. It was only then, as the pain in his backside grew worse and worse, that he realized he hadn’t felt any pain from that darn chastity device in a long time now. Not since she had pulled him out of that shoe store and spanked his bottom right there in the parking lot. 

	Somehow, the reality of it all, wasn’t nearly as sexy as the fantasies.

	 

	 

	Chapter 7 – Part 1 of 2

	Ron Gretch could literally feel the excitement driving him crazy. The crew he was working with today had all seen him get the text message, but they all got texts throughout the day, so it meant nothing to any of them. But this one meant a lot to Ron. It was a message from Mistress! They were supposed to go shopping together tonight. 

	His mind went back to two nights ago when they had met at Burger King for the second time. She had immediately taken her back to her place, and in the process, she had dubbed him Fido. A dog’s name. And she continually referred to him as Fido – as nothing but a dog. It worried him that such a thing could excite him so much, but she wasn’t fazed by it at all. 

	She had asked him last time to buy himself a dog toy to play with. And he had. He had found a soft purple monkey with long arms and legs at the grocery store. He had taken that toy home, and thrown it across the room, then gone after it on all fours, picking it up with his mouth…all the while remembering how she had thrown that wooden dowel of hers in the back yard so he could play fetch with it. He also very well remembered what else she had done with him in her backyard. It had been one of the most intense orgasms of his life.

	The part he wasn’t as crazy about, was the chastity device she had demanded he wear. It was something he was having a lot of trouble getting used to. It didn’t hurt, but he could always feel it attached to him. The weight was there, the stiffness was there. It all felt…strange. And then there was the fact that his cock continually felt like he was sticking it into something for some sexual exercise, except he couldn’t get any exercise out of it. Not fun! But if things worked out half as well with Mistress as he hoped they would, he would gladly wear the device for her.

	Her text this morning had simply asked him to text her back at lunchtime when he was able. Now he was going crazy waiting…and it was only eight-thirty in the morning.

	*****

	Michael Hammond picked up the laptop computer and set it on his workbench. He checked the paperwork explaining what was wrong with it. He read the symptoms and shook his head. His brain was so foggy today he couldn’t even start to guess at what might be wrong with the thing. 

	He had pushed his chair out of the way, preferring to stand today. His backside was still raw and hurting…far worse than the last time she had put her spanking machine to work on him. Fortunately, nobody would say anything to him about standing up to work since he sometimes preferred to do that. That is, if anybody came in to see him today – which he hoped they didn’t. He was too tired to hold a decent conversation.

	He was in a really bad state today – way beyond how sore and hurting his backside was. When he had gotten home last night, he had been in major misery. But that hadn’t stopped him twenty minutes later from staring at the full-length mirror in his bedroom at the high heels that had still been strapped to his feet. He hadn’t taken them off, even after he got home. In the privacy of his bedroom, he had found those heels to be even more stimulating to him than when he had bought his first pair of panties. Out in public, the heels had done nothing but drive him mad with embarrassment. But in the privacy of his own room, where nobody could see, they had fuelled his fantasies beyond anything he could remember. And the memories of what he had just gone through that night somehow became, not horrible memories, which they were, but the dreams of his sexual fantasies – come true!

	The only problem was, as much as he tried to do something about those fantasies sexually, he couldn’t. The miserable chastity device she had locked onto him not only totally denied him, but all those tiny spikes in the very tip of it had him in some major pain. And as strangely as it was, that pain also increased his sexual need. Because of it, he had gotten almost no sleep last night. So now, he was not only hurting too much to sit down, he was too tired to really do his job well. Maybe he should have just called in sick.

	*****

	Ben Whitmore opened a web browser on his work computer. It was his break time. The company didn’t care what you did during your fifteen-minute breaks…as long as you didn’t go to anyplace on the web where you shouldn’t. But Ben never even gave that situation a thought. He wasn’t going to anyplace illegal, he was shopping for a used washer and dryer. 

	The nerve of that woman! She had tied him up and forced him to walk on her treadmill – one foot in front of the other. Who did she think she was? He was so angry at her he could scream. Of course, just as much as he thought about the treadmill incident, he also couldn’t seem to forget the feel of her hands when she had brought him to such a mind-blowing orgasm. That had been…unforgettable. 

	Who did she think she was? In fact, who was she? He didn’t know her name since she had refused to give it to him. Not only that, she had refused to let him tell her his name. What kind of crazy person was she? Well, very crazy! That was obvious. Totally out of her ever-loving’ mind! 

	Ah! Used washers and dryers. And the prices were all a fraction of what he would have to pay if he bought them new. The only problem was, these people didn’t deliver. He’d have to go and get them himself. How the heck was he supposed to put a washer and dryer into his car and get it home. Not only would they be way too big to put in his car, how the heck was he supposed to lift them by himself. And then he thought about something else. How did you hook the darn things up? He was an accountant, not an appliance repair man. 

	Totally frustrated, he closed the web browser. What was he going to do? Once again the thought of using her washer and dryer came to mind…as did the offence of her tying him up and manipulating him like she had. 

	Who did she think she was?

	*****

	Mercy was proud of herself as she pulled into her driveway after work. Every time she had seen Harvey today, she had totally ignored him. She had managed to get through the day without ramming her fist down his throat like she wanted so badly to do. The nerve of the guy! And now she was on shaky ground with Jonesy because of him. She really should punch his lights out! But that would only make her situation with the company that much worse. She couldn’t have that. So somehow, she had managed to not kill Harvey, and she had pretty much avoided him all day. The jerk!

	But could she continue to do that in the days to come? That was a different question. Fortunately, it was Thursday night and her workweek was over. She had three days off now to enjoy herself. She smiled as she grabbed her lunchbox and climbed down from her truck. That enjoyment would be starting tonight! Last night she had taken the little twerp and bought him his new shoes…two pairs of shoes. Not just heels, but some little girl’s Mary-Janes too. As raw and troublesome as the little twerp was, she was rather enjoying playing with him. And last night when she had finally sent him home, she had sent him in some major agony. She had seen how difficult it had been for him to sit down when he tried to get into his car. That brief sight alone had stimulated her fun in bed afterwards.

	And now tonight she had Fido to look forward to. Tonight he was in for a surprise. He probably thought they were going to go to the garden centre so she could buy a hedge trimmer. Not even close! Tonight, Fido was going to get some new shoes too. High heels! Just because he liked to be treated like a dog didn’t mean much to her. She had her needs and likes, and she liked to emasculate men. Yes, treating him like a dog was very emasculating. Very humiliating for him too, she was quite sure of that. But while she enjoyed it, it didn’t meet her needs as much. So tonight, high heels. Of course, she would get him a few other things tonight too, just like she had done last night with the twerp.

	*****

	 “Fido” pulled his pickup truck into her wide driveway and parked it next to her truck. Since they were going shopping, he figured she would probably want them to both ride in her truck. That was fine with him. It was a much nicer truck than he had. It was certainly a lot newer. 

	He patted the big bow once again in his hair. They had texted back and forth a few times at lunchtime so he would know what time to be there, and also to make sure that he would be wearing that bow. He wasn’t looking forward to going shopping – going out in public – with a bow in his hair, but she had been adamant about it. And dare he say it, his cock was feeling rather frustrated over the situation right now since her chastity device was keeping it from growing like it wanted. 

	Controlled! That’s how he was beginning to feel. And he couldn’t stop thinking about that…and that fact that being completely controlled was exactly what he thought his underlying need had been all these years. He wanted someone to completely control him. At least that was the conclusion he had come to earlier this afternoon. He opened his truck door and got out, noticing her garage door starting to open.

	Mercy watched him approaching as her garage door finished going up. She looked him over carefully. Definitely points for that bow! As she had requested, he was dressed decently. No work clothes. In truth, he was a nice looking man. 

	 “Hello Mistress,” Fido said as he walked up to her, noticing again that she was taller than he was, and how muscular she looked. And once again, she wasn’t exactly dressed very femininely at all. She was even wearing work boots! 

	 “Hi Fido,” Mercy replied. “I’m glad you had time to change after work.”

	 “It was a bit of a rush,” Fido replied, “but I’m here.”

	 “Perfect!” Mercy said with a smile. “Ready to go?”

	 “Yes Mistress. Um…I know I asked earlier in my text, but is there any way we can do with without me wearing this bow?”

	Mercy smiled. “You know the answer to that, so don’t ask again!”

	Fido inwardly sighed. He had tried. He climbed up into the passenger side of her truck. A very nice truck. He looked around at all the amenities that his truck didn’t have. “Nice,” he said as she started the engine. “I wish I had a truck half this nice.”

	His question however brought up a subject that Mercy wanted to talk to him about. “What’s wrong with your truck?” she asked as she pulled her truck out of the driveway.

	 “Nothing. It’s just not nearly as nice as this.

	 “Well, this one is only a few months old,” she told him. “But that brings up something I’ve wanted to ask you about.”

	 “What?”

	 “According to Vicky…Mistress Victoria, you only went to her occasionally because you don’t have much money.”

	 “That’s right, unfortunately. I’m very grateful that she was kind enough to work with me. She really was very…um…good at her job. Which is why I kept going back to her.”

	 “Yes,” I know she’s good,” Mercy replied. “But tell me, you said you work for the city. I would think that they would pay a decent amount. Maybe not anything great, but a decent amount anyway.”

	 “They do,” Fido replied. “It’s not that much really, but I can live on it. But that’s not my problem. Um…you see…I owe a lot of money. A lot! And making those payments for so long has kind of got me going downhill on the financial side. I literally can’t afford to do that much outside of meet my bills. So going to Mistress Victoria was something I literally couldn’t afford to do very often…even though I would have liked to see her every single week!”

	Mercy smiled. “Yeah, I know Vicky…Mistress Victoria can be fun. So why do you owe so much money? Gambling? You don’t look like a drug head.”

	 “No! I’m not. Besides, the city does random drug tests with all the employees. And I wouldn’t do that anyway.”

	 “So what’s got you so far in debt?”

	 “My mother.”

	Mercy turned her head briefly to look at him. “Your mother?”

	Fido sighed. “She…died about four months ago.”

	 “Oh! I’m sorry,” Mercy said sincerely. “That must have been tough.”

	 “It was. She was all the family I had left. She had…cancer for the last five years, and it did nothing but get worse and worse. I did everything I could to take care of her, eventually paying as much of her bills and medical expenses as I could. I had to take out loans and set up a lot of payment plans. In the end, she still died.”

	Despite the traffic, Mercy still looked over at him for a few moments. “You’re a good man,” she said. “Ops! I shouldn’t have said that. You’re a good dog Fido. Good dog!”

	Fido once again felt his cock try to fill that darn chastity device inside his pants. 

	Mercy sat thinking for a few minutes while she drove. “Can you afford to buy yourself something for me today?” she asked.

	 “I think so, Mistress,” Fido replied. “I had saved some money to see Mistress Victoria, but she couldn’t see me, and she referred me to you instead. So that’s a hundred dollars I have in my wallet. Even a really good hedge trimmer shouldn’t cost nearly that much.”

	Mercy shook her head. “I won’t need you to spend nearly that much,” she told him. “And we’re not buying a hedge trimmer tonight. And when we do buy that, I’ll be paying for it, not you.”

	 “We’re not getting a hedge trimmer?”

	 “Not tonight. Tonight is about something else.”

	 “What?”

	Mercy smiled. “You’ll see.”

	Ten minutes later, Fido stared at the store where she had just pulled into the parking lot. “A shoe store?”

	 “Very good Fido! You can read. Good dog!”

	Fido ignored the dog comment. His brain was beginning to work overtime. “You’ve got me out in public with a bow in my hair,” he said. “You told me one of the things you like to do the most is to humiliate men and emasculate them.” He looked right at her. “Are you going to make me buy a pair of women’s shoes?”

	Mercy smiled as she parked her truck. “I knew you were smarter than the average dog.” She turned the engine off and looked at him. “I do this with all my men. Every last one. Don’t go giving me any trouble, or you’ll quickly find that I can dish out a lot of punishment and pain faster than you can realize what’s happening. Is that clear? You belong to me now, you do what I tell you.”

	Fido looked at her nervously. He could feel himself starting to shake a little inside. But this too had been part of his fantasies. Controlled! She was controlling him. Making sure he would do whatever she wanted. And he had no doubt at all that she would make him do it…one way or another. Y…yes Mistress.”

	 “Good! Now let’s go.”

	There was something absolutely deliciously fun about making a man buy his first pair of high heels. It was one of Mercy’s favourite things to do. Yes, most of them balked at it. The little twerp had put up a real fuss over it last night. But she never let any of them out of it. Every last man that she worked with went home wearing high heels. Every last one! And Mercy absolutely loved forcing each and every one of them to do it.

	As soon as they got inside, Mercy was quick to note that the store was a bit more crowded tonight than it had been last night. And there were a few men in the store too. Excellent! She caught the eye of the same saleswoman who had been there last night. She smiled at her as she led Fido toward the larger women’s sizes. These were the aisles of shoes where she usually shopped, not that far aisle that contained more kid’s shoes than anything else.

	 “Sit!” she said as she pointed at the bench at the front of the aisle. “Take those shoes and socks off.”

	Nervously, Fido sat on the bench. He looked around. There were more than a few people looking at him. He had no doubt at all that it was the big bow in his hair that was attracting the most attention. Why had he gotten one so big? But he knew the answer to that one. It had been because he had been anxious to please this new mistress. That’s why. And when he had bought the thing, he hadn’t even met her yet. He kicked his loafers off and pulled his socks off. 

	Mercy looked down at his bare feet for a moment. “Wait here,” she told him before she headed down the aisle of shoes. She had done this enough that she prided herself on being able to tell his women’s shoe size just from looking at his feet. She didn’t miss very often. And when she did miss, she usually chalked it up to a difference in the way the shoes were made. 

	So what to get him? What would be a good pair? She rather liked the brown pair she had made the twerp buy himself last night, but she didn’t want to get the same thing for Fido. Something different was in order. She got to the end of the aisle, then started walking back, looking more carefully at the ones she had liked the best.

	The saleswoman stood back, not entering the aisle where the woman was shopping. She was the same woman who had come in with the little guy last night. She remembered all the times she had seen that woman come into her store before. Only once did she remember the woman being there herself, and buying herself a pair of shoes. All the other times she had been there to get a pair of high heels for the men she brought in. Last night that little guy had left with two pairs of shoes though. 

	So what was she going to do with this guy? He didn’t appear to be putting up much of a fuss over what he knew was going to happen. So was he one of those men who actually liked wearing women’s shoes? She had no idea.

	Once again she wondered what was up with the woman. Why did she do that with all the men she brought in? The only conclusion she had ever reached was that she was some kind of professional dominatrix or something. Was she? She certainly didn’t dress very sexy if she was. In fact, even today she looked like she was wearing more men’s work clothes than women’s. And that was another thing. She had never seen the woman carrying a purse. Not even that one time when she had been there to buy shoes for herself. Strange!

	Mercy’s eyes went back and forth between two different pairs of heels. They were both black. One pair had pretty rhinestone decorations on the toe, the other pair had open toes but were more of a velvety leather. Both pairs had very high thin heels. About four inches for both she figured. The velvety pair had an ankle strap to keep them from coming off, the pair with the rhinestones had one that went across the very top of the foot. In the end, she chose the ones with the pretty rhinestone decorations on the toe, only because she figured the closed toe would be better for the kind of strenuous activities he would be wearing them for. Activities that were going to start this coming Saturday. She smiled at the thought of how surprised he was going to be when he found out. She brought a box of the heels back to him to try.

	Fido’s cock gave another major try to enlarge the moment he saw the shoes in the box. Not just women’s shoes, but women’s shoes with a very high sexy heel! And diamonds on the toe! He did his best to ignore his aching cock as he pulled one out of the box for a closer look. He looked briefly up at Mistress. He wanted to ask if he had to do this. But the look on her face gave him all the answer he needed. She was enjoying this, and he had no doubt that she was enjoying it a lot.

	Practically shaking he set the box on the floor and worked his foot into the very high heeled shoe. Damn it felt strange. He pulled the other shoe out of the box and worked his foot into it. Both feet now! Shaking a little, he leaned down and buckled both heels. How tight was he supposed to buckle them? He noticed the bit of elastic attached to the buckle so it stretched a bit. Probably a good idea. They were on! Buckled. He looked up at the hungry grin on Mistress’s face.

	 “Stand up and walk around a bit,” Mercy told him. 

	Knowing that everyone in the store was probably watching him, Fido planted both feet firmly on the floor close to him. His feet were at such and awkward angle! He pushed himself up to a standing position, having to catch his balance a bit because of the angle of his feet. He stood there feeling like he was standing on his toes. He tried shifting his weight back some toward the heel. That was better. At least those thin heels held him up. 

	 “Walk,” Mercy told him.

	Fido had to take a moment to try to figure out how to walk in those shoes. He picked up his left foot and put it forward, not as far as he normally would step. The heel on the shoe scrapped the ground and he rocked forward onto the toe of that foot. He brought his right foot up, the heel again scrapping the floor as he brought it past is left foot. One foot, then the other. He had to pick his feet up a bit higher than normal to keep his heels from hitting the floor, but he was managing. He felt more like he was walking on his toes. He was also very aware of how tenuous walking in them was. There wasn’t much surface area under him to let him walk easily without having to concentrate on not breaking his neck.

	 “Keep walking,” Mercy told him. “Get the feel of them. You’re doing great Fido.”

	Fido! She had called him that right here in the store. Right in front of all these people who were watching him…a man…walking around wearing women’s very high heels! Once again his cock went crazy trying to do what the damn chastity device wouldn’t let it.

	Mercy smiled broadly. Yes, the shoes looked great on him. The heel was a bit higher than she usually bought for her new men, but they did look so pretty. And very out of place on that man! Which of course, only made them that much more noticeable.

	 “One foot in front of the other,” she told him. “Try that.”

	One foot in front of the other? Was that supposed to make walking in those shoes easier? He tried walking a little more like that. Nope! Not easier at all. He went back to slowly walking more normally.

	 “One foot in front of the other,” Mercy told him again. “I promise, with practice it will get easier.”

	Once again Fido tried it. Nope. Not easier, but he kept doing it.

	 “Very good Fido,” Mercy praised him. “Good dog! Yes, we’ll take them. Go pay for them now and you can wear them home.”

	Wear them home? Going home sounded very good to Fido just then. Was there anyone in the crowded store that wasn’t watching him? He was sure there wasn’t. Reluctantly he grabbed the shoe box, his old shoes, and he went up to the counter and paid for them using the cash from his wallet that he had gradually saved up to visit Mistress Victoria. He was very glad he had cash. He didn’t want anyone getting his name from his credit card.

	 

	 

	Chapter 7 – Part 2 of 2

	 “One foot in front of the other,” Mercy told him again as they walked to her truck.

	Once again, Fido attempted to walk that way. It actually made walking in the damn shoes far more difficult. He was very, very glad to get back to her truck, and get his embarrassing new shoes out of sight. And better still, she had said he could wear them home. He’d had enough for one night. And his cock was beginning to really hurt now. He was horrified however when she didn’t turn her truck in the direction of her house. “Where are we going?”

	 “Those shoes aren’t the only thing we need to get you tonight,” Mercy said with a sly smile. 

	Fido’s nervousness went way up. “What’s next?”

	Mercy looked over at him and gave him one of the most mischievous smiles she was capable of giving. “You’ll see.”

	Mercy figured she could do like she had done last night with the twerp and get everything she needed at Walmart, but where was the fun in that? Besides, she had no reason to punish Fido later for anything…yet. Even though she’d probably enjoy doing something painful to him later…and she still might.

	Fido was afraid. Where were they going? And he had no doubt at all that he would be out in public somewhere, not only with the big bow in his hair, but wearing the new high heels on his feet. He was going to have to do more walking somewhere, where more people would see him – wearing those heels! Where were they going?

	And then she turned off into another parking lot, and his cock gave another major twitch. For a very brief moment he forgot about his big hair bow, and he even forgot about the high heels on his feet. She was parking in front of…a pet store. He looked wide-eyed over at her. She was grinning at him from ear to ear. And damn if her grin didn’t look evil!

	 “Get out Fido. We’re here,” Mercy told him as she opened her truck door. 

	Fido opened his door, but it was a moment before he found the courage to climb down. Mistress was already waiting for him near the front of her truck by the time he closed the door. How could he do this? But…he had to do this. And he had no doubt she would make sure he did whatever she wanted of him. Controlled! Nervous and shaking a little, he forced himself to walk forward in those heels. It was getting a little easier for him. Not a lot, but a little. 

	 “One foot in front of the other,” Mercy said to him again.

	Fido adjusted his steps as she held the door open for him to go through.

	Mercy had never been into this pet store before. She had been into very few pet stores in her life. But she figured this would be the best place to bring Fido to get what she needed for him – a few things actually. The place was big! She looked around, trying to figure out where to go. Fortunately, the dog area was straight ahead in the middle. “This way Fido she said as she led the way.

	Fido followed, noticing the few people that he saw looking at him. He had no doubt that the reason they were watching him was because of the big bow on his head. They were all far enough away that they probably couldn’t see the shoes he was wearing because of the displays all around him. He was very glad to follow Mistress into one of the long aisles of dog care things where he figured fewer people would be able to see him. He stopped and felt his cock starting to hurt again when he saw what Mistress was looking at. Dog collars!

	Mercy looked over the huge collection of dog collars carefully…and slowly. Purposely taking as much time as she could just to make Fido wait. She had a pretty good idea how this was affecting him. She studied all the collars and the materials they were made of. She studied the different methods that they fastened. And she took particular note of all the different colours they came in. She finally decided she wanted a good strong collar. One that she could literally hang him by if she ever needed to. She also decided to get one that buckled traditionally, because if she ever decided she wanted to, she could punch a hole in the collar, buckle it on him, then slip a padlock through the holes so he could never get it off. Fun! She smiled to herself. And she thought she had no ideas what to do with a dog! Still, she really didn’t know what to do with a dog, and that was why she had decided to also push him toward her favourite agenda – emasculation!

	Now that she had decided on what kind of collar to buy him, all she had to do was pick one of about fifty different ones available. She finally chose a thick red leather collar that was about three quarters of an inch wide. She took one from the shelf and wrapped it lightly around his neck to see if it would fit. Yes! It would do just fine. “Here,” she said as she handed him the collar. “It’s going to be yours. You hold it.”

	Once again Fido’s cock tried desperately to go crazy…when it had no chance at all. But what was she looking at now? No! (Yes?)

	Mercy was now staring at the items that had been right behind her when she had been looking at the dog collars. She looked over the items carefully, then reached out and selected one. With a big grin, she threw it over his shoulder to carry.

	Fido’s knees nearly gave out, and it had nothing at all to do with how much his feet were hurting him standing there in those ridiculously high heels. She had just selected a six foot red leather leash and draped it over his shoulder. A dog leash! To go with his dog collar! He didn’t have to wonder why his cock was starting to really ache inside that chastity device.

	Just for fun, and to tease him longer, Mercy started wandering slowly around the store, letting Fido follow her. She looked at this and that, but didn’t buy anything. She just wanted to prolong his exposure out in public, and since he seemed to enjoy the dog stuff so much…keep him in the pet store. 

	She noticed that a few of the other shoppers were pushing carts – with their cute little dogs riding in them. She saw another man leading his larger dog on a leash. So this was a dog friendly store. She wondered how they would feel if she ever led Fido in on a leash…stark naked of course. Somehow, she didn’t think they would appreciate that. But maybe she could work around that some way in the future.

	As they passed one woman with her small dog in the cart, Mercy noticed immediately that the woman was only looking at Fido and nothing else. Perfect. Mercy took particular notice of the dog collar her dog had – and the tags hanging down from it. Dog tags! She stopped right next to the woman’s cart…and still the woman could only look wide-eyed at Fido. “You’ve got a beautiful little dog,” she said to the woman.

	The woman was still staring at Fido – now particularly at the big bow in his hair. “Huh?” she said as she turned to look at Mercy.

	 “I said you’ve got a beautiful little dog. Can I pet him?”

	 “Her,” the woman said, a smile forming on her face. “That’s Chloe.”

	Mercy reached out and pet the dogs head. The dog obviously loved the attention. Mercy pulled on the round dog tag for a better look. It had the dog’s name on one side and the address in tiny print on the other. “Where did you get this?” she asked the woman.

	 “Oh. You can get them right here,” she replied. “Just ask up front.”

	 “Thanks,” Mercy told her. “Come along Fido,” she said as she turned to walk away. Before she moved, she noticed the look of astonishment on the woman’s face. Precious!

	Fido nearly fell when she called him Fido right in front of the woman. The woman had already been unable to believe what she was seeing…her eyes going from the bow on his head to the high heels on her feet…and back again. But when Mistress had called him Fido, the woman looked like she would fall over. He was glad to get away from her. He was also glad they were now heading quickly toward the front of the store again. He wasn’t glad to think about what that woman had just told Mistress. They could get dog tags here. Once again the pain in his cock tried to get worse.

	Mercy headed straight for the front counter. There were no customers there so the guy behind the counter gave her his immediate attention…well, most of it. He was also giving a lot of his attention to Fido…and the bow on his head. “May I help you?” he asked, trying to tear his eyes away from Fido.

	 “Yes,” Mercy said. “Where can I get a dog tag made?”

	 “Oh, I can make one for you right here,” the guy said as he reached down and pulled out a pad. “What’s your dog’s name?” he asked.

	 “Fido,” Mercy told him.

	 “And do you want anything written on the other side?”

	 “Um…how about, “If found, return to…” she gave him her address.

	 “That’s a lot,” the guy replied. “You’re going to need to pick out one of the larger tags for that.”

	 “Oh, that will be excellent,” Mercy replied.

	 The guy led her over to a display that had a lot of them on it. He pointed to all the ones that he thought he could get everything she wanted on it. Mercy finally selected one in the shape of a red dog bone. “How big can you put his name on the one side?” she asked.

	 “I’ll make it as big as I can,” the guy replied.

	 “Perfect!” Mercy said.

	 “You just have to pay for it first.”

	 “No problem.”

	 Mercy led Fido over to the cash register while the guy started ringing up the dog tag. She took the leash from Fido but left him with the collar. “That’s yours,” she told him. “You can pay for that.” She held up the leash. “This is mine!” She added the leash to what the guy was ringing up. “Please ring up his dog collar too, but separately,” Mercy requested.

	 A minute later, Fido was once again very glad he had plenty of cash in his wallet. At least the shoes and the collar hadn’t cost him too much. Then he had to wait while the guy was busy creating a dog tag – for him. Did the guy realize it was for him? He could only wonder. While the guy was working, other customers came up to the counter to pay for their purchases. Fortunately, there was another woman who worked for the store to ring those purchases up. But Fido was still forced to stand there in his super high heels and with the big all too obvious bow in his hair, while those customers seemed to be more interested in him than in what they were there to buy. 

	 “Here you go,” the guy finally said as he came back. “How’s that?”

	 Mercy took the tag from him and inspected it. She smiled broadly. Perfect. Do you have some way we can connect it to this collar?”

	 “Sure.” The guy took the dog tag and the collar from Fido. He reached under the counter and grabbed a pair of pliers. A few seconds later, he handed the collar back to Mercy. “Will there be anything else?” he asked.

	 “No,” Mercy replied, very pleased. “You’ve been very helpful. Thank you.”

	 With that, she turned and approached Fido. “Stand still!” she ordered in a very stern voice. Right there in the store, she buckled the collar onto his neck and arranged the tag so that his name, Fido, could be easily read. “Just like a pretty necklace,” she said to him. “She opened her bag that held the leash and attached it to his collar. “Come along Fido,” she said as she pulled the leash.

