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As with most of the major changes in life, the very beginning passed almost unnoticed…Only when Amy looked back to the days before she became a merciless breaker of balls, did she realise that what started out as quite a modest ambition was to change herself and her life absolutely. She glanced up at the clock on the wall. She had time before the next one. She gazed out across the impeccably manicured lawn at the back of the large house she now controlled and thought back to those days when the height of her ambition was to become a simple driving instructor. She lifted her booted feet onto her footstool and smiled to herself. She knew she had come so very, very far…since that moment when she realised –with some trepidation – that she needed the help of Mr. Forrester…

*

Mr. Forrester was always seen a man of good standing. He was of the rank and position which the law judged him competent for many things well beyond the scope of ordinary people. As the manager of a bank, he was professionally equivalent to a senior solicitor for instance, or a medical doctor, or a minister of religion in the eyes of the law.

So when the twenty-year old Amy Martin considered her options for obtaining an official endorsement of identification as part of her application for driving instructor training, Mr. Forrester was the only person she knew who was qualified for the task, and who also satisfied the two year acquaintancy requirement.

Amy reached this conclusion with no little apprehension. It was just her luck that her doctor has recently retired and moved away. She had not liked Mr. Forrester from the first time she had gone with her mother to open a child’s account. He hadn’t been the manager in those days, simply an ordinary cashier, but he’d been very patronising and artificial, and had kept staring at her mother’s, admittedly prominent, breasts whenever he thought she wasn’t looking. It had angered her that her mother had pretended not to notice, and had gone along with it all by being as unnatural and gushy as he was. It was his game, and his rules. Mother had simply accepted.

But  as she grew, Amy had to acknowledge that most men stared at a woman’s' breasts, and mostly this amused or even pleased her when she caught them staring at hers, but there had always been something creepy about the way Mr. Forrester had done it, his eyes sliding furtively to and fro all the time. He reminded her of a sly frog.

All the same, and in spite of all her misgivings, she needed that signature; she was obliged to go to him. It was impossible to ring the bank to arrange for an appointment, since the number just routed to a call-center overseas. It was impossible to call her local branch. So she decided she would just have to turn up and see what happened…

Amy worked at a meatpacking factory on the night shift and getting to the bank would mean losing sleep, but there was nothing to be done. If she wanted to better herself, she was going to have to make sacrifices. She had to make up for a childhood of terminal truancy from school, which she had consequently left without a single qualification to her name. Becoming a driving instructor would make up for such a lot of wasted time.

When she entered the bank, she hated the fact that she felt nervous. The financial standing of her family had never been high, but they had done what they could and survived well enough in a hand to mouth fashion. And despite her mother being a divorcee who had no financial support from her ex-husband, they had kept their heads above water. Her mother had a long term, debilitating fatigue condition which was awarded some financial support, and Amy had worked at whatever job she could get, which wasn’t really very much. The nights at the meatpackers were so tiring. But it was better than nothing, but her real focus was the Instructor’s course. That was her route out of that place. It would be her route to a new and better life.

When Amy entered the bank and stood in the mercifully short queue at the enquiries desk, she was simmering quietly with anger that she was obliged to come there just to prove who she was, and be made to feel awkward and out of place in the pristine, impersonal surroundings.

She had considered trying to dress up a little and appear somewhat smarter than her habitual, pixie-like untidiness, but she had quickly discarded the very idea with an angry toss of her head. She was not comfortable being anything other than herself, and was not going to make any allowances for any slime-ball bank manager. Her dress, her rules. The bank could take it or leave it.

To help her relax, she imagined herself in the kickboxing ring, where she worked out and developed her technique most evenings, using the discipline and focus to shut out the feelings of inadequacy. This tactic worked well, for she often found that the violence of the sport allowed her to channel all her frustrations into positive moves and empowering strength, and soon she was feeling capable and in control again.

She thought of Jed, her coach at the gym, and it seemed ridiculous to her that he was not deemed of sufficient standing to sign for her identification. Why did red tape demand that a bank manager could sign but a respected coach could not? Amy knew that if she put him up against Mr. Forrester, she knew who she would rather put her trust in. It was a thought she enjoyed.

On the one hand was a fierce, thoroughly alive individual who had fought for everything he had, whose eyes were as clear and direct and trenchant as those of a bird of prey, and whose limbs were vital, corded and strong. Dignity without arrogance spoke in everything he did. Against him was this flabby, dishonest creep, who could never look anyone straight in the face. Her mother just said it was the man’s way and to read nothing into it, but Amy still didn’t like him.

She glanced down at the passport-sized picture that needed to be endorsed. Her shoulder length blonde hair was in a ponytail, emphasising the clean, symmetrical lines of her elfin face, and her blue eyes sparkled in the glare of the flash.

When she got to the front of the queue, Amy explained her situation to the smartly dressed woman at the desk, who was professionally pleasant and maybe even slightly sincere as she said she would enquire as to whether Mr. Forrester was available. She got up quickly, with an encouraging smile to the queue behind, and disappeared into the secure interior of the bank.

She was not gone more than a minute when she came back with the man himself in a bulging grey suit, his blue eyes protruding from a round, florid face, glistening with perspiration.

“Ah, Miss Martin,” he said, with an unconvincing smile, “…so good to see you. Come this way.”

“I just need a signature,” began Amy. But the man had already opened the interior door and was beckoning her to come through. His eyes doing their usual dance across the contours of her body.

She followed him through a door secured by a combination lock of some kind, down a narrow, musty alleyway with potted plants crammed into corners, and then at the end, through another door into his office. He chatted the whole time, evidently requiring no more than the minimum of encouragement and acknowledgment from the young girl. She was surprised that he was going to such lengths for her. A simple signature on the back of the photograph would have done. She began to wonder if there was some kind of problem, that if she was in some sort of trouble.

“Now, young lady,” he said, with a slightly edgy brightness, “…it’s a signature you need, is it?”

“That’s right,” confirmed Amy. ‘It’s for a driving instructor application.”

“Ah,” he said, brightly, “well sit down, sit down.”

Amy sat down on the edge of one of the comfortable swivel chairs placed before his desk after some hesitation. Her suspicions were very aroused now. Why ask me to sit if it is just for a signature?  

Mr. Forrester sat down at the same time in his executive version.

“A good career, that,” he went on, “everyone needs to drive now, after all.” He looked up at her and narrowed his eyes slightly. “It will do your credit rating some good, too.”

“Is there a problem?” she asked anxiously, hating herself at the same time for sounding so pathetic.

Mr. Forrester raised his hand reassuringly and tried a soothing smile, which did not really come off.

“No need to worry,” he said. “But you know what officialdom is like.”

“Oh,” said Amy, not really reassured at all.

“It’s not my doing,” said the banker, in a strange, slightly strangled voice, “it’s the way the world works.”

He looked at her and hesitated, as if he were about to deliver some bad news for all his words to the contrary.

Amy waited, now really alarmed.

“Do you know why we all do what we do, Amy?” he asked, with a sort of wheezy gasp. His face was getting redder by the moment.

The girl was non-plussed by the sudden change of tack. She could feel mouth drying.