	 Fido was close to fainting! The quick tug on the leash got him moving though. He was so embarrassed he couldn’t stand it.

	 “One foot in front of the other, Fido,” Mercy told him as she held his leash all the way out to her truck. She didn’t drop the leash until she had unlocked the doors so they could get in. She was laughing outright as she climbed up into the truck. “That was precious!” she laughed. “That was so good! Did you see their faces? Perfection!”

	 Fido’s thoughts on the matter were something entirely different. It had been so humiliating he almost couldn’t stand it. And now, with the dog collar around his neck, and the leash still hanging down from it, his darn cock was aching more than ever. How could he get that darn chastity device off? He’d go nuts if he couldn’t do it soon.

	 Five minutes later, Fido went into a panic again. “Mistress! You’re not going there!”

	
 “Of course we are,” Mercy replied with a mischievous smile. “This was going to be my second stop tonight. The pet store was just an added bonus.”

	 “Oh no…” Fido muttered as she found a parking space out in the big lot in front of Walmart. The one thing he took particular note of, was the fact that the parking lot seemed to be very full. Lots of people!

	 “Come along Fido,” Mercy said as she climbed down from the truck. She took great delight in grabbing his leash and holding it as she led him toward the doors. She took even more delight in the looks on the faces of everyone they passed. “One foot in front of the other Fido. Get used to it.”

	 All the people looking at him. Fido knew he had to be some sight. And it was only made worse by her holding his leash. He was being led through the crowded store…on a leash! He had no doubt however that the big bow in his hair and the very high heels on his feet were attracting attention to him just as much as being led around on a dog leash. Could they read the name on his collar? He hoped not.

	 Where was she taking him? The women’s department. That figured. More humiliation. He tried to brace himself for it, but he had no clue how he could.

	 Mercy stopped in the underwear section. She turned to him. “I’m going to ask you to buy yourself a few things here,” she told him. “Nothing much, and nothing expensive. I do this with all my men. The shoes you just bought didn’t cost that much since they were on sale and I only asked you to buy the dog collar and nothing else, so I’m hoping you’ll have no trouble buying the few things I need you to get.”

	 “What’s that?” he asked nervously.

	 She turned and pointed at the racks of panties. “I need you to buy yourself a week’s worth of panties, and I need you to also pick out two pairs of either pantyhose or stay up stockings. Your choice on all of it.” She dropped his leash. “Enjoy your shopping,” she said with a sly smile.

	 Enjoy? How? In a daze, he stepped forward toward the panties. There were…all kinds…all colours…all manner of decorations. How did he choose? And what size? He turned to look at her. “What size should I get?”

	 Mercy figured that was a fair question. She took another quick look at his hips, then she told him what she figured would be the best size for him. Then she backed off to watch. 

	 Fido again scanned the large selection of panties. Nervously, he went down the display and pulled off panties in several pastel shades, and three of them in white. 

	 Mercy was amused to note that he was picking out individual pairs of fairly pretty panties that the store was displaying on hangers instead of going for packages of them like she was sure the twerp had done.

	 “Are these good enough?” Fido asked.

	 Mercy smiled. “They’re your choice,” she told him. “I think they’re all very pretty. Now some stockings, if you’re done buying panties that is.”

	 Fido had to go to another aisle to find the stockings. He had to read the packages carefully to see if they contained pantyhose or stay-up stockings. Not knowing what would be better, he finally pulled one package of each. “Will these be okay?” he asked.

	 “That’s for you to decide,” Mercy told him. “You’ll be the one wearing them. As far as I’m concerned, they’re just fine.” She grabbed his leash again. “Let’s go Fido. You’ve still got to pay for them.” Once again, she led him through the store, all the way to the checkout counters. 

	 Fido looked longingly at the self-checkout registers. He looked embarrassedly around at all the people who were looking at him, some of whom were now way too close since they were standing in the checkout line with him. The line seemed to take forever before he had a chance to pay for his purchases…after which Mistress again grabbed his leash and together, they headed out of the store and back to her truck.

	 “One foot in front of the other,” Mercy had to remind him again.

	 Ugh!

	 They were on the road heading back to her house, when Mercy laid down the law for him. “From now on,” she said. “Anytime you come to see me. Anytime we go anywhere together. Or even if for some reason I decide to visit you at your house, you will always have a bow in your hair. You will always be wearing stockings and high heels. And for you, I always want to see that dog collar around your neck. Always! And now you’ve got one other thing you’re going to be doing from now on too. I want you wearing panties instead of your men’s underwear – always! I usually text my men at different times during the day asking for pictures of their panties, but since I know you can’t always get to a men’s room to do that, I’m going to require you to take pictures yourself and send them to me every day without being told to. Is that clear?” she asked.

	 Fido thought about that. He’d have to wear panties to work. That part actually didn’t surprise him at all considering the fact that he knew she liked to feminize the men she worked with. As far as he could see, that part shouldn’t be a real major problem for him. It was everything else – the bow, the high heels, and even his dog collar – out in public, that made him pause. He looked at her, not wanting to believe she would want what he had just heard. “All of that?”

	 She chuckled. “All of that, is just the bare minimum! Trust me! You know I like to emasculate men. I hope that all of this will help you feel just a little less masculine from now on.”

	 Just then, Fido felt very emasculated. He couldn’t imagine feeling any lower than he did. How often would she want to see him? While a part of him wished he could be under her control every single day, a major part of him now hoped it would be a very long time until she contacted him again. 

	 And then he remembered that she wanted him to do yard work for her. Probably this weekend he figured. It was Thursday night. Saturday would be coming very, very soon! How the heck could he get that chastity device off…and then on again so she’d never know?

	 

	 

	Chapter 8 – Part 1 of 2

	Ron’s cock ached in its plastic cage. He was in his own little foggy world as he rode in the passenger seat of the city pickup truck. The guy who was driving was someone he worked with often. The two had become somewhat friends. Fortunately, this morning his friend seemed to be quieter than usual and had turned on the radio instead of wanting to talk. Ron didn’t think he could talk. He was too preoccupied with thinking about his evening out shopping with Mistress last night – which was why his cock ached so much. A bow in his hair. Very high sexy heels on his feet. And a dog collar with a tag that had his new dog name in big enough letters that they were easy to read. And that didn’t even include the fact that she had led him around Walmart – on a leash. And now today, he was wearing frilly white panties under his pants. How could he think about holding a conversation about anything else when all that was rocking his mind?

	He had spent a good fifteen minutes last night examining that chastity device and pulling on it. He figured he “might” be able to pull the thing off of him so he could get some very much needed sexual relief, but he also realized that without the key, he’d never be able to get the thing back on again without her knowing it. Foiled! And one thing he was quickly realizing, was that he didn’t seem to want to lose this new mistress in his life.

	He had loved going to Mistress Victoria. Of all the mistresses he had visited over the years, she had been the best. She had done many different things with him. Always something new. Always something different. He realized now that every session she had done with him had all been part of her method of testing him, teasing him, finding out just what kind of things turned him on the most. He was surprised himself at some of the latest things they had done. He had never had fantasies before about being treated like a dog. That had come as a big surprise. And yet, now that Mistress Victoria had awakened that in him, he couldn’t stop thinking about it. But in the end, Mistress Victoria had turned him away…and in the process, sent him to this new mistress instead. And he was quickly realizing that his situation with his new mistress was an even better one than he’d had with the very brief sessions that Mistress Victoria had done with him. His new mistress didn’t do quick one or two hour sessions. She lived it – all the time! 

	Controlled. He hadn’t come to that realization until yesterday. But after thinking about it even more, he knew he was right. What he had really been searching for all this time, was someone else to take total charge of him – all the time. Someone to force him to do what she wanted, not what he would usually do instead. Yes, if asked, he would admit to this mistress that he did have fantasies about wearing women’s things. Fantasies about being humiliated. He wouldn’t admit that to anyone else though. The problem was however, that this new mistress liked to do things in public, where he couldn’t deny any of it if someone asked. That was troubling…and humiliating. Trouble and humiliating on a major level. And yet, he now found that it was like a drug pulling him onward. 

	Controlled. She had controlled him with very little effort…because he had let her. Because…it was what he had wanted. Once again he could feel his cock inside of that darn plastic chastity device. Would she give him some relief this weekend? He could only hope. 

	*****

	Michael was standing up again as he worked. At least he was doing better today than he had yesterday. He had gotten…some…sleep last night – mostly because he had been so exhausted. He was standing though, because his backside still hurt. Not nearly as badly as it had yesterday, but it was still a bit tender. So standing was still preferable to sitting down.

	Last night, alone in his little apartment, he had pulled the pantyhose out and put them on. He had added the high heels too. And he had walked all around his apartment for nearly an hour, loving the humiliating feel of the women’s heels he was wearing. 

	He had sat on the edge of his bed playing with that damnable chastity device for a long time, trying to tug it away from the head of his cock because the little spikes in it hurt so much. Unfortunately, because of the way it was made, no pulling in any direction he was able to pull it did any good at all. Wearing the pantyhose and heels around his house had only made it hurt that much worse. And worse, his predicament of not being able to do anything about it, also fuelled his sexual need. It was a no-win situation for him. 

	She had him where she wanted him, and she wasn’t going to let him go. As far as he could see, he really had no choice but to do what she wanted. The now subtle feel of the pain in his backside was another reminder to him that she wasn’t going to let him do anything but what she wanted. 

	He winced as the spikes from the chastity device once again started digging into the tip of his cock. He was fine, he had no problem with the device at all…sometimes. It was just every time he thought about his new mistress, and particularly when he thought about all the things she had forced him to do, that the chastity device got really painful. As long as he didn’t think about anything that turned him on, he was okay. The only problem was, the longer he had to go without relief, the more he needed that relief, and consequently, the more he thought about all those things that did indeed turn him on so much. He wanted to scream with frustration.

	Tomorrow was Saturday. Would she call and tell him to come? He hoped so…and he hoped not. She scared him. And because of that, he was also so fascinated by her that he couldn’t wait to see her again.

	His phone dinged…and his cock gave another twitch as he immediately thought about her. He checked the text message. Time to send her another picture of his panties…and once again she wanted a picture of his bare ass rear end. Damn! Did those tiny spikes inside his chastity device have to hurt him that much?

	*****

	Ben stared at his computer screen. The spreadsheet he was working on was huge. Thousands of lines. But then, many of the spreadsheets he had to deal with were that way. His mind however, wasn’t on the spreadsheet, it was on his problem with needing a washer and dryer, and now a lawnmower too. And because his mind was focused on those problems, it was also focused on his screwy neighbour across the street. He had been warned about her by the realtor before he bought the house. But still, the house really was a good deal. Screwy neighbour or not.

	So what the heck was he supposed to do about the things he needed? They were all big-ticket items. He had wash that desperately needed to get done, and his grass was starting to look pretty bad. In a neighbourhood where most of the houses looked fairly nice, he didn’t want to stand out with a bad looking front lawn. Besides, he himself would never be able to stand it. Things had to be neat and clean. Orderly! 

	So what should he do? As he saw it, like it or not, he had no choice. This weekend he was going to have to go out and buy a washer and dryer, and have them delivered and set up – as soon as possible. He hated that his laundry was now piling up for an entire week. Laundry should be done several times a week! Always! 

	And then there was the problem with the lawnmower. He supposed he was going to have to spend the money to buy one of those too. Could he get one in the back of his car? That was another big question. He figured he’d just have to see. Maybe the stores that sold lawnmowers delivered them. Was there an additional charge for that too? Ugh! The questions never ended. Why had he bought a house and not just rented an apartment? He knew why. It was a better investment, his mortgage payment was cheaper than the rent he’d have to pay somewhere else, and the deal for the house had been really, really good! 

	He hated taking money from his savings, but as he now saw it, he had no choice. It was either that, or deal with his weird-ass neighbour across the street. And he had quickly learned – that wasn’t an option!

	*****

	Late in the afternoon, Mercy was jogging on her treadmill. The TV in the upper corner was off. It was the only TV in the house. Mercy figured that if she was going to watch TV, then instead of sitting like a vegetable to do it, she could at least get a workout. But today, the TV held no interest for her. 

	She had been sending text messages at different times throughout the day. She had started with the little twerp, telling him she wanted to see how pink his rear end still was…along with what panties he was wearing. After she had gotten the pictures, she had asked him if he could be there both Saturday and Sunday. It had taken him a while to reply to that, but he had said he could. Then she had asked one more question. Could he stay overnight? It had taken him even longer to reply to that one. Yes, he could. Perfect. 

	She had also texted Fido, requesting a picture of his chastity device, along with a picture of what panties he was wearing. She had sent that one shortly before noon, but it hadn’t been until an hour later that she had gotten any pictures back from him. Like she had done with the twerp, she had asked if he could stay both Saturday and Sunday. His answer had come back quickly saying he could. When she asked if he could stay all night, again his answer came back in the affirmative. Perfect! So her playthings would be at her house all weekend, and neither of them were expecting to go home. 

	She stopped her treadmill. It was time to send out some instructions now for both of them. She started with Fido. She sent him a text reminding him that he better show up wearing a hair bow, stockings, high heels, his dog collar, and panties. She also told him to bring the dog toy she had ordered him to buy last week. She giggled when she added that he shouldn’t bother packing an overnight bag. He wouldn’t need it. Anything else, including clothing, would be optional. He wouldn’t even need a toothbrush. Then she sent him a separate message telling him to show up at her house at nine o’clock Saturday morning. 

	Once that text was sent, she started on one for the little twerp. As with Fido, she reminded him to show up with a bow in his hair, but in his case, she told him to wear his new white socks and the black t-strap shoes. He also needed to bring a pair of stockings and his high heels with him. Once again, she mentioned that any other clothing would be optional. She wondered what he’d think about that! And then she dropped the bomb. She texted: What are you doing tonight?

	*****

	Tonight? Michael read the question, and didn’t know what to do about it. She had already said she wanted him all weekend. He wouldn’t even be going home Saturday night! He could already imagine himself locked into one of her diabolical devices for the entire night. Would she do that to him? He really hoped not…while at the same time, he fantasized about it. Scary!

	But tonight? Um…. What should he tell her? He took a chance and texted: I’m not doing anything.

	*****

	Mercy read his reply and grinned. She typed her reply: Meet me for dinner at Burger King at 6 pm. Don’t forget to wear your hair bow and high heels. 

	*****

	Michael read her reply and gulped. She was making him go out in public again – dressed even worse as a sissy than before. This time he would be showing up there with not only a bow in his hair, but wearing high heels too. He was…and wasn’t looking forward to it. Especially since his darn chastity device was starting to kill him again.

	*****

	Mercy sat out on the porch in front of her house enjoying the late afternoon shade while she worked for a few minutes on her needlework project. The picture was coming along very nicely. She figured she’d be done with it soon. Maybe even this weekend. While she sat there, she saw her new neighbour across the street pull into his driveway. She watched him get out of his car, then go in through his side door in the carport. She checked the large men’s watch on her arm. Five thirty. She still had a few minutes before she had to leave to meet the twerp. She continued to work on her sewing while she kept an eye on the house across the street. She saw no movement, nothing. But it was early yet.

	Ten minutes later, she got up and put her sewing away. She went out to her truck and left for Burger King…and dinner with the twerp. 

	*****

	Michael was more nervous than ever when he pulled his car into the parking lot at Burger King. He reached up and touched the bow on top of his head. Why? Why did she make him wear it? It was worse than the heels on his feet! And he didn’t want to be wearing them either. Not out in public anyway. He got out of the car and headed for the front door, praying that tonight would be easier than it seemed. So far, it wasn’t. It was dinner time and the place was packed!

	*****

	But Aunt Mercy,” Meghan argued. “Why won’t you tell me where you live?”

	 “You know the answer to that perfectly well,” Mercy replied. “Your mother won’t hear of it. And as much as I hate to admit it, I have to agree with her. You don’t need to know where I live.”

	 “But what if I need to see you?”

	 “Then I’ll come to you. I always have. I always will.”

	 “But…how am I ever going to find out more about what you do?”

	 “You don’t! Your mother would have a fit!”

	 “What she doesn’t know can’t hurt her?”

	The sight of the twerp approaching the door with that bow in his hair caught her attention. “That’s enough now Meghan,” she said. “My dinner companion is here…and you’re supposed to be working!”

	Meghan rolled her eyes. She got up from her seat, went around the table and hugged her aunt. Then she left. But her eyes were immediately grabbed by the little guy with the bow on his head…and high heels on his feet. He was walking her way. She purposely stopped right in front of him, preventing him from going any further. “You have no idea how much I love seeing that pretty bow in your hair,” she said to him. “And trust me, those shoes are just perfect for you.”

	 “Meghan!” Mercy’s voice cut through the restaurant.

	Meghan turned back toward her aunt with a sly smile on her face, then went around the little guy to go back to work. 

	The tip of Michael’s cock was now in even worse pain than when he had walked in. That girl…. She had reminded him of every last mean taunt he had gotten in high school. He continued on, feeling more like dying from embarrassment than meeting his new mistress. But she was right there ahead of him, so he continued on. “Hello Mistress,” he said as he reached the booth. 

	He was about to sit, when she held up her hand to stop him. “Get your dinner. Whatever you want. And no, you’re not drinking my pee tonight. Not unless you want to, in which case I’ll go out of my way to arrange it for you.” She looked up at him with a somewhat questioning but eager look on her face. 

	 “Um…no thank you,” Michael replied. “Uh…not tonight.”

	Mercy was slightly disappointed, even though she was sure that would be his answer. “Then get your meal.”

	Michael looked down at the table. “You’re not eating?”

	 “I ordered. They’re going to bring it out for me. It’s one of the perks of knowing the owner.”

	Michael was about to ask about the girl that had stopped him, but he didn’t. He turned his high heeled feet in the direction of the front of the store to get what he wanted.

	Mercy watched him walking away. She watched him even more intently than she had when he had approached. Something told her the little twerp might be holding out on her. 

	Was it possible to be more embarrassed than he already was? Not as far as he could see. It was dinner time and the place was packed. He had to wait in a long line before he could order. Everyone in that line had turned to look at him. Young kids had pointed at him. Many of the people…mostly the women he noted…had laughed at him. The men…they mostly looked very disgusted at him. Yet he had to stand there in line with all of them, and let them gawk, and laugh, and throw him dirty looks. 

	Finally it was his turn. The girl who took his order was young. He thought she resembled the other girl who had spoken to him earlier. This one smiled very broadly at him, but otherwise didn’t comment on his appearance at all. After ordering, he had to stand there and wait…and wait…until his order was filled. More time for everyone to gawk at him. He felt so small. So insignificant. So…embarrassed! Finally, getting his food and his drink, he carried his tray back toward Mistress.

	Mercy watched him approaching. Yeah, there was no doubt about what she was seeing. The little twerp had only gotten those shoes a few nights ago, but he was walking far better in them than she would have figured. Of course, he wasn’t walking at all like she wanted him to walk in them, but still, he was already far too used to them. The little twerp had been practicing!

	 “You still don’t have your dinner?” Michael asked as he set his tray down and sat in the booth across from her.

	 “It will be here…. Ah, here it comes now.”

	Meghan carried her aunt’s tray and set it on the table. She took the time to study the little guy with the bow again. 

	 “Thank you dear,” Mercy said with a fond smile. 

	Meghan paid her no attention. On a whim, she suddenly slid in to the booth right next to her aunt.

	 “What are you doing? Go back to work!”

	 “No! I want to stay. I want to watch.”

	 “No! You know better!”

	 “Meghan!” Donna’s voice cut through the restaurant. She was hurrying toward her daughter. “Get out of there and get back to work!”

	Meghan reluctantly got up from the seat. “See ya’” she said. She tossed a sly smile at the guy with the bow, then hurried away.

	 “Get!” Donna chastised her lightly as her daughter hurried past her. She continued on toward her sister with the little guy. “Sorry about that,” she said. “She grabbed the tray and was gone before I had a chance to bring it myself.”

	 “It’s okay,” Mercy replied. “But she’s getting more and more curious. Earlier, she was trying very hard to find out where I live.”

	Donna shook her head. “That girl!”

	 “She’s a teenager!”

	 “But she doesn’t need those kind of things on her mind!” With a nod, she left to go back to work.

	Mercy studied the twerp. He hadn’t started eating yet. “Eat up,” she said. “We have a little trip to make as soon as we’re done here.”

	Michael’s stomach gave a major lurch. A trip? Somewhere else in public…dressed like he was? He couldn’t imagine it. Then he remembered exactly where he already was, and what he had already been through that night. And she wanted to do it again? He suddenly didn’t feel like eating. He stared at Mistress as she grabbed her huge sandwich and took a big bite. He felt more sick than anything else. He stuck a French fry in his mouth in an attempt to eat.

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 8 – Part 2 of 2

	 “Okay twerp,” Mercy said to him. “When we leave here, this time, I’m going to follow you.”

	Michael was surprised. “You’re going to follow me?”

	 “That’s right.”

	 “Where are we going?”

	 “Your place.”

	 “My place?”

	 “That’s right. You’re going to show me where you live.”

	Michael was nervous now, but for an entirely different reason. “I am?”

	Mercy shook her head. “I already have your address, if I have to drive you there myself in my truck, then you can be very certain that when I bring you back again, you’re going to find it nearly impossible to sit down in your own car to drive back home!”

	Michael’s fear went crazy. He had been spanked by her machine twice now, and the last time still hurt! A few minutes later, he waited until she drove up behind him, then he headed home. 

	Mercy eyed the apartments all around her. Typical. Very typical. Cheap, but decent. She pulled into an empty space and got out of her truck. The twerp was already hurrying toward one of the lower apartments. He was inside with the door open before she was halfway there. Obviously he was trying very hard to stay out of sight. Not that it would do him much good. 

	She entered his apartment and he closed the door behind them. She looked around. Nice, but…not that nice. The furniture in the living room looked used, but functional. She noticed the heavy curtains on the French doors in the back. She walked over to them and pulled the curtains aside to look out. Not much. Just a tiny cement patio and then grass before the next building behind them. 

	She walked into the kitchen and looked around. Functional. That’s all she would say about it. There was a laptop computer open on his kitchen table. She was briefly tempted to ask him to show her all the sites he most likely spent a lot of time on, but she really wasn’t that interested. She looked into his refrigerator and several of his cupboards. Not much, just some basic stuff. Pretty much what she expected from a young guy who lived alone. 

	The bathroom was next on her tour. She opened the medicine cabinet. The only medicine she saw in it was some Tylenol. “Do you take any medication for anything?” she asked him.

	 “Like what?” he asked.

	 “So you’re not under a doctor’s care for anything?”

	 “Uh…no. Why would I be?”

	 “Some people are,” she said. There was nothing else in the bathroom that interested her. She headed for the room she was the most interested in. His bedroom. 

	The full-size bed wasn’t made…not that she expected it to be. There was no headboard or footboard for it either. Disappointing, but not unexpected. There were clothes tossed in a pile on the floor. She prodded them with her foot to briefly look through them. Nothing interesting. She noted the long full length mirror hung on his closet door – interesting! She opened his closet and looked through his clothes carefully. She was very disappointed in what she found…or in this case, what she didn’t find. He had no “special” clothes at all that she could see. Only the little girl shoes on the floor there that she had made him buy a few days ago. Nothing else. She closed the closet door and started going through his dresser. She opened every drawer. Nothing! So why did he need a big mirror like that? 

	In his dresser, she again opened the drawer that held his panties. It also held all his male underwear. She pulled all the male underwear out and laid it on top of his dresser. She looked straight at him. “Since you love wearing panties so much now,” she said in a somewhat threatening tone of voice, “do you really have any need for these anymore?”

	Michael was shocked. “Uh…”

	 “Do you?” she said more firmly.

	 “Uh…no?” he replied meekly. 

	 “Then get rid of them! Now!”

	 “Now?”

	 “That’s what I said. Get them out of this apartment!”

	 “Uh…what should I do with them?”

	 “Don’t you have a dumpster or someplace you can throw them in?”

	 “Uh…yeah.”

	 “Then do it!” She picked up the pile of underwear and pressed it all into his hands. “Get rid of it. Now!”

	Michael gulped. “But the dumpster is all the way…”

	 “I don’t care where it is. Go!”

	 “Uh…do I have to wear what I’ve got on?”

	 “Do you want your ass blistered worse than before?”

	Once again the fear hit him hard. He hurried toward his front door. 

	Mercy smiled and followed after the little twerp. Yeah, there was no doubt about it, even moving as fast as he was, he was having no trouble at all in those heels. She thought again about the full length mirror in the bedroom. She had no doubt what he had been looking at in that mirror for the last few days. She just couldn’t figure out why she couldn’t find any other “interesting” clothing in his apartment. It made no sense.

	Michael was petrified. The sound of his high heels was way too loud, but if he slowed down, it would give people more of a chance to see him. He hurried the two blocks to the dumpsters, quickly threw all his male underwear in, then started hurrying back, even faster than he had come. He saw her waiting outside for him. He hurried right past her and headed for his open front door. 

	 “Stop!” Mercy ordered.

	He stopped and turned, even though he didn’t want to. 

	 “Come here!” Mercy ordered.

	Reluctantly and fearfully, Michael approached.

	Mercy pointed in the direction of the dumpsters. “Walk back up along this sidewalk, all the way to the road. Then turn around and come back again. This time…walk! Don’t run. And this time, when you walk you put one foot in front of the other, like you’re walking on a tightrope. Got that? One foot in front of the other.” She pointed again. “Go!”

	Michael’s knees were shaking? She was purposely keeping him out in public…and this time, it was right there where he lived. 

	 “Go!” she ordered again. “Walk!”

	He feared her too much. He turned and started walking.

	 “Slower!” she ordered. “One foot in front of the other!”

	Michael slowed down a bit and tried to walk the way she wanted. It made walking in the heels much more difficult…which he figured was why she wanted him to do it. Was anyone who lived around him watching? What could he do if they were? But with that bow in his hair and the heels on his feet…what would they think? He knew what they would think! And it wasn’t a good thing.

	 “Now turn around and come back!” Mercy called as he reached the end of the sidewalk. 

	Michael turned and walked back to her. 

	 “One foot in front of the other! Always!” Mercy called to him.

	Michael was already doing that. It was awkward, but he was trying. He got back to her finally.

	Mercy pointed back toward the end of the sidewalk. “Do it again.”

	Michael couldn’t believe it. But he turned and did it all over again. Five times she made him walk back and forth…in full view of anyone who happened to drive by or come out of their apartments. 

	Finally, she let him back into his house. He was glad to close the door behind him. 

	 “From now on, that’s the way I want to see you walking. Always! One foot right in front of the other. I suggest you practice and get used to it. Now what time are you supposed to be at my house tomorrow?”

	 “Ten thirty,” he mumbled fearfully.

	 “Good! I’ll see you then.” She turned and left. Yeah, for a little twerp, he was turning out to be a lot of fun. There were just a few things she hadn’t yet been able to figure out about him. But she had just barely started. It always took a while before she got the full measure of someone. 

	And tomorrow…all weekend…would be a very good chance for her to get to know not only him, but Fido. Which reminded her of something else. She really did need to pick a better name for the little twerp. She just had no idea what.

	*****

	It was nearly eight o’clock when Mercy pulled her truck into her driveway again. As always, she pushed the button to open her garage door and walked in that way. She got only halfway through her workshop before her phone rang. She dug it out of her pocket. Fido! “Hello?”

	 “Mistress,” Fido’s voice came back,

	 “Yes Fido? Are you still coming tomorrow? Do you have a problem of some kind?”

	 “No Mistress. Not a problem. And idea.”

	 “An idea? What kind of idea.”

	 “For your hedges. For trimming them.”

	Now Mercy was more interested. “What about them?”

	 “I was thinking of maybe not just trimming them back a little where they extend into your yard, but maybe cutting them way back there and shaping them on that side. They’d still be very overgrown on your neighbour’s side of course, but once they’ve been shaped, and once they’ve had a few weeks to grow back a little, they would look very nice from your side.”

	 “You want to do all that?”

	 “Yes Mistress. I think it would look good. A hedge trimmer wouldn’t work to cut them back that far though, I’d have to use a chain saw instead. And I’m afraid that for a few weeks they’d look rather bare, but the more you trim them properly, the more they should fill out, and eventually, they would look really nice.”

	 “A chain saw. As much as I hate to say it, I don’t have one Fido.”

	 “I have one,” he replied.

	 “You’ve got a chain saw?”

	 “I sometimes lose some big limbs from the trees in my yard. I got it to cut them up with.”

	 “I see. Tell you what Fido. We’ll discuss it when you come tomorrow.”

	 “Yes Mistress,” Fido said, his voice holding a hint of excitement. 

	 “And what time are you supposed to be here?”

	 “Nine o’clock Mistress,” he replied.

	 “That’s right. I’ll see you then Fido.”

	She stuck her phone back in her pocket. If Fido wanted to do all that, then she’d consider it. She wondered just how good he was at landscaping. It might be interesting to find out.

	She went into her house and grabbed her needlework and carried it out to her front porch. She sat with it for a few minutes, but her eyes kept going to the house across the street. The lights were on and she could occasionally see shadows going back and forth across the windows. What the heck was he doing in there at this time of night?

	She set her needlework down and crossed the street. There was something she had been meaning to discuss with him anyway. 

	*****

	Ben Whitmore jumped at the sudden unexpected sound of his doorbell. Rag in hand, he hurried to open it. Who the heck would be calling on him? He opened the door and his stomach lurched. The weird woman from across the street. “Can I help you?”

	 “What the heck are you doing?” Mercy asked, noticing the white rag in his hand.

	 “Cleaning.”

	 “Cleaning? At this time of night?”

	 “Why not. If I do it every night, it takes me no time at all before I’m finished.”

	 “Every night? You clean your house every night?”

	 “Sure. Don’t you?”

	 “Hell no! Why didn’t you clean it earlier?”

	 “I made a casserole for dinner tonight and it took me a while.”

	 “You made a casserole. Was it any good?”

	 “It was great! It’s one of my favourites.”

	 “You clean every day, and you cook?” she asked.

	 “Don’t you?”

	 “Heaven forbid! I’d kill myself first!”

	 “That’s your problem then. I refuse to live in a filthy house!”

	 “Right,” she replied with a shake of her head. “I just came over to let you know that I’m going to be having company all weekend, but don’t let that stop you from coming over anytime to do your laundry. I expect my houseguests to be seen and ogled by others at any time, and they need to get used to it.”

	 “Ogled? You mean like…last weekend.”

	 “Exactly. So don’t let it stop you. In fact, I want them to be seen by you when you come. Okay?”

	 “I’m not going to go there to do my laundry again! Tomorrow I’m going to buy a new washer and dryer.”

	 “Don’t!”

	 “Why not?”

	 “Because I need my laundry done too.”

	 “That’s your problem. I’ve got more than enough of my own. Besides, I’ve got more to do this week now that I’ve lived here for a week. Two sets of sheets, four sets of towels…”

	 “Two sets of sheets?”

	 “I change my sheets as often as I can. I don’t want to sleep in a dirty bed. It’s bad enough that I’ve only got two sets of sheets to use so far.”

	Mercy’s head was spinning. This guy was nuts! But still…he would also be a dream catch for any woman she knew. He voice became threatening. “You’re not going to buy a washer and dryer. You’re going to continue to bring your laundry to my house to do it.”

	Ben was shocked. “No! I’m not one of your weird…clients.”

	 “I didn’t say you were.”

	 “But last week you tied me up and made me walk on your treadmill. I’m not going to go through that again.”

	Mercy smiled. “That’s no problem,” she replied slyly. She didn’t say it, but she had many other things she could put him through instead. She just had to get him over to her house and put him to work first. She reached out and grabbed the front of his shirt and pulled him straight up against her muscular body. “I expect you at my house to do your laundry by noon tomorrow! If you’re not there by then, I’m going to come straight over here, kick your door down, and carry you back there. Then I’ll torture you until you agree to do what I want. Is that clear?”

	 “You’ll what?”

	 “Trust me, I’ll do it!”

	 “I’ll call the police!”

	She laughed. “Go ahead. You’re going to have a hard time doing it though when you’re all trussed up like a turkey in the middle of my living room.”

	 “You wouldn’t!”

	 “Breaking men is my favourite pastime!” She stared menacingly at him for a moment. “Now what’ll it be? You come over nicely tomorrow with all your laundry you need to get done, or I come over here, grab you, hurt you beyond belief for the rest of the weekend, and you don’t get your laundry done at all. Which will it be?”

	Ben couldn’t believe this woman was serious. “I…I…”

	 “You’ve got till noon!” Mercy said. “Then I’ll be here to get you.” She turned to leave, but she didn’t get far before she stopped. “Oh,” she said as she turned back toward him. “I guess you’ll be borrowing my lawn mower this weekend too. I’ll plan on it for you.”

	 “No! I’m going to buy my own!”

	 “Noon!” She turned and headed home, wondering what the guy was going to do. She was pretty sure nobody had ever spoken to him like that in his life. She also wondered if she really would go across the street and kidnap him if he didn’t show up. On the one hand, she’d enjoy doing it very much. On the other hand, it was illegal as hell, and if he did call the cops afterwards, for once, she would be in big trouble. She’d…think about it.

	*****

	Across the street, Ben Whitmore stood silently in his living room, his cleaning rag still in his hand. She wouldn’t really kick his door down and physically drag him over there, would she? But there was just something about her that made him fear just that? Could he call the police now and complain? But what evidence did he have? None. And she’d probably just deny she had said any of that. So what should he do?

	 

	 

	Chapter 9 – Part 1 of ?

	Mercy sat in her favourite chair on her front porch. Her needlework project was in her hands. She would finish it soon. She was already planning the frame she would make for it, and then she would hang it proudly on one of her walls. She wasn’t sure which one yet. Her living room, hallway, bedroom, or even her workout room were all possibilities. Pictures like it were scattered around her house. All of them had brought her great pleasure to create. All of them now brought her great pleasure just to look at. No doubt, all of them would frighten most men to death!

	She had Fido due to arrive at nine. The little twerp was due at ten-thirty. She had purposely delayed the twerp from getting here earlier since she had been planning on taking Fido out to buy a hedge trimmer. But now it seemed that Fido had some new plans for her…her neighbour’s…overgrown hedges.

	She was looking forward to Fido coming today for other reasons than just the overgrown hedges. Today would be Fido’s first time spending the day working at her house. Of course, he wouldn’t exactly be working all the time, but she was certainly planning on getting plenty of work out of him. But since it was his first time, he was in for some rude awakenings. Most men usually pitched a major fit over what she made them do. And of course, the moment any of them showed any resistance at all, they quickly found out just how serious she was about it. It was always so much fun teaching a man exactly who was in charge – her! 

	She glanced up at the house across the street. Would he come? She really had no clue. She also didn’t know yet if she really would go over there and kidnap him and bring him home to do her bidding. She supposed not. It really would be a bit too illegal. But just the thought of doing it sounded like so much fun! No. If he didn’t come, she would have to find some other way.

	She looked at his lawn. It needed cutting – badly! She hated living across the street from someone who didn’t take care of their yard. She needed to somehow get him to use her lawnmower. She enjoyed that thought. It brought so many interesting possibilities.

	There was no doubt though that the guy was fixated on cleaning – doing laundry and the rest of the house. She suspected he was more than a bit OCD, but that could be to her advantage too. No doubt, he would do a very good job at whatever he did. 

	Another little idea hit her. Could he teach the little twerp to clean like he did? That was an interesting thought. Fido could do most of the work taking care of the outside of her house, and she could get the weird guy across the street to teach the twerp to take care of the inside of her house. She’d much rather have the weird guy instead though, or better still, both of them. She only had the twerp and Fido to look after right now. At times in the past, she’d had as many as five different men bending to her will. Three would not only be no problem, it would be far more interesting.

	Her cell phone rang. She looked at the caller ID and answered it. “Vicki!” she said happily. “How are you?”

	 “Doing just fine, Mercy,” Vicki replied. “Listen, are you still coming for dinner tomorrow night?”

	 “Wouldn’t miss it,” Mercy replied.

	 “Great. Merce. Those snap together cuffs you found that don’t need keys…”

	 “Yeah?”

	 “Do you think I’m strong enough to open them?”

	 “Probably,” Mercy replied. “It’s hard for me to judge because I’m so used to opening and closing them all the time, but I know for most people they can be a bit difficult.”

	 “Is there any chance you can bring one with you tomorrow night and let me try it? If I can, I may order a few of them and see how they work.”

	 “No problem. Better still, why don’t I put a little something together for you and let you have it. Put it to use. Then later you can let me know if it works for you.”

	 “If…I can open the darn things.”

	Mercy laughed. “Of course.”

	 “Great. See you tomorrow.”

	 “Tomorrow, Vicki,”

	Mercy hung up her phone. Dinner with Vicki and Rosie at Vicki’s house. Her two best friends. Both of them doms. Rosie was more casual with her get togethers. Vicki liked to serve rather elegant dinners. It was a good thing Vicki didn’t require her to get all dressed up. But still, Mercy knew she would change tomorrow night into something a little more decent and, ugh, feminine than what she usually wore. And then next week, it would be her turn to host a get together. And for that, she wanted to show off one of her latest subjects. She didn’t have to. The other girls didn’t always have a client to be a “conversation piece.” Except of course in the case of Rosie and her live-in sissy maid Sissy Paulette. But Paulette had been with Rosie so long now that she couldn’t count him.

	She smiled as she saw Fido’s truck come into view past the overgrown hedges. She watched as it turned into her driveway. She put her sewing down and left the porch to meet him. Bow in the hair – fantastic! Damn she loved that bow. So did her niece. But as cute as Mercy was sure Meghan would look in it, she liked it far better on Fido. By the time she walked down to his truck, Fido had just gotten out of it. She could see the high heels and pantyhose on his feet under his still open truck door. He was leaning into his truck, pulling something out. When he stood up. She saw his dog collar in place. Wonderful! 

	Fido looked up at Mercy and smiled. “Good morning, Mistress,” he said politely. “How are you today?”

	 “Great Fido. Even better now that you’re here.” She watched as Fido moved back a step and closed his truck door. He was dressed in work clothes. That figured, but it was really so disappointing. Even worse, he was not only holding his dog toy, he had his work boots in his hand as well. “Put your boots back in the truck Fido,” she told him. “You won’t need them now.”

	 “I won’t?” he asked, confused. “But the hedges…”

	 “Don’t worry, you can get to them shortly. Just put your boots away and come in for a few minutes. We’ve got business to attend to first.”

	 “Business?”

	Mercy smiled wickedly. “Business!”

	 “Strip!” she said as soon as she got him inside. “Completely! The only thing I want to see you wearing is your panties, hose, and those lovely heels. You can pile your clothes next to that red toolbox behind you.”

	She watched as he removed his shirt, and an ugly army green t-shirt that he had on under it. Probably in case it got too hot for the outer shirt. She watched as he struggled to get his pants off without removing his heels. She noticed he was wearing pantyhose instead of stay-ups. Pity. She waited until he had succeeded before telling him. “Now that your pants are off, it would have been fine if you had removed your shoes first, then put them back on. But it was nice to watch you struggle that little bit.” She noticed the bit of red embarrassment that came to his face. What she also noticed was that for a newcomer to her stable, he didn’t appear to be that embarrassed about getting undressed in front of her the way he was. But then, she remembered he had already been to a few different doms in the past. He wasn’t new to domination, by a long shot. “I think I’d like you to remove your pantyhose too. No use ruining them today. They’d only get in the way.” She watched him remove his shoes, then pull the pantyhose off and put them in the pile with the rest of his clothing. “Put your shoes back on and stand there,” she ordered. 

	Once he was ready, she walked around him while he stood still, studying his body. For a middle-aged man, he was in decent shape. Nothing like she was, but no real flab. She was sure he didn’t work out with weights or anything. It was his job that kept him in shape. Mostly outdoor work. Mostly hard physical labour. She approved of physical labour. And speaking of labour, she supposed she better get him ready to actually do some.

	She headed toward her devices. “Here Fido. Here boy!” she called teasingly. She smiled wickedly as he walked nervously toward her. Yes, she could see the nervousness clearly on his face now. Good. She turned him around and backed him up between two of her constructions. She grabbed his left hand and lifted it up to the cuffs on one of them. She grabbed his right hand and snapped it into a cuff on the other device. He was now stuck there, actually between two of her constructions. But that’s just the way she wanted him. Helpless.

	She pulled his panties down to his ankles, exposing the cock cage she had put on him. She examined it. She was sure he hadn’t removed it. If he had, she was equally sure he wouldn’t have been able to get it back on again. From her pocket she pulled a key and unlocked the device. She removed all parts of it from him, noticing the look and sighs of relief from him as she did so. She brought the cage pieces into her kitchen and dumped them on the counter to be cleaned later. 

	She grabbed a washcloth and soaked it with warm water, adding a bit of soap. She brought it back to him and thoroughly washed his penis, letting him feel how good the cleaning could be. She knew it had to be good because he was certainly moving around a lot while she did it. Not that he moved, or could move, very far, but he was clearly enjoying it. So much so, that she continued with what she was doing. She used the warm soapy washcloth to masturbate him. Making him raging hard. Bringing him to orgasm…but not quite. She stopped just short of that and returned the washcloth to her kitchen. She noticed the look of desperate need on his face as she came back. Perfect!

	She unfastened both of his wrists. “Okay,” she said, pull those panties up. 

	While he was doing that, she went to one of her big toolboxes and hunted through it. She brought back a large cupped bra. The look of distaste on his face was evident, even though he said nothing. He put up no resistance at all as she put it on him and fastened it in the back. He also didn’t say anything when she stuffed the bra with two large breast forms. Pity. She would have liked to punish him for protesting. She noticed the signs of being too well trained by former doms. Well, she had a feeling all that would end soon, just as soon as she decided to send him outside to work.

	From her toolbox, she found a short red skirt with an elastic waist. She watched as he stepped into it and pulled it on. More disappointment in his face. Tough. This was about her, not him, and she wanted to see him in something more…feminine. Not to mention colourful. She went back to her toolbox and found a top for him. A frilly red and white crop top. She helped him put it on. When she stood back to look, she smiled. His entire stomach was exposed. “Now we’re getting somewhere!” she told him happily. She saw the look on his face. It wasn’t exactly disappointment, it was…humiliation. Good! 

	 “The bow, the short top, your short skirt, those heels. Perfect!” she said. “Just what I want.” She saw the muted, embarrassed smile on his face. So precious. She went back to one of her toolboxes and got the red leather leash she had bought for him. She clipped it in place and saw him shake a bit as she did it. Obviously that dog leash meant a lot to him.

	She let the leash dangle as she walked around behind him, wrapping her arms around him. She lifted his skirt in the front and pushed her hands down into his panties, and she started masturbating him again. Making him as hard as she could get him…and then she stopped again and pulled his panties back into place. She walked around in front of him and grabbed the leash. “Come Fido. Come!” She pulled on his leash and headed for her garage, knowing full well that the sap had no idea what was in store for him now. Entering the garage, her hand automatically reached out and hit the button to raise the garage door. 

	Ron was growing more nervous by the moment. It was one thing to have her dress him up and play with him inside her house, but now here in the garage, with the door wide open, it was still possible for anyone driving by to see him. But then he remembered what he had gone through when she had taken him shopping. It had all been done in public, right there in the stores for everyone to see. His aching, needy, cock twitched at that thought as she… “Mistress!” he said desperately as she led him toward the driveway and out of the garage. He stopped in the doorway. 

	Mercy knew what was coming. She stopped and pulled harder on his leash, but he didn’t want to go out of the garage. “Fido! Come!” she commanded.

	 “But Mistress. That’s…outside.”

	 “Of course it is. What a smart doggie you are.”

	Doggie? She wasn’t really treating much like a dog at all. Tentatively, he followed, as her tugging on his leash increased. Actually, it was either that, or she would probably pull him right off of his high heeled feet. Nervously he followed her, all the way back to his truck.

	Mercy looked into the back end of his truck. Tools! Yard tools. And among them, a ladder, a chain saw, and a gallon of gas for it. “I see you brought everything you need,” she said.

	Ron was doing his best to “hide” against the side of his truck where hopefully nobody would see him. “Yes Mistress. I should have everything I need.”

	 “Good dog!” she praised. “In the future though, don’t worry about the gas. I keep plenty of I there. And if there are any tools in there that I don’t have and you feel I should get, then let me know. Whatever you need, I’ll keep it here.”

	 “Thank you, Mistress,” Ron replied.

	Mercy walked back to him. This was going to be the fun part. She unclipped his leash. “Okay Fido. Get busy. Which hedge are you going to do first?”

	Busy? “But…Mistress. I need to change.”

	 “Change? Of course not. We just did that.”

	 “You mean you want me to wear this while I’m working?”

	 “Fido, there’s no law against wearing a skirt and heels when you do yard work,” she told him.

	 “But Mistress…” he tried again, clearly not believing she would ask such a thing. He thought of something. “Wearing these clothes could be dangerous while I work.”

	She smiled. “I doubt it. And if you think it is, then you’ll just have to be a little more careful, won’t you.”

	 “But…” He thought of something else. “These heels,” He said. “How can I climb the ladder. Most of this work is over my head.”

	She walked up to him and poked her index finger into his chest. “You do it very carefully. I don’t want to see you get hurt, but I’ve seen women climb ladders while wearing heels all my life. There’s nothing to it. Get used to it.”

	Ron simply couldn’t believe it. “But…”

	He got no further. Very quickly, Mercy grabbed his right arm and twisted it around behind him, pulling it back and up towards his head. Fido, in great pain was forced to his knees. “Ow!” he screamed as it felt like she was ripping his arm right out of the socket. 

	 “Are you going to give me any more shit about wearing what I want you to while you work?” she asked.

	 “No!” he said quickly, realizing that her great strength was far more than even his muscles.

	 “Good!” She released his arm. “Now get to work! I’ll be watching. Oh, and in a little while, I have another playmate coming for the weekend too that I want you to meet. When he arrives, just keep working. I’ll introduce you two later.”

	Ron was further aghast. Someone else? Someone who would see him dressed like this? Up close? Uh-oh. He tried to minimize that situation in his head by remembering that this would be another…uh…client that Mistress had. But that certainly didn’t minimize any of the humiliation of being outside working on her front lawn, where the entire world could drive by and see him. And anyone driving by, couldn’t miss him at all. She had him dressed way too noticeably. 

	He saw her standing there, waiting for him to get to work. He opened the tailgate of his truck, more aware than ever that being behind his truck would make him easier to see from the road. He grabbed his chainsaw from the back. At least he didn’t need to crawl into the truck to get it. Dressed as he was, that would be even more embarrassing. But how about when he needed some of his other tools? 

	Chainsaw in hand, he glanced down at the end of the driveway where he probably would have started. Nope! Not this time, he carried the chainsaw up towards her fence separating the backyard from the front. He would start there. It would be a better place anyway. Once he got there, he surveyed where he wanted to start. His heels were already hurting him, but he had a feeling he had better get used to that pain. He glanced back, she was still standing there waiting for him to start. With a sigh, he pulled the rope starter on the saw and it roared to life. High heels, a very short red skirt, a very short red and white top over some huge breasts, and he didn’t forget the big bow that was still in his hair. He put the chainsaw to work.

	 

	 

	Mercy headed for her porch to continue her sewing project. Fido hadn’t put up nearly the fuss he could have. Way too well trained. Oh well. She supposed it would make other thing later on even easier. She smiled happily as she sat and watched him cutting those overgrown ugly hedges. The sight of him was her inspiration to do a very good job sewing the picture she was finishing. Yes, to her, he was a very pleasing, very inspiring sight. Now all she needed was the twerp.

	*****

	Across the street, Ben heard the loud sound of the chainsaw splitting the air. He looked out through his blinds. He saw the old truck in the driveway across the street, but he couldn’t see anything else. From what little he could see through his window, the sound had to be coming from across the street, but whoever was making that noise was hidden by the trucks. 

	He saw that weird woman climbing her porch and sitting down. Yesterday she had “demanded” that he show up at her house with his laundry by noon. Ha! As if he would. He didn’t want to go through that again. He had told her plainly in no uncertain terms that he wasn’t one if her sick clients, and she had still made him walk her treadmill and had stuck that thing in his nose while he was on it so he couldn’t look down. 

	Of course, later, she had rewarded him for his work by masturbating him. That had been surprising. It had also been more stimulating than he ever imagined something like that could be. He still remembered her hands on his penis once in a while…late at night…or maybe early in the morning. But he didn’t remember it often. At least, he didn’t consider it to be often. For someone as large and imposing as she was, there was no doubt, she had nice hands. Or…maybe they weren’t that nice, but damn she knew how to use them.

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 9 – Part 2 of ?

	 

	Michael paused and nearly stopped before turning into her driveway. There was another pickup truck there. And halfway down the line of overgrown hedges, he saw a guy wearing a short red skirt, a short red and white top, high heels, and he had a bow in his hair that was even bigger than the one he was wearing. Should he stop? Should he go home? Unsure, he pulled into the driveway and parked next to the older pickup truck.

	Mercy watched as the car turned into her driveway. The twerp was here. She noticed the bow in his hair as he parked next to Fido’s truck. Good! It better be there! With the Fido’s truck and her truck in the way, he couldn’t see Fido very well. That was fine. The two would see enough of each other very soon. She heard the chainsaw stop. She was sure that Fido was trying to see who the newcomer was. That was fine too, as long as he got back to work soon.

	She watched as the little twerp got out of his car and headed towards her. He looked nervous. The little girl shoes on his feet looked…adorable. Those shoes were simply him. Or they soon would be. She noticed his heels and a pair of stockings in his hand. Perfect. But what wasn’t perfect, yet, was the way he was walking. She smiled at that. He needed exercise anyway.

	 “Hello Mistress,” Michael said nervously as he approached the front porch. He quickly glanced nervously in the direction of the hedges. Now he could see the top of the guy there watching them over the hood of the truck.

	 “Good morning, Twerp,” Mercy replied as she set her sewing aside and got up from her chair. “Put your heels on the porch,” she told him. And then walk out to the road and back again.”

	Michael was confused. “Did I do something wrong?”

	 “Yes. This time when you walk, put one foot directly in front of the other. I told you that before, but you obviously forgot, so this is just a little more practice. Now go! Do it!”

	Michael turned, and headed back down the front walk and all the way out to the end of the driveway, this time being careful to keep putting one foot in front of the other.

	Mercy watched him walking. Much better. When he got back to the porch, she said, “Do it again. This time, go all the way across the street, up the driveway there, up his sidewalk and all the way to his front steps before you come back.”

	Michael was shocked. “But what if someone comes out?”

	 “Actually, I’m hoping that he does.”

	 “I mean, what if he doesn’t like it?”

	 “Mercy smiled. That will be fine too. Whether he likes it or not, you still go all the way to his steps before you turn around and walk back. Now go!”

	Having misgivings about it, Michael turned and walked away, careful to put one foot directly in front of the other. Walking that way forced him to walk slower than he wanted. He really wanted to run so he could get back to her house and hopefully out of sight before any of the other neighbours saw him. But she had said walk, so he walked, one foot in front of the other. He crossed the street and entered his driveway, more nervous now because he was in someone else’s yard. Nobody came to the door. He reached the sidewalk leading from the driveway to the front door. He turned onto it and went all the way to the front steps. He turned quickly and started back. 

	With every careful step he took, he was very relieved that whoever lived there hadn’t come out to yell at him. And with the bow in his hair and the girl’s shoes on his feet, that would have been more embarrassing than ever. Of course, this embarrassment was nothing compared to what he wore to cut her grass last week. Would he have to do that again? He was betting on it. And he wasn’t looking forward to it.

	Mercy was disappointed that the guy across the street hadn’t come out. She watched as the twerp carefully walked all the way up to her porch. She got a small kick out of the fact that by walking one foot in front of the other like she had him doing, not only was he walking more like a woman would walk, but he was unconsciously holding his arms out for balance as well, and the position looked more feminine than masculine. And she was sure that the twerp didn’t even know it. She pointed her finger back at the house across the street. “Do it again!”

	Michael nearly had a fit. What was it with her and forcing him to do things in public? But he turned around and headed back again. One foot carefully in front of the other. All the way down her driveway, across the street, up the other driveway, up the sidewalk, all the way to the front steps. Turn arou…. 

	The door suddenly flew open and an angry guy poked his head out. “What are you doing!”

	Michael was scared. “Uh….” He pointed toward Mercy’s house across the street. “She wanted me to…”

	 “Damn that woman!” Ben cursed. “Get out of here!” He watched as the little guy with the bow in his hair took off running towards his driveway. He didn’t wait, he headed across his lawn and directly for the woman across the street, who was now walking across her lawn towards him.

	 “Stop twerp!” Mercy ordered quickly. “Walk back to those steps, turn around, and walk home – properly!”

	Michael stopped. He didn’t know what to do.

	 “Do you want to be punished for not doing what I say?” Mercy called as she continued walking toward the road.

	Michael looked around a bit, trying to figure out what to do, but with the guy who lived there now down to the road, he turned and went back to the steps, then turned and started walking back again, one foot in front of the other. He could feel his mistress’s eyes on him the entire time.

	Mercy watched the twerp as she met the guy in the middle of the street. She knew he was angry, but she was bigger and stronger than he was. She wasn’t cowed by him in the least. 

	 “What do you think you’re doing?” Ben yelled. “It’s bad enough that you live across the street and I have to put up with seeing some of your clients when you bring them outside, but that’s my house. Stay away!”

	Mercy smiled. “My you’re in a bad mood today.”

	 “Bad mood. I don’t want anything to do with you, or your friends.”

	Mercy laughed. “My friends. Well, I guess they are, sort of. I just wanted to remind you to have your laundry at my house by noon that’s all. I didn’t want you to forget.”

	 “No!” Ben yelled back. “I’m not going to do it. You and your silly games.”

	Mercy just smiled at him. “Noon!” she said. “Or I’m coming to get you.”

	 “No!” Ben shouted back.

	Mercy looked briefly around him at his lawn. “Laundry, or you come borrow my lawn mower. Your choice.”

	 “No!” Ben shouted again.

	 “Noon!” Mercy said sternly. Then she just smiled and turned away, following the twerp back up her driveway. “One foot in front of the other she said to him as she followed him. Just like that. All the time. Always.”

	Once back on her porch, Mercy opened the front door and led the twerp inside. “Set your heels and hose over by that yellow toolbox,” she told him, “and then get undressed. The only thing I want you still wearing are those pretty little shoes and socks.” Outside, she heard the chainsaw starting again.

	Michael did more than casually glance at all the metal contraptions she had in her living room. Just thinking about being fastened to one of them made his cock ache inside his chastity device. Fortunately, all it did was ache. It didn’t try to grow down to those hateful spikes in the tip of it. In fact, he was amazed he hadn’t felt them when she made him walk across the street. Twice! 