“What?” she asked, frowning, wondering if Mr. Forrester was about to have some sort of fit.

The man put his hand to his head and let out a long, tremulous breath.

“I fulfil a need. We all do.”

“I suppose,” replied Amy, still somewhat uncertain about what this had to do with her getting a signature for her photograph.

“There is a need for a bank manager here,” he went on, as evenly as he could, “and I fulfil that need, do you see?”

“Yes,” said Amy, with a tight shrug. “And I need you to sign my photograph.”

“Precisely,” said Mr. Forrester, with a slight giggle. He held the photo up and stared at it for several long seconds. ‘I am not even sure this picture is a true likeness…yes it is you, but it doesn’t do your pretty face full jusrtice.’

Amy could feel her own face reddening and began to wonder if the man was quite sane. She furtively glanced at the closed door.

“But,” he went on getting up and moving towards one of his plants, “…for something to happen, for the very least thing to happen, there has to be an exchange; a trade, you understand?”

“Yes,” said Amy, feeling like she was back at school. “You get your pay, don’t you?”

Mr. Forrester smirked as he went to the next plant, and then he crossed to the door, turning they key in the lock.

“Hey!” said Amy, with panic in her voice, getting to her feet.

“But I don’t get paid to endorse your photograph, Amy, now do I?”

“Open that fucking door now, or I’ll scream the place down!”

He held up a reassuring hand.

“You can leave anytime you like, my girl; I’ve left the key in the lock,” he said, unpleasantly. “But if you give me nothing, i will give you nothing, do you see? Nothing is for nothing is it?”

“How much do you want?” hissed Amy, after an excruciating pause, hating him. This was just unbelievable.

“You have something much better than money to offer,” he said, softly, his face now as red as a beetroot.

The silence between them was heavy and menacing and it got uglier the longer it went on. Amy felt sick to her bones. She needed that photograph. All her dreams were founded on it. Her new life was turning to ashes…

“I’m not going to let you fuck me,” she whispered.

“That’s fine,” said Mr. Forrester, trembling from head to foot. “That’s completely fine…your mouth will be more than okay.”

They looked at each other silently for a moment, knowing that there was not much time.

“Get it out, then,” said Amy, through gritted teeth.

He fumbled with his fly and undid his trousers, then freed his prick, working it quickly into an erection.

Amy looked at it with distaste, trying to steel herself to suck him off. The dirty bastard, she thought, feeling her anger come white and hot, the power of it making her whole body tremble with a rage she had scarcely imagined before.

At that moment there came the sound of someone walking by the door and Mr. Forrester glanced anxiously across.

For a moment the man stood there with his prick jutting out of his trousers, momentarily distracted, exposed, vulnerable.

For Amy, he suddenly seemed to represent everything that she hated about the way that society had frustrated, disregarded and devalued her - and suddenly her body shifted. Almost without her thinking it moved fast and hard like a weapon, snapping a kick right into the man’s balls with a brutal force.

Mr. Forrester would not have been able to avoid it even if he had seen it.

Jed would have approved of the way the contact of her foot with the man’s genitals coincided perfectly with the moment of greatest velocity, and then too, he would have applauded the way that she withdrew her leg smartly and resumed a fighter’s stance, balanced and ready, her fists clenched hard. She was a weapon, and the weapon had a target.

But no further blow was required. Mr. Forrester had crumpled up into a wheezing ball on the carpet, taking down papers and a penholder with him from his desk, shock and pain etched deeply into his round, fleshy face.

Amy stared fiercely down at him, still white with anger. Part of her began to be aghast and afraid at what she had done as Mr. Forrester fought to recover his breath and stop himself from groaning out loud. But she also felt a thrill of exultation, seeing him there at her feet, squirming and broken, staring up at her with his eyes full of shock and agony. Not his game anymore. Not his rules.

“Suck on it yourself, you dirty bastard,” she hissed, with a cruel smile, and turned away towards the door and unlocked it. “You’re almost round to it.”

Even though she had failed in her object of securing the signature for the photograph, Amy had to fight to keep the smile off her face as she went back through the doors to the public area of the bank. Coming out from private areas they didn’t need the codes as she had initially feared. She nodded to the assistant as she left. Her whole body was tingling and alive with the memory of what she had done; and even the dour, rain-speckled street outside couldn’t dampen her mood. She smiled and laughed to herself all the way home.

Amy lived with her mother in a suburban semi; the sort of house that had no sense of location whatsoever, being essentially the same dwelling as could be found in any middle class district in any town in the South of England. The anonymous ground floor bay windows looked out over a concrete patio, the half dozen potted plants increasing rather than alleviating the sense of desolation, shrunk into autumnal retreat.

Amy felt again, as she always did when she came home, the depressing ambience press against her soul, draining her optimism, darkening her mood. She knew her chances of escape were now gone. Vanished by the dirty bastard of a bank manager.

But she still couldn’t find it within her to feel sorry for what she had done. And she even enjoyed the look on his face when her foot sank into him.

She let herself in, knowing that her mother would not want to have to get up.

“Mum?” she called, brightly, contradicting the bland, unadorned utility of the hall. It was cold, just as it always was, and dim, with no light showing anywhere, just the grey, flat light from outside.

There was no reply. The sound of a television came from the sitting room and Amy walked in to find her mother propped up on the sofa watching an afternoon game show.

“Hello, Amy,” said her mother, in a lacklustre tone, “…would you like a cup of tea?”

“I’ll get it,” said her daughter, with a half-smile.

“How did it go at the bank?”

Amy paused, looking back at her.

“It was a blast.”

Later on, sitting with her mother and eating a TV dinner from a tray on her knees, she could hardly believe what had happened. She replayed the events in her mind’s eye: the devastating impact, Mr. Forrester’s crumpled body and twisted, agonised face. All sorts of consequent scenarios went through her head as she pictured herself getting charged with assault, or the manager taking revenge by making trouble at the bank for them, perhaps even interfering with her mother’s benefit payments, or downgrading their credit rating. She thought that this was the most realistic way in which the man might try and retaliate. She considered that she might make a defence by describing the truth of what had happened, but she realised that it would be his word against hers, and as she was only too well aware, Mr. Forrester was a man of standing. And technically she had assaulted him, and that might well be provable if her were bruised. But she had no evidence of his words or intentions…

She said nothing to her mother, and decided just to let things go on for a while, to see what the outcome would be. When she was in the kickboxing ring, there was nothing to be done until her opponent entered the ropes. In the same way, she did not beat herself up with speculation about what might happen, only promised herself that she would cope with whatever unpleasantness actually transpired.

Whatever it was.

In the event, it was two weeks before anything significant occurred. Amy had carried on with her temporary work at the meatpacking plant and had kept up the pretense to her mother of applying for the Driving Instructor’s Course in the meantime. It would do no good approaching another notable citizen for a signature until she was sure that Mr. Forrester was not going to throw a spanner in the works. Surely the man was going to do something?

But when the man finally acted, it was in the form of sending Amy a letter, an anonymous brown envelope typed with her name and address and marked ‘Private and Confidential’.