	Mercy watched while he got fully undressed. When the only thing he was wearing was his shoes, socks, and his chastity device, she grabbed a metal contraption from the corner of the room and brought it over to him. The bar had cuffs on each end that were quickly closed over his wrists, holding them wide apart, but the centre of the bar held a neck collar that was soon locked around his neck. “There,” she said. That should keep your hands out of the way.

	Michael was in heaven. This was the kind of bondage fun he had been looking for. And then he felt her taking off his chastity device. Completely. Freeing his aching cock. Yes! Finally!

	Mercy carried his chastity device into the kitchen and dropped it on the counter. It would need to be cleaned before she put it on him again. She went to her toolbox and grabbed some lube for her hands. Once back with him again, she began messaging the lube into his cock, making it grow, bringing him as much pleasure as her skilful hands could.

	Michael was in total heaven. The metal device locked to his neck and wrists was heavy and completely unyielding. He couldn’t have stopped her from doing anything at all to him. And just then, he didn’t want to stop her at all. It was pure heaven. Until she stopped. He grunted in frustration when she moved away from him. 

	 “Lay down!” she ordered.

	Very carefully, Michael got down to his knees, then laid back. The heavy metal contraption pulled him back faster than he wanted and it hurt his neck a bit when it hit the floor. But not bad. Mercy went back to one of her toolboxes and grabbed a diaper. A few seconds later, she was kneeling between his legs.

	 “No!” Michael wailed as he realized what she was doing. “Not again!”

	Mercy smiled wickedly. “Yes! Again! I like you in diapers, so you’re going to wear them. End of story. 

	Michael didn’t say it, but the word no ran through his head again as he felt her diapering him firmly and securely. Ugh!

	Mercy went to his head and sat him up. Then she grabbed him under his arms and lifted him to his feet. “Wait there,” she said. She went back to her toolbox and grabbed a blue and white frilly top for him. She unfastened him from the metal device and pulled the top over his head. Finally, she stood back to survey what she had. Perfect! The top barely covered the top of his diaper, so it was fully exposed. And with the bow in his hair and those little girl shoes, he looked simply precious. 

	Now. This was the one who loved her bondage stuff, one of her own loves, so she needed some way to secure him for a bit. Some way to secure him, that would still enable him to work. And she had built just the thing! From against one of the walls in her living room, she grabbed a metal device with two large holes in it. She opened the device on the hinged side and brought it up in front of him. “Spread your legs,” she ordered.

	 “Michael looked at the device in her hands with growing trepidation…and delight. Nervously, he spread his legs slightly wider apart.

	Mercy set the device up against his legs just above the knees and started to close the back toward the front. She had to move is other leg a bit to line it up with the hole, but a moment later, his upper legs were trapped by her device. He could still walk…sort of, but not well. She smiled to herself. Walking one foot in front of the other was definitely out, but that couldn’t be helped right now. She went back to where she had picked up that device and grabbed another one. A smaller one. This one she fastened to his arms, just above his elbows. His upper arms where now trapped and spread slightly more than his body width, but his lower arms and hands could still work. Now, how to put him to work?

	 “Come on Twerp. This way,” she said as she led the way toward her front door.

	Moving was very difficult for Michael, but it was still doable. With a bit of care and difficulty, he soon found himself where he didn’t want to be – outside on her front porch.

	 “Keep coming, Twerp,” Mercy told him. “There’s someone I want you to meet.” When she got to the front steps, she grabbed the device that trapped his arms and held it tightly, helping to support him as she forced him to carefully manoeuvre himself down the front steps. The little twerp almost fell once, but she easily caught him and kept him moving. Once down, she kept a grip on the arm device and pulled him along slowly toward the driveway. Around her truck, and to the hedges that even cut back to show nothing but grey twisted branches, looked better than they did before.

	She saw Fido up on a ladder, trying to trim as high as he could. She let go of the twerp and approached the ladder. “Fido!” she yelled over top of the noise of the chainsaw.

	Ron heard her calling and looked down. He saw Mistress and the guy who had arrived earlier. He stared in shock for a moment at the two devices locked onto him. He killed the chainsaw before he studied the guy further. He was surprised to see how short he was. Like him, the little guy had a bow in his hair, and she had put a girl’s top on him. But instead of panties, the guy was wearing a diaper. He was quick to note the bow in his hair too. He also noted that instead of wearing high heels, the little guy had shoes on that looked like they should have belonged to a schoolgirl. As they approached, he started to climb down from the ladder.

	 “Stay there!” Mercy ordered. She walked up to him and reached through the ladder for his panties. She put her hands inside and once again began messaging his penis, making it hard. Bringing him as much pleasure as her hands could in just a few moments. When she was sure he was hard enough, she removed her hands and pulled his panties back up. 

	Ron nearly fell off the ladder…twice! And not because of the high heels on his feet. The first time was when she was messaging him. The second time was when she stopped. Heaven. And hell!

	 “Fido,” Mercy said. “I want you to meet…well, I don’t have a name for him yet that I’m happy with. So for now, I’m calling him Twerp. And that’s all you’ll ever think of calling him, until I do figure out a better name.” She turned to Twerp. “Twerp, this is Fido. That’s his name, and unless I decide to change it, it will stay his name. Now don’t worry, the two of you will have plenty of time to get better acquainted later. Right now, is work time. And Fido,” she said, “the hedges, even cut like that, look so much better than they ever have. I’m very grateful for the job you’re doing.”

	Ron felt happy and proud. “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied.

	 “Now, since it is work time, I need to put the little twerp here to work as well. Last time he was here he cut the grass for me, but to be honest, the lawn mower was almost too much for him to push. In case you haven’t noticed, he’s not the strongest guy I’ve ever met.”

	It was a point about the little guy that Ron hadn’t thought of. “Don’t worry about your grass,” Fido replied. “I was planning on cutting it later.”

	 “Good!” Mercy replied. “Because that was my plan too. But in the meantime, I need something that this one can work on out here. And I need it to be something that he can do without removing the little toys that he’s wearing. Since you’re now in charge of my yard, do you have any suggestions?”

	Fido was dumbfounded. “Without removing those things? I don’t know…”

	 “How about something simple, like weeding the garden?” Mercy suggested.

	Fido was surprised. “That…might work,” he replied.

	 “Good!”

	 “Come along, Twerp.”

	Fido watched as she led the little guy toward the flowerbeds that lined her front sidewalk. From up on the ladder, he was high enough to see her force him down to his knees. She stayed to watch him for a few minutes while he started to pull weeds from the bed and toss them on the lawn. He couldn’t believe it. She had the poor little guy dressed in a diaper. And then she had locked those things no him to severely restrict his movements. He wondered how heavy they were…not that he wanted to find out. But now the poor guy was working…outside, like he was, dressed like that, where everyone could see him. What had he gotten himself into with this Mistress? But there was no doubt, she could be very controlling. And there was also no doubt. He loved it!

	*****

	Ben looked out through his blinds at the house across the street. The guy with the chainsaw was much closer to the road now and was easy for him to see, especially up on the ladder. The other one was kneeling down doing something to the garden by her sidewalk. Probably weeding it. He noted how each of them were dressed. Disgusting! How could she think of making them do such things outside where everyone could see? She ought to be locked up in jail – forever!

	She was still demanding that he come over and do his laundry. According to her, he needed to be there by twelve o’clock. No way! The only problem was, he did need to do laundry – badly! He needed to buy a new washer and dryer too. Not to mention a lawnmower for his overgrown and now pretty bad looking lawn. He needed to go out and buy those things. That was his plan for the day. But going out shopping, wouldn’t get his laundry done. And how long would it take before whatever washer and dryer he bought could be delivered and setup? Days? Weeks? He honestly didn’t know. He had a feeling that they didn’t deliver things like that too often on Sundays.

	So that meant, that if he wanted his laundry done again, which he did – desperately! Then his only choices were to go to a laundromat to do it or go to her house. There was no way he was going to a laundromat. Besides, with so many different people using those machines, what diseases might his laundry pick up there?

	He thought about the situation. He watched through the blinds and studied the situation. Her playthings were working outside. She was sitting on the front porch watching them. If he went over and did his laundry now, she would be outside while he stayed away from her inside. Hopefully, he could get most of his laundry done before she went back in the house. Most of his laundry…but that had to include her laundry too. That would take twice as long.

	Damn it! He needed to do laundry, and right now, she was his best choice. She better not mess with him again, or…he’d do something. The what he would do didn’t cross his mind.

	He went out through the side door and marched boldly across the street.

	Mercy was surprised to see her neighbour coming towards her. She was pleased too. The only problem was, he didn’t have any of his laundry with him. She waited until he climbed up to her porch. “Where’s your laundry?”

	 “I left it home,” he replied. “Now look,” he said. “If I bring my laundry over again, and do your laundry for you again, then I don’t want any funny business from you at all.”

	 “Funny business?” Mercy laughed. 

	 “None! Understood?”

	Still laughing, Mercy tossed his comment off and ignored it. “How about your lawn?” she asked. “It’s looking pretty bad.”

	 “Yes, it is. I’m buying a lawnmower later…or tomorrow.”

	 “Don’t bother,” she said. “Come with me.”

	 “What? I’m not going to do any more of your work for borrowing your lawnmower!”

	 “I don’t expect you to. Not this time at least,” Mercy replied with a chuckle. “I’m just tired of looking at your horrible looking lawn. I go out of my way to insure my house looks as nice as it can, so it bothers me to have to look across the street and see something so messy.”

	She led the way into the garage. “My lawnmower’s a good one and it’s full of gas, so you don’t have to worry about it,” she said.

	Ben looked her lawnmower over. “And I don’t have to do any other work for you for borrowing it?”

	 “Not this time,” she said. “Just cut your grass.”

	Ben nodded. “Well…as long as there’s nothing else you want.” He walked around behind it, then he stopped. “What’s that?” he asked, seeing the odd contraptions attached to the handle.

	 “Here,” she said as she grabbed his right arm and pulled him over to the mower.

	Ben tried to resist and pull back, but she was so much bigger and stronger than he was that he couldn’t stop her. “No!” he shouted, angry and horrified. 

	Mercy pulled him right up to the mower and forced his hand onto the handle. A moment later, it was cuffed and secured so that he couldn’t remove his hand from that handle.

	 “No! Stop! Let me go!” he shouted angrily.

	Mercy ignored his protests and grabbed his other hand. While the guy put up all the fight and resistance he could, he was nowhere close to being a match for her. Very quickly, both of his hands were fastened to the mower.

	 “Let me go!” Ben ranted angrily.

	 “Nope. Not until your lawn is cut. Front and back.”

	 “Let me go!” Ben demanded again.

	Mercy ignored him and went around behind him. She unfastened his belt.

	 “What are you doing?” Ben asked, horrified. He ranted and protested as she unfasted his belt, unfastened his pants, then pulled them down to his ankles. “No! Stop!” A moment later, she pulled his pants, one leg at a time, over his shoes and right off of him, leaving him in just his underwear. “Stop this!” Ben shouted. “Let me go!”

	Mercy walked up close behind him and wrapped both her arms around him. Being chained to the lawnmower, he had no way to stop her as she pushed her hands down into the front of his underwear. In moments, his loud angry protests were silenced as her hands worked their magic inside his underwear.

	Ben breathed wide-eyed and heavily as she continued to masturbate him, right there in her garage. She was going to do it to him again. She was going to bring him to an orgasm…right there in her garage. And there was nothing he could do to stop her. Not that he even thought of stopping her. Her hands felt so good he didn’t want them to stop. Except…they did. Right before he could have lost it. No!

	Mercy pulled her hands out of his underwear. She leaned her head down and whispered in his ear. “There’s more where that came from, just as soon as you finish your lawn. Front…and back. With her arms still wrapped around him, she grabbed the handles of the lawnmower and began pushing, forcing him to walk along with her…and the lawnmower. She pushed him out of her garage, down the driveway, across the street, and right into his driveway. She stopped there. “Front, and back!” she said. “And you better do a good job, or you’ll be doing it again until I’m satisfied. And believe me, you won’t get released from that thing until I am satisfied. And just so you know, I inspect!” She reached down and started the lawnmower. “Get busy!” she ordered.

	Ben didn’t know what to do. He was standing in front of his house, in just his underwear. And there wasn’t anything he could do about it. She wouldn’t release him until she was satisfied with the job? He couldn’t get out of it until he was done…and she was satisfied? As fast as he could, he started pushing, cutting his grass. The job didn’t go quickly or easily because it had been so long now since it had been cut, but Ben worked desperately never the less.

	Across the street, Mercy sat working on her sewing. Fido was doing a wonderful job on the hedges. With no leaves, they looked bare and awful. But despite that, it was still a vast improvement over what they had been. The little Twerp was on his knees weeding her garden. He didn’t move very fast, because it was difficult for him to move at all. Consequently, he was doing and outstanding job of pulling all the weeds because he and to spend more time in one place before trying to move further along the garden.

	Fido was working. Splendid. The little twerp was working. Splendid. And so was the guy across the street. Even better.

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 9 – Part 3 of ?

	 “Fido!” Mercy called as she walked toward the ladder he was working on.

	 Ron was getting near the end of the driveway, and the closer he came to the road, the more nervous he was getting about the way he was dressed – in public! Hearing Mistress over top of the chainsaw noise, he shut it off and looked down at her.

	 “Stay!” Mercy commanded as if she was talking to a dog. She walked up to the ladder again and like she had done before, reached into his panties and massaged his cock.

	 Ben was in heaven again. The only problem as she continued to massage him, was that there was a hurting ache inside his balls that was starting to grow as much as his cock did. Like he knew she would, she removed her hands and pulled his panties back up way too soon.

	 “Get down from there for a while,” Mercy told him. “I’ve got water on the porch for you. Go sit down and rest for a few minutes.”

	 Ben gratefully got off the ladder. He set his chainsaw down on the ground and headed for the porch. He saw her heading for Twerp. What a name! Even though it did kind of fit. But she had said she hadn’t decided on another name for him that she was happy with yet.

	 There were several bottles of water on the porch and they were all cold. He grabbed one, opened it and took a long drink. He saw her sewing things sitting in one of the chairs, he chose a different one.

	 Mercy watched Twerp, down on his hands and knees, everything on him spread apart by the devices she had put just above his elbows and his knees. He was doing a great job pulling weeds. Probably because moving from one position to another was so difficult. “Break time,” she told him. Instead of pulling him to his feet to walk up to the porch, she grabbed him around the waist and picked him up. Just like that, she carried him up the steps and set him down on his feet. “Chair!” she said as she pointed toward one of the seats.

	 Michael hobbled over to the chair she had pointed at and sat. She handed him a bottle of water. His arms, while spread apart at the elbows, were still close enough that he could get the bottle to his mouth. 

	 Mercy watched him starting to drink, then she leaned down over him and felt his diaper. It looked and felt like it was still dry. “Remember,” she told him, “no diaper changes until that thing is totally soaked, so I suggest you don’t hold back.” She didn’t bother telling him that not peeing in the thing to keep it dry longer was also an option, but she wanted him to get used to wetting it. She picked her sewing things up from her chair between them and sat down again. As she did, she glanced across the street. The guy there was halfway through his front lawn. The cut part looked so much better.

	 “Mistress,” Ben said. “What’s with the guy across the street? Is he another client you work with?”

	 “No Fido,” Mercy admitted. “Not yet at least. But I’ll make no bones about the fact that I want him. So I’m going to do everything I can to bring him over here more often.”

	 Ben was actually a little surprised at the candour of the way she had replied. “But he’s not a…uh…client?”

	 “No. Unfortunately. And I’m afraid he may be a tough nut to crack.”

	 “It sounds like he has no interest in what…me…and I guess Twerp there, are interested in.”

	 “Not yet,” Mercy replied. “But I want him to be.”

	 “Why?”

	 Mercy smiled at him. “Because he has skills I want. Badly!”

	 “Skills?”

	 “Like you,” she said. “I don’t usually find playthings that are as useful as you. And I usually meet with them more than once before I bring them here and move forward. But you, you know how to take care of my yard. And I like my house to look nice!” I insist on it looking nice. I know it may not be exactly normal inside, but I’ve got the inside arranged just the way I want it, but outside, I want it to be someplace that when people drive by, they notice how nice it looks.” She turned her head and faced him. “So that’s the one biggest job I’m going to keep you busy with. Keeping my yard looking nice. Font and back.”

	 Ron smiled. “I can do that. I love doing things like that. And I know that all you want in exchange for the…uh…services you render…is for us to do things like that for you.”

	 “Exactly right,” Mercy agreed. “And that’s why I pretty much jumped all over you that first night we met.”

	 Ron looked over at Twerp. “And what about Twerp there?” he asked. “What skill does he have that you wanted?”

	 Mercy looked over at the little twerp. “Amusement. He amuses me. Oh, he’ll be doing far more than that. Last week he cut the grass for me. I have other things I’m thinking of having him do too. But he’s only been around here about a week longer than you. He’s brand new to me too. So we’ve barely just begun.” She looked over at Twerp with as evil a grin on her face as she could muster. “Isn’t that right, Twerp?”

	 Michael didn’t miss the look on her face. “Yes…Mistress.”

	 “So if he’s new, and I’m new,” Ron said, “then how many other clients are you working with right now? If I may ask.”

	 “I’m surprised that you would ask,” Mercy noted.

	 “Uh…only because you said you don’t take money and you need us to do things for you.”

	 Mercy nodded. “No. It’s a good question and I don’t mind. Right now, you two are the only playthings I have.”

	 “What happened to the others?” Ron asked.

	 Michael was particularly interested in the answer.

	 “Life. Moved on, and most of them away,” Mercy replied with a sigh. “They all do that from time to time. The last few I had were with me for quite some time. Years.”

	 “But they grew tired of you?”

	 “Oh no,” Mercy replied. “I’m pretty sure none of them did. But the last one to leave me got a new job that completely kept him from coming around. And the one before that also got a new job…in another state.”

	 Michael felt he had to dare to ask. “Do any of your…men…ever just quit? Leave because it’s not what they like?”

	 Mercy laughed. “Yes! Most of them.”

	 “And you let them leave? All of them?”

	 “Of course,” Mercy replied.

	 “Except me,” he stated.

	 Mercy laughed. “I told you before. I’m going to give you an education whether you like it or not. If you want to quit, then that’s fine, but I’m going to make it pretty damn difficult for you to even try, so I don’t recommend it!”

	 Michael swallowed. There was a way out, but she wasn’t going to make it easy for him to get there.

	 “Are you wet yet?” Mercy asked him.

	 “Uh…no. Not yet.”

	 “Keep drinking then,” she said as she looked from her sewing up toward the guy across the street, then back to her sewing. “Do you like pizza Twerp?” she asked a she pushed the needle through her project.

	 “I love it,” Michael replied.

	 “I’m not even going to ask you Fido. You’re a dog. All dogs love pizza.”

	 Fido felt his cock lurch. “Yes Mistress,” he replied. “I do love it.”

	 “No surprise,” she said. “I’ll order pizza for lunch.”

	 Michael’s head jerked up at hearing that. “Order? To be delivered?”

	 “Unless you’d like to drive out and pick it up,” Mercy replied, not even looking up from her sewing.

	 “Uh…maybe not.”

	 “Next week then,” Mercy replied with a sly smile. “I hope you have to pee soon.”

	*****

	 Ben was quickly growing tired. Cutting his grass was a lot of work, especially since he was trying to do it as fast as he possibly could. His hands ached because he couldn’t let go of the lawnmower to stretch them, making the job that much more difficult. He got to the end of the row and turned around, he saw the damn woman herself waiting in his driveway for him. He kept pushing the mower, cutting the next row of grass as he continually got closer. At the driveway, he stopped to see what she wanted.

	 “Looking good,” Mercy told him. She held a water bottle up to his lips and poured some into his mouth.

	 Ben drank it greedily. It was cold and good. “Thanks!” he said gratefully when she pulled the bottle away.

	 “We’ll have lunch as soon as you’re finished with your lawn,” she told him.

	 “Lunch?”

	 “On me,” she replied. “Just finish cutting your grass first.” She held the bottle to his lips again and let him drink. “Now get busy!”

	 Ben turned the lawnmower around and started on the next row, he was getting very close to the garden that bordered the front of his house. When he got to the end of the row and turned around again, she was still there, waiting for him. He cut along the edge of the garden. By the time he was done, she was waiting for him to move into his backyard. There was no gate, but he turned the corner of his house and began cutting the grass all along that side.

	 Mercy stood watching him for a few minutes. She looked all around at his backyard. Mostly, it was an overgrown mess! It was going to take him longer to cut it than it took for him to cut the front. But that didn’t matter. She would check on him a few times before he finished. She went back to her own yard, noticing how nice the one side of the hedges looked now, even as bare of leaves as they were. Fido had moved to the other side and was now working close to the fence there to make the hedges look the same as he had done next to the driveway. Judging by what little she had seen Fido do so far, she already knew she was going to like having him work for her. Now if only she could figure out a way to get Suzy Homemaker across the street to take care of the inside of her house like Fido was obviously capable of taking care of the outside. That was the part she had to figure out.

	*****

	 Ben had just one thought on his mind as he pushed the lawnmower back across the street at nearly a run. He was exhausted from cutting the grass so fast. And now his only thoughts centred around the one thing that had been on his mind from the moment she had locked him to the lawnmower – getting his pants back and getting the hell out of there! Once again she had played her games with him, despite him telling her not to.

	 Mercy smiled as she saw him hurrying so fast across the street with the lawnmower. She noticed Fido, halfway down the row of hedges now, stopping to look. Twerp was watching him too. She got up and set her sewing aside and grabbed the water bottle she had been giving him drinks out of. She headed for her garage, the one place she knew he was hurrying to get into. He was breathing hard, despite the three water breaks she had given him on his backyard alone. “All done?” she asked as he breathlessly slowed down and pushed her lawnmower into the garage.

	 “Yes,” he breathed, panting from the exertion. “Now unlock me from this thing.”

	 “Bring it over here,” Mercy said as she walked over to the area where she usually kept the thing. She waited for him there.

	 Ben pushed the lawnmower over to where she wanted it. He was still panting. Still breathing hard from the exertion. He just wanted her to unlock him so he could go home.

	 “You…need some exercise!” Mercy noted at the way he was panting. “You’re out of shape!”

	 “I sit behind a desk all day!” Ben argued. “Now get me out of this thing!”

	 Instead of unlocking him, Mercy held the water bottle to his lips. He drank greedily for a moment, then pulled his head away. “Unlock me!” he demanded.

	 “Not yet,” Mercy replied with amusement in her voice.

	 “Damn it! Let me go!”

	 Mercy ignored him and went around behind him. Her hands reached inside his underwear.

	 “No! Let me g…g….” Ben’s words were cut off as her hands started massaging him again. “No…” he said weakly. But it was clear from the weak tone of his voice that he was loving what her hands were doing.

	 Mercy worked on him with both hands. Using the skills she had learned over the years to bring him as much pleasure as possible. “Doesn’t that feel good?” she whispered. “Doesn’t that feel nice?” She got no answer. She didn’t need an answer. She had a pretty good idea of what state he was in just then. “It feels so good,” she whispered. “So nice.”

	 Ben was in heaven. The feeling of her hands was so amazing that he forgot all about his own hands being locked to her lawnmower. Her whispered words did nothing but emphasize what he was feeling. And it did feel so good. So nice.

	 Mercy watched him carefully. She knew when he was starting to head toward an orgasm. With one hand, she kept massaging him, but more slowly. With her other hand, she reached up and unfastened his left wrist from the lawnmower. He barely seemed to notice as his hand stayed right where it was. She switched hands inside his underwear and unlocked his other hand. Once again, both of her hands went back to work on him. He was breathing harder now.

	 “Come,” she whispered as she pulled both her hands out of his underwear and wrapped her arm around his chest, pulling him backwards. “Come with me,” she whispered. Still holding him, she led him into her house, directly to her kitchen table. Once again, she reached into his underwear and went to work on him. “Lean over and put your hands on the table,” she told him.

	 Ben was in such a state that he didn’t even think about not doing it. Her hands were incredible. She was making him feel so good. And now they were alone. He wanted nothing more just then than for her to finish and bring him to a complete orgasm. He leaned over and set his hands on the table. He felt her hands leaving his cock, leaving his underwear. A moment later, she grabbed his underwear and slowly, very slowly, pulled them down to his knees. Yes! It felt so good! Her hands were back a moment later. Then they were gone again. She was gone, but not far. He heard her pulling a chair up behind him.

	 “Sit down,” she said as she placed the chair where he could sit.

	 Ben sat, and was rewarded to see her moving in front of him, her hands went back to his cock. Pure heaven. His own hands hung limply at his sides. He didn’t want to get them in the way of what her amazing hands were doing to him. And then, she stood up and moved behind him again. More! More! More! He waited.

	 Mercy moved a little way behind him and grabbed something from the floor by the wall. She knew he didn’t see her do it. From behind, her arms went back around him again, one of her hands going directly down to his cock, giving him the pleasure he so desperately wanted. The other hand went under his right arm and across his chest. She switched hands on his cock for a moment as her other hand grabbed the strap she was wrapping across his chest and brought it under his other arm. Quickly, before he knew what was happening, both her hands left his cock and grabbed the strap, pulling it tight against the back of the chair.

	 “What?” Ben shouted as he realized what she had done. His head was totally confused. He had been so focused on the feel of her hands on his cock that he didn’t notice the strap until now. And she was pulling it tighter. “No!” he shouted as he started to struggle. He tried to lean forward, but the strap was too tight. He tried to stand up, but he couldn’t.

	 Mercy stepped back away from the chair. Locking the strap behind him had been quick and easy. He was trapped there now, and with the contour of the back of her chairs, there was no way he could get up. She walked around in front of him again.

	 “Let…me…go!” Ben insisted angrily.

	 Mercy smiled wickedly as she leaned down and grabbed his underwear and pulled them completely off his legs. She tossed his underwear aside then reached down toward his cock again.

	 “No!” Ben said as he struggled to keep her hands away from him now, but she was so strong that she quickly captured both of his wrists and held them out of the way with one hand while her other hand went back to work on his cock. “Let me go!” Ben insisted…as her hand went back to work on him.

	 Mercy ignored his words and what he thought he wanted. Once again, she brought him to the point where if she kept it up, he would have an orgasm. Then she pulled away and walked away. “Lunch will be in a little while,” she told him. “We’ll play more later. Right now, I have other guests to consider. Stay there and enjoy yourself,” she teased. “I’ll be back in a little bit.” She walked out to her garage, leaving him fastened to her kitchen chair.

	 Ben went crazy struggling to get loose. He could reach back behind the chair somewhat, but he couldn’t reach the lock. He struggled madly every way he could to get loose, and couldn’t. Damn that woman! She was nothing but trouble. Big, big, trouble! Every damn time he came near her. Now he was stuck, sitting in her damn chair, with his cock on full display.

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 9 – Part 4 of 5

	Mercy went out through her garage and up to the front porch again, automatically checking on Fido and the little twerp in the process. It didn’t look like Fido was going to finish with the hedges before lunch, but he wouldn’t lack for too much more to do later. The little twerp, she could see now that those heavy steel binders she had put on his arms and legs were really starting to wear him out. She smiled. The things seemed so simple. They allowed him to move, but with restrictions. The true problem with them didn’t happen until over time. They were heavy, and whoever was stuck in them gradually got worn out. She pulled her cellphone out and ordered two large meat pizzas.

	She walked out to the lawn toward Fido. “Fido!” she called over the noise of the chainsaw. She waited until he had shut the saw off. “Lunch break,” she told him. “I just ordered pizza. Come into the house.” She left him there and headed for the little guy who was now watching her. He had nearly finished weeding that garden. “Lunch break Twerp,” she said as she walked up to him. Like she had done earlier, she picked him up by his waist and carried him into her garage where she set him on his feet. “Kitchen!” she ordered.

	Michael was tired. His arms were dragged down to his chest by the weight of the steel locked onto them. He did his best to “walk” through her garage and into her kitchen. Fido was right behind him before he even got into the house. 

	“The bathroom is down the hall,” Mercy told Fido. Go wash up. And Fido,” she said, stopping him before he could go much further. “If you have to do anything else while you’re in there, which you probably do by now, then remember this, in this house, everyone sits down to pee. And that includes you! Don’t let me find any evidence that you didn’t. Understand?”

	Ron looked at her for a moment as that sank in. “Yes Mistress,” he agreed.

	 “And Twerp, you can wash your hands as soon as he comes out. The toilet in there is something you don’t have to worry about.” As Fido headed for the bathroom, she inspected the front of his diaper. “You’re wet,” she said, sounding pleased. She ran her hand lovingly down the side of his face. “Wait here,” she told him.

	Her eyes glanced at the guy from across the street. His chair was turned so that his back was to them, but he was straining his head around trying to see. She ignored him and headed for one of her toolboxes. When she came back to the little twerp, she had latex gloves on her hands that were full of lubrication. She went behind the little guy and reached around him, working her lubricated hands down inside his diaper. “This is the kind of reward you get for wetting those things,” she whispered in his ear. Her hands went to work on his cock, which grew rapidly in her hands. It just didn’t grow anywhere near as large as Fido’s cock, or even the guy now strapped to her kitchen chair. But then, that was why she had purposely chosen the smallest chastity device she had for the little twerp.

	Michael was in heaven. Her hands felt so slippery and so good. Pure heaven. And no chastity device with little spikes in it to keep him from enjoying it. The weight of the devices she had locked onto him was something he couldn’t ignore. They were the stuff of his fantasies. And now she was doing the most wonderful things to him. Heaven. Pure heaven. And then her hands pulled out of his diaper and she was gone. It was like having a bucket of cold water poured over him. 

	 “Go wash up,” Mercy ordered.

	Washing up wasn’t what Michael wanted. He wanted her hands back inside his diaper to finish what they had started.

	Mercy pushed the guy strapped to the chair up to the kitchen table. 

	 “Let me go!” Ben insisted as he struggled again.

	 “Now why would I ever do that?” Mercy asked. “You haven’t had lunch yet.”

	 “Just let me go!”

	 “Stop yelling and stop asking,” Mercy told him. “It’s not going to happen.” She saw Fido come into the kitchen. “Take a seat,” she told him. “Relax for a while. You did a lot of work out there this morning.”

	Ron chose a chair. While he was sitting, his eyes stayed locked on the guy who was now strapped to the chair. She had made him cut his grass with no pants on. Now he was totally naked from the waist down. Ron sat down, but said nothing.

	Ben looked over at Fido. He saw the dog collar around his neck. He peered harder at the tag hanging down from it. “Fido?” he asked.

	 “That’s his name,” Mercy told him. “Fido. As far as you’re concerned, he doesn’t have any other name.”

	Ben rolled his head angrily. “You’re sick!” he said angrily.

	 “And you’re stuck in my chair,” Mercy replied. “So get over it and enjoy yourself for a while.”

	 “Enjoy myself?”

	Mercy smiled wickedly. “As best you can.”

	The slow footsteps heralded the arrival of the twerp into the kitchen. “Sit,” Mercy told him as her head motioned toward one of the other seats. 

	Michael sat. The devices allowed him to do a lot of things, but they still kept his upper arms and upper legs locked the same distance apart. And they were heavy.

	Mercy headed for the refrigerator. She had a few different types of soft drinks in there. She asked Fido what he preferred. The twerp too. She asked the guy from across the street.

	 “I don’t drink a lot of sodas,” he told her. The anger still evident in his voice.

	 “What do you drink?”

	 “Iced tea. A little bit of coffee. Water. Fruit drinks. Healthy stuff.”

	 “Good for you,” Mercy said with a smile. “But I don’t have any of that…except water.”

	 “That will be fine,” Ben told her, the edge still in his voice. “What’s for lunch, so I can get this over with and get out of here?”

	 “Pizza,” Mercy told him. “It should be here soon.”

	 “Pizza!” Ben exclaimed.

	 “You have something against pizza?”

	 “I can think of far better things to eat.”

	 “I can too,” Mercy replied, “but today we’re having pizza.”

	 “There’s no nutritional value in it at all!” Ben protested.

	 “And what would you have eaten for lunch today instead?” Mercy asked as she brought the drinks to the table for each of them.

	 “I have some left-over casserole from last night,” he told her. “And it’s far better than pizza.”

	 “I’m sure it must be,” Mercy replied, amused by him. “Do you cook a lot of different things? The last time I talked to you, you were making another casserole.”

	 “I like them,” Ben replied. “But of course, I cook other things.”

	 “And do you ever cook for guests? Little get-togethers?”

	 “I’ve done that many times…when I was married,” Ben replied.

	 “Hmm,” Mercy said as she sat down with her drink. “And if you were going to cook a nice dinner for…oh, say…all of us here. What would you make?”

	Ben wasn’t sure what to make of the question. “I don’t know. I hadn’t thought about it.”

	 “Well think about it,” Mercy told him, because I’ll be asking you about it later.

	The doorbell ringing pulled her out of her seat. A few minutes later, she was back with several large pizza boxes. She grabbed some plates from a cabinet and set them out for everyone. “Dig in,” she told them. When she saw the trouble that the little twerp was having reaching the pizza, she grabbed a large slice for him and put it on his plate.

	Ben watched as the damn woman gave a slice of pizza to the short sap with the big metal contraptions stuck on his arms. “And what’s your story?” he asked Michael.

	 “Me?” Michael asked, surprised by the question.

	 “What are you doing here?” Ben asked him. “Did she kidnap you too?”

	Mercy chuckled at what he had asked, but remained quiet.

	 “Uh…no,” Michael replied. “I…uh…wanted her to do things like this to me.”

	 “Sick,” Ben muttered. He took another bite of his pizza, then he looked at the one with the dog collar. “And I suppose you want her doing things like that to you too.” He motioned with his head toward the other guy.

	Ron could feel his face turning red at the question. “Um…believe it or not, I do. But for me, it’s not exactly all the…uh…contraptions she seems to have. I have…different needs that Mistress seems to be able to fulfil, so far, better than anyone I’ve ever met.”

	His answer surprised Ben. “What?”

	 “She uh…” He thought for a moment about how to say it. “One of the things I’ve recently begun to realize about myself, is that for most of my life, I’ve been searching for someone who can control me. The more, the better. I want someone to take me and force me to do their will. Force me to behave the way they want me to.” He looked at Mercy. “And I’m happy to say, that so far, Mistress is by far the best I’ve ever come across.” He looked back at Ben. “And believe me, I’ve been through a number of dominatrixes in my life.

	 “And you’d admit something like that?” Ben asked, totally surprised.

	 “Why not. No, I don’t talk about it anywhere else. But here…” He looked over at Mistress. “Excuse me for saying it this way,” he told her. He looked back at Ben. “I think of this as a special place. A safe place. With past doms I could say things to them and talk about things with them that I’d never do with anyone else. This is the same…” He looked over at Mistress. “I hope.”

	 “It is,” Mercy confirmed.

	 “So talking about things that you’d never talk about anywhere else, is possible here,” he told Ben. “Only here can I be truthful and ask the questions that in any other place I could never dare to even admit I might possibly have.”

	Ben was surprised. “A safe place? Look at me. I’m tied to this damn chair. I’m naked from the waist down. And you… Well, the little shit over there, that doesn’t look very safe to me either.”

	 “I know you don’t get it,” Ron told him. “Maybe you never will. But I have fantasies. Dreams. Wishes that bombard and fill my mind. This is the only safe place where I can feel free to bring those fantasies out into the open, and hopefully, fulfil and experience some of them.”

	Mercy was surprised by how eloquently Fido was speaking…not to mention freely. She kept quiet. This was the time she wanted her new playthings to get to know each other better.

	 “Sick fantasies!” Ben replied disgustedly.

	 “To you perhaps,” Ron replied. “But they’re my needs. And in this place, I don’t have to feel any shame about them at all. Don’t you have dreams like that? Any at all?”

	 “No! Absolutely not!”

	 “Somehow,” Ron said, “I doubt that.”

	 “I don’t!” Ben insisted.

	Ron shook his head and turned towards Twerp. “How are you managing with those things on your arms and legs. They look…difficult.”

	 “They are, trust me!” Michael told him. “They’re heavy, and they feel like they’re getting heavier by the minute.”

	 “I believe it,” Ron replied.

	 “You can try them later if you want,” Mercy offered.

	 “Uh…that’s up to you of course,” Ron told her. “But I was hoping for…other things.”

	 “I’m sure,” Mercy replied with a smile.

	 “I can’t believe you’ve cut those hedges that much…with a chain saw,” Michael told Ron. “Isn’t that thing heavy?”

	Ron nodded. “It is. And I guess like those things on your arms, it gets heavier the longer I have to use it. With my job, I do things like this a lot, so I’m used to it.”

	 “Your job?”

	 “I work for the city,” Ron told him. “A lot of what I do is tending the landscaping around the city. How about you?”

	 “Me? I fix computers. I’m not good at anything else.”

	 “But are you good with the computers?”

	Michael smiled. “Yeah. I think so anyway. No complaints yet.”

	Mercy watched the exchange with great interest. Once again she was surprised by Fido. There was a maturity in him that was unexpected. He was like a natural leader in some ways. A parent figure perhaps. And yet, he had his odd quirks…like everyone else. But his oddest quirk was that he seemed to enjoy being treated like a dog. Very odd for someone with his seeming personality.

	Ben shoved the last bit of pizza into his mouth. “I’m done. Can I go now?”

	Mercy smiled. “Go? Why? You just got here.”

	 “I want to go home!”

	 “Oh, we’ll be going back to your house pretty soon, but not quite yet.”

	 “We? Let me go!”

	 “Nope. Not yet. Not till later.”

	 “Let me go!”

	Mercy chuckled and got up from her seat. She went to one of her toolboxes and hunted around through one of the drawers. When she came back, she had a length of soft rope in her hands. Fido and the Twerp could see her, but her neighbour’s back was to her. She walked up behind him, grabbed his arms and pulled them behind his back.

	 “Ow!” Ben shouted at the pain of what she had just done. “Let me go!” But before he knew it, she had tied his hands loosely behind his back. And then he felt her running the rope up around the front of his neck, then back down again. “No!” he shouted. “Don’t!”

	Mercy chuckled as she took his bound hands and pulled them as far up his back as she could. She pulled the rope going around his neck tight, then tied that to his bound wrists, holding them up that high. Only then did she release the strap holding him to the chair. “You can get up now,” she told him.

	 “Let me go!” Ben screamed angrily.

	 “Get up!” Mercy ordered.

	With is hands bound behind the back of the chair, Ben had to struggle to get himself angrily to his feet. He kept twisting and turning, trying to free his bound hands, but he couldn’t. And the more he struggled, the more the rope seemed to strangle him. “Stop this!” he demanded.

	Mercy ignored him and turned to the others who were both watching with confused and worried expressions on their faces. “Fido, Twerp, get up now. We’ve got to make a little trip over to his house.”

	As soon as Twerp was out of his chair, Mercy went over and removed the devices that had been locked to his arms and legs. Twerp’s sigh of relief was just as audible as she was sure his physical relief was. “Have you wet again yet?” she asked him.

	 “Not yet, Mistress,” he told her.

	 “We’ll get you another bottle of water as soon as we get back,” she replied. “Let’s go everyone,” she said as she grabbed the rope leading up to her neighbour’s neck. She pushed him toward the door leading out to the garage. “We’re all going on a little field trip over to Suzi’s house.”

	Ben was taken by surprise again. “Suzi? Who’s Suzi?”

	 “You! From now on, the only name I’m ever going to call you is Suzi. And that’s spelled S-U-Z-I. Suzi! For Suzi Homemaker. That’s you.”

	That’s not my name!” Ben insisted. “My name is…”

	 “Suzi!” Mercy said sternly as she slapped her hand hard on top of his head, stopping him from saying his own name. “As far as any of us are concerned, it’s the only name we’re going to call you.”

	 “That’s not…”

	She slapped the top of his head again.

	 “Ow!”

	 “Now what’s your name?”

	 “Benjamin!” he said defiantly.

	She slapped his head hard again.

	 “Ow! Stop that!”

	 “What’s your name?”

	 “Ben!” he said defiantly again.”

	This time, Mercy pulled harder on the rope binding his wrists up towards his head. His wrists were pulled further up his back, and the rope dug deeper into his throat, strangling him more. She watched him struggling to breathe, then she slapped the top of his head again. “What’s your name!” she insisted.

	 “No…” Ben replied. The answer coming out somewhat gurgled.

	She slapped the top of his head hard again. “What’s your name?”

	 “You’re hurting me! I can’t breathe!”

	She slapped him again. “What’s your name?” she demanded.

	 “Ow!” Ben screamed.

	She slapped his head again. “What’s your name?”

	 “No!” Ben replied.

	She slapped the top of his head again and again Ben screamed. “What’s your name?”

	 “Ow!” Ben cried again. “Stop it. Stop it.”

	 “What’s your name.”

	 “It’s not…”

	She slapped the top of his head hard again.

	 “Don’t! Stop!”

	What’s your name?” she demanded relentlessly, her hand ready to slap the top of his head again.

	 “Suzi,” Ben said weakly.

	 “Say it again. What’s your name?”

	 “Suzi,” Ben replied again.

	 “What’s your name,” she asked a third time.

	 “Suzi,” Ben replied one last time.

	 “Remember that,” Mercy told him, or next time this will seem like nothing. Now get going!” She released her pull on the rope and his hands lowered against his back, relieving some of the strain against the front of his throat. She shoved him through the door and out into her garage.

	 “But I’m naked!” Ben argued as she pushed him toward the outside.

	 “No you’re not. You’re still wearing your shirt.”

	 “But I’ve got nothing on below that. Nothing!”

	 “Tough!” Mercy told him. “Keep moving.”

	 “He had no choice but to move since her hand was holding the rope at his back and she kept pushing him. He wondered at what kind of strange parade they made as they went down her driveway and out across the street, heading for his driveway. Him, totally naked below the waist. He wasn’t sure if his shirt covered anything that needed covering or not. He was guessing not. Then there was the little shit dressed in nothing but a girl’s frilly shirt, a diaper, and what looked like little girl shoes and socks on his feet. And that didn’t even count the bow in his hair. And then there was the other one. The older one. The one with the dog collar and the tag that said Fido on it. His bow was huge compared to the little shit’s. But he was wearing a short red skirt with a short red and white woman’s top that showed his stomach. He was obviously wearing an oversized bra under that short top because his breasts stuck out too much. And the sap was wearing high heels. And he had been doing yard work dressed that way, including in the heels. Yard work – with a chain saw…in high heels! And he wanted to be treated like that? The guy was sick. Both of them were sick. And his screwy neighbour, was the worst of them. 

	Ben actually hoped that one of his neighbours would see him being kidnapped and call the police, but before he knew it, she was marching him up his driveway and straight toward his front door. He still wondered why she was taking everyone to his house. He still wondered why she was doing all of it. He supposed he’d soon find out.

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 9 – Part 5 of 5

	Mercy opened Suzi’s front door and pushed him through ahead of her. Fido and Twerp soon followed.

	“Let me go!” Ben pleaded angrily again, now that they were in his house.

	“Stop asking,” Mercy told him. “It’s not gonna’ happen.”

	“What are we doing here?” Ben asked.

	“Getting your laundry,” she told him.

	“But…”

	“You’ve got laundry that needs doing, right?”

	“Yes. Of course!”

	“And you were planning on coming to my house to do it, weren’t you?”

	“Um…I wasn’t planning…”

	“Yes you were!” She leaned down close to his head. “Like it or not!” she chuckled before pulling her head away. “Now while we’re here, we’re going to gather everything in the house that you want cleaned, then we’re going to take it back to my house so you can take care of it. Sound like a plan?”

	“No! Untie me! Let me go!”

	“Not on your life,” she said. “Now where’s all your laundry? You’re not going to get released until it’s done.”

	“How can I do the wash if my hands are tied up like this?” Ben argued.

	“Oh, we’ll take care of that little problem just as soon as we get back to my house. Don’t worry about it. Now tell them where your laundry is.”

	“I hate you!” Ben exclaimed.

	“Good! I’m glad,” Mercy replied. “Where’s your laundry? Or do I have to start slapping the top of your head again?”

	“No! That hurt!”

	“Good. Now where’s your laundry?”

	He stared angrily at her for a moment. “The laundry room is down the hall. I’ve got it all in there.”

	“How about the sheets on your bed?” she asked. “I know you like to wash those too much too.”

	“Too much?”

	“For any normal person,” she replied. “Now, shall I have Fido and Twerp strip your bed too?”

	“No,” Ben replied. “I changed the sheets already this morning. All the towels too. It’s all in the laundry room.”

	“Good. That should make it easy. Fido, Twerp. Grab everything you can and let’s get out of here.”

	Five minutes later, Mercy pushed Suzi out the door and into broad daylight again where anyone within sight could possibly see just how naked he was beneath the shirt he was still wearing. Fido and Twerp were loaded down heavily with Suzi’s laundry. Fido carried a large laundry basket and Twerp carried a plastic laundry bin. Both were full to overflowing. They all paraded back across the street, up Mercy’s driveway and into her garage. A minute later, Fido and Twerp set everything down in Mercy’s hallway.

	“Now untie me!” Ben demanded.

	“No. Not till I’m ready. And just for that, you can stay that way for a few more minutes.” She turned to Twerp. “Have you wet again yet?” she asked him.

	“Not yet,” he replied, “but I’m getting there.”

	“Good!” she said. “If you’re getting there, then see if you can do it now.”

	“Now? Right now? Here?”

	“Yes. Right now. Here. What did you think?”

	“With everyone…”

	“Everyone watching you? Of course. Just do it and get it over with. We’re all waiting.”

	Twerp couldn’t believe it. He didn’t want to wear the diapers. He didn’t want to wet them. And now she wanted him to stand there and do it in front of everyone? It was worse than wearing the bow in his hair at Burger King. Well, maybe not quite that bad.

	“We’re waiting…” Mercy sang expectantly.

	Twerp gulped and looked at everyone staring at him. They were all waiting for him to make a fool of himself.

	“We’re all going to stand here and wait,” Mercy told him. “Just as long at it takes. So if you like being the centre of attention that much, then please, hold back as long as you can. We don’t mind. Especially since you look so adorable dressed the way you are. I could stare at you all day. Really!”

	The centre of attention? Twerp realized he was certainly that. But he didn’t want to be the centre of attention, and especially not dressed as humiliatingly as he was. They were all waiting for him to stand there and…wet himself like a big baby. For as many times as he had been forced to do it for her now, it was worse with everyone else looking on. And it wasn’t just Fido who he had just met. It was Suzi now too…who was someone he knew wasn’t even into the things that he and Fido were.

	Everyone was still looking at him. His only way out was to do the one thing he didn’t want to do. He could see her bathroom door behind everyone, just a bit further down the hallway. He wasn’t six feet from it, but he couldn’t even go in there to do what he was supposed to do in there. She wanted him to do it in his diaper…in his pants. Right here in front of them where they all could see.

	He gulped again. Only one way out. He searched for the feelings of having to pee. They weren’t hard to find. He looked toward the bathroom door again and somehow that seemed to increase his need. Only one way out. He had to do it. He had too…. He stood there, closed his eyes and concentrated, forcing himself to relax those muscles and do what she had made him do a number of times already in his diaper. The practice he’d had now made it easier. His knees bent a little. His eyes flew open as he suddenly felt her hand pressing against the front of his diaper before he was finished wetting. He finished, looking up into her eyes. She was so big. So tall. So…powerful! And he felt like nothing next to her.

	Mercy rubbed her hand lovingly down the side of his face. “Good boy,” she crooned.

	Twerp was embarrassed. He had just stood there and wet his diaper right in front of everyone. They had all seen him do it. And it had been major embarrassing, even though he had been forced to do it before. Including earlier that day, right outside on her front lawn. But at that time, he was pretty sure that nobody would have known he was doing it. This time, it had been different. Very different. Everyone had been watching him and expecting it. And he had wet himself…right there in front of them all. How embarrassing.

	“Now untie me!” Suzi demanded.

	“Oh shut up,” Mercy replied, not even looking at him. “I’ll get to you soon enough.”

	She left them all standing there and went to her toolbox where she picked up the latex gloves she had worn earlier. She put them on and applied a little more lubrication to them. She went beck to the twerp and turned him around so that she was behind him. She forced her hands down into his now wetter diaper and began messaging him again like she had done earlier. It took only seconds before she felt him growing in her hands. She leaned down to whisper in his ear. “See. This is what you get when you do what I want.”

	Twerp was in heaven again. Her hands felt even better than before. He stood there half mesmerized by what she was doing to him. The longer she kept at it, the more his brain could focus on only one thing. What she was doing to him, and the needed relief it promised. He started breathing heavily, anticipating the end. His body and mind readying itself for the final… Her hands pulled away and she was gone again. The shock of it was horrible. No! He turned around and looked wide-eyed up at her.

	“Not yet,” she told him with a sly smile on her face. “That diaper isn’t nearly wet enough yet. And I recommend you don’t even try to touch yourself until I’m ready to do it for you.”

	Twerp’s body was still in shock, still waiting for the end. And he knew he didn’t dare try to get himself off later. Memories of her miserable spanking machine came to his mind.

	Mercy went back to her toolbox and removed the gloves, saving them to use later on the twerp. On the way back, she picked up the binder that she had locked onto Twerp’s upper legs earlier. The perfect tool for what she needed.

	Twerp saw the leg binder again and he nervousness increased…as did his need to get off. His cock inside his diaper actually got harder and started to twitch as she approached him…but surprisingly, she carried it right past him.

	Mercy carried the leg spreader-binder over to Suzi.

	“What…” Suzi started to say, before she rudely shoved him around and pushed him against the wall. 

	“Stay!” she ordered.

	But Ben didn’t want to stay. He fought back, and since he couldn’t do anything else, he tried to get away by slipping to the floor.

	Mercy was perturbed, but not greatly. Since he had dropped to the floor, she sat on him, facing his legs. He kicked, he complained, he swore, he did everything he could to stop her, but in seconds, she had both of his legs locked into the heavy spreader-binder. Only then did she get off of him.

	“Get that off me!” Ben yelled.

	Mercy ignored his protests. She reached down under his shoulders, grabbed him, and lifted him to his feet.

	“Get this off me!” Ben yelled again.

	“Nope,” Mercy said.

	Before he knew it, Ben felt her arms coming around from behind him again. He stiffened automatically, then his muscles locked even worse when she reached down to his cock with both hands and began messaging it again. His arms were tied cruelly behind him. His legs were forced apart by that heavy steel contraption she had stuck on him. He couldn’t stop her if he tried, and a moment later, he wasn’t sure if he wanted to stop her or not. Damn the woman was amazing with what she could do with her hands. Amazing!

	“Does that feel good?” Mercy whispered close to his ear as she felt his cock swelling, growing in her hands. She didn’t get an answer, and she didn’t expect one. “Does it feel more exciting knowing that you’re helpless and that you can’t do anything to stop me?”

	That concept had already crossed Ben’s mind, but not in the sexual way that she was now suggesting it. The added dimension confused him. It was so wrong. She was so wrong. She was so cruel. And yet. Damn! It felt so good…and he was helpless to stop her. And worse, the other two, the one called Fido and the little twerp were both standing there watching it…watching what she was doing to him. Watching his naked cock grow erect right in front of them. The least they could do was turn away. But they were sick. Both of them. They just continued to stare at him, and his cock, as she kept rubbing it. Messaging it. Keeping him aroused. Making it grow. Giving him pleasure. Making it feel so good. Making him feel so good. And he was helpless to stop her from making him have an orgasm right in front of those two sick people. Making him cum right there in front of them. And he couldn’t stop her if he tried. He was helpless as she made him feel so good and brought him closer to the edge. Helpless to stop her from….

	Her hands pulled away and the shock of it left him still panting – helplessly. It left him still wanting – helplessly. It left him so confused, he didn’t know what to do. No! Damn it. She had brought him so far…only to walk away and leave him wanting. Damn it! And the other two were still standing there, still staring at his erect cock waving around in the air. He was so embarrassed by that. What was wrong with them? The least they could do was turn away. But no. They were sick. Both of them.

	He suddenly felt her doing something behind him again. He realized she was untying his arms – finally! A minute later, the rope was completely gone, and his hands were free. He rubbed his wrists, rubbed his arms, rubbed his shoulders, and rubbed his neck where the rope had gone around it. He was free. No he wasn’t. She hadn’t removed the other thing yet. “Get this thing off me!” he demanded, aware that his erect cock was still waving around in the air.

	Mercy laughed. “Not a chance!”

	Despite his still erect cock, Ben reached down and tried to push the thing over his knees. It wouldn’t go. He tried to open the latches. He couldn’t. In his total frustration, he grabbed the thing and tried twisting it any way he could. Useless! “Get it off!”

	Mercy chuckled as she moved around in front of him. She reached for his shirt button and had to grab his wrists and hold them both in one hand to keep them out of the way.

	“Let me go!” Ben demanded…again.

	Mercy ignored him as she used her other hand to unbutton his shirt. When she was done, she released his hands and pulled his shirt and t-shirt right off of him, leaving him totally naked. “I’ll get the rest of your clothes for you,” she told him. “You can wash those too before you get out of here.”

	Ben was affronted by this new indignity. He was totally naked…as long as you didn’t count the heavy metal contraption locked to his legs. “Let me go!” He demanded again.

	“Nope! Not until you’re done. Or maybe later than that. We’ll have to see.”

	Ben reached down and struggled with the binder once again. “Get this thing off me!” he demanded as he struggled uselessly with binder once again.

	“Suzi!” Mercy said sharply as he struggled. “Suzi!” she said again. “Look at me!” She had to wait until he looked up at her. “From now on, I want you to start teaching Twerp here how to do the laundry, and how to do all the housework around here.”

	“Do what?”

	“Teach him. You want your laundry done and I want mine done too. Teach him! Teach him everything you know about taking care of and cleaning this house.”

	“Why?”

	“Because I said so. That’s the only reason you need.”

	“And what if I don’t want to.”

	Mercy smiled. “I wouldn’t recommend it. I have lots of nasty things that can be very painful for you. Things I created, and things I really like doing to men, just because I want them to experience the pain.” She looked down at Twerp. “Isn’t that right, Twerp. You’ve had a little of that fun already, haven’t you.”

	Twerp immediately thought about her spanking machine again. His eyes went wide with fright at just thinking about it. “Yes!” he replied. He looked up at Suzi. “I’d listen to her,” he told him. “Believe me. I couldn’t sit down for days. Twice!”

	Ben looked angrily at Mercy. “I hate you!”

	Mercy smiled. “Good! I’m glad! The more you hate me, the less problem I’ll have punishing you if I need to. Now I suggest you get busy. Both of you! Come along Fido,” she said as she turned and headed back towards her living room.