Here it comes, mused Amy, as she opened it in her bedroom. The letter turned out to be a simple invitation to an appointment at the bank to see Mr. Forrester for appending his signature to an identifying photograph.

Amy was surprised, and suspicious. Could the creep be trying to make amends?

All sorts of possibilities played out in her mind about what Mr. Forrester might be planning, each more injurious to her than the last, but in the end, she had to find out how the land lay, and meeting with the man seemed the only way to do it. She did not like waiting at the best of times, and the enforced suspension of her Driving Instructor ambitions had been very wearing and frustrating.

So she decided, she would meet him again inside his den.

Amy had a strong feeling of deja vu when she entered the bank at the appointed hour. The woman at the enquiries desk smiled at her as she approached and asked her to wait a moment, and then the same hateful figure of Mr. Forrester emerged, and with the same unctuous manner he escorted her once again to his secure little room and closed the door.

“Amy,” he said, indicating the seat, “I brought you in here to apologise for last time.” He hesitated, evidently uncomfortable. “It was unforgivable, I know...”

“It’s OK,” said Amy, in a cold tone. “Now, if you will just sign my photograph, I’ll be on my way.”

She placed the photograph on his desk, not troubling to sit down.

“Ah,” said Mr. Forrester, trembling a little.“Yes. Of course.”

He sat down and took up the image, turning it over to write on the back. He took up a little sticky label with his details on it, too, and pressed it below his signature.

“In case they want contact me,” he said, sheepishly, handing it back to her. ‘But I am sure that there won’t be any problem.’

“Right,” said Amy, turning to go.

“Er, Amy?” asked, Mr. Forrester, his throat suddenly raspy and dry.

She looked back at him.

“Yes?” she asked, frowning. The banker looked like he was about to have some sort of fit.

“Entirely up to you of course,” he said, his face flushed, “…but could I beg a favour?”

Amy snorted.

“Don’t worry, I won’t tell everyone what a pervert you are,” she snapped, “…if that’s what this is about.”

“N-no, no, it’s not that,” he gasped. “I was wondering…..please….could you do it again?”

Amy frowned.

“Do what again?”

“K-kick me, like you did before? Please?” The look on his face was a mixture of shame and hope. Pathetic and pleading.

Amy was so shocked she could not speak. She watched as Mr. Forrester undid his fly again and worked out his prick and balls, ready for her blow. It was not this sorry sight that got to her the most however, it was the beseeching, desperate look in his eyes. He opened his legs wide, exposing all he had to her. ‘Please…’

Amy let out a long, disbelieving hiss.

“I’m out of here,” she muttered.

As she strode from the room she had what she wanted. She had her signed photograph for her course, and she had also seen the creep as he really was, as pathetic and contemptible. She knew she would never have to go there every again. She would even switch her banking.

On the previous occasion of her leaving the bank, her emotions had been somewhat in flux, and this time it was even worse, if anything. She simply found the whole thing unbelievable, and wondered if it had been some sort of dream. She saw the pitiful, astounding spectacle again and again in her mind’s eye; Mr. Forrester standing with his fly undone, begging to have his balls kicked. Incredible. Unbelievable.

She was relieved, too, when he got back to the safety of her room. Her world slowly stopped its spinning and she felt a relief that Mr. Forrester was obviously not planning any mischief with regard to her finances.

All the same, it was unaccountable. The man who had been so keen to take advantage of her vulnerability on one occasion had then been pathetically eager to be kicked in the balls the month following after she had caused him agony and pain for days by doing it in a fit of anger once. It simply did not compute. There was no sense in it, in any of it.

Amy had not mentioned her strange experiences at the bank to anyone, mostly because the repercussions were then yet to be fully played out, but she had to urge to try and see if anyone else had ever had a similarly bizarre request from a man. She went up to her bedroom, switched on her computer, and googled “men who want to be kicked in the balls”.

She was very surprised to find that there were thousands of pages that in one way or another contained a link to this sort of behaviour. Pictures and videos abounded on the fetish of ‘ballbusting’, which involved helpless males getting their genitalia kicked hard and repeatedly by sexy, sadistic females…

After getting over the initial shock, Amy couldn’t help laughing out loud at some of the pictures and footage. The men looked so pathetic with their wrinkled balls exposed and legs apart, hands behind their backs, whilst the woman made them wait, taunting them mercilessly before ramming their feet squarely against their most vulnerable parts. The men crumpled up, gasping and whimpering for mercy. It was mercy, however, that did not often come, to judge by the way most of the male victims had to expose themselves to more punishment, again and again.

The males looked a lot like Mr. Forrester, too, she thought, middle aged, with saggy, overweight bodies. The females on the other hand were magnificently toned and fit for the most part, with their curves decked out in tight latex, or stunning lingerie, with the inevitable, mostly thigh-high, boots.

Some of the victims were held in such a way that they could not defend themselves, locked into wicked looking contraptions that kept their balls exposed and ensured that they could not even flinch back or shield themselves in any way. They had no choice but to beg and plead uselessly for mercy as their tormentrix lined up her next brutal kick, laughing at his pathetic predicament, taunting and mocking him.

Amy found herself looking at more and more videos and images, fascinated, noting that there were often two or more ‘Dommes’ in many clips, egging each other on and laughing together as they amused themselves tormenting their helpless male victim. Any lost herself in video after video, marveling at the women, sneering at the men who needed their very special attentions.

One particularly brutal video in which an apparently willing victim was repeatedly kicked in the balls by a Domme called ‘Elite Mistress B’ allowed for comments to be posted and Amy could not resist doing so.

Had my creepy bank manager beg me to squash his fruits today. Good job i hadn’t seen this first!

And indeed, in a way, it was a true. Watching the videos had excited her, and she almost wished that she had complied with his request and treated him the same way that those miserable creatures on her screen had been dealt with.

She giggled to herself as she imagined Mr. Forrester being made to stand with his flabby legs apart and bear the agony of her boot not just one, but again and again and again  as she smashed it into his defenceless cock and balls.

As she watched, she was surprised to see a reply to her comment flash up.

You mean you didn’t oblige him, dear?

It was signed ‘MsB’.

Wow, she thought, her heart in her mouth. She found that she could not resist replying.

No. I just left.

Excited, she waited to see if anything further would be said. A moment later and there came the reply.

That’s a shame. His balls plainly need crushing. Email me.

There was an email address included in the message. Amy put her hand to her mouth, feeling that she was being drawn into something dangerous but yet extremely seductive. Her whole body tingled as she opened her email client, pasted in the address and wrote a short piece describing the day’s events. She found that she was eager to find out more.

Things fell into place with a sort of dreaded inevitability. It turned out that Mistress B conducted her sadistic operations at a number of addresses across the region, including one that was situated in a suburb of her own town. It seemed, therefore, perfectly natural that Mistress B would be delighted to extend to Amy an invitation the next time she visited her locality, which she anticipated would be about a fortnight hence.

During the next few days however, Amy found that she was in two minds about whether she hoped for the invitation to arrive or not. On the one hand, it was a very wicked and exciting prospect; on the other, it was a proposition of such dark and frightening undertones, perhaps leading into depravity and madness. She had always been told, after all, that such behaviour was harmful and unnatural.

But, in the end, the combination of leaden autumnal skies, drizzling rain, downbeat home and dreary work at the meatpacking factory made any sort of excitement seem compelling. A voice inside her tried to argue that her ambitions as a Driving Instructor should be providing the inspiration, not sadomasochistic sex, but the prospect of learning manoeuvring drills and the highway code could not in any way compete with the intense reaction she experienced when she got home and watched more ball busting videos online. They did something to her that no boyfriend had ever managed. They turned her on in a way that amazed her. She had never really been anything like so touched in any relationship. She had begun to wonder if she was frigid, and so had the boys she had slept with, but now she realised that she had never been really aroused. Not really aroused…

And now she was…a new game for her…with any rules she wanted…

When the invitation indeed came, she sighed with relief. She needed to find out so much more about this woman, and so much more about ballbusting. Through all the dreary and long shifts at the meatpacking plant, she counted the hours till the day finally arrived.

She said nothing to her mother as she went out at her usual evening hour. She did not mention that she had arranged a day off work, and that far from going to the desolate factory, she was driving to a certain suburban address she had never visited previously, into a world entirely new.

But even right up until the last moment she considered backing out, even right up to the point when she got out of the car and went down the crazy paving to the door. But her need to know more was simply too great. This was no frivolous social occasion. This was deep, and real, and new.

It was something she knew she had to do. No turning back now.

She knocked at the door of the detached house set back slightly from the road and was surprised to be let in by a man who was entirely naked apart from a collar and hood. He was plainly very anxious for her to come inside and close the door again to conceal himself from prying neighbourly eyes.

There came a wicked female laugh from the hall and Amy looked up to see the latex clad Dominatrix that had appeared in the videos. She looked magnificent, and incredibly powerful, with her severe, black hair tied back, the shapely, gleaming dress, the elbow length gloves, and her very expensive-looking thigh high boots.

“Amy,” she said, warmly. “Do come in.”

Mistress B sat with Amy for a while in the lounge, sipping tea that she had ordered the hooded man make for them. It seemed that this house belonged to the victim, though it hardly seemed that he had any effective proprietorial rights at all. He spent the entire time on his knees when he wasn’t serving them. Mistress B mostly ignored him as she spoke with Amy, impressing the young girl with her intelligence and upright, elegant poise. It was a total contrast with the beaten-down listlessness of her mother and she was intensely attracted to her palpable power and bristling authority.

Mistress B spoke of many things that interested Amy, but it was not so much what she said but the kind of woman she plainly was that made the young girl determined to find out more. She was just so impressive to her.

It became plain to Amy that being a Domme or a ‘Tormentrix’ as Mistress B tended to call it, was not simply something that she ‘did’, but rather something that she was. It infused her whole being, her demeanor.  Mistress B was not riven by doubts and worries, rather she impacted on the world and the people around her like her own foot had impacted on Mr. Forrester’s balls. Fiercely and effectively.

And she had a ready explanation for the strange behaviour of Mr. Forrester that Amy found particularly fascinating.

“I’ve seen it so many times,” she said, with a smirk. “Men in authority who use their influence to obtain sexual favours. They go from girl to girl, but never find what they are really looking for. They don’t even know what it is themselves.”

“And what is that?”

“Female authority, of course,” replied Mistress B. “Even though men try so hard to deny it. Until they find a female to completely surrender their authority to, they remain essentially unfulfilled. Doomed. And the more authority they have with their clothes on, the more they need to surrender when they are naked.”

“I see,” said Amy, biting her lip. “Well, that would certainly account for Mr. Forrester.”

“Indeed,” said Mistress B, “it must have been quite an awakening for him, once the initial agony and soreness had faded. He will have realized that you held key to his completeness. You were the female who had kicked him in the balls. The one he could finally surrender himself to.”

“It is not what they teach you is it?” said Amy, tentatively.

“No,” agreed Mistress B, with a snort, “society does not want to admit to it; not yet, anyway. It is still a thing in the shadows. The Day will come.”

“But is it a true thing, nevertheless,” said Amy.

“Always,” said Mistress B, with finality.

Always.

“Now,” said Mistress B, giving time for this trenchant remark to fade into the pleasant ambience of the sitting room. “It is time to bust some balls.”

She motioned to the hooded and collared man who had been kneeling patiently in the corner of the room. It was a testament to how far Amy had already dismissed him as part of the furniture that she had spoken so easily of these intimate matters without any self-consciousness even though he had been able to listen the whole time. The impersonal leather really did seem to render him a non-entity, a nil-person. He got up at the gesture from Mistress B and came to stand before her, with his toes at the edge of the carpet, his legs wide apart, and his hands clasped behind his back.

Amy glanced at the man’s genitalia and noticed that the man’s prick seemed bruised and slightly misshapen, hanging at an odd angle.

“Now, slave,” she said, “Let me introduce you to Miss Ballbuster . She doesn’t know how pathetic you are so I want you to tell her.”

“Y-yes, Mistress B,” he stuttered fearfully, the material of its leather hood making its voice doubly indistinct.

Amy started at being referred to as ‘Miss Ballbuster ’, but she did not object, she even found herself standing a little straighter, pulling herself up, standing erect and attentive; and herhe felt  face becoming more rigid, akin to the icy distain displayed by Mistress B as she waited for the trembling figure to begin.

“Hello, Miss Ballbuster , my name is cucky smallcock – no capital letters - ” he said, in an insubstantial voice, “I was once Steve Peacock, but that was a long time ago. Now I am just a slave.”

Mistress B tittered at this. Amy felt a deep sense of excitement at his words. How they filled her with the possibility of power.

“Tell her about your pathetic life,” Mistress B ordered, curtly, plainly enjoying his distress at having to admit his true nature before a young girl.

“Y-yes, Mistress. The name ‘Smallcock’ actually came from my school days, after they had s-seen me in the s-showers. They shortened it to just ‘Smalls’ in the end.”

“Any your fantasies, Cucky,” prompted Mistress B, “…tell us how you dreamed of sucking proper-sized cocks.”

He whimpered a little and Amy saw his eyes close through the holes in his hood. She felt her inside tremble with…with what? Excitement? Anticipation? The sheer coldhearted cruelty of it all…?

The slave continued. “I went to an all-boys school, and I…sort of..well…had a crush on several, but didn't dare admit it in public. I was painfully shy though, and left school a virgin.”

Again, Mistress B giggled maliciously.

“Poor cucky,” she said, unsympathetically, “…and you tried so hard to be normal, didn’t you? Poor little cucky all in denial. Tell Miss Ballbuster  about Louise and Gail.”

The kneeling male let out a little whimper again, as if Mistress B had touched upon a particularly painful memory. Amy wondered if there was anything specific that she was supposed to learn from the slave’s pathetic account of his life, or whether it was simply Mistress B enjoying herself. Amy found that she was enjoying it, too, and was very interested in what the slave had to say. She reflected that there was so much untruth and bullshit spoken, so much pretence in everyday conversation, it was so refreshing to hear the truth from someone.