	Fido followed behind, turning around once to look back at Twerp and Suzi who were both standing there watching them walk away.

	“Can you go out and finish the hedges now?” Mercy asked Fido once they reached the living room.

	“Yes, Mistress,” Fido replied as he looked back once again at the two in the hallway. “Mistress,” he said. “Are you really making him do that, when he wants nothing at all to do with…what we do here?”

	“Yes,” she said. “And I admit, I’ve crossed the line. In fact, I’ve obliterated the line. What I did…what I’m doing, is wrong. But I’m still hoping that in time he’ll come around. And something in the back of my mind tells me he might need me as much as I need him.”

	“Need you?”

	She nodded. “I’ve got a feeling,” she said. “He has problems. I can’t cure those problems, but maybe I can at least help him.”

	“Problems? What kind of problems?”

	“Problems!” she said, not giving him more of an answer. “Now go finish outside. I’ll check on you in a few minutes.”

	Fido looked back at the hallway again where Suzi and Twerp were just beginning to sort through the laundry.

	Mercy watched him standing there for a moment. “Are you disappointed that I’m not doing any doggy play with you yet?” she asked.

	Fido shrugged. “A little. But I know you need the work done first. And I’ve come along way with it already. I just need to finish up and then do the grass. You asked me to stay for the whole weekend so once I’m done, I know there’ll be time later. I hope!” he added.

	She smiled. “Plenty of time. And just finish the hedges today. That will be more than enough work for one day. You can do the lawn tomorrow. When you’re done there, then we can play.” She smiled. “And maybe I’ll also have Betsy Wetsy over there throw your toy for you for a while too.” She stopped right there, realizing what she had said. Betsy Wetsy. The perfect name for the little twerp.

	 

	 

	Chapter 10 – Part 1 of 2

	Betsy Wetsy? Ugh! How embarrassing! Michael said nothing about it though as he sorted through the clothes that were still dumped out on the floor in front of the washer. Suzi was being a total pain about what kind of clothes he could put into the washer and when. Why divide everything up into a hundred different loads? He didn’t. He just threw everything he owned into the washer at the same time and it all came out just fine. But no! Suzi was absolutely horrified by the idea.

	And before they could wash anything that had been in the laundry hampers, they had to strip the beds first and wash all the sheets, and then after that, all the towels from the bathroom – sheets and towels separately! Suzi did his sheets first, then he was a total pain about the way Betsy did everything for Mistress. Betsy! Ugh! The name was so embarrassing. And Betsy Wetsy? Even more so. In fact, ten times more so. A hundred!

	He loaded Mistress’s clothes into the washer – pants and shirts that looked like men’s work clothes. The only clothes she seemed to wear. Certainly not like the clothes of any woman he had ever met. But then, Mistress wasn’t at all like any woman he had ever met. Not remotely! He finished stuffing the clothes in the washer, not many at all. Why waste the water? Why not fill it up? But no! He couldn’t do that or Mister Suzi standing over him would probably kill him. He smiled at that. Suzi might be bigger than he was, as was everybody else, but with those heavy things locked to his legs, Suzi would find it hard to do anything to him. It was hard to just move in those things.

	“Now the detergent,” Suzi said, watching carefully what Betsy was doing. “Remember, not too much.”

	A minute later, the detergent had been added and the washer was closed.

	“Good,” Suzi told him. “Now get back to cleaning.”

	Ugh! While the washer and dryer were running, Suzi had been making him dust and clean the house. Thoroughly! He had stood there behind him with those monstrous metal binders on his legs, holding his knees apart by over a foot, and constantly made comments about the way he wiped down everything in the house. It had taken him an hour just to wipe down and clean the few pieces of furniture in Mistress’s bedroom to the point where Suzi was satisfied. If Suzi wanted things done that thoroughly, why didn’t he do it himself? Probably because of those things still locked to his legs that he couldn’t get off.

	Now while he was still cleaning in the living room, Suzi was in the guest bedroom ironing – his sheets! And Betsy knew that just as soon as Suzi was done with that, he was going to have to iron Mistress’s sheets. It was stupid!

	But Betsy had seen something that he was sure nobody else had noticed, maybe not even Suzi himself. Suzi was stark naked, except for the binders attached to his legs. And whenever Betsy had to move very far with those binders holding his knees apart, his naked cock swelled a little. Every time! Not much. Just a little. He was sure that nobody else had noticed it, but Betsy had.

	*****

	“Mom. Is Aunt Mercy gay?”

	Donna nearly had a fit at that one. “What?”

	“Is Aunt Mercy gay?” Meghan asked again.

	“Why on earth would you ever think something like that?”

	“Well, she isn’t married,” she said. “She dresses more like a man than a woman. And her hair is more like a man’s too. And what she does with men….”

	Donna had to admit, her daughter did have a point. “What brought this on?”

	“I don’t know. Just thinking,” Meghan replied as she folded food containers, getting them ready for the dinner rush later.

	“Why are you suddenly so interested in Aunt Mercy?” Donna asked.

	“I don’t know. I was just wondering, I guess.”

	“Well don’t wonder!” Donna told her.

	“Does she hate being a woman?” Meghan asked. “Is she like one of those transgender type people or something?”

	“Meghan!”

	“Mom. I want to know.”

	“Your aunt is…I don’t know. It’s complicated. But transgendered, she’s definitely not!”

	“So she’s not gay, and she’s not transgendered.”

	“Absolutely not…to both of them. Trust me.”

	“But what she does with men…”

	“And how would you know what she does?”

	“Mom. How many times have we seen her come in here to meet them? With bows in their hair? Standing around showing their silly clothes and accessories off? Mom. Really?”

	Donna grunted a frustrated sigh. “I should have never let her do that.”

	“Why?” Meghan asked. “I like it. I think it’s funny.”

	“It’s not funny!”

	“It is to me. And I’ll bet it is to Aunt Mercy too. Lisa absolutely loves it.”

	“Don’t encourage your sister!” Donna told her. “She’s too young. And so are you!”

	“Mom, the school year is all but over. I’m practically a senior.”

	“That still doesn’t mean you’re old enough.”

	“When will I be old enough?”

	“Never!”

	“Mooom!”

	“I mean it, Meghan!”

	“But Mom!”

	“Fold boxes, Meghan. It’s Saturday. We’re going to need them.”

	Meghan went back to folding boxes while her mother wiped the counters down near her. “You like it too,” she suddenly said.

	“What’s that?” Donna asked.

	“You like it too. What Aunt Mercy does with those men.”

	“Meghan, how can you say that?”

	“Mom. I’ve heard you two talking. Many times. Don’t kid me, you get almost as much of a kick out of it as she does. That’s why you let her.”

	“Meghan, we’re not having this discussion.”

	“Then why won’t you let me go see her? Why won’t you let me know where she lives? I’ve never even been to her house. Never!”

	“And that’s a good thing. Trust me!” Donna replied. “You don’t want to go there.”

	“Yes I do.”

	“No!”

	“But Mom…”

	“Meghan, I said no! Now fold those boxes before more customers get here.”

	*****

	Mercy sat on her front porch finishing up her latest sewing project. She was keeping an eye on Fido who was nearly done with the hedges – finally. He had done a really good job. And she knew how much hard work what he had done had to be. He deserved a break. He deserved a treat. She chuckled. A dog treat.

	She had been going back and forth from outside to inside, keeping an eye on all of them. She got a kick out of seeing Suzi, dressed in only the leg spreader-binder, giving orders to Betsy and pushing him around like a drill sergeant. Who knew? She had watched Betsy polishing some of her creations in the living room. They gleamed better than new. Especially since after she had built them, she had never bothered to polish any of it.

	She turned her full attention on the sewing picture in her hands. She pushed the needle through it and pulled the thread tight, continuing the colour in the picture. She carefully pushed the needle up through the bottom of it where she needed it to be and pulled it tight, before carefully placing the position of the needle back on the front of the picture and pushing it through. The last stitch. She turned the picture over and did a few hidden stitches on the back so the thread wouldn’t unravel or come out. She pulled on the thread and broke it. She turned the picture back over and removed the ring that held the material taught. She opened the picture fully to look at it. A man hanging by his balls. A lovely subject, captured lovingly by her needle and thread. Done! Now all she needed was to put it in frame and hang it somewhere. And another picture for her to work on was going to be needed too. She wondered what kind of thing she wanted to capture next.

	She looked up from her craft and watched as Fido stretched as high as he could on his ladder with the chainsaw, finishing the last of the hedges out by the road. She had seen a few cars driving by…and stopping as he worked. She was sure the outfit she had put him in had a lot to do with that. Nobody in the cars had said anything. They had just stopped for a moment, then moved on. Fido hadn’t said anything through any of it. He had just done his best to keep working.

	The chainsaw stopped. She watched as Fido climbed off the ladder, then he stood back to inspect his work. Magnificent! Fido, without his little quirks, may have been one of the better real men she had ever had as a play-toy. She set her sewing in the chair and went out to meet him. “I’m impressed!” she said as she headed toward him.

	Fido turned at her voice. “Thank you, Mistress,” he replied. Give the hedges a few weeks. Maybe a month, and I know they’ll look better.”

	“Fido, they already look better. Much! A hundred percent better.”

	“I’m glad you approve, Mistress.”

	“Very much,” she told him. “Now put your things away and meet me in the house. You deserve a big treat after that.”

	Fido smiled. “Thank you, Mistress. I’ll be there as soon as I can.”

	Mercy grabbed her sewing things and went back into the house. Betsy was still polishing the metal structures in the living room. She went over to him and felt the front of his diaper. Did you wet anymore?” she asked.

	“Not yet, Mistress,” Betsy admitted.

	“You know what you get every time you do,” she told him as she ran a hand lovingly down the side of his face. “Do you need some more water to help you along?”

	Betsy suddenly yearned for her touch against his cock again. He had been hurting for days now just thinking about it since he had been unable to do anything else for relief with that darn chastity device locked onto him. Water to wet again. How humiliating. How demeaning. But her touch against his cock. “May I, Mistress?” he asked.

	“Go!” she told him. “Whatever it takes. And remember, you come and tell me every time you wet. Hear?”

	Michael smiled. “Yes, Mistress.

	Mercy headed down the hallway. There were still a few clothes piled up there. She found Suzi in the guest bedroom with the ironing board, ironing his sheets. What the hell? “You’re ironing your sheets,” she stated.

	“Of course.”

	Mercy decided not to comment on it. “How’s the teaching going?” she asked.

	“He’s slow! And not very careful. I had to stand over him and make him polish ever inch of your bedroom furniture to make sure it got done right!”

	Polish her furniture. Oh well. That she’d have to inspect for herself. “I can’t wait to see it,” she told him. 

	She turned and headed out of the room to head for her bedroom. As she entered, she could already see how clean everything looked, including the floor. Her bed was still completely stripped though, but everything seemed to gleam. She heard someone behind her and saw Suzi awkwardly trying to move into the room with her. She smiled…and then she noticed something else. Suzi’s cock looked a bit bigger than it had in the other room. Her smile broadened.

	“There was an inch of dust on the bottom rail of your dresser alone,” Suzi complained. “And don’t even get me started on how filthy the baseboards were.”

	The baseboards? Who in their right mind ever thought about cleaning the baseboards? She glanced around carefully. “Amazing!” she proclaimed.

	“I take it you approve?” Suzi asked.

	“Very much,” she replied. “Who did most of the work, you, or Betsy?”

	“You wanted me to teach him. That’s what I’m doing.”

	In other words, Betsy. She was going to have to give Betsy a special treat this afternoon too. She had wanted to wait until later for that, but Betsy was going to be here all weekend, plenty of time for more fun. But still, Suzi had made sure that her bedroom had been cleaned like never before. And not only that, she had seen Betsy out cleaning the structures in her living room.

	She walked over to Suzi and grabbed him by the shoulders. She spun him around, then made him stay there while she reached down around him and grabbed his cock.

	Suzi was suddenly in heaven again. His cock went to full mast faster than he could ever remember. Heaven. Heaven. Heaven. More. More. No! No! Don’t pull away! More!!! He was so frustrated when she suddenly moved away from him.

	“You get more of that every time I see good results on the cleaning,” she told him.

	“He’ll be ironing your sheets just as soon as I finish mine,” he told her.

	“Then I look forward to doing this with you very soon,” she said softly in his ear as her hands went back to work on him…but only for a moment.

	She left him to head back toward the living room. She had Fido to deal with now. As she went through the living room, she saw that Betsy had a bottle of water on the floor next to him as he started polishing yet another of her machines. She went over to him and wrapped her arms around him. “Great job on my bedroom,” she told him as her hand began messaging his cock and balls through his wet diaper. “Great job. Keep it up,” she encouraged him. She kept rubbing him for a few moments more. She stopped as soon as Fido came in through the garage. “All done?” she asked Fido.

	“Yes Mistress,” Fido replied.

	“Close the garage door, please,” she told him.

	“I pressed the button on my way through,” he told her.

	She went over close to him. “Good doggie,” she crooned happily as she ran her hand lovingly down his face. “You’ve been a very good doggie.” She went around behind him and put her arms around him, moving them slowly down from his chest to his groin. Her hands pulled up his short skirt and went straight down inside his panties. She had him hard in no time. “Tell me good boy,” she said, “why is my doggie wearing clothes? Isn’t my pet supposed to be naked?” She pulled her hands away and moved around in front of him. She smiled at how red his face was. She didn’t have to wait long to see him start removing his clothes. “Everything!” she told him. “Bow included. All of it. Stick it in a pile over by the door. No!” She turned to Betsy who was watching them, while still polishing a metal pole. “Betsy. Come get his clothes. You can wash them too…along with all the clothes you were wearing when you arrived. No use wasting the opportunity to get them clean.”

	Betsy wasn’t exactly happy with the order, but he went over and grabbed Fido’s clothes, then he grabbed all his own clothes and took them down toward the washer. When he got back to the living room, Fido was down on all fours, looking up at Mistress. She had him kneeling there with his tongue out of his mouth – panting like a damn dog! Ugh! We’ll now he had confirmation of just what kind of quirk Mistress intended on forcing on Fido…as if the name wasn’t enough. Mistress was going to force him to act like a dog…just like she was forcing him to wear and wet the damn diapers. Betsy wasn’t sure which was worse, being forced to act like a dog, or the diapers. The diapers, he decided.

	“Come, Fido. Heel!” Mercy ordered as she turned and headed toward her kitchen. A minute later she had grabbed the red leash she had gotten for him and connected it. She pulled the leash tight for a moment, then led him around the kitchen a few times. She finally stopped. “Sit!” she ordered.

	Fido knew he shouldn’t be enjoying the way she was treating him at all, but there was just something about it that he couldn’t help. He was loving it, and his cock below him was hard from it as well. He could feel the thing swinging around down there constantly as she had led him around on the leash. He looked up at Mistress expectantly.

	“I’m going to teach you a new trick,” Mercy told him. “A new doggie trick. Stick your tongue out and pant happily again for me. Show me how much you’re interested.”

	Fido stuck his tongue out and panted again like a dog. Oh God why did he like this so much! Suzi was right, he was sick. But he didn’t care.

	“Bark, Fido!” Mistress ordered. “Bark like a real dog.”

	Fido did his best to bark like a dog.

	“Very good, Fido,” she told him. “Now here’s the trick. Bark twice for me.”

	Fido barked twice. “Very good, Fido. From now on, two barks means yes. Got that? Tell me you understand.”

	Two barks means yes? Easy enough. Fido barked twice.

	“Very good doggie. Now bark once.”

	Fido barked once. “One bark means no. Are you going to give me any trouble?”

	Fido barked once, signifying no.

	“Very good, Fido. I’m so glad. “Two barks means yes, one bark means no. Now bark three times.”

	Fido was quickly picking up on what was going on. He wondered what three barks was going to mean. He guessed that he would soon find out. He barked three times.

	“Very good,” Mercy told him. “Three barks means you have to go outside to go potty. Dogs don’t use the bathroom I’m afraid, so from now on, you’re going to have to let me know when you need to go out to do your business. Is that clear?”

	Ron’s cock suddenly felt like it was going to explode. From now on, go potty…to the bathroom outside – like a real dog. He barked twice indicating that he understood.

	“Oh, you’re such a smart doggie,” Mercy praised him with a smile. “Now we have just one more to learn. “Bark five times for me.”

	Five? What happened to four? He barked five times.

	“The answer to that is no,” Mercy told him.

	Huh? No to what? Fido was confused.

	“Five barks is your way of telling me you want permission to talk like a human. And right now the answer is a big fat no! For the rest of the weekend, you’re going to stay in dog mode. No more talking. And unless I say otherwise, you’re going to remain down on all fours like you belong. You wanted to be treated like a dog, well guess what. Now you’re going to be stuck with it for a while. No talking. No standing up. Nothing, unless I tell you. One bark means no. Two barks means yes. Three barks means you have to go outside. And five barks mean that you want permission to talk like a human – which right now, I can see no reason to allow. Do you understand…Fido?

	Fido’s head was suddenly reeling. And the reality of it was, that it was turning him on even more than he had been. He almost answered, yes in human speech. He almost barked only once. But he remembered just in time and barked twice instead. Two barks for yes, was suddenly a lot more difficult than just one. Insidious! Damn the woman could be good.

	“Good doggie,” Mercy replied with a smirk on her face. “Now let’s go outside.” She pulled on his leash and led him out the door. She led him around the backyard on the leash for a few minutes, then she stopped him. She knelt down over him. “You did an amazing job on the hedges today,” she said softly into his ear. “Even the way they look now is far better than they’ve ever looked before, and I know they’re only look better with time…and more care. You were absolutely right with your idea to trim them, and you did a wonderful job of it. So for that, you can stand there and bark.”

	Stand there and bark? Now what? Fido barked. Then he felt her reach her arms around him and grab his already swollen cock. 

	“You’re not barking,” she said. “Keep barking until I tell you to stop.”

	Keep barking? He barked again, and her hands started messaging his already aching cock and balls. It felt so good.

	“Don’t stop, or I stop,” she whispered.

	Ron barked again, and again, and again. He kept barking, and she kept working on him. Working him toward the release he so desperately needed. He just knew as he got close to that point that she was going to stop, but he didn’t care. It simply felt too good. And then he was there. He was climaxing hugely. He was trying to bark like a dog, while heaving big breaths in and out as his body orgasmed like it had never done before. It seemed to go on and on. He couldn’t bark anymore. He was panting too hard from the exertion of it, and she was still messaging him gently. Still making him feel so good, even as his cock began shrinking. Damn, it was good. So very, very good!

	“Did you like that?” Mercy asked.

	Fido barked.

	“No? You didn’t like that?” Mercy replied, putting a mock sound of hurt in her voice.

	Fido realized his mistake and quickly barked twice, telling her he did like it. Shit! He was going to have to pay more attention in the future.

	Mercy chuckled. “Oh, you did like it. I’m so glad.” She leaned over and whispered in his ear. I have more of that planned for you later. Something very special for you, and only for you. But for much later,” she told him. She pushed on his shoulders, making him back up a little, then she pushed on his head, forcing it down toward the ground. “Lick it up!” she commanded.

	Ron had been through this once before, licking his own cum from the grass…much like a real dog he supposed. There was no stopping her, no denying anything she wanted. She was controlling him again. Forcing him to stay on all fours. Forcing him to only bark like a dog. Forcing him to be a dog. Controlling him like nobody had ever forced their control on him before. And he loved it. As her hand pushed his head down into the grass, his tongue came out and he licked at his own cum. 

	Controlled. The missing piece from his life.

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 10 – Part 2 of 2

	Suzi’s balls were aching something fierce. So was his back. The leg binder she had stuck on him that kept his knees apart was heavy, and for some reason it was starting to hurt his back now. But more than wanting to get the binder off his legs, he wanted to get his sexual frustrations off even more. Every time she came near him, she kept wrapping those big arms of hers around him and massaging him to the brink of orgasm, before leaving him stranded and walking away. He looked down and noticed a few drips of his cum that were spotting the damn leg binder. He had wiped the darn thing off four times already and now it was spotted again.

	And he wasn’t alone. He had seen the stupid twerp in the diaper, Betsy, getting much the same treatment, only he didn’t get it very often at all. He had quickly figured out that Betsy was only getting that treatment for wetting himself. Right now, his dumb diaper was sagging horribly. The last thing Suzi wanted to see was for all that disgusting pee to leak all over anything that had already been cleaned, which was now most of the house.

	And then there was Fido. She had been keeping him on all fours like a dog all afternoon since he had finished outside with the hedges. And since then, he had only heard Fido bark like a dog and nothing else. And worse, right now Fido was lying on the floor of her exercise room, chewing on a purple toy monkey, a dog toy, while the damn woman was lifting weights. The one thing he hadn’t seen though was the damn woman giving Fido the same kind of cock treatments with her hands as she was giving Betsy and him. Maybe because she was trying to treat him like a stupid dog. Stupid dog is right. Anyone who willingly wanted to be treated like shit by that damn woman was totally stupid. He couldn’t wait to get out of there and get home, where he was now considering putting his house up for sale and moving.

	Mercy set the dumbbell weight back on the rack. Fido was still chewing on his dog toy like a dog. She had told him to follow her wherever she went from now on and to bring his toy. And he was doing it, and dare she think it, behaving rather…canine. She reached down and pet his head. “Good boy,” she crooned. She stood straight and left the exercise room. It was time to check on the other two. She heard Fido getting up to follow her.

	Suzi was still ironing his clothes. There were piles of ironed things on the bed in the guest bedroom. “How’s it going?” she asked.

	“This is my last shirt,” Ben told her. “After this, I’m done and Betsy can iron your things…if you want him to. Since my things are finished, can I please go home now?” he asked rather insistently.

	Mercy smiled. “When I come back,” she replied, “I want to talk with you for a few minutes first.” She walked on down the hallway.

	Ben was surprised, it was the first time in a long while that she had talked to him…and had paid no attention to his aching cock at all. He wasn’t sure if he was glad or not. But it sounded like maybe…hopefully…she would be letting him go soon. He prayed it would be so.

	Mercy continued down the hallway and found Betsy in the kitchen on his hands and knees scrubbing the floor. “You know I’ve got a mop for that,” Mercy told him.

	Michael rolled his eyes. “Suzi…” he said rather sarcastically, “decided that a mop doesn’t work well enough and that your floor is too filthy for it anyway. Mistress,” he said quickly. “Do I have to do whatever he says?”

	“For now, Betsy. For now. I want you to learn everything he knows about housekeeping. And I have to say one thing so far, you’re definitely learning. Stay there,” she ordered as she reached down to feel his diaper again. She could see it was sagging pretty horribly and that it wouldn’t last much longer.

	“Suzi is only making me stay here on the floor because he’s afraid that I might start leaking somewhere where I’ve already cleaned.”

	Mercy laughed. Her hands went down to feel his soaked diaper, but more than feeling that diaper, she used it to stimulate him, letting the wet diaper be part of the feel of what she was trying to do to him. When she felt him getting once again to the desired state, she stopped. She chuckled as she watched Betsy sink her head down to the floor in frustration. “One more wetting, I think,” she told him. “Then it will be changing time. Don’t forget to come get me and let me know.”

	She got up and started walking away, but her eyes caught sight of the rope, still on the floor, that she had used earlier on Suzi. She picked it up and brought it back to Betsy. “Hold still!” she ordered. She tied one end of the rope to Betsy’s left hand. She threw the rope under him and went over to the other side where she tied it to his right knee. In the crawling position he was in, his left hand could get no further from his right knee than it was now. It would make staying on all fours while he worked a little more interesting for him. “Enjoy,” she told him with a smile as she stood up and walked away.

	Enjoy? Betsy now couldn’t move his left hand. Well, he could move it, but he couldn’t extend it out at all. She had just made a miserable job more difficult…again. His cock inside his soaking wet diaper gave a major lurch…or two. Damn he needed to get off!

	Mercy went back to the guest bedroom. Suzi was folding the shirt he had just finished ironing. She waited in the doorway while he fussed over it, making it as perfect as he possibly could. “You should have brought some hangers,” she told him.

	“I would have, he replied somewhat frustratedly, “but you didn’t exactly give me a chance.”

	“No. Sorry about that,” she replied. While he was still folding the shirt, she turned the iron off and unplugged it. She waited until he had placed his folded shirt in the overly neat stack already on the bed. “So you think you can cook,” she said.

	“I do alright,” he replied.

	“Do you think you’re any good?”

	“I’m not interested in cooking your dinner!” he told her flatly. “I want to go home. Now!”

	“Soon,” she replied. “And I’ve already got dinner planned for tonight,” she told him. “I’m barbecuing steaks. Want to stay?”

	“No! I want to go home!”

	“Your loss,” she replied. “I barbecue a pretty mean steak.”

	“No. Release me!” he demanded.

	“In a few,” she replied with a hint of amusement in her voice. “Answer me this. What would you cook for a nice dinner if I asked you to make a meal for me and two of my friends?”

	“You mean those two sicko’s out there?” Out of the corner of his eye, he noticed Fido laying now in the doorway, chewing on that dog toy of his.

	“No. Some of my female friends. Just me and them.”

	“Not Betsy and Fido?”

	“I just told you, it would be two of my female friends.”

	“I’m still not interested,” he replied. “I don’t want anything to do with you at all!”

	She smiled. “But if you did make something, something special, what would you make. What kind of meal would it be? Humour me,” she told him. “Describe the meal.”

	“I don’t know,” he replied. “Maybe a roast of some sort. Pot roast or pork. Pork roasts are good, and they’re often overlooked.”

	“And what to go with it?”

	“Vegetables of course. Broccoli and asparagus are particularly nutritious. For a nice dinner, I’d probably make baked potatoes too. Of course, for something nice I’d also prepare salads beforehand.”

	“And how about desert?”

	“I don’t know. This time of year, I’d probably make a pie of some sort. Maybe lemon meringue or banana cream.”

	“Sounds delicious,” she told him. “What would it take to get you to prepare something like that next weekend?”

	“Forget it! I’m not interested. I already told you that.”

	She nodded. “We’ll see. Come along Suzi, let’s get those leg binders off you.”

	Ben felt like celebrating. Finally! He awkwardly followed her and Fido out into the living room where she was opening a drawer in one of her toolboxes. She turned around to wait for him without taking anything out of the drawer. He walked up to her. “Now please get this thing off me!”

	Mercy didn’t reply. Instead, she reached out and grabbed his arm. She quickly got behind him and shoved him face first up against the wall.

	“No! Don’t!” Suzi cried in alarm. “What are you doing?”

	From the drawer full of ropes, Mercy grabbed one and tied his hands behind his back again.

	“No! Stop!” Suzi protested.

	Mercy once again pulled his bound hands up toward his neck, then wrapped the rope around his neck and back down to his raised hands where she tied it off.

	“No! Stop!” Suzi protested.

	“Oh shut up,” Mercy told him. “You haven’t been paid yet.”

	“Paid?”

	Mercy grabbed another length of rope from the toolbox, then shoved the helpless man over to one of her contraptions. She bent him over a bar stretched between two of tall poles, pushing his head down until his back was nearly horizontal with the floor. Then she took the new rope and looped it through the rope going around his neck. She tied the other end of the rope to the base of another of her metal sculptures, taking some of the pressure off the front of Suzi’s neck and keeping him bent over the bar. Only then did she remove the leg spreader-binder she had attached just above his knees. 