“I met Louise at Uni,” he said, his voice shaking, “…she was incredibly confident and beautiful. She was totally out of my league but when i asked her out on a date she unbelievably said ‘yes’. But she only did it because she knew she could wrap me round her little finger and get things she wanted. She took me to a store at Christmas and made me buy her items that I couldn’t really afford, and she seemed to enjoy making me do it, though not looking even remotely grateful. She just made me look ridiculous. But I still longed for her all the same, and it was real buzz to be doing that for her.”

“Of course,” said Mistress B, with a wicked smile. “Now tell Miss Ballbuster  what happened in the bedroom.”

He looked up at her miserably, his eyes pleading for mercy, but her smile just widened and her eyes glittered with malice.

“Tell her, cucky,” she commanded.

“L-louise thought to r-reward me, i suppose,” he said, distressed, “and took me into her bedroom.” He buried his face in his hands, his palms resting against the impersonal leather material of his hood.

“And what happened, cucky?” said Mistress B, laughing. “You’re little pen dick wouldn’t stay hard, would it?

“No,” said the slave, miserably.

“A beautiful young girl trying to fuck you and you just went limp, didn’t you?”

The slave nodded, sniffling.

“And it was even worse with Gail, wasn’t it? She just laughed didn’t she, when she got you alone?”

“Yes, Mistress,” he mumbled, shaking his head.

“And we know why, don’t we, cucky?” pressed Mistress B, cruelly. “Because the truth is, your shameful secret is that instead of fresh pussy you really like sucking cock and swallowing cum.”

The kneeling man whimpered again, the sound of despair cracking his voice.

“Tell Miss Ballbuster , slave,” she ordered, “…look at her and tell her the truth.”

He looked up at her miserably.

Amy was surprised that she didn’t feel embarrassed by the man’s distress. She found that she was rather enjoying it. Perhaps it was a lot to do with the hood as well. If he had had a normally expressive face, she might have felt awkward and sorry for him, but the way that is features were wiped out gave the impression that he was somehow sub human and indeed an item of property and nothing more, which indeed in a very real sense he was.

“I-l like sucking cock and swallowing cum, Miss Ballbuster ,” he whimpered.

Mistress B laughed and Amy found herself tittering along. It really was so pathetic.

So pathetic, but so, so, so powerful.

“…and then cucky progressed to gay bars, didn’t you?” said Mistress B. “Trying this and trying that until you finally arrived at your true role as my cocksucking cuck.”

“Yes, Mistress.” he said, gratefully. “You are so wonderful. I-I love you Mistress…”

“Yes I am, and yes you do…now show me how grateful you are, cucky,” said Mistress B, a hard edge to her voice. ‘Show me.’

Amy watched as ‘cucky’ grovelled at her feet, licking and kissing the gleaming material with intense adoration. Tears splashed on the shiny toes, and Amy found his obvious sincerity and devotion quite moving. It was plain that ‘cucky’ absolutely worshipped Mistress B. The woman looked at Amy and smiled, a gloating, cruel grin that was so wickedly amused that Amy had to smile back.

“Now,” she said, getting up, “…do you know what time it is now?”

“N-no Mistress.” It was said with such a tremble in his voice that Amy knew that he knew exactly what time it was…

“It is time to pulp some balls….”

She could see that a shock of fear like electricity went through the man, but he submitted to his fate with a nervous swallow, standing as still as he could, with legs apart, and hands behind his back. Amy got to her feet to stand alongside Mistress B, her heart beating hard. It was very exciting. Intoxicating.

Mistress B nudged cucky’s discoloured cock and balls with the toe of her boot.

“It is pretty much useless now, if it wasn’t before,” she said, with relish, “…and that is the point, isn’t it, cucky?”

“Y-yes, Mistress.”

“Mmm, yes indeed. And after it has been kicked into permanent uselessness, where do we go from there?”

“M-my ass, Mistress,” said the slave, his voice raspy and dry.

“That’s quite correct,” said Mistress B, laughing and shooting an amused glance at Amy.

“Long term and epic widening, till you have a pussy like a sissy whore should. So that i can get my fist in there without any effort at all.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“But for now, legs wide apart, slut.”

He opened his legs another fraction, his hands clasped behind his back. Even with the impersonal hood masking his features.

Amy could sense his fear.

Mistress B launched a vicious kick between his legs and scored a direct hit on his cock and balls, landing with a meaty thud. He flinched and bent down with a wheeze of shock and pain, but he did not collapse entirely to the floor as Mr. Forrester had done. He whimpered and moaned, and his eyes bulged in his hood, but he remained standing on shaky legs while the two females looked on critically.

“Mmm,” said Mistress B, “I wasn’t quite satisfied both balls got the full impact there, cucky.” She reached behind her and picked up a short length of leather lacing off the coffee table with gleaming, gloved fingers. This she wound round his ball sack behind both balls, ignoring his muffled squeals of pain, drawing the turns tight and making both testicles swell into tight, purple spheres.

“There,” she said, with a wicked chuckle, “nowhere to hide now, is there, cucky?”

He looked up at her pleadingly with tears of pain welling in his eyes but Mistress B laughed and kicked him again with full force, and this time he did drop to his knees and moan piteously, his hands going to his groin, his eyes screwed tight shut.

“Awww,” said Mistress B, heartlessly, “…poor cucky. Did that hurt?”

He moaned something that was halfway between a sob and an affirmative.

Amy laughed along with Mistress B at the pathetic, whimpery sound.

“What a pathetic excuse for a man,” said Mistress B, shaking her head. “Up, slave, before I lose patience.”

Whatever losing her patience meant must have signified something incredibly painful for the slave, for he had struggled back to his original position with amazing alacrity. Mistress B smiled sadistically at this.

Amy could see that cucky’s balls were dark and bruised, swollen by the constriction of the leather cord. His prick was an dark colour, too.

“I didn’t like the way you used your hands, cucky,” she said, harshly, and picked up the pair of handcuffs. She moved behind him and secured his wrists with to expert snaps of her fingers. “That should help, shouldn’t it?”

Cucky groaned and whimpered in affirmation.

“Now,” said Mistress B, brusquely. “Beg Miss Ballbuster  to give you another.”

The slave immediately grovelled at Amy’s feet.

“P-please kick me in the balls, Miss Ballbuster ,” it whimpered. “Please…please…”

Amy looked down at the creature at her feet and saw the same haunted shame and naked need that she had noticed in the eyes of Mr. Forrester. She had something that it absolutely needed, craved to the pit of its soul, cruel treatment from a Dominant Female. Capitulation and submission as to a Goddess, and the need to suffer pain for Her pleasure.

As she stared down at his pathetic need and adoration of her, something blossomed like a dark flower deep inside her; the enjoyment of power, the thrill of dominating another human, the feeling of being beautiful and strong, powerful and goddess-like.

“Please, Miss Ballbuster ,” he said, his eyes begging her.

She smiled and kicked him with brutal force, just as she had Mr. Forrester, dropping him again to the floor.

“You have talent,” said Mistress B, approvingly, watching cucky writhe in agony on the carpet.

“Thank you, Mistress B.”

“Now, perhaps you would like to use my stud, Amy?”

Amy looked at her, shocked.

“Y-your, what?”

Mistress B smiled.

“Come upstairs, and I’ll show you. Cucky Smallcock, follow.”

Amy followed Mistress B up the stairs, with the suffering cucky bringing up the rear, crawling painfully, his hands still locked in the restraints at his back.

Inside the bedroom, cucky smallcock’s, bedroom, evidently, to judge by the photographs of Mistress B on the bedside, a man stood as if to attention. He, like cucky smallcock, had nothing on but a hood and collar, except that the hood this man wore did not even seem to have any eyeholes. Unlike the other man, too, the prick that hung down between his legs was no small useless thing. As Mistress B grasped it with her gloved hands, it hardened and grew into a very impressive organ indeed.

“Do not think of this as having sex with a man,” cautioned Mistress B, as she put a durex onto the throbbing shaft, “my stud is just as much a slave as cucky is. The only thing significant and useful about him is his cock and he will use it exactly as we tell him to and no more.”

“I see,” said Amy, with a smirk, …“like a dildo you don’t have to put any effort into.”

“Exactly!” said Mistress B, with a laugh. “Just watch for a while, if you like, dear.”

In ensuing hour, Mistress B and Amy used their human dildo just as they wished, with Amy losing all her inhibitions once she saw how much pleasure Mistress B was taking in her slave property. Of course it was the purpose of a dildo to be hard all the time and Mistress B repeatedly warned her stud not to come and become flaccid, when she thought he might be getting a little too excited. It was easy for Amy to reduce the man to a sub human level because of the hood, just as it had been easy to do so with cucky smallcock. She treated him just as Mistress B did, as an article of property, with a single mindless utility.

She did not mind, in the end, the fact that cucky was make to kneel and watch the proceedings. The handcuffs prevented him from touching himself. Indeed, Amy doubted whether he would have been able to get his crushed and bruised genitalia to function anyway.

She actually reveled in the situation, using her power to take exactly what she wanted on only her own terms.

After a while, both Mistress B and Amy took their satisfaction from the stud slave and he was made to stand up, with his straining organ rock hard, jutting and bouncing from his groin. Mistress B took off the durex carefully from it, and motioned cucky across to her. He crawled to obey, still on his knees.

“Here, cucky,” she said, upending the durex and letting the built up precum ooze out over his lips and cheeks, “mmmm. Doesn’t it feel nice to have man cum on your slutty face?”

“Y-yes, Mistress,” he agreed, licking and moaning.

Mistress B laughed, and Amy giggled with her.

“Now, slave,” said Mistress B, “you know what you want to do so much. Finish him off. Stud, you are allowed to cum.”

It did not take long. The stud had been straining every sinew not to cum for the last half hour and it only took the warm, wet heat of cucky’s lips to bring him off to jerking, spasmodic relief, spurting his load powerfully into the back of his mouth.

“Ooh, nice,” said Amy, giggling.

“Swallow!” ordered Mistress B.

Cucky did so, gulping the mess down, and then licking the stud clean like a good whore.

“Excellent,” said Mistress B, laughing, “now don’t wash your mouth out or wipe your face till tomorrow night, cucky. I want you to savour that taste and smell of stale cum when you go to work in the morning.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Stud, you are finished. You can fuck off now.”

The stud slave grovelled at Mistress B’s feet, thanked her profusely and then went to get dressed at the two ladies went downstairs back to the sitting room.

“Now, Amy,” said Mistress B, in a softer tone, as they seated themselves as before, “…we need to discuss your banker. He is obviously in need of our intimate attention.”

Amy was not at all sure that she wanted to involve Mr. Forrester in any part of her future, but Mistress B would not hear of leaving the man alone. ‘He is such a deserving case after all…’

“He needs to be developed and trained to serve females,” she said, firmly. “Just like any man, in fact. He is obviously closer to his submissive core than most, and that makes the task easier. He is begging to be dominated, and we must oblige him in the fullest sense.”

Fortunately, from Mistress B’s point of view, Amy still had his details which he had pasted on the back of the photograph. Indeed, now that she thought about it, the man had probably done so deliberately, in case she had had second thoughts about his plea. She still had the photograph in her handbag and saw that his mobile number was even included.

“Excellent,” said Mistress B, when Amy showed it to her. “We will text him now.’

“Now? What will we say?” asked Amy, both excited and nervous at the same time.

‘Phone!’ Mistress B held her hand out with a wicked gleam in her eye. Amy gave it to her with a giggle.

“Tuesday night all right?” she asked.

“Y-yes,” said Amy. Her excitement was mounting now…the thought of those balls…

The older woman tapped out a message and pressed ‘send’. She showed Amy what she had sent:

Tuesday. 8pm. i want to kick your balls. Amy.

Amy gasped, putting a hand in front of her mouth, but she hardly had time to say anything before there was an answering ‘beep’.

Thank you, Amy. Where?”

Mistress B let out an evil laugh, and texted back cucky’s address. A moment later, the confirmation from Mr. Forrester came through.

“There,” said Mistress B, handing back the phone, “simple, wasn’t it?”

“Can we use cucky’s house?” asked Amy.

“Technically,” said Mistress B, with a sadistic smile, “cucky’s my property, and so this place belongs to me. He is so eager to please. Just like Mr. Forrester is going to be so eager to please you. So eager, my dear.”

Amy grinned at the prospect and hugged herself at the very thought of such an unpleasant man being made to do her bidding. And then receive his ‘reward...’

“What if he doesn’t come?”

“He’ll come,” said Mistress B, confidently. “And if he doesn’t we’ll tell him we’ll be advertising his perverted needs on the internet, and making sure that his superiors get to know all about it.”

Amy gasped.

“You’d do that?”

“With pleasure,” said Mistress B, with a sadistic gleam in her eye. “Especially if he has let us down.”

“You wouldn’t give him a second chance?”

“Maybe just one,” said Mistress B, grudgingly. “If he never disobeys again. Generosity is not my forte.”

If this occasion with Mistress B opened her eyes and revealed to her the pleasures of controlling men and making them suffer for her, Tuesday night changed Amy’s life altogether.

Mistress B had advised her to wear something sexy, though it was not essential. The essential thing was the fact that she was a female, and all the rest was merely accentuation of this pivotal truth.

“Out to get a man at last, Amy?” asked his mother, without much interest, as she glanced at her daughter’s get-up. She wore a black dress that came down to her mid thigh and was quite tight around her small perky breasts, and her feet were in black court shoes with high heels.

Her daughter ignored her, suppressing the flare of her anger, and went out to meet the taxi. She knew that her mother had once been a looker; the evidence was in the picture was on the mantelpiece. How young and happy she looked in her dancing dress three decades before. Amy was determined that her youthful energy and looks were not going to be wasted in the same way.

She could have driven, but Mistress B had advised not, so that she could properly let her hair down and have a drink or two that night.

U[on her arrival Mistress B nodded approvingly at Amy’s dress as a hooded and collared cucky meekly showed her into the lounge again.