	She noticed that he stopped protesting as he bent his knees and moved his legs. But tied the way he was, he certainly couldn’t go anywhere. She didn’t give him time to move his legs very long as she grabbed his right leg, and amid his vehement protests, pulled it wide and connected it to the upright pole at that side. His protesting was even more as she stretched his other leg in the opposite direction and secured it there.

	“Let me go!” Ben shouted angrily as he tried wiggling his way loose, but he couldn’t even wiggle that much let alone get himself loose. And all his protesting seemed to fall on deaf ears. Still, he continued to shout angrily, demanding to be released.

	Mercy noticed that Fido was lying near the kitchen floor watching. And Betsy, still on all fours in the kitchen, was watching as well. “Time for some fun guys,” she told them. “Enjoy the show if you want.”

	She ignored the other two and paid her full attention on Suzi, who’s protesting had finally stopped. She placed a hand on his naked back. “I know you didn’t want any of this,” she started.

	“Let me go!”

	“Shh!” she shushed him softly. “Relax.”

	“How can I relax when you’ve got me tied and bent so I can’t move? And it’s damn uncomfortable!”

	She chuckled. “I can’t have you interfering with whatever I do now, can I?”

	“I don’t want you to do anything to me at all…except let me go!”

	Mercy chuckled again. “Somehow, I doubt that. I doubt that very much. I think you do want me to do things to you.”

	“Not this!”

	“Maybe not this exactly, but other things.”

	“No! Just let me go!”

	Mercy leaned close over him and put her arm around him. “Like I said, I know you don’t want any of this, but enjoy it anyway. I think you’ll find that being helpless and not being able to do anything will heighten everything considerably for you, so just relax and try to enjoy it.”

	“No!”

	“Shh,” she hushed him again with a chuckle. “It’s not like you can do anything about it, can you? I’m in control now, not you. You’re helpless. You’ve always been helpless with me, and you always will be.”

	“Let me go!”

	Mercy chuckled and slapped his raised rear end – hard! As he started protesting again, she went over to the closest toolbox. She took some lube from the top drawer and coated her hands liberally before going back to the still protesting Suzi. She reached under him and began massaging his cock again. It started growing rapidly, and his protesting trickled off even faster. “See,” she said. “You do want me to do things to you.” She noticed that she got no response from him at all after that statement. No verbal response.

	Ben was in heaven again. At least his cock was. The rest of his body was protesting and hurting from the position she had tied him into. But his cock…and her hands….

	Mercy pulled one of her hands away from his front and started rubbing his backside while her other hand continued lightly massaging his front. She noticed the slight shaking in his legs as she did it. “Feels nice?” she asked. But again, she got no verbal response. She didn’t need one, she could read him like a book. But what she was doing now was just the warmup. She placed one of her well-lubricated fingers against his anus. His body stiffened considerably as she did so. She started pushing that finger, first gently, then more firmly.

	“What are you doing?” Ben protested, sounding totally horrified.

	This time, Mercy didn’t reply, she just kept pushing that finger, until she got it past his protesting, locked down anal muscles and it slipped inside him. She pushed it in all the way and got more than a bit of a surprise.

	“Don’t!” Ben protested again as he felt her finger slip past his clenched muscles and push way up into him.

	But what Mercy noticed, didn’t come in the form of his protesting or from anything her finger encountered up inside of him. What she noticed was that his cock in her other hand gave a major lurch and his body tried to thrust against that hand not just once, but twice. Oh ho! Of course, tied and draped over the bar the way he was, his thrusting was minimal at best, but there was no doubt about what he had tried to do. 

	She stopped manipulating his cock and just held onto it lightly as she pulled her finger nearly out, then pushed it in again. And again, she felt him trying to thrust against her hand that was just barely holding his cock. “I think we may have found something you like,” she muttered softly. “And you seem to like this very much.” She began pulling her finger back and pushing it in continually, while her other hand around his cock barely touched him at all, letting him know it was still there, but not allowing him to get any stimulation from that hand at all. His thrusting attempts came continually now as he tried to get any stimulation he could. But she was touching him so little now that all his attempts were in vain.

	Wondering something, she suddenly pulled her finger all the way out of him and walked away from him. She went to another of her toolboxes where she hunted through some of the things inside. Selecting one, she pulled it out and closed the drawer. From the toolbox nearest Suzi, she took the lube she had used before and coated the penis shaped phallus liberally. She also recoated her hands with the lube.

	She went back to Suzi and looked him over carefully. His eyes were wide as he stared straight down at the floor. His body was almost totally rigid, and not from the position she had fastened him into. But it was his cock she paid the most attention to. It was still completely hard and dripping a little, even after she had walked away from him for a few moments.

	She went back around behind him. She rubbed her well lubed hand against his rear end again, ignoring his cock totally. She shoved a finger up inside him again. This time it penetrated easily. She had felt only a token amount of protest from his muscles back there. Again, she worked that finger in and out a few times, then she pulled it out of him completely. The penis shaped dildo she had selected was one of the thinnest ones that she owned, from a rather large collection of them that filled up several of her drawers. But for a newbie like Suzi, who she figured had never done anything like this before, she figured the thinnest one would be best. She started with just her finger like she had done before, but the dildo was placed right behind the tip of that finger. She pushed, and as her finger started to slide into him, she pulled the finger back and pushed with the dildo instead, pushing it up into him.

	What? Ben was shocked. That wasn’t her finger. “Ahh!” he grunted in alarm as something much bigger than her finger started sliding deeper and deeper into him. “Ahh!”

	Mercy chuckled as she pushed the dildo all the way into him, then pulled it almost out, before pushing it in again. The well lubricated phallus had no trouble as she pushed it in and out. She saw his body shudder. She knew she could “make” him cum with just the dildo alone by pressing it down against his prostate gland, but what she was now wondering was if he could get off totally by just the feel of the dildo going in and out of him. She decided that was an experiment for the future. Right now, it was reward time. And more importantly, she wanted this to be an experience he would remember, and hopefully, make him interested in coming back…or at least more pliable in convincing to come back again.

	One of her well lubed hands went around to his cock again and began messaging it lightly, while her other hand worked the dildo in and out of him. The result was like an electric switch had been thrown. His body strained and jerked everywhere. His attempted thrusting against the hand manipulating his cock grew faster. She pulled away from him completely again, this time leaving the phallus shaped dildo still up inside him. He was getting too excited too fast. But she wasn’t going to let him go much longer without the orgasm he was craving.

	From her toolbox, she grabbed a clear plastic Champaign glass. The narrow plastic glass was easily wide enough to slip over his cock. She carried it back to him where she stuck it over his cock. As she did, his body tried to thrust against the glass, trying to make love to the thing. She used the plastic glass to put pressure against the underside of his cock. His thrusting seemed to get more intense. With her other hand, she began manipulating the dildo in and out of his rear end again.

	“Ahh!” Ben screamed as he did everything possible to fuck the glass she was holding against his cock. He grunted his frustration again. Tied the way he was, he could see the clear glass she was holding over his cock. In the needy state he was in, the glass alone was something he could concentrate on against his cock. With all that lubrication from her hands now coating his cock, it felt slippery and good down there. But it was the huge sensation in his backside that was so intrusive that it couldn’t be ignored. All of it combining to make him more excited then he had ever been. He suddenly started orgasming with more intensity than he had ever cum before. Most of his muscles went completely rigid as he pushed the miniscule amount his position allowed him against that glass. He felt whatever it was in his ass still pushing and pulling, going in and out, driving him crazy. Again and again his cock exploded into the glass, the orgasm going on far longer than he could ever remember one going before. Finally, he slowed down. Finally, his muscles started to unlock. Finally, his body started to tire and relax. But she was still shoving that thing in and out of his ass, and he felt so spent.

	Mercy kept moving the dido inside him, even though he was finished. But now that he seemed to be done, she used it differently. With practiced precision, she now used it to press directly against where she knew his prostrate gland would be. The result was that more semen started dripping out of his cock. She kept putting the pressure on then letting up for a few moments, until she had drained him completely dry. Only then did she remove the dildo from his ass, and the glass from his cock.

	Ben was panting. Damn! It had been the strongest orgasm of his life! He was worn out from it. And now, he was simply glad that whatever she had stuck up inside him was gone. He did his best to catch his breath while he hoped she would now finally set him free.

	Mercy set the dido and the plastic glass on top of her toolbox. She used a rag to wipe her hands a little. She went back to Suzi. “Have fun?” she asked softly. She got no response other than his light panting. She didn’t need a response though. She untied the rope that kept him bent over. She had to grab his head and pull it up to get him standing straight again. He was still breathing a bit heavily. She left him like that, his legs still attached to the poles while she went back to her toolbox.

	Ben’s head was spinning. Now he was glad to be standing again. He waited patiently for her to unfasten his legs…or his arms. Both! What an experience! And then she was back again. But this time in front of him instead of unfastening his legs. She grabbed his hair and bent his head back a little. What?

	“Open up,” Mercy told him.

	What? He now noticed the glass in her had. It was half full of his cum! “No!” She pulled harder on his hair, pulling his head back cruelly. His mouth opened further in pain, and she was suddenly pouring that stuff straight into his mouth. He had no choice but to swallow or choke to death on it.

	“Very good, Suzi,” Mercy said happily as she emptied the glass into his mouth. She released the hold she had on his hair and let his head come up straight. The nasty face he was making from the taste of his own cum was comical. Priceless. Newbies were always such fun. She went behind him and unfastened his legs. Then she untied his hands, setting him completely free.

	“Get dressed,” she told him. “You can go home now…if you want. Like I said, you’re still welcome to stay for dinner…or longer.”

	“No!” Ben replied quickly. As much as he had loved what she had just done to him, he needed to get out of there. He needed to get away from her. He needed to get home, where he would be safe.

	“I’ll have Betsy and Fido help you carry your things home for you,” she told him.

	Ben said nothing. He headed straight for the bedroom where all his clothes were folded. He selected the things he would need, then carried them straight into the bathroom so he could clean himself up a little before putting them on. The minute he got home, he planned on taking a very much needed shower!

	 

	 

	Chapter 11 – Part 1 of 2

	 

	Betsy stuck his hand against his backside. His hand couldn’t feel anything inside his diaper. It had been an hour now since she had changed him into a dry one. It had also been an hour since she had made him stay on his hands and knees in her kitchen while her hand had gone between his legs, and she had masturbated him for the umpteenth time that day inside his sopping wet diaper. But this time she hadn’t stopped. She had brought him to a full, wonderful orgasm, right there on her kitchen floor. An hour ago. 

	But it had also been an hour now since she had shoved that butt plug up inside him before diapering him again. An hour! With that thing up inside him now, he felt like he wanted to take a shit so badly he could hardly stand it, even inside his diaper. But between the shape of that darn plug and his diaper, nothing was coming out of him. His hand felt his backside yet again. Pressing, poking. But the plug was lodged firmly up inside him, and from the outside of that diaper there was nothing for his hand to feel. 

	His hand might not be able to feel anything, but his backside was another matter. Forget about that fact that he felt like he needed to take a giant shit. The pain he had experienced when she had shoved the thing up inside him had been awful. And the further in she had pushed it, and the further that thing had stretched his ass hole open, the more it had hurt. Until in one quick rush, the damn thing had seemed to suck itself up into him and stay there. Tightly. His ass still felt like it was stretched wide, which it was, even though she “claimed” it was a tiny one she had put into him. As far as he was concerned, there was nothing about the thing that felt tiny at all. Nothing!

	He watched as Mistress moved around between her metal contraptions in the living room. Fido was lying on his belly on the floor nearby, watching her. His purple monkey that he had been chewing on for much of the day was on the floor in front of him. He watched as Mistress grabbed one of her contraptions. A smaller one. She brought it out into the clear area away from the rest of them and set it on the floor. He studied it. The intentions of the thing were easily clear to him. Despite cumming so recently, his cock gave a major lurch. He hoped that he would soon be locked up in that thing.

	But what was Mistress doing now? She was back among her contraptions again. He watched as she grabbed another one and carried it out. She set it down next to the other one. Two of the same thing. Two identical bondage devices. And Betsy had no doubt that one would be for him and the other for Fido.

	“Okay Betsy, get your ass over here,” Mercy commanded.

	Once again, Betsy’s cock gave a lurch inside his still dry diaper. Even though he was looking forward to it, he moved hesitantly. Nervously.

	“Down boy,” she said to him as if she was talking to a dog…like Fido. “Your hands go at that end,” she instructed.

	Still nervous, Betsy got down on his hands and knees over top of the bar. There were two crossbars, one on each end. Each cross bar had a manacle attached at each end.

	“Down on your elbows,” Mercy told him.

	Betsy dropped down so he was resting his weight on his elbows and forearms. He put up no resistance as Mistress grabbed his right arm and locked it into the cuff on that side. He watched as she restrained his left arm the same way. Because of the way the manacles were placed, there was now no way he could get up from his elbows. The entire weight of his body was resting on his stretched-out forearms. Fortunately, it was comfortable enough. He felt her grab his left foot and pull. Soon that was locked to the device. His right foot was done soon after. He wiggled a bit, but it took very little effort to realize he couldn’t move from this elbows and knees position. He was thoroughly stuck there. And he loved it!

	Fido watched it all nervously. Since she had brought out two of those contraptions, he had no doubt that she intended to lock him into the other one…and his day had been going so good up until now. 

	“Okay Fido,” Mercy said. “Your turn.”

	Fido crawled over to her slowly. He didn’t have to be told to position himself over the device. In no time at all, he was locked tightly into it. He tested the bonds, but it took almost nothing to know that he was stuck. Securely! He looked up. He and Betsy were facing each other, their heads were about two feet apart. He turned his head to see what Mistress was doing and saw her picking up something else from over near the wall, but he couldn’t see what that device was as she was walking behind him.

	Mercy set the device down on the floor behind Fido. She left it there and went to one of her toolboxes and came back with a tube of lubrication. The device had a phallic end that she lubed liberally. Once ready, she pushed the phallus up against Fido’s ass.

	Fido jumped in surprise…or tried to. He couldn’t move. “What?” he exclaimed in alarm.

	Mercy slapped his ass – hard! “Bad dog!” she yelled. “You know better.” With that she slapped his ass hard again. 

	Fido tried to yelp like a dog at the pain.

	“Much better!” Mercy told him. “Now hold still,” she said. “Not that you’ve got much of a choice anyway. I suggest you try to relax as much as possible.” With that, she pushed the phallus from the device slowly into his exposed ass until the head of it was fully inside him.

	Fido felt something invading his ass. He automatically tried tightening his sphincter muscles, but it did no good. The pressure pushing whatever it was into his was simply too much and he felt it pass inside him…and then stop – fortunately. He noted her standing up again and leaving him…with whatever it was still up in him. He tried to get used to the odd feeling of being penetrated, but it was simply too strange. And then he saw her coming back.

	Betsy craned his head up to try and see what Mistress was doing with Fido. She had put something right behind him, but his body blocked most of what was happening. But before long, he quickly figured out that Mistress had put something up his rear end. Fido’s reaction to it, especially the look on his face, was almost comical. For once, he was glad of the diaper he was wearing, because it meant that he she wouldn’t be doing that to him. But then he realized, she had already done that to him with that darn butt plug she stuck into him earlier. 

	Betsy watched as best he could though as Mistress carried another device from the wall, but this time she went behind him. Uh-oh. And then he felt her removing his diaper. He had a feeling he was about to get the same treatment as Fido. He felt her hand in his ass grabbing the butt plug and pulling…slowly and carefully pulling that plug right out of his ass. And then it was suddenly gone. He breathed a sigh of relief, but not for long as he felt whatever it was she had put behind him now touching his asshole instead. A minute later, he felt the pressure as it was pushed into him. But unlike the butt plug she had just taken out of him, this thing seemed to be all one diameter. He could tell though that while it seemed to be slippery, it wasn’t completely smooth. He was surprised when she just barely pushed it up into him…and then left it there. He looked up at Fido and saw him watching closely. Fido’s face had been almost comical when she had done it to him. How had Fido seen him?

	With her machines now in place, Mercy pulled the control units for each of them out towards each of their heads where she could sit between them and reach each of them easily. Then she headed for the kitchen. From a drawer she pulled out a deck of cards and brought them back to her two playthings. She sat between them and leaned over and released Fido’s right hand, then she released Betsy’s right hand. 

	“Fido,” Mercy said. “Do you know how to play War?”

	Fido was surprised. War? He hadn’t played that since he was a kid. But he figured he would remember the basics. He barked once, then quickly remembered that yes was two barks so he barked again.

	“Does that mean yes you know the game?” Mercy asked.

	Fido barked twice.

	“Good. How about you Betsy. Have you ever played War?”

	“Uh…I’m not sure,” Betsy replied.

	“Don’t worry, I’m sure you’ll figure it out fast enough. It’s about the easiest card game there is.” She shuffled the cards and began dealing the entire deck out into two piles, one for each of them. She straightened each pile and set them where each of them could reach the cards easily. “Fido,” she said. “Since you seem to know the game better. You go first.”

	Fido reached out and grabbed a card from the pile in front of him and placed it face up in the middle between him and Betsy. A ten of hearts.

	“Your turn,” Mercy told Betsy.

	Betsy did as Fido had done and played a card into the middle as well. A five of spades.

	“Fido wins that hand,” Mercy said. “Get your cards Fido.”

	While Fido was grabbing the two cards to pull them closer to him, Mercy grabbed the control box for the machine behind Betsy and pressed the button. 

	“Aahh!” Betsy exclaimed in alarm as he suddenly felt something slide way up into his ass and then pull back to where he started again.

	Mercy smiled. “Wasn’t that fun?” she asked. “That’s what you get every time you lose. Next card,” she told them. 

	Fido played a card, a eight of clubs. Betsy played his card, a jack of hearts.

	“Betsy wins,” Mercy declared. “Grab you cards Betsy.” While Betsy was doing that, Mercy hit the button on the control unit for Fido’s machine. 

	Fido’s eyes nearly popped out of his head as he felt the thing going way up into him and then withdrawing again until it was back in the starting position. 

	“Now you both see how this works. For every card you lose, you get fucked in the ass one time. When the game is over, the loser gets five minutes of the automatic fucking machine reaming him out. Okay play another card.”

	Fido looked up at Betsy. He could see the shocked expression on Betsy’s face that he was sure matched his own. With little else he could do, he reached out and played another card.

	Mercy loved this game, and the reaction from first-time newbies was particularly fun. Hand after hand, card after card, the game progressed. One of the great things about the game of War was that it was usually a fairly long game. There was no way that either of the two player could not lose some hands. And when they matched cards and a war actually took place where they set down more cards until the hand was eventually won, the multiple reaming that the loser got was fun to watch as well. Most of the time when it happened the loser only got two strokes from her machine, but there as once when Betsy got three.

	Slowly the game kept going. After fifteen minutes, it was clear though that the winner was most likely going to be Fido. Betsy was getting his ass fucked much more often and Fido was getting less and less. The final cards were played, and Fido grabbed them. Betsy had lost. Mercy hit the button on the machine attached to Betsy’s ass and let it keep running, slowly sending the fake penis in and out of her backside. Mercy figured that Betsy never thought of it, but that butt plug she had been wearing since his last diaper change had probably stretched his ass a bit and was making the whole thing easier for him. Easier? What neither Betsy nor Fido knew was that they were both simply too new to this for what she usually did. Usually, the loser sucked off the cock of the winner. It would be a little while yet before they had that to worry about, but she was looking forward to getting them to that point.

	While Betsy was stuck getting fucked by her machine, Mercy pulled the one behind Fido out of him. “Good boy,” she crooned when he didn’t put up any fuss. She cleaned her machine, then she cleaned his ass before releasing him from the device that held him in position. But of course, Fido was in dog mode and was stuck staying on all fours. “Go find your toy,” she told him. “I’m sure that by now you need to chew for a while.

	Fido did as he was told and crawled off to find his toy monkey. A minute later, he laid on his belly with the thing in his mouth as he watched Betsy being disconnected from everything. 

	Betsy was glad to get that darn machine out of his ass. After going in and out of him so many times, his ass felt like it was numb. He waited, still trapped and connected to her device that kept him on his knees while she cleaned the machine off, then he watched as she put both of those devices away. Finally, she came back to him, but not to release him yet. With just his right arm free, he was horrified to feel her putting that same diaper back on him again. But after all that exercise she had just given his rear end, he had another problem going on. “Uh…Mistress.”

	“Yes?” Mercy replied as she started pulling the diaper up between his legs.

	“Uh…I’m going to have to go to the bathroom soon.”

	“That’s what the diaper is for.”

	“No. I mean…the other way.”

	“I have no doubt,” Mercy replied.

	“You mean…”

	Mercy finished fastening the diaper tightly around his waist. She began unfastening his legs from her device. “Didn’t I just tell you that’s what the diaper is for?”

	“You want me to…”

	“Yes! What did you think?”

	“You want me to…”

	Mercy said nothing. She finished disconnecting him from the device, but he wasn’t moving. He appeared to be in shock.

	“After that butt plug being in you for a while, and then my machine reaming you out, I have no doubt you’ve got to go. But hey, you don’t have to wait. Your diaper is firmly in place. You can just go anytime you like.” She got up and walked away from him. She knew it was probably a bit too soon for him to go through something like that, but she had decided he was going to have to get used to it sometime.

	She walked over to Fido. “Fido,” she said. “If you feel the need to do more than pee, crawl off to the bathroom.”

	Fido was glad to hear that, especially since he did have to go – both ways. He barked twice, picked up his toy monkey in his mouth, and scurried to the bathroom.

	Mercy noticed that Betsy still hadn’t moved from where he had been connected to her device. She went back to him. “You like that little device, huh? No problem.”

	Before Betsy could protest, she grabbed his right arm and locked it into the device again. Then his left arm, his right leg, and his left leg. Once again, he couldn’t get up if he tried. He was stuck…and his cock, free of the chastity device, started going crazy inside his diaper.

	“You like that thing? Then enjoy it. I love seeing a man trapped to something like that. Especially one dressed so ridiculously. You can stay there till I can’t stand your smell anymore. Enjoy Betsy.”

	Betsy was shocked. He hadn’t meant for her to lock him up again. He just hadn’t been able to move since she had told him she wanted him to mess in his diaper too. And he could stay there until she couldn’t stand the smell of him anymore? He swallowed. He already knew what that had to mean. And worse, because of his position on all fours, he had a feeling that he would have no choice but to mess in his diaper – soon. In fact, he had a feeling that in the position he was in, preventing it from happening wasn’t going to be easy.

	 

	*****

	 

	Across the street, Ben Whitmore’s mind wandered as he was about to start making himself some dinner. He spread his legs slightly as he remembered the feel of those heavy shackles she had attached to his legs, just above his knees. He remembered her locking his hands up to those things she had in her living room so he couldn’t stop her. But mostly, he remembered the feel of her hands as she had massaged his penis and brought him to another mind-numbing orgasm. His mind played with remembering it all, before he forced his mind back to reality and shook it all off.

	Yes, tomorrow he was going out to buy himself a washer and dryer. And a lawn mower too. He didn’t want anything more to do with that crazy woman across the street. As good a deal as he had gotten on this house, buying it had turned out to be a big mistake. Only because of her!

	 

	*****

	 

	 

	Chapter 11 – Part 2 of 2

	Betsy couldn’t hold it back anymore. In fact, even though he tried, he couldn’t hold it back. His asshole had been stretched open so wide and for so long that even trying to stop it, he couldn’t. The horrible feeling of everything coming slowly out of his ass, and not being able to do a thing about it, seemed to go on and on as he felt the weight of it slowly going into his diaper and spreading across his backside. It was…horrible! By the time it finally was all over, he could already smell it, and the smell was getting stronger by the minute. Yuck!

	With so much discomfort in the back of his diaper, he struggled against the steel contraption she had locked him into. But struggling was useless. No matter what, he couldn’t budge anything at all. But then, he had known before even trying that he wouldn’t be able to. 

	The whole situation only made being stuck like that even worse…and also, for him – better! The mess inside his diaper, being unable to move, being totally stuck like that in one of her devices. His cock was as hard as a rock. He shook his ass trying to find some stimulation for his cock, wanting badly to get off again, but stuck as he was, it was impossible. And through it all, there was no way he could ignore the constant messy feel of what was now filling the back of his diaper…not to mention the smell of it. She had locked him into one of her devices, the stuff of his dreams. It was horrible. It was frightening. And it was pure heaven.

	 

	*****

	 

	Mercy grabbed Fido’s leash. On her way over to him, she passed Betsy. She could smell the mess in his diaper now. She watched him for a moment. She didn’t think he was even aware that she was there, he was so focused on his predicament that he appeared to be in his own little world. Good! That’s just where she knew he wanted to be. He was good right like he was for a while. She could leave him.

	Fido watched as Mistress grabbed his leash. As his teeth bit harder into the arm of his purple toy monkey, he saw her coming towards him, then he saw her stop and look at Betsy, the little twerp. The nasty odour of what Betsy must have done was already beginning to reach him. He thanked God that she had let him use the bathroom. His thoughts were interrupted when she suddenly turned towards him, his eyes couldn’t seem to leave that red leash in her hands. 

	Mercy leaned down and attached the leash to Fido’s collar. “Grab you toy, Fido,” she said. “Let’s get out of here for a while.” Monkey in mouth, she led him to her back door and out to the patio there. As she passed one of her chairs, she grabbed it with one hand as she continued to lead him out onto the lawn. She set the chair down on the grass and sat. Pulling him close to her, she took the dog toy from his mouth and unclipped his leash. She saw his eyes widen in anticipation. So weird. This guy really did get off on being treated like a dog. Why? She was going to have to discus it with Vicky tomorrow when she saw her.

	She threw the toy monkey out on the lawn and said, “Fetch!” She watched as Fido, a man on all fours, ran after the monkey. She watched as he grabbed the thing in his mouth and proudly dragged it right back to her. She took it from him. “You know,” she said. “The only reason I let you use the bathroom earlier was because I didn’t want dog poop on my lawn. But if it had been for anything else, you would have been out here learning to pee like a dog. And trust me, the next time you have to go, you will be coming out here to pee. Fetch!” she said as she threw the dog toy again.

	As Fido ran after the purple monkey, her words were still ringing in his head. What she had said didn’t surprise him at all. In fact, earlier she had told him that barking three times was his way of telling her he needed to go. But hearing her say the words somehow sent a thrill of anticipation through him. He grabbed the monkey in his teeth and headed back to her. As he crawled as fast as he could, he mused over how sick he really was. There was no doubt about that at all. Why did he like being treated like a dog so much? It was demeaning. It was…just plain sick! Yet he couldn’t deny one fact. He loved it! Why? Controlled. That was part of it. He loved feeling controlled. She took the toy from his mouth, and he waited eagerly for her to throw it again.

	“You know Fido,” Mercy said as she held his monkey in her hand. “If I can figure out a way that I’m happy with for you to poop here in my yard, you can forget all about ever using the bathroom in my house again. I just haven’t figured that part out yet. But trust me, I will.”

	Fido was aghast at hearing her say that, but at the same time, his semi-hard cock gave a major lurch. She wanted him to poop outside too? And worse, as troubling as that thought was, as humiliating and demeaning as it was, he had no doubt that he would do whatever she wanted. Controlled!

	“Fetch!”

	 

	*****

	 

	Betsy almost lost his grip on the toy monkey they were playing with when Fido suddenly pulled extra hard. Mistress had told him to sit on the floor with Fido and play with him, and the only thing he could think to do was to play tug-of-war with Fido’s toy monkey. It was hard for Betsy to believe that Fido seemed to enjoy acting like a dog so much, but that’s the impression he was getting.