“Excellent," said Mistress B, with a barely suppressedsmirk. “Would you have a glass of wine with me?”

Amy agreed readily, feeling a little nervous. As she sipped on the fiery, pleasant vintage, however, paid for of course by cucky smallcock, she realised that she was more excited than nervous; more hungry for the power than afraid of it. Mistress B was dressed in a similar way to the time before and Amy found herself wondering what it must feel like to wear latex and leather like that, how powerful and striking it must be to any male observer.

This effect was certainly borne out a moment later when the front door bell pealed and Mr. Forrester was shown into the lounge by cucky. The shock when he saw the two ladies registered immediately on his face.

“Hello, Amy,” said the banker, nervously, standing as still as he could in front of them both. Neither had stood when he had entered the room.

Amy did not reply. She realised that she did not really know what to call him. She felt her dislike of the man rise in her and her face hardened. She felt her body tense in anticipation.

Mr. Forrester began to tremble. Slowly at first but it gave way to a shake that was like a little dance.

“Strip,” commanded Mistress B, enjoying his unease.

He glanced at her, then back at Amy.

“Is-is this your mother, Amy?”

“The mother I should have had,” snapped the young girl, annoyed at the impertinence of the question, “now, strip!I And its….its….Miss Ballbuster to you…’

The name sprang to her lips almost unbidden. But having said it she like it. She felt it fit her like a glove…or like a boot….

Mr. Forrester flinched as though he had been stung, stared at her for a moment and then fumbled with the buttons of his shirt, his fingers trembling, and his fatty jowls quivering.

Amy found herself smirking at his distress.

Teach the dirty fat bastard right.

“I th-thought you were just going to k-kick me..?” he said, as he took off his shirt to reveal a milky white, flabby chest.

“Oh, we’ll do that, don’t worry,” said Mistress B, eyeing him with distaste. “We might well get round to binding those fucking ridiculous flabby man tits, too.”

The two ladies laughed and the sound seemed to go right through Mr. Forrester, making him flinch and shake and nearly overbalance as he got one foot caught in his trousers. This only made the two females laugh even harder. Each one outdoing the other.

“All off,” said Mistress B, as he hesitated with his briefs. “Let’s strip you down to what you actually are.”

Her eyes seemed to take on a strange glassy state as he removed his last remaining article of clothing and stood there naked before them.

“Kneel down before us,” Mistress B whispered.

He complied, sagging down to the carpet and looking up at her with a mixture of abject fear and a desperate longing.

“When we take away all that male bullshit authority with his clothes, what do we have left, mmm? A frightened, flabby little slave.”

“Pathetic,” agreed Amy.

“Pathetic, is the word. And it wants us to kick it in the balls.” She leaned down till her face was inches from that of Mr. Forrester. Amy thought there was an incredible contrast between the beautiful, vital bones of Mistress B’s face, and the puny, over fleshed features of the kneeling banker as he flinched back before her advance, “It wants to be our little ball busted slave, doesn’t it? Our property to use and torture and own! Yes?”

Amy was reminded of a beautiful, sinuous snake holding the rapt gaze of its petrified, trembling prey.

“Yes?” she whispered, softly.

“Y-yes,” he blurted, as if the word had been wrung from his throat by violence.

Mistress B smiled thinly, and her eyes glittered.

“Of course you do,” she said, with a chuckle. “! And so it shall be.”

Mistress B reached across to the table on her right hand side and took up a studded leather collar. Mr. Forrester stared at it, his eyes going wide. Mistress B smiled even wider, a corner of her mouth turning down into an expression of disdain as she stepped towards him.

“Miss Ballbuster,” she said, turning to the young girl. “Would you like to collar your new slave?”

Amy started, a little surprised, but she leaned forward eagerly. Inwardly she gloried in her new name being used by another for the very first time. Miss Ballbuster wasn’t just her new name. It was her and it seemed to fit like a second – no first – skin.

“Life holds few sensations as exquisite as that of collaring a slave for the first time,” she said softly, handing Amy the studded leather band. “Enjoy it to the full.”

Amy turned to Mr. Forrester, who regarded her with a total attention that she found extremely satisfactory. His eyes flicked down fearfully to the leather article of enslavement in her small, elegant fingers, then back to her excited, triumphant face. He was quite unable to look at anything else.

This is how a man should look at a woman, thought the young girl, how any woman deserves to be looked at.

She languidly leaned right in front of him and opened the collar, holding his gaze. She did indeed feel exquisitely aroused and powerful as she paused for a moment. He waited as if for an execution, trembling and shaking but held somehow, made to endure the terrible tension, pleading with her to land the fatal blow, to take away his life. She knew somehow deep inside that once the collar was fixed in position, it would indeed be a sort of death for Mr. Forrester, the death of what he had been, and the birth of something new; the beginning of lifelong and irreversible enslavement to her. That knowledge thrilled through her whole body, filling and exalting her. This is what she had been born for.

Amy smiled cruelly, and passed the leather band round his white, fleshy neck, buckling it firmly in position.

Mr. Forrester seemed to sag, as if something inside of him had snapped. Amy giggled at the sight of him, naked and collared at her feet, his head hanging down as if in profound defeat.

“Well!?” snapped Mistress B. “Show how thankful you are, slave!”

Mr. Forrester looked up at the older Dominatrix stupidly for a moment.

“Kiss her feet and say ‘thank you’, you fucking idiot!”

Mr. Forrester groaned and obeyed her, putting his head to the carpet at Amy’s feet and kissing the toes of her shoes.

“T-thank you,” he mumbled.

“Thank you, who?” asked Amy, with dangerous softness.

“Thank you, Miss…Miss Ballbuster,” he said, looking up at her with misery and tearful adoration.

“That’s better, slave,” replied the girl, as Mistress B, laughed and looked on approvingly.

“We’ll hood it next time, dear,” she said. “But the first time it’s best to have it recognisable. It’s face will be something to savour.”

Mr. Forrester saw her point her mobile phone at him and he groaned as she took a picture.

Amy laughed.

“Caught on camera.”

Mistress B laughed and nodded.

“Caught generally, I think.”

“Mr. Forrester, grovelling at my feet in a slave collar,” said Amy, with a delighted laugh. “Who would have thought it?”

“Not his superiors at the bank, certainly,” said Mistress B.

Mr. Forrester groaned again and both ladies laughed again at the despairing misery in his voice.

“Poor, Mr. Forrester,” said Amy.

“Now,” said Mistress B, in a more businesslike tone and getting to her feet, “I think the slave is far too comfortable, don’t you?”

“Indeed,” said Amy, standing up with her.“Get up and open your legs, slave. Wide open.”

He looked as though he might protest for a moment, but one look at Amy’s resolute glare made him realise that mercy would not be forthcoming. Mercy was the very last thing he could hope for in this place.

“Yes, Miss Ballbuster,” he mumbled as he fully complied.

“Wider,” she snapped. “And hands behind your back.”

Mr. Forrester looked as if he were about to cry as he complied, leaving his cock and balls completely exposed. Amy smiled, feeling the thrill of control, the rush of power again. It felt like a drug.

“Good boy,” she said, and she was pleased to see tears bead at the corners of his eyes at her kinder tone.

But any hope he may have had of leniency from her however was brutally dashed a split second later when Amy smashed her foot squarely into his groin, scoring a direct hit on the base of his cock and both of his balls.

He collapsed to the floor, wheezing and whining, his hands going to the damaged region, his eyes bulging from his skull in agony. Mistress B and Amy stepped round him, noting the signs with dispassionate interest, letting him writhe and whimper for a little while, discussing one or two particular points; the pleasing whiteness of his face, the nice way his whole body quivered and shook as the waves of pain went through him.

Was anything more fun than this? Was anything more deeply satisfying?

After leaving him for another minute however, Mistress B nodded to her young protégé and Amy ordered him to get back to his feet.

He did so, still blubbering and cradling his bruised genitalia.

“Hands away,” said Amy.

“N-no, p-please,” he gasped.  A single tear escaped an eye and ran down his face.

He yelped with pain as Mistress B took up a cane from beside her chair and brought it down squarely on his buttocks, leaving a white hot, searing welt behind. He closed his eyes against this new, terrible agony.

“Disobedience is always by far the more painful option, slave,” said Mistress B, “I trust you will not need to learn this lesson again.”

He looked up at her and his eyes widened in panic as she raised the cane again.

“N-no!” he blurted.

The cane descended with a wicked crack and this time he cried out with a scream of agony.

“No, what, slave?”

“N-no, Mistress B!” said Mr. Forrester, his shaking voice almost unable to form words at all.

“That’s better,” she said, a cruel smirk on her face. “Now I believe Miss Ballbuster gave you a command.”

“Yes, Mistress B,” he said, and exposed his cock and balls for their inspection.

“Mmm,” said the older Domme, poking him painfully with the end of her cane, “nicely bruised, but still far too healthy looking.”

He whimpered and closed his eyes in despair.

“What do you say to Miss Ballbuster after she was so kind as to do what you asked of her, slave?”

“Thank you, Miss Ballbuster,” he said, the tears suddenly starting at his eyes again.

Amy smiled at him, thinking that it really was so endearingly sweet.

“Now, beg for another,” said Mistress B.

“Please kick me in the balls again, Miss Ballbuster ,” he said, with a sickening fear vying with desperate need in his eyes.

Amy laughed at him.

“‘She said ‘beg me’. Is that the best you can do?”

Immediately Mr. Forrester grovelled again at her feet and started kissing and licking them, begging her pathetically to kick him again.

The ladies laughed at the lamentable sight.

“What a good boy,” observed Mistress B, trying unsuccessfully to stop herself laughing as she took another photograph.

Amy began to realise that quite apart from the wonderful thrill of control it was also incredibly good fun, at least from the Domme’s point of view. She had not laughed so much for a long time, nor had she felt so alive and excited, except perhaps for her moments in the kickboxing ring. Even that could not compare with the way this made her feel.

“All right, slave,” said Amy, with an artificial sigh, kicking his face away with her shoe, “I suppose you’ve convinced me. Get up.”

Mr. Forrester got unsteadily to his feet again, his legs wide apart.

Amy nudged the toe of her shoe into his balls, turning them over, enjoying the pain that flashed over Mr. Forrester’s face as she did so. They were already an ugly purple and deep red colour.

She smiled sweetly, and smashed her foot squarely into the damaged organ once again, using her full force.

Again, Mr. Forrester dropped immediately to the floor, into a tight, foetal position, drawing in great gasping breaths against the terrible agony that blazed between his legs.

Both ladies laughed as he whimpered and cried, clutching his balls with both hands.

“It’s so much better when they are chained so they can’t move,” said Mistress B.“Then you can just keep kicking them.”

“Mmm,” said Amy, imagining it. She had seen men held in contraptions so that their balls were helplessly exposed. It had shocked her then; it excited her now.

“Let’s look in his wallet while we’re waiting, shall we?” said Mistress B. She removed the leather wallet from his trouser pocket and opened it up. “Well, well, well’. She purred, taking out a sheaf of banknotes. “Mmm, nearly a hundred here. Not much, but it’s a start.”

Mistress B looked down and saw that Mr. Forrester was looking at her through a haze of pain. His face a picture of exquisite misery.

“You can’t expect your Owner to put herself out and give you her time for nothing, can you?”

Mr. Forrester shook his head.

“T-take it, M-Mistress,” he managed to say, through clenched jaws.

“Oh, thank you, slave,” said Amy, thinking that it would come in very handy.

“I-I’ll give you more,” said Mr. Forrester, struggling towards Amy on his knees and gazing up at her with adoration. “Everything.”

“Oh, how sweet,” said Mistress B, and the two ladies burst out laughing.

“What a good boy,” said Amy, stroking his head.

“It’s high time we gave him his new face,” said Mistress B, reaching behind her. She picked up a leather hood, with tiny holes for eyes and nose, and a more generous one for the mouth.

Mr. Forrester whimpered at the sight of it, and his eyes pleaded a negative.

“Would you, Miss Ballbuster ?” asked Mistress B with a smirk.

“Love to,” replied the young girl, giggling. “Come here, slave.”

Mr. Forrester leaned towards her slightly, his eyes weeping slightly again, though whether it was pure emotion or pain from his groin, or both, she didn’t know.

“Best take the collar off and put it on again afterwards, dear,” advised Mistress B.

Amy nodded and did as she said. Mr. Forrester flinched and shuddered slightly as she removed the collar and she saw that it distressed him already to be without its secure and comforting presence round his neck. She smiled cruelly at this, a thrill of pleasure going through her, and then she lowered the hood slowly over his features.

The impersonal black leather slid down as if it were deleting his face, wiping him of expression, humanity, and individuality. It seemed to nullify his memories, his history, creating a dark, shiny blank space where there once was a set of inimitable features. Both women smiled as the transformation as the hood slipped entirely over his face and Amy pulled the zip closed, tensioning the leather so that it was tight against his face. His eyes were now reduced to small circular holes, his mouth a similar, expressionless circle.

Amy replaced the collar, locking the hood in place.Mr. Forrester whimpered, feeling his new face with trembling fingers.

Amy thought that he looked exactly like ‘stud’ and ‘cucky smallcock’ now. A faceless article of female property.

“Perfect,” said Mistress B, approvingly.

When Amy finally got back to her mother’s house, it was late and she had already gone to bed. It was a while before she could sleep, reliving all the wonderful things that had happened. In the morning, she knew that the day would look different, the future a bright horizon full of new potential. All the things that had worked to dampen, restrict and depress her ambition and her mood she had, like Mr. Forrester, well and truly kicked in the balls.

*

The sun streamed through the French Windows, giving the elegant room a feel of space and light. It truly was another world to the one where she started life. She leaned back and surveyed her domain. She dug her heels a little deeper into the footstool. She heard Mr. Forrester gasp. It was like music to her now.

Yes she had come so very, very far. And as she raked her heel spitefully down the footstool’s flab she knew she would never, ever get tired of her new life.

The End

Cruella Pain is a practicing UK Dominatrix

Contactable via www.tantalus-Press.com
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