	Betsy was very much enjoying the feel of wearing a clean diaper again. He was also enjoying the freedom of being able to move around again – freely, with no restraints at all. Mistress had actually cleaned him up and changed his messy diaper while he was still attached to that thing and was unable to move. She didn’t release him until the new diaper was firmly in place. The only thing he had to do with the stinky thing, was carry it out back and put it straight into the trash can, and doing that was easy enough. Now, Mistress had him playing with Fido while she was fixing dinner for all of them.

	Mercy carried two plates over to the table and set them down. She glanced over at Betsy and Fido, playing together on the floor. “Dinner time, Betsy. Leave the dog alone for a while and come eat.”

	Leave the dog alone? Betsy was surprised. It almost sounded like she wasn’t going to feed Fido. Betsy didn’t miss the look on Fido’s face as he got to his feet and headed for the table. Fido though stayed right where he was, the toy monkey hanging from his mouth.

	Mercy took her usual seat at the table and waited while Betsy sat down. “Have you enjoyed yourself today?” Mercy asked.

	“Yes, Mistress,” Betsy replied. “Even all the work I had to do.”

	“How about having your bottom reamed out?”

	He thought about that for a moment. “Yeah,” he decided. “Even that.”

	“Good,” Mercy said. “You’re new to this all yet so I’m going slowly.” She looked over at Fido, still on the floor where he had been. “For both of you,” she added.

	Betsy looked at the food on his plate. Chicken, and three different vegetables. Ugh! Vegetables weren’t high on his list of foods he usually ate.

	“What’s wrong?” Mercy asked.

	“Uh…I don’t eat that many vegetables,” he told her.

	“Those vegies are nutritious!” she replied. “Eat up! Nutrition is important!”

	Betsy said nothing. He picked up his fork and began eating. Vegetables!

	Fido watched them eating. He suddenly felt more like a dog than ever. Was he going to get dinner? But he supposed she would feed him whenever she was ready. All he could do was lay quietly on the floor and watch them eat. His stomach growled and his mouth watered. Something smelled good. He just hoped he’d get the chance to try some.

	He watched while they both ate their entire dinner. When they were done, Mistress got up from the table while Betsy carried the dishes over to the sink. He watched as a minute later, Betsy started washing the dishes while Mistress began putting things away. Was he going to get to eat at all? He saw her doing something on the counter next to Betsy, but he couldn’t see what. And then she turned around with a plate in her hand.

	“Fido,” Mercy called as she set the plate of food on the floor. “Come get it.”

	Fido crawled as fast as he could over to the food. She had cut everything up into small pieces on the plate.

	“I’m sure I don’t have to tell you,” Mercy said, “that hands are illegal.”

	Fido had already figured that much out. With no other option, he lowered his face to the plate and began trying to get the pieces of food into his mouth. He was hungry, and it tasted surprisingly good. He looked up at her, but she was already walking away, back towards where Betsy was washing dishes. He went back to finishing his dinner like a dog would eat. He could feel his cock growing beneath him once again. Would she grant him another release tonight? He could only hope.

	 

	*****

	 

	Mercy sat in her favourite chair out on her patio. Under the floodlights lighting up her entire backyard, her eyes followed the slow progress of Betsy holding Fido’s leash as she led him slowly around the perimeter – for the second time. She had told Betsy to “walk” Fido around the yard until she told them to stop. She told Fido that he had better pee sometime during that walk because once his walk was over, they were going to bed. When she had told Betsy to walk Fido, she could tell that Betsy had been a little nervous and uncomfortable about doing it. Fido had been a little uncomfortable about it too. But Mercy figured that if she was going to have to have a “dog” in the house, then both Betsy and Fido had better get used to things being this way.

	Fido crawled around on the grass with Betsy holding his leash. As he crawled, he tried to figure out how he felt about things. Earlier, Mistress had made Betsy, the little twerp, play with him time in the house. Now she had Betsy holding his leash. And the fact that he was going along with it all only drove home how really sick he had to be. He felt Betsy tug a bit on the leash to get him to turn sooner than he expected. He turned to go where he figured he wanted…just like a dog would do.

	But now he had to pee – like a dog. Outside. It was bad enough that he was naked and on all fours, and had been acting like a dog for most of the day, but now he had to pee like one too. But this was what he had signed up for. This was what he wanted. He had just wanted to be doing it with Mistress, not this little…kid. But doing it with the…kid…made him feel more dominated and controlled than ever. He knew he was going to have no choice. He was going to have to stop and pee like a dog. Now how did he want to do this?

	He spotted a likely spot to do it, against a small shrub in one of her bordering gardens. He waited until they were going past it, then he stopped. He felt the leash tug as Betsy kept going, but that didn’t last long as Betsy stopped to see what he was doing. Feeling totally uncomfortable and humiliated about doing it, he raised his leg like he figured a dog would do, and let loose.

	Betsy almost couldn’t believe it. Fido was peeing – like a dog. He would never understand why Fido wanted to act like a dog. Never! But then, he didn’t even understand some of his own needs. So far, from everything he could see, Mistress understood them. So far, finding Mistress was the best thing he had ever done. As painful and uncomfortable as everything had been with her so far, he was still happy. He’d just be a lot happier if she would forget about the diapers and little girl stuff. And the name she gave him – Betsy Wetsy? He almost preferred being called Twerp!

	Mercy watched as Fido finished peeing. Something about watching him do that made her smile. Yeah, she really did need to figure out a way for him to poop outside too. She saw Betsy and Fido continuing their walk around the yard. As they got closer to the patio she stood up. “Okay you two. Let’s go inside. Bedtime.”

	Both Fido and Betsy were glad that ordeal was over with. Neither of them said anything, despite the fact that Fido wasn’t permitted to say anything at all, but both of them wondered and worried about what else Mistress had in store for each of them. Or would she just let each of them climb into bed and go to sleep? That’s what Fido hoped for. Betsy however dreamed of being stuck in another of her devices for the entire night. Betsy was also hoping Mistress would let him out of his wet diaper before going to bed. He didn’t like the diapers. They brought back too many uncomfortable images from his past.

	Inside the house, Mercy grabbed Fido’s leash and unclipped it. “Come along Betsy,” she said as she headed for the spare bedroom. Once there, she turned to Betsy. She noticed Fido waiting out in the hallway, watching. He could watch. She had no problem with that. “Enjoying that wet diaper?” she asked Betsy?

	“No Mistress,” Betsy replied. “I still don’t like them.”

	Mercy smiled. “Tough! Wait here,” she said. She went out to one of her boxes and grabbed the latex gloves she had used on him before. She put them on as she walked back to the spare bedroom. “So you don’t like wet diapers,” she said as she walked into the room.

	“I don’t like any diapers. Period!” Betsy replied.

	Mercy walked behind him and wrapped her arms around him, pushing one of her gloved hands down into his wet diaper. “How about now?” she asked as she began massaging his suddenly hard penis.

	Betsy said nothing. He was too focused on what her hands were doing inside his diaper. It seemed like only seconds before she had him spurting for all he was worth.

	“Are you sure you don’t like wet diapers?” Mercy whispered in his ear.

	Betsy stills said nothing. He was still recovering from the intense orgasm. 

	Mercy pulled the blankets back on the bed. Then she stripped Betsy completely, wet diaper and all. She grabbed a wet washcloth from the bathroom and wiped him clean, then had him lay down on the bed.

	Betsy was happy, and not just for the orgasm. No diaper. No chastity cage. No bondage of any sort…he thought. 

	Mercy grabbed his left arm and pulled it up toward the head of the bed. From behind the headboard, she grabbed a wrist cuff on a short chain and cuffed his arm up tight toward that side of the bed. At the foot of the bed, she attached his ankle to the footboard. Then she did the other side of his body, stretching him out tight.

	After just having an orgasm, Betsy wasn’t happy about being all bound up again. And he was guessing that it was going to be for the rest of the night. But at least there was no diaper and no chastity. Bound up as he was, he could only watch as Mistress left the room. He saw Fido watching intently from the floor of the hallway. If he was on this bed in the only spare bedroom, where was Fido going to sleep? He didn’t wonder about that long as mistress came back into the room. Oh no! Another diaper! He wanted to protest, but he knew it would do no good. Once again, he soon found himself thoroughly diapered.

	Mercy ran her hand down the front of his fresh diaper. “I expect that thing to be soaked by morning,” she told him. She pulled the blankets up over him, then with a sly smile, she said, “Goodnight. Enjoy yourself.” She walked out, turning out the light but leaving the door open. “Fido! Come!” she said as she walked into her bedroom.

	Fido crawled after her, wondering if she was going to chain him up in some way too. Was she going to make him sleep on the floor? There was only one bed in her room. 

	Mercy sat on the bed and looked down at the man on all fours. The man that for some inexplicable reason loved to be treated like a dog. Well, whatever. To each their own. As long as he gave her the things that she needed, she would do her part and try to accommodate his needs as well. That’s the way things worked with her. Always! But as much as he might want it, right now wasn’t the time for him to be acting like any kind of dog at all. Her mind briefly went back to the memories of why he didn’t have much money, which was directly related to everything he had done for his mother. He was a good man. He deserved good things. He deserved…a reward.

	“Get up,” she told him. “No being a dog right now.” She smiled. “Leave the collar though, it suits you.” She watched as he got uncertainly to his feet. She could see how puzzled he was. She stood up from the bed and motioned toward it. “Lay down,” she ordered.

	Wondering what was going on, Fido laid down on the bed. A moment later, he wasn’t happy when she grabbed his wrist and attached it to the headboard just like she had done with the Twerp – Betsy. One by one, she attached all his limbs to the bed, spreading him out like she had done to Betsy in the other room. 

	Once he was thoroughly secure, he was shocked to see what she did next. Very slowly, where he could see her, she started removing all her clothes. He couldn’t look away if he tried, he was that mesmerized. What was going on?

	Mercy slowly stripped down to nothing. When she was ready, she climbed up on the bed. “You’re a good man, Fido. The sacrifices you made for your mother touched me. For that, you deserve a reward. But don’t ever expect this to happen again. Never. This is just because I was so moved by your dedication to your mother.” 

	With that, her hands began massaging his penis. In moments it was raging hard. Then she lowered herself onto him. The gasp he let out certainly wasn’t anything doglike, but she didn’t want him as a dog right now. She wanted him just as he was. She rarely ever did this with a man, but she needed some way to reward him for doing what he had. Slowly, she made love to him for over an hour. Bringing him to the brink, then letting him down slowly. Working his entire body. Bound the way he was, he had no choice but to let her do everything to him. There was nothing he could do for her. As little as Mercy had done this in her life, it was something she was still good at. She knew how to bring pleasure to a man. It was just not the kind of pleasure she preferred. 

	An hour later, after he had grunted again and again from the exertion of such an intense orgasm, she unfastened him. “Off the bed now Fido,” she said. “Back on the floor. Dogs don’t belong up on the bed.”

	With that, Fido knew it was over and she wanted him to be a dog again, which he wasn’t interested in being after that orgasm. He got off the bed and stood for a moment, looking down at the floor.

	“Down!” Mercy ordered quickly and sternly.

	Shocked by the forcefulness of her voice, Fido dropped quickly to the floor.

	“And stay there!” Mercy told him. 

	Naked, she walked out to the kitchen where she grabbed his leash. She turned all the lights in the house off as she headed back to her bedroom. When she got there, she fastened the leash to Fido’s collar and tied the other end to the foot of her bed. “Dogs sleep on the floor,” she told him. “Get used to it!”

	Fido did his best to make himself comfortable on the hard floor. He was naked. He didn’t have even a blanket or a pillow. He watched as she climbed up naked into her bed…and then she turned out the light and there was nothing more that he could see. He moved to make himself more comfortable and was brought up by the short length of leash. Unless he removed the leash, he wouldn’t even be able to stand up. Once again, the feeling washed over him. A feeling he liked. A feeling he had been searching for most of his life but had never realized it. 

	Controlled.

	 

	*****

	 

	Across the street, Ben Whitmore watched the lights going out on the house across from him. What was going on in there? Once again his mind remembered what it felt like to have that…thing of hers…locked around his legs. And more than that, he remembered her hands grabbing his penis, time and time again, and making him feel so good. So needy. So…desperate. Darn she was a sick woman. But how much sicker were the two idiots that went to her, wanting her to do that stuff to them. 

	He headed for bed, but all night long he was troubled by the memory of what he had been through that day. The memories wouldn’t leave him alone, even after he took the time to masturbate. He needed to get that damn sick woman out of his head!

	 

	 

	Chapter 12 – Part 1 of 2

	 

	Betsy Wetsy, aka Michael Hammond, wiggled as best he could on the bed, but tied spread eagled like he was he couldn’t move much. It wasn’t that part that bothered him. He loved being tied that way. It had been the stuff of his dreams. And now Mistress had tied him up for the entire night that way. No, that wasn’t his problem at all. His problem was that for once he was sleeping with no chastity device locked onto him, and try as he might, he couldn’t get enough stimulation to his diaper covered penis to do anything about his desperate need. He shook, he wiggled, he bucked, but none of it did a thing for him. Ugh! This had to be the third time he had woken up during the night so far in desperate need of release, only to find he couldn’t do anything about it.

	Frustrated, he could do nothing but lay there in the same spread position and wait, and try to relax enough to fall asleep again. Of course, he had no idea of the time, but eventually, not even realizing it, fatigue once again overtook him, and he lapsed again into sleep.

	In the other bedroom, Fido, aka Ronald Gretch, rolled over on the floor and curled himself up into a foetal position. He wasn’t used to sleeping naked on the floor. He was having a problem with feeling cold. He wanted a blanket over him and something softer than the hard floor under him. But at the same time, his leash was tied to the leg of her bed and though he still didn’t understand why, he was still enjoying the way she was treating him – like a dog. 

	She had made love to him when they went to bed…before she had banished him to the floor. She had made love to him, man to woman…or should that be woman to man. She had been on top the entire time. But oh, what she had done to him. The memory of it had kept him awake for hours before he could finally fall asleep. Even now, coming slightly awake only enough to roll over in what little space his leash was giving him, the memory of it had him growing hard once again. He was tempted to touch himself, but he didn’t. The love session had been too special. Too memorable. He didn’t want to ruin the memory of it by doing something so crass. Now, if he could just have a blanket to help keep him warm. Or even just something softer to sleep on. Maybe then he could sleep better…and dream of what had happened to him earlier.

	In the other bedroom, Betsy woke up with a problem. He needed to pee. Mistress’s hands had gone inside his soaking wet diaper last night and she had brought him to a mind-numbing orgasm just before she had put a fresh diaper on him and tied him to the bed. But now he was awake, because he needed to pee. He thought briefly of calling out to Mistress and letting her know so he could use the bathroom, but he knew better. She had stuck him in diapers the moment he had arrived, and she had done everything to make sure he kept using them…including pooping in them yesterday. No, there was no question about what she wanted him to do, if he needed to pee, he was going to have to do it in his diaper again. He fought with the feeling for a while, but he was too tired. He knew he needed sleep. He relaxed and let it out. The feeling of the warm pee coming out and running over top of him, then working its way down to the bottom of his diaper was such a weird feeling. But he had been through it before.

	He concentrated on the wetness that he gradually felt less and less of as the diaper absorbed it all. But now that he was wet again, it brought back the other feelings that had been keeping him awake all night – his desperate sexual need. All day long yesterday, every time he had wet himself, she had stuck her hands down into his diaper and stimulated him in ways he never imagined could feel so good. Now he was wet again, and it seemed like his overly needed body wanted release again. Like he did before, he wiggled, he bucked, he did everything possible to bring some kind of stimulation to his wet diaper covered cock, but as before, it did no good at all. He picked his head up and pounded it back to the pillow in frustration. Ugh! How was he supposed to go to sleep again? How? He had no idea what time it was. He only wanted morning to come so he could do something to get some relief!

	 

	*****

	 

	Mercy opened her eyes. In the still dark room, she automatically checked her clock. Five o’clock. The usual time she got up every morning. Quietly, she slipped out of bed. She looked over at Fido. He was sleeping on his side with his legs drawn up toward his chest. The leash was still tied to the bed. Good! 

	She left him and went out of the room and over to the other bedroom. She peeked inside. The heavy breathing let her know that the twerp…Betsy, was sleeping soundly. She wondered how he really managed being tied up like that all night. But he was the one who wanted things like that. She briefly wondered if Betsy Wetsy’s diaper was wet. She hoped so. 

	She left him and went into the third bedroom. The room she had set up as her workout room. Like she did most mornings, she started her day with a light workout. For her it was a light workout. Anyone else would probably call it punishing. She started with the weights because they made the least amount of noise. But before she finished, she was punching the heavy bag in the room as hard as she could.

	It was an odd noise that woke Fido. A noise he couldn’t place. The leash attached to her bed didn’t allow him to go anywhere to investigate it – unless he untied it, and he was hesitant to do so. He poked his head up to check her bed. She was gone. So she was the one making all the noise. And then he realized it. She was in her workout room. The room with all the weights. Whatever she was doing in there, she was certainly making enough noise. 

	But now that he was awake, was he supposed to untie himself or unclip his leash? He was awake. A trip to the bathroom would be nice. He just didn’t know what Mistress would want since she had tied the leash there last night. Not knowing, he decided to lay there and wait for her to finish.

	Betsy heard the odd noise as well. Like Fido, he couldn’t figure out what it was for a while, but it finally dawned on him. She was exercising. And by the sounds of it, she was going at it pretty hard. He was more than ready to get out of bed. He was getting beyond desperate to move. But he couldn’t. He was thoroughly stuck, and he had no way to do anything – except lay there. Should he call out to her? He didn’t know. He was so tired of being in that position he getting more tempted to call to her by the minute. But he had always dreamed of being stuck like that with no way out, so he did his best to endure it, and try to enjoy it. He would just enjoy it a whole lot more if he could get some sexual relief! Not to mention, he was starting to need to pee again.

	Mercy stepped back away from the heavy bag. It was enough…for now. She’d probably do a bit more later, but today she had guests in her house, and both of them had never spent the night before. Still removing the protective wrapping from her hands and wrists, she went into her bedroom to check on Fido. She was happy to see him still on the floor and still leashed to her bed where she had left him. “Good boy, Fido,” she praised him. She went over and untied the leash.

	Fido felt a moment of sexual pleasure when she told him he was a good boy – like a dog. But he was a bit disappointed when he saw her untying the leash from the bed instead of just unclipping it. As much as he enjoyed acting like a dog, he was getting a bit tired of it. But still, the moment his leash was untied and she pulled on it, he was back on all fours and was following her out of the bedroom.

	Mercy, leash in hand, stopped briefly at the doorway to Betsy’s room. He was awake. “Just hang on there for a bit more,” she told him. “I’ll be back as soon as I get Fido taken care of.”

	Betsy was glad she was coming back soon, but if she didn’t come very soon, then he was afraid he was going to make his diaper a bit wetter. And then he realized that she wasn’t going to let him go anywhere but in his diaper anyway. With that disturbing thought, he relaxed and let it out. No use being more miserable than he already was. The real problem now was, after wetting himself again, he couldn’t help but remember those hands of hers, every time he had wet himself yesterday. Inside his diaper, his cock was growing hard again, and there wasn’t a single thing he could do about it. He wanted to scream!

	Fido figured it out the moment he realized she was heading for the back door. She was taking him out to go to the bathroom – outside, like a dog. He was thrilled – and disappointed – both. After spending so much time doing the dog stuff, it would be nice to be more human again. Still, the thought of it did make his cock twitch.

	Mercy stopped in the middle of the patio. She unclipped Fido’s leash. “Go ahead boy, go do your thing. You don’t need me to walk you around the yard.” With that, she turned and went back into the house, leaving him there.

	Fido watched her go back into the house. Knowing what he was supposed to do – which he was conflicted as to whether he wanted to do it or not, he crawled out onto the lawn and headed for the gardens bordering the backyard. He was there, he loved the dog play, why not? He crawled over to a small bush, lifted his leg, and let loose. Doing it was perhaps one of the strangest and most demeaning sensations in the world. The sexual thrill of what he was doing started hitting him hard before he even started. By the time he finished, all he could think about was Mistress’s magical hands giving him pleasure to that part of him that he realized was now growing larger by the moment. Why? Why did he have to love something so demeaning so much. Not having an answer, he crawled toward the back door, already figuring out that he would have to wait for her to let him back into the house.

	Mercy pulled the covers completely off of Betsy. The first thing she noticed was the thing she was most interested in. He was wet. She also noticed the bump inside his diaper. With a smile she reached out and caressed his diaper covered penis. “Still enjoying yourself I see,” she said. “Even after being stuck like that all night.” Before he could reply, she started rubbing her hand over the front of his diaper. In moments he was pushing back against her hand. She could see how desperate he was for another orgasm. She kept at it…then abruptly stopped. “You’re not nearly wet enough for that,” she told him.

	Betsy nearly had a fit. He had been so close! But he could do nothing but lay there as she untied first his legs, then each of his hands.

	 “Move around and loosen up,” she told him. “I’ve got to let Fido back into the house.”

	Fido heard her at the door. The moment it opened, he scurried inside. He watched as she shut the door, waiting to see what she would require of him next. What she told him was the last thing she expected. 

	 “Enough dog play for now,” she said. “Get up and put your panties stockings and heels on. I need you to be human again. Meet me in the exercise room when you’re ready.” With that, she headed back to Betsy’s bedroom.

	Fido was surprised by her command, and also very pleased. As much as he enjoyed the dog play, going back to being human again would be good. He crawled over to his clothes, only realizing that he could have walked if he wanted to, after he had gotten there.

	Betsy was sitting on the bed, stretching and bending his arms and legs, trying to get the kinks worked out after being tied spread-eagle all night long. His penis inside his wet diaper ached! He looked up as she stopped in the doorway.

	 “Betsy,” Mercy said. “Any chance you can cook us all some eggs and bacon?”

	 “Why not?” Betsy said. “I make some for myself once in a while.”

	Mercy smiled. “Fantastic! But for now, get your ass up off that bed and put your stockings and high heels on. Then meet me in the exercise room.”

	Betsy left the room and went out to where his clothes were. He saw Fido already getting dressed. Something told him that play time was over. A few minutes later, he and Fido went down the hallway and into the exercise room where they saw Mistress curling weights, one in each hand.

	Mercy looked up as they came in together. She put the weights down. “Betsy, you first,” she said. “Up on the treadmill.”

	The treadmill? Betsy eyed the thing. “I’ve never been on one of these things,” he said as he approached it warily. 

	 “Don’t worry, it’s easy,” Mercy told him. “And you’re only going to be walking for a few minutes. Not to mention, after being tied up all night, you’re probably going to need the bit of exercise.”

	Betsy wasn’t sure about that. Nothing Mistress did was ever that easy.

	 “Grab the handholds,” Mercy told him. 

	Betsy grabbed the handholds, but the moment he did, she cuffed each one so he couldn’t remove them. 

	 “Now, just a slow walk to get the kinks out,” Mercy said.

	Betsy just hoped she really did mean slow. He saw her push one of the buttons and the belt he was standing on began to move. He was forced to walk forward. The pace was easy though. Slow enough that he had no problem at all. 

	 “See, easy,” Mercy said as she watched him. She pushed another button and the treadmill began moving faster, but not much faster. “Look down,” Mercy told him. “See that line on the treadmill? I want every step you take to hit that line. Right on top of it.”

	Betsy adjusted his steps so that he was walking on the line. As he did, he immediately remembered the time when she had taken him shopping and she had demanded that he walk just like this. He quickly realized that this was more about just exercise. It was practice for the way she wanted him to walk. With his eyes concentrating on the line, he kept at it.

	Mercy let him look down at the line for a minute as he got used to it. But she didn’t let him look at it long. “Pull your head up,” she told him. “Don’t look at the line anymore. Just make sure your feet go right in front of each other. I want you standing up straight and proud while you walk.”

	Betsy tried but it was a lot more difficult. His eyes kept glancing down to make sure he was still walking on the line.

	Mercy picked up a riding crop she kept in the corner of the room and carried it back to him. “She saw him glancing down. “Don’t look!” she admonished him as the riding crop slapped the back of his hand.

	Betsy was so surprised and distracted that he missed a few steps.

	 “You missed!” Mercy said, as her crop again came down on his hand. “Missed!” she said again as she hit him again. 

	Betsy did his best to adjust his steps while trying to look straight ahead. 

	 “Much better,” Mercy told him as she watched. She let him get used to trying to walk that way for a few minutes, hitting his hand with her riding crop every time he either looked down or missed a step. When she thought he was comfortable enough with what was happening, she reached up and pulled the nose hook from where it was hanging from the ceiling. “Stand up straight,” she told him as she pulled it down and inserted it in his nose.

	Betsy pulled briefly at his hands to stop her, but anchored to the handholds, there was nothing he could do. And the treadmill never stopped moving so he was forced to keep walking while she stuck something into each nostril of his nose. Then he saw her pulling on a string, and the thing began pulling his nose up in the air. And then she tied it off. He couldn’t look down if he tried!

	 “Missed a step!” Mercy told him as her riding crop lashed out at his hand again. “One foot in front of the other. Get used to it!”

	Fido watched it all while sitting on one of the weight benches in the room. He had no doubt at all that when Betsy was finished, he would be taking his place. The exercise seemed to go on and on until Mistress finally called a halt. By that time, Fido wasn’t looking forward to that exercise at all.

	 “Half a mile,” Mercy said as she turned the machine off. “Pretty good for your first time. But don’t worry, eventually you’ll be getting lot’s more practice.” She unhooked everything from him and waited until he had stepped off the treadmill. “Go make us breakfast,” she told him. “Three eggs for Fido and me, and however many you want. And cook the entire package of bacon.”

	Betsy left the room, his head still spinning from his time on the treadmill. He was breathing a bit heavier than usual, but it had been a slow easy walk. Just a lot further than he ever imagined. Half a mile! That was a very long distance to have to walk in heels! Not to mention trying to walk one foot in front of the other. Still in a daze, he headed down the hallway toward the kitchen…one foot directly in front of the other.

	Fido watched as she connected his hands to the treadmill so he couldn’t remove them. 

	 “Your friend Betsy has been getting a lot more secret practice walking in heels than he lets on,” she told him. “But you spent all day yesterday working in them, so I don’t expect you’ll have that much trouble with this.”

	Fido swallowed. “No Mistress. I hope not.”

	 “I hope not too,” she told him. “Now, nice and slow to start. One foot in front of the other.”

	The treadmills started and Fido was forced to walk slowly forward. After a few steps, he did his best to adjust his steps so that his feet were hitting the line. He watched that endless line as he went around on the treadmill and his feet did their best to land directly on it. It was a weird way of walking, and he wasn’t used to it at all. He missed a few steps and was glad when Mistress didn’t him for it. But then suddenly he missed another one and he felt the sting of that crop on the back of his hand. He concentrated harder on trying to get it right. Before he knew it, she was telling him not to look down, but to stand up straight while he walked. He tried, but not being able to look down seemed to make her crop hit his hand a lot more often. And then after not feeling the crop for a few minutes, he felt her sticking that nose thing up his nostrils and pulling his head up so he couldn’t look down. After that, he felt the riding crop far more often. He did his very best to keep his feet…and hips…moving the right directions to keep them where she wanted them going. He was very glad when she finally declared that the half mile had been reached. His feet inside his heels felt like they were on fire, but he had a feeling that he wasn’t going to be allowed to remove them anytime soon.

	 “Breakfast time,” Mercy declared as Fido stepped down off the treadmill. “Let’s see how Betsy did in the kitchen.”
